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LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN



T0
THE DEAR MEMORY
OF
ROBERT EARL OF LYTTON
IN AFFECTION
AND
ADMIRATION



THE PERSONS OF THE PLAY

Lord Windermere
Lord Darlington
Lord Augustus Lorton
Mr. Dumby
M. Cecil Graham
Mr. Hopper
Parker, Butler

Lady Windermere
The Duchess of Berwick
Lady Agatha Carlide
Lady Plymdale
Lady Stutfield
Lady Jedburgh
Mrs. Cowper-Cowper
Mrs. Erlynne
Rosalie, Maid



THE SCENES OF THE PLAY

ACT |. Morning-room in LORD WINDERMERE'S house.
ACT |I. Drawing-roominLORD WINDERMERE'S house.
ACT |11. LORD DARLINGTON'S rooms.

ACT IV. Thesameasin Act |.
TIME: 1892.

PLACE : London.

Theaction of the play takes place within twenty-four hours
beginning on a Tuesday afternoon at five o'clock, and ending the
next day at 1.30 p.m.



ACT |

TheMorning-room of LORD WINDERMERE'S housein Carlton
House Terrace. Doors at centre, and on the right.
Bureau with booksand papers, on theright. Sofawith
small tea-table, on theleft. A window openson to the
terrace. Tableontheright.

LADY WINDERMERE isat thetable, arranging rosesin
abluebowl.
Enter PARKER.

PARKER: IS your ladyship at home this afternoon?

LADY WINDERMERE : Yes—who has called?

PARKER: Lord Darlington, my lady.

LADY WINDERMERE (hesitates for a moment): Show him
up—and | ' m at hometo any onewho calls.

PARKER : Yes, my lady. (He goes out.)

LADY WINDERMERE: It's best for me to se him
before to-night. |'m glad he's come.

Enter PARKER.

PARKER: Lord Darlington.

PARKER gOes out.

LORD DARLINGTON: How do you do, Lady Winder-
mer e?

LADY WINDERMERE: How do you do, Lord Darling-
ton? No, | can't shake handswith you. My hands are
all wet with theseroses. Aren't they lovely? They came
up from Selby this morning.

LORD DARLINGTON: They are quite perfect. (Sees
afan lying on the table) And what a wonderful fan!
May | look at it?
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LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN ACT |

LADY WINDERMERE: DO. Pretty,isn'tit! It'sgot my
name on it, and everything. | have only just seen it
mysdlf. It's my husband's birthday present to me. You
know to-day is my birthday?

LORD DARLINGTON: NO! Isitreally?

LADY WINDERMERE: Yes, |'m of age to-day. Quite
an important day in my life, isn't it? That iswhy | am
giving thisparty to-night. Do sit down. (Still arranging
flowers.)

LORD DARLINGTON (sitting down): | wish | had known
it wasyour birthday, Lady Windermere. | would have
covered the whole street in front of your house with
flowers for you towalk on. They are made for you. (A
short pause.)

LADY WINDERMERE: Lord Darlington, you annoyed
me last night at the Foreign Office. | am afraid you are
going to annoy me again.

LORD DARLINGTON: |, Lady Windermere?

Enter PARKER and FOOTM AN, with tray and tea things.

LADY WINDERMERE: Put it there, Parker. That will
do. Wipssher handswith her pocket-handker chief, goesto
tea-table, and sitsdown.) Won't you comeover, Lord Dar |-
ington?

PARKER gOes out.

LORD DARLINGTON (takes chair and comesacross): | am
quite miserable, Lady Windermere. You must tell me
what | did. (Sitsdown at table.)

LADY WINDERMERE : Well, you kept paying me elab-
orate compliments the whole evening.

LORD DARLINGTON (smiling): Ah, nowadays we are
all of us so hard up, that the only pleasant things to
pay are compliments. They're the only things we can
pay.

LADY WINDERMERE (shaking her head): No, | am
talking very serioudy. You mustn't laugh, | am quite
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ACT | LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN

serious. | don't like compliments, and | don't sse why a
man should think he is pleasing a woman enormoudy
when he says to her a whole heap of things that he
doesn't mean.

LORD DARLINGTON: Ah, but | did mean them. (Takes
tea which she offershim.)

LADY WINDERMERE {gravely): | hope not. | should
be sorry to have to quarrel with you, Lord Darlington.
| like you very much, you know that. But | shouldn't
like you at all if I thought you were what most other
men are. Believe me, you are better than mos other
men, and | sometimes think you pretend to be worse.

LORD DARLINGTON: We all have our little vanities,
Lady Windermere.

LADY WINDERMERE: Why do you make that your
special one ? (Still seated at table.)

LORD DARLINGTON {still seated): Oh, nowadays
many conceited people go about Society pretending to
be good, that | think it shows rather a sweet and modest
disposition to pretend to be bad. Besdes thereis this to
be said. Ifyou pretend to be good, the world takes you
very serioudy. If you pretend to be bad, it doesn't. Such
is the astounding stupidity of optimism.

LADY WINDERMERE: Don't you want the world to
take you serioudy then, Lord Darlington?

LORD DARLINGTON: No, not theworld. Who are the
people the world takes serioudy? All thedull people one
can think of, from the Bishops down to the bores. |
should like you to take me very serioudy, Lady Winder -
mere, you morethan any onedsein life.

LADY WINDERMERE: Why—why me?

LORD DARLINGTON {after a dlight hesitation): Because
| think wemight begreat friends. Let usbegreat friends.
You may want a friend some day.

LADY WINDERMERE: Why do you say that?
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LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN ACT |

LORD DARLINGTON: Oh!—we all want friends at
times.

LADY WINDERMERE: | think we're very good friends
already, Lord Darlington. We can alwaysremain so as
long as you don't——

LORD DARLINGTON: Don't what?

LADY WINDERMERE: Don't spail it by saying extrava-
gant silly things to me. You think | am a Puritan, |
auppoe? Well, | have something of the Puritan in me.
| was brought up like that. | am glad of it. My mother
died when | was a mere child. | lived alwayswith Lady
Julia, my father's elder sgter, you know. She was stern
to me, but she taught me what the world is forgetting,
the difference that there is between what is right and
what iswrong. She allowed of no compromise. | allow
of none.

LORD DARLINGTON: MYy dear Lady Windermere!

LADY WINDERMERE (leaning back on the sofa): You
look on me as being behind the age. Well, | am! |
should be sorry to be on the same level as an age like
this.

LORD DARLINGTON: You think the age very bad?

LADY WINDERMERE: Yes. Nowadays people seem to
look on life asa speculation. It isnot a speculation. Itis
asacrament. Itsideal isLove. Itspurification is sacri-
fice.

LORD DARLINGTON (smiling): Oh, anything is better
than being sacrificed !

LADY WINDERMERE (leaning forward): Don't say that.

LORD DARLINGTON: | dosayit. | fed it—I know it.

Enter PARKER.

PARKER : The men want to know if they areto put the
carpets on the terrace for to-night, my lady?

LADY WINDERMERE: YOU don't think it will rain,
Lord Darlington, do you?
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ACT | LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN

LORD DARLINGTON: | won't hear of its raining on
your birthday!

LADY WINDERMERE: Tell them to do it at once,
Parker.

PARKER gOe€s out.

LORD DARLINGTON (still seated): Do you think then—
of course | am only putting an imaginary insance—do
you think that in the case of a young married couple, say
about two years married, if the husband suddenly
becomes the intimate friend of a woman of—well, more
than doubtful character—is always calling upon her,
lunching with her, and probably paying her bills—do
you think that the wife should not console hersdf?

LADY WINDERMERE (frowning): Console hersdf?

LORD DARLINGTON: Yes, | think she should—I think
she has the right.

LADY WINDERMERE: Because the husbhand is vile—
should the wife be vile also?

LORD DARLINGTON: Vilenessisaterribleword, Lady
Windermere.

LADY WINDERMERE: It is a terrible thing, Lord
Darlington.

LORD DARLINGTON: Do you know | am afraid that
good people do a great deal of harm in this world.
Certainly the greatest harm they do is that they make
badness of such extraordinary importance. It is absurd
to divide people into good and bad. People are either
charming or tedious. | take the sde of the charming, and
you, Lady Windermere, can't help belonging to them.

LADY WINDERMERE: Now, Lord Darlington. (Rising
and crossing in front of him.) Don't stir, | am merely going
to finish my flowers. (Goesto table on theright.)

LORD DARLINGTON (rising and moving chair) : And |
must say | think you arevery hard on modern life, Lady
Windermere. Of course thereis much against it, | admit.
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LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN ACT |

Most women, for instance, nowadays, are rather mer-
cenary.

LADY WINDERMERE : Don't talk about such people.

LORD DARLINGTON: Well then, setting aside mer-
cenary people, who, of course, aredreadful, doyou think
serioudy that women who have committed what the
world calls a fault should never be forgiven?

LADY WINDERMERE (standing at table): | think they
should never beforgiven.

LORD DARLINGTON: And men? Do you think that
there should be the same laws for men as there are for
women?

LADY WINDERMERE: Certainly!

LORD DARLINGTON: | think life too complex a thing
to be settled by these hard and fagt rules.

LADY WINDERMERE : | f we had " these hard and fagt
rules," weshould find lifemuch moresmple.

LORD DARLINGTON: You allow of no exceptions?

LADY WINDERMERE: None!

LORD DARLINGTON: Ah, what a fascinating Puritan
you are, Lady Windermere!

LADY WINDERMERE : The adjective was unnecessary,
Lord Darlington.

LORD DARLINGTON: | couldn't help it. | can resst
everything except temptation.

LADY WINDERMERE : You have the modern affectation
of weakness.

LORD DARLINGTON (looking at her): It's only an
affectation, Lady Windermere.

Enter PARKER.

PARKER : The Duchess of Berwick and Lady Agatha

Carligle.
Enter the DUCHESS OF BERWICK and LADY AGATHA
CARLISLE.
PARKER gOes out.
10



ACT | LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN

DUCHESS OF BERWICK (coming down and shaking hands):
Dear Margaret, | am so pleased to se you. You
remember Agatha, don't you? (Crossing.) How do you
do, Lord Darlington ? | won't let you know my daughter,
you are far too wicked.

LORD DARLINGTON: Don't say that, Duchess. As a
wicked man | am a complete failure. Why, there are
lots of people who say | have never really done anything
wrong in the whole course of my life. Of course they
only sy it behind my back.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Isn't he dreadful? Agatha,
thisisLord Darlington. Mind you don't believe aword
he says (LORD DARLINGTON crossesto right.) No, no tea,
thank you, dear. (Crossesand sitson sofa.)) We havejust
had tea at Lady Markby's. Such bad tea, too. It was
quite undrinkable. | wasn't at all surprised. Her own
son-in-law supplies it. Agatha is looking forward so
much to your ball to-night, dear Margaret.

LADY WINDERMERE (seated): Oh, you mustn't think
it is going to be a ball, Duchess. It is only a dance in
honour of my birthday. A small and early.

LORD DARLINGTON (standing): Very small, very early,
and very sdect, Duchess.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK (on sofa): Of courseit's going
to be sdect. But we know that, dear Margaret, about
your house. It isreally one of the few houses in London
where | can take Agatha, and where | fed perfectly
secure about dear Berwick. | don't know what society is
coming to. The most dreadful people seem to go every-
where. They certainly come to my parties—the men
get quite furious if one doemn't ak them. Really, some
one should make a stand againg it.

LADY WINDERMERE: /will, Duchess. | will have no
one in my house about whom there is any scandal.

LORD DARLINGTON: Oh, don't say that, Lady
[



LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN ACT |

Windermere. | should never be admittedl {He sits
down,)

DUCHESS OF BERWICK : Oh, men don't matter. With
women it is different. We're good. Some of us are, at
least. But we are positively getting elbowed into the
corner. Our husbands would really forget our existence
if wedidn't nag at them from time to time, just to remind
them that we have a perfect legal right to do so.

LORD DARLINGTON: It's a curious thing, Duchess,
about the game of marriage—a game, by the way, that
is going out of fashion—the wives hold all the honours,
and invariably lose the odd trick.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: The odd trick? Is that the
husband, Lord Darlington?

LORD DARLINGTON: |t would be rather a good name
for the modern husband.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Dear Lord Darlington, how
thoroughly depraved you are!

LADY WINDERMERE: Lord Darlingtonistrivial.

LORD DARLINGTON: Ah, don't say that, Lady Winder-
mere.

LADY WINDERMERE: Why do you talk so trivially
about life then?

LORD DARLINGTON: Because | think that life is far
too important a thing ever to talk seriously about it.
(Moves away.)

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: What does he mean? Do, as
a concession to my poor wits, Lord Darlington, just
explain to me what you really mean.

LORD DARLINGTON (coming down to back of table): |
think | had better not, Duchess. Nowadays to be
intelligible isto be found out. Good-bye! {Shakes hands
with DUCHESS.)) And now—{goes up to her) Lady Winder-
mere, good-bye. | may come to-night, mayn't I? Do
let me come.
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ACT | LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN

LADY WINDERMERE (standing beside LORD DARLING-
TON): Yes, certainly. But you are not to say foolish,
insincere things to people.

LORD DARLINGTON (smiling): Ah, you are beginning
to reform me. It isa dangerousthing to reform any one,
L ady Winder mer e. (Bows, and goesout.)

DUCHESS OF BERWICK (who has risen): What a
charming, wicked creature! | like him so much. I'm
quite delighted hes gone! How sweet you're looking!
Where do you get your gowns? And now | must tell you
how sorry | am for you, dear M argaret. (Crossesto sofa
and sitswith LADY WINDERMERE.) Agatha, darling!

LADY AGATHA : Yes, mamma. (She rises.)

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Will you go and look over
the photograph album that | se there?

LADY AGATHA : Yes, mamma. (Goes up to table)

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Dear girl! She is © fond of
photographs of Switzerland. Such a pure taste, | think.
But | really am so sorry for you, Margaret.

LADY WINDERMERE (smiling): Why, Duchess?

DUCHESS OF BERWICK : Oh, on account of that horrid
woman. She dresss so well, too, which makes it much
worse, sts such a dreadful example. Augustus—you
know my disreputable brother—such a trial to us all—
well, Augustus is completely infatuated about her. It is
quite scandalous, for she is absolutely inadmissible into
society. Many a woman has a past, but | am told that
she has at least a dozen, and that they all fit.

LADY WINDERMERE: Whom are you talking about,
Duchess?

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: About Mrs. Erlynne,

LADY WINDERMERE: Mrs. Erlynne? | never heard of
her, Duchess. And what has she to do with me?

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: My poor child! Agatha,
darling |
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LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN ACT |

LADY AGATHA: Yes, mamma.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Will you go out on the
terrace and look at the sunset?

LADY AGATHA: Yes, mamma. (Goes out through
window.)

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Sweet girl! So devoted to
sunsets!  Shows such refinement of feeling, does it not?
After all, thereis nothing like Nature, is there?

LADY WINDERMERE: But what isit, Duchess? Why
do you talk to me about this person?

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Don't you really know? |
assure you we're all so distressed about it. Only last
night at dear Lady Jansen's every one was saying how
extraordinary it was that, of all menin London, Winder-
mere should behave in such a way.

LADY WINDERMERE: MYy husbhand—what has he got
to do with any woman of that kind?

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Ah, what indeed, dear? That
is the point. He goes to se her continually, and stops
for hours at a time, and while he is there she is not at
home to any one. Not that many ladies call on her,
dear, but she has a great many disreputable men friends—
my own brother particularly, as | told you—and that is
what makes it so dreadful about Windermere. We
looked upon him as being such a model husband, but |
am afraid there is no doubt about it. My dear nieces—
you know the Saville girls, don't you?—such nice
domestic creatures—plain, dreadfully plain, but so
good—well, they're always at the window doing fancy
work, and making ugly things for the poor, which I
think so useful of them in these dreadful socialistic days,
and this terrible woman has taken a house in Curzon
Street, right opposite them—such a respectable street,
too! | don't know what we're comingto! And they tell
me that Windermere goes there four and five times a,
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week—they see him. They can't help it—and although
they never talk scandal, they—well, of course—they
remark on it to every one. And the worst of it all isthat
| have been told that this woman has got a great deal of
money out of somebody, for it ssems that she came to
London sx months ago without anything at all to speak
of, and now she has this charming house in Mayfair,
drives her ponies in the Park every afternoon and all—
well, all—since she has known poor dear Windermere.

LADY WINDERMERE: Oh, | can't believe it!

DUCHESS OF BERWICK : But it's quite true, my dear.
The whole of London knows it. That is why | felt it
was better to come and talk to you, and advise you to
take Windermere away at once to Homburg or to Aix,
where he'll have something to amuse him, and where
you can watch him all day long. | assure you, my dear,
that on several occasons after | was first married, | had
to pretend to be very ill, and was obliged to drink the
mogt unpleasant mineral waters, merely to get Berwick
out of town. He was so extremely susceptible. Though
| am bound to say he never gave away any large sums
of money to anybody. He is far too high-principled for
that!

LADY WINDERMERE (interrupting): Duchess, Duchess,
it's impossible! (Rising and crossing the room.) We are
only married two years. Our child isbut six months old.
(Sits in chair by small table))

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Ah, the dear pretty baby!
How isthelittledarling? Isit aboy or agirl? | hopea
girl—Ah, no, | remember it'saboy! |'m sosorry. Boys
are so wicked. My boy is excessvely immoral. You
wouldn't believe at what hours he comes home. And
he's only left Oxford a few months—I really don't know
what they teach them there.

LADY WINDERMERE: Are all men bad?
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DUCHESS OF BERWICK : Oh, all of them, my dear, all
of them, without any exception. And they never grow
any better. Men become old, but they never become
good.

LADY WINDERMERE: Windermere and | married for
love.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Yes, we begin like that. It
was only Berwick's brutal and incessant threats of
suicide that made me accept him at all, and before the
year was out, hewasrunning after all kinds of petticoats,
every colour, every shape, every material. Infact, before
the honeymoon was over, | caught him winking at my
maid, a most pretty, respectable girl. | digmissed her at
once without a character.—No, | remember | passed her
on to my sger ; poor dear Sir George is so short-sighted,
| thought it wouldn't matter. But it did, though—it was
most unfortunate. (Rises) And now, my dear child, |
must go, aswe arediningout. And mind you don't take
thislittleaberration of Windermer €' stoo much to heart.
Just take him abroad, and he'll come back to you all
right.

LADY WINDERMERE : Come back to me?

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Yes, dear, these wicked
women get our husbands away from us, but they always
come back, dightly damaged, of course. And don't make
enes, men hate them!

LADY WINDERMERE: It isvery kind of you, Duchess,
to come and tell meall this. But | can't believe that my
husband is untrue to me.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Pretty child! | was like that
once. Now | know that all men are monsters. (LADY
WINDERMERE rings.bell.) The only thing to doisto feed
the wretches well. A good cook does wonders, and that
| know you have. My dear M ar gar et, you are not going

to ay?
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ACT I LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN

LADY WINDERMERE: You needn't be afraid, Duchess,
| never cry.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: That's quite right, dear.
Crying is the refuge of plain women, but the ruin of
pretty ones. Agatha, darling!

LADY AGATHA (entering): Yes, mamma.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Come and bid good-bye to
Lady Windermere, and thank her for your charming
visit. (Coming forward again.) And by the way, | must
thank you for sending a card to M r. Hopper—he's that
rich young Australian people are taking such notice of
just at present. His father made a great fortune by
selling some kind of food in circular tins—mogt palatable,
| believe—I fancy it isthe thing the servants always refuse
to eat. But the son is quite interesting. | think hes
attracted by dear Agatha's clever talk. Of course, we
should be very sorry to lose her, but | think that a
mother who doesn't part with a daughter every season
has no real affection. We're coming to-night, dear.
(PARKER openscentredoors.) And remember my advice,
take the poor felow out of town at once, it is the only
thing to do. Good-bye, once more; come, Agatha.

The DUCHESS and LADY AGATHA go out.

LADY WINDERMERE: HOW horrible! | understand
now what Lord Darlington meant by the imaginary
instance of the couple not two years married. Oh, it
can't be true— she spoke of enormous sums of money
paid to this woman. | know where Arthur kesps his
bank book—in one of the drawers of that dek. | might
find out by that. | will find out. (Opensdrawer.) No, it
issomehideousmistake. (Risesand comesto the middle of
theroom.) Some silly scandal! He loves me\ He loves
me ! But why should | not look? I am his wife, | have a
right tolook! (Returnsto bureau, takes out book and examines
it page by page, smilesand givesa sigh of relief) | knew it !

c 17



LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN ACT |

There is not aword of truth in this stupid story. (Puts
book back in drawer. As she does so, starts and takes out
another book.) A second book—private—locked! (Tries
toopen it, but fails. Seespaper knifeon bureau, and with it cuts
cover from book. Begins to start at the first page) " Mrs.
Erlynne—£600—Mrs. Erlynne—£700—Mrs. Erlynne—
£400." Oh,itistrue! Itistrue! How horrible! (Throws
book on floor.)
Enter LORD WINDERMERE.

LORD WINDERMERE: Well, dear, has the fan been
sent home yet? (Sees book.) Margaret, you have cut
open my bank book. You have no right to do such a
thing!

LADY WINDERMERE : You think it wrong that you are
found out, don't you?

LORD WINDERMERE: | think it wrong that a wife
should spy on her husband.
LADY WINDERMERE: | did not spy on you. | never

knew of this woman's exigence till half an hour ago.
Some one who pitied me was kind enough to tell me
what every one in London knows already—your daily
vidts to Curzon Street, your mad infatuation, the
mongtrous sums of money you squander on this in-
famous woman!

LORD WINDERMERE: Margaret! Don't talk like that
of Mrs. Erlynne, you don't know how unjust it is!

LADY WINDERMERE (turning to him): You are very
jealous of Mrs. Erlynne's honour. | wish you had been
asjealous of mine.

LORD WINDERMERE: Your honour is untouched,
Margaret. You don't think for a moment that——(Puts
book back into desk.)

LADY WINDERMERE: | think that you spend your
money strangely. That is all. Oh, don't imagine |
mind about the money. As far as | am concerned, you
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ACT | LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN

may squander everythingwe have. But what | do mind
isthat you who have loved me, you who have taught me
to love you, should pass from the love that is given to
thelovethatisbought. Oh,it'shorrible! (Sits on sofa.)
And it is| who fed degraded ! You don't fed anything.
| fedl stained, utterly stained. You can't realise how
hideous the last sx months seems to me now—every kiss
you have given meistainted in my memory.

LORD WINDERMERE (crossing to her): Don't say that,
Margaret. | never loved any onein thewholeworId but
you.

LADY WINDERMERE (rises): Whoisthiswoman, then?
Why do you take a house for her?

LORD WINDERMERE: | did not take a housefor her.

LADY WINDERMERE: You gave her the money to do
it, which isthesamething.

LORD WINDERMERE: Margaret, asfar as| haveknown
Mrs.Erlynne

LADY WINDERMERE: IsthereaMr. Erlynne—or ishe
a myth?

LORD WINDERMERE: Her husband died many years
ago. Sheisalonein theworld.

LADY WINDERMERE: No relations?

A pause.

LORD WINDERMERE: None.

LADY WINDERMERE: Rather curious, isn't it?

LORD WINDERMERE: Margaret, | was saying to you—
and | begyoutolistentome—that asfar as| haveknown
Mrs. Erlynne, she has conducted hersalf well. If years
ago

LADY WINDERMERE: Oh! (Crossing the room.) | don't
want details about her lifel

LORD WINDERMERE: | am not going to give you any
details about her life. | tell you simply this—Mrs.
Erlynne was once honoured, loved, respected. She was
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well born, she had postion—she logt everything—threw
it away, if you like. That makes it all the more bitter.
Misfortunes one can endure—they come from outside,
they are accidents. But to suffer for one's own faults—
ah!—there is the sting of life. |1t was twenty years ago,
too. Shewaslittle more than agirl then. She had been
a wife for even less time than you have.

LADY WINDERMERE: | am not interested in her—
and—you should not mention this woman and me in
the same breath. It isan error of taste. (She sits at desk.)

LORD WINDERMERE: Margaret, you could save this
woman. She wants to get back into society, and she
wantsyou to help her. (Crossingto her.)

LADY WINDERMERE: Me!

LORD WINDERMERE : Yes, you.

LADY WINDERMERE: HOW impertinent of her!

A pause.

LORD WINDERMERE: Margaret, | came to ak you a
great favour, and | still ak it of you, though you have
discovered what | had intended you should never have
known, that | have given Mrs. Erlynne a large sum of
money. | want you to send her an invitation for our
party to-night. (Standing beside her.)

LADY WINDERMERE: You aremad! (Rises)

LORD WINDERMERE: | entreat you. People may
chatter about her, do chatter about her, of course, but
they don't know anything definite against her. She has
been to several houses—not to houses where you would
go, | admit, but still to houses where women who arein
what is called Society nowadays do go. That does not
content her. She wants you to receive her once.

LADY WINDERMERE: Asatriumph for her, | suppose?

LORD WINDERMERE : No; but because she knows that
you are a good woman—and that if she comes here once
she will have a chance of a happier, a surer life than she
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has had. She will make no further effort to know you.
Won't you help a woman who is trying to get back?

LADY WINDERMERE: NO! | f a woman really repents,
she never wishes to return to the society that has made
or seen her ruin.

LORD WINDERMERE : | beg of you.

LADY WINDERMERE (crossing to door): | am going to
dress for dinner, and don't mention the subject again
this evening. Arthur, (Going to him.) you fancy because
| have no father or mother that | am alone in the world,
and that you can treat me as you chooe You are
wrong, | have friends, many friends.

LORD WINDERMERE: Margaret, you are talking fool-
ishly, recklesdy. | won't argue with you, but | insg
upon your asking Mrs. Erlynne to-night.

LADY WINDERMERE ;: | shall do nothing of the kind.
(Crossing the room.)

LORD WINDERMERE: You refuse?

LADY WINDERMERE: Absolutely!

LORD WINDERMERE: Ah, Margaret, do this for my
ske; it is her last chance.

LADY WINDERMERE : What hasthat to do with me?

LORD WINDERMERE : How hard good women are€!

LADY WINDERMERE: How weak bad men are!

LORD WINDERMERE : Margaret, none of us men may
be good enough for the women we marry—that is quite
true—but you don't imagine | would ever—oh, the
suggestion is monstrous!

LADY WINDERMERE: Why should you be different
from other men? | am told that there is hardly a
husband in London who does not waste his life over
some shameful passion.

LORD WINDERMERE : | am not one of them.

LADY WINDERMERE : | am not sure of that!

LORD WINDERMERE: Youaresurein your heart. But
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don't make chasm after chasm between us. God knows
the lagt few minutes have thrust us wide enough apart.
Sit down and writethecard.

LADY WINDERMERE: Nothing in the whole world
would induce me.

LORD WINDERMERE {crossingto bureau): Then | will!
{Ringselectricbell , sitsandwritescard.)

LADY WINDERMERE: YOU are going to invite this
woman?{Crossingtohim.)

LORD WINDERMERE: Yes

Pause. Enter PARKER.

LORD WINDERMERE: Parker!

PARKER: Yes, my lord.

LORD WINDERMERE: Have this note sent to Mrs.
Erlynneat No. 84A Curzon Street. {Crossing andgiving
noteto PARKER.) Thereisno answer!

PARKER gOes out.

LADY WINDERMERE: Arthur, if that woman comes
here, | shall insult her.

LORD WINDERMERE: Margaret, don't say that.

LADY WINDERMERE: | mean it.

LORD WINDERMERE : Child, if you did such a thing,
therés not a woman in London who wouldn't pity you.

LADY WINDERMERE: Thereis not a good woman in
L ondon who would not applaud me. We have been too
lax. We must make an example. | propose to begin
to-night. {Picking upfan.) Yes, you gave me this fan
to-day; it was your bithday present. If that woman
aoses my threshold, | shall strike her across the face
with it.

LORD WINDERMERE : Margaret, you couldn't do such
e athing.

LADY WINDERMERE: YOU don't know me! {Moves
away.)

Enter PARKER.
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LADY WINDERMERE: Parker!

PARKER: Yes, my lady.

LADY WINDERMERE: | shall dine in my own room.
| don't want dinner, infact. Seethat everythingisready
by half-past ten. And, Parker, be sure you pronounce
the names of the guess very distinctly to-night. Some-
times you speak so fast that | missthem. | am particu-
larly anxious to hear the names quite clearly, so as to
make no mistake. Y ou understand, Parker?

PARKER: Yes, my lady.

LADY WINDERMERE: That will do!

PARKER QO€s out.

LADY WINDERMERE (gpeeking to LORD WINDERMERE) :
Arthur, if that woman comes here—I| warn you—

LORD WINDERMERE : Margaret, you'll ruin us!

LADY WINDERMERE: US! From this moment my
life is separate from yours. But if you wish to avoid a
public scandal, write at once to this woman, and tell
her that | forbid her to come here!

LORD WINDERMERE : | will not—I cannot—she must
comel

LADY WINDERMERE: Then | shall do exactly as |
havesaid. {Goestodoor.) Youleavemenochoice. {She
goesout.)

LORD WINDERMERE {calling after her)'. Margaret!
Margaret! {A pause) My God! What shall | do? |
dare not tell her who thiswoman really is. The shame
would kill her. {Sinks down into a chair and buries his face
in his hands.)

CURTAIN
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The drawing-roomin LORD WINDERMERE'S house. Door on
right opens into ball-room, where a band is playing.
Door on left through which guests are entering. Door at
the back opens on to illuminated terrace. Palms, flowers,
and brilliant lights. The room is crowded with guests.
LADY WINDERMERE isreceiving them.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK : S0 strange Lord Windermere
isn't here. Mr. Hopper is very late, too. Y ou have kept
those five dances for him, Agatha?

LADY AGATHA: Yes, mamma.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK (Sitting on sofa): Just let me see
your card. |1'm so glad Lady Windermere has revived
cards. They're a mother's only safeguard. You dear
simple little thing! (Scratches out two names.) No nice
girl should ever waltz with such particularly younger
sons! It looks so fast! The last two dances you might
pass on the terrace with Mr. Hopper.

Enter MR. DUMBY and LADY PLYMDALE from the
ball-room.

LADY AGATHA: Yes, mamma.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK (fanning herself). The air is s0
pleasant there.

PARKER: Mrs. Cowper-Cowper. Lady Stutfield. Sir
James Royston. Mr. Guy Berkeley.

These peopleenter asannounced.

DUMBY: Good evening, Lady Stutfield. | suppose this
will be the last ball of the season?

LADY STUTFIELD: | suppose so, Mr. Dumby. It's
been a delightful season, hasn't it?
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DUMBY : Quite delightful! Good evening, Duchess.
| suppose thiswill be the last ball of the season?

DUCHESS OF BERWICK : | suppose so, Mr. Dumby. It
has been a very dull season, hasn't it?

DUMBY : Dreadfully dull ! Dreadfully dull !

MRS. COWPER-COWPER: Good evening, Mr. Dumby.
| suppose this will be the last ball of the season?

DUMBY : Oh, | think not. There'll probably be two
more. (Wanders back to LADY PLYMDALE.)

PARKER: Mr. Rufford. Lady Jedburgh and Miss
Graham. Mr. Hopper.

These people enter as announced.

HOPPER: HOW do you do, Lady Windermere? How
do you do, Duchess? (Bowsto LADY AGATHA.)

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Dear Mr. Hopper, how nice
of you to come so early. We all know how you are run
after in London.

HOPPER": Capital place, London! They are not
nearly so exclusive in London as they are in Sydney.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Ah! We know your value,
Mr. Hopper. We wish there were more like you. It
would make life so much easier. Do you know, Mr.
Hopper, dear Agatha and | are so much interested
in Australia. It must be so pretty with all the dear
little kangaroos flying about. Agatha has found it on
the map. What a curious shape it is! Just like a large
packing case. However, it is avery young country, isn't
it?

HOPPER: Wasn't it made at the same time as the
others, Duchess?

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: HOW clever you are, Mr.
Hopper. Y ou have a cleverness quite of your own. Now
| mustn't keep you.

HOPPER: But | should like to dance with Lady
Agatha, Duchess.
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DUCHESS OF BERWICK : Well, I hope she has a dance
left. Haveyou a dance left, Agatha?

LADY AGATHA : Ye&s, mamma.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Thenext one?

LADY AGATHA : Yes, mamma.

HOPPER: May | havethe pleasure?

LADY AGATHA bows.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Mind you take great care of
my littlechatterbox, M r . Hopper.

LADY AGATHA and MR. HOPPER pass into ball-room.
Enter LORD WINDERMERE.

LORD WINDERMERE: Margaret, | want to speak to
you.

LADY WINDERMERE: |namoment.

Themusic stops.
PARKER: Lord AugustusLorton.
Enter LORD AUGUSTUS.

LORD AUGUSTUS : Good evening, Lady Windermere.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK : Sir James, will you take me
into the ball-room? Augustus has been dining with us
to-night. | really have had quite enough of dear
Augustus for the moment.

SIR JAMESROYSTON givestheDbucHESs hisarm and
escortsher intothe ball-room.

PARKER: Mr, and Mrs. Arthur Bowden. Lord and
Lady Paidey. Lord Darlington.

These peopleenter asannounced.

LORD AUGUSTUS (coming up to LORD WINDERMERE) :
Want to speak to you particularly, dear boy. 1'mworn
to a shadow. Know | don't look it. None of us men do
look what wereally are. Demmed good thing, too. What
| want to know is this. Who is she? Where does she
come from? Why hasn't she got any demmed relations?
Demmed nuisance, relations! But they make one so
demmed respectable.
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LORD WINDERMERE : You aretalking of Mrs. Erlynne,
| suppose? | only met her sx monthsago. Till then, |
never knew of her exigence.

LORD AUGUSTUS: You have ssen a good deal of her
since then.

LORD WINDERMERE {coldly): Yes, | have seen a good
deal of her since then. | havejust seen her.

LORD AUGUSTUS: Egad, the women are very down
on her. | have been dining with Arabella this evening!
By Jove, you should have heard what she said about
Mrs. Erlynne. Shedidn't leavearagon her. . .. {Aside)
Berwick and | told her that didn't matter much, as the
lady in question must have an extremely finefigure. You
should have seen Arabella's expression! . . . But, look
here, dear boy. | don't know what to do about Mrs.
Erlynne. Egad, | might be married to her; she treats
me with such demmed indifference. She's deuced clever,
too! She explains everything. Egad, she explains you.
She has got any amount of explanations for you—and all
of them different.

LORD WINDERMERE: NO explanations are necessary
about my friendship with Mrs. Erlynne.

LORD AUGUSTUS: H'm! Well, look here, dear old
fellow. Do you think shewill ever get into this demmed
thing called Society? Would you introduce her to your
wife? No use beating about the confounded bush.
Would you do that?

LORD WINDERMERE: Mrs. Erlynne is coming here
to-night.

LORD AUGUSTUS: Your wife has sent her a card?

LORD WINDERMERE: Mrs. Erlynne has received a
card.

LORD AUGUSTUS : Then shes all right, dear boy. But
why didn't you tell me that before? It would have saved
me a heap of worry and demmed misunder standings!
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LADY AGATHA and M R. HOPPER cross and pass on to
theterraceontheleft.

PARKER: Mr. Cecil Graham!

Enter MR. CECIL GRAHAM.

CECIL GRAHAM (bonstOLADY WINDERMERE, CrOSSes over
and shakes hands with LORD WINDERMERE) : Good evening,
Arthur. Why don't you ask mehow | am? | like people
to ak me how | am. It shows a wide-spread interest in
my health. Now, to-night | am not at all well. Been
dining with my people. Wonder why it is one's people
are always so tedious? My father would talk morality
after dinner. | told him he was old enough to know
better. But my experience is that as soon as people
are old enough to know better, they don't know
anything at all. Hallo, Tuppy! Hear you're going
to be married again; thought you were tired of that
game.

LORD AUGUSTUS: You're excessively trivial, my dear
boy, excessively trivial !

CECIL GRAHAM: By the way, Tuppy, which is it?
Have you been twice married and once divorced, or
twice divorced and once married? | say you've been
twice divorced and once married. It seems so much
more probable.

LORD AUGUSTUS: | have a very bad memory. |
really don't remember which. {Moves away.)

LADY PLYMDALE: Lord Windermere, |'ve something
most particular to ask you.

LORD WINDERMERE: | am afraid—if you will excuse
me—I mustjoin my wife.

LADY PLYMDALE: Oh, you mustn't dream of such a
thing. It's most dangerous nowadays for a husband to
pay any attention to hiswifein public. It always makes
people think that he beats her when they're alone. The
world has grown so suspicious of anything that lookslike
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ahappy marriedlife. But 1 'l 1 tell youwhat itisat supper.
(Movestowards door of ball-room.)

LORD WINDERMERE: Margaret! | must speak to
you.

LADY WINDERMERE: Will you hold my fan for me,
Lord Darlington? Thanks. (Comestowardshim.)

LORD WINDERMERE (crossing to her): Margaret, what
you said before dinner was, of course, impossible?

LADY WINDERMERE : That woman is not coming here
to-night!

LORD WINDERMERE: Mrs. Erlynne is coming here,
and if you in any way annoy or wound her, you will
bring shame and sorrow on us both. Remember that!
Ah, Margaret, only trust me! A wife should trust her
husband !

LADY WINDERMERE: London is full of women who
trust their husbands. One can aways recognise them.
They look so thoroughly unhappy. | am not going to be
one of them. (Moves away) Lord Darlington, will you
give me back my fan, please? Thanks. . .. A useful
thing afan, isn't it? ... | want a friend to-night, Lord
Darlington: | didn't know | would want one so soon.

LORD DARLINGTON: Lady Windermere! | knew the
time would come some day ; but why to-night?

LORD WINDERMERE: | will tell her. | must. It
would be terrible if there were any scene. Margaret. . . .

PARKER: Mrs. Erlynne!

LORD WINDERMERE darts. MRS. ERLYNNE enters,
very beautifully dressed and very dignified. LADY WIN-
DERMERE clutchesat her fan, then letsit drop on thefloor.
She bows coldly to MRS. ERLYNNE, who bows to her
sweetly in turn, and sailsinto the room.

LORD DARLINGTON: YoOU have dropped your fan,
Lady Windermere. (Picksit up and hands it to her.)

MRS ERLYNNE: HOw do you do, again, Lord
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Windermere? How charming your sweat wife looks!
Quiteapicture!

LORD WINDERMERE (in a low voice): |t was terribly
rash of you to come!

MRS. ERLYNNE (smiling): Thewisest thing | ever did
in my life. And, by the way, you must pay me a good
deal of attention this evening. | am afraid of the women.
Y ou must introduce me to some of them. The men | can
always manage. How do you do, Lord Augustus? You
have quite neglected me lately. | have not seen you
snce yesterday. | am afraid you're faithless. Every
one told me .

LORD AUGUSTUS: Now really, Mrs. Erlynne, allow me
to explain.

MRS. ERLYNNE: No, dear Lord Augustus, you can't
explain anything. It isyour chief charm.

LORD AuGUSTUS : Ah, if you find charmsin me, Mrs.
Erlynne—

They converse together. LORD WINDERMERE MOVES
uneasily about theroom watchingM RS. ERLYNNE.

LORD DARLINGTON (to LADY WINDERMERE): How
paleyou are!

LADY WINDERMERE: Cowards are always pale!

LORD DARLINGTON: YoOuU look faint. Come out on
the terrace.

LADY WNDERMERE: Yes. (To PARKER.) Parker,
send my cloak out.

MRS. ERLYNNE (crossing to her): Lady Windermere,
how beautifully your terrace is illuminated. Reminds
me of Prince Doria's at Rome.

LADY WINDERMERE bows coldly, and goes off with
LORD DARLINGTON.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Oh, how do you do, Mr. Graham?
Isn't that your aunt, Lady Jedburgh? | should so much
liketo know her.
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CECIL GRAHAM : (after amoment'shesitation and embarrass-
ment.) Oh, certainly, if you wish it. Aunt Caroline,
allow metointroduce Mrs Erlynne.

MRS. ERLYNNE: SO pleased to meet you, Lady
Jedbur gh. (Sitsbesideher on thesofa.) Y our nephew and
| are great friends. | am so much interested in his
political career. | think hes sure to be a wonderful
uccess Hethinkslikea Tory, and talks like a Radical,
and that's so important nowadays. He's such a brilliant
talker, too. Butweall know from whom heinheritsthat.
Lord Allandale was saying to me only yesterday, in the
Park, that M r. Graham talks almost as well as hisaunt.

LADY JEDBURGH: Most kind of you to say these
charming thingsto me!

MRS.ERLYNNE smiles, and continues conversation.

DUMBY (to CECIL GRAHAM): Did you introduce Mrs.
Erlynne to Lady Jedburgh?

CECIL GRAHAM: Had to, my dear fellow. Couldn't
help it! That woman can make one do anything she
wants. How, | don't know.

DUMBY: Hope to goodness she won't speak to mel
(SaunterstowardsLADY PLYMDALE.)

MRS. ERLYNNE (to LADY JEDBURGH) : On Thursday?
With great pleasure. (Rises, and speaksto LORD WINDER-
MERE, laughing.) What a bore it isto have to be civil to
these old dowagers! But they alwaysinsst oniit !

LADY PLYMDALE (to MR. DUMBY): Whoisthat well-
dressed woman talking to Winder mer €?

DUMBY: Haven't got the dightest idea! Looks like
an dition de luxe of a wicked French novel, meant
specially for the English marKket.

MRS. ERLYNNE: S0 that is poor Dumby with Lady
Plymdale? | hear she is frightfully jealous of him. He
doesn't seem anxiousto speak to meto-night. | suppose
he is afraid of her. Those straw-coloured women have
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dreadful tempers. Do you know, | think | 'l dance with
you first, Windermere. (LORD WINDERMERE bhites hislip
and frowns.) Itwill makeL ord Augustussojealous! Lord
Augustus! (LORD AUGUSTUS comes down.) Lord Winder-
mere insists on my dancing with him first, and, as it's
his own house, | can't well refuse. Y ou know | would
much sooner dance with you.

LORD AUGUSTUS (with a low bow): | wish | could
think so, Mrs. Erlynne.

MRS. ERLYNNE: YOU know it far too well. | can
fancy aperson dancingthroughlifewithyouand finding
it charming.

LORD AUGUSTUS (placing his hand on hiswhite waistcoat):
Oh, thank you, thank you. Y ou are the most adorable
of all ladies!

MRS. ERLYNNE: What a nice speech ! So simple and
so sincere! Just the sort of speech | like. Well, you shall
hold my bouquet. (Goes towards ball-room on LORD
WINDERMERE'S arm.) Ah, Mr. Dumby, how are you?
| am so sorry | have been out the last three times you
have called. Come and lunch on Friday.

DUMBY (with perfect nonchalance): Delighted !

LADY PLYMDALE glares with indignation at MR.
DUMBY. LORD AUGUSTUS follows MRS. ERLYNNE and
LORD WINDERMERE into the ball-room, holding bouquet.

LADY PLYMDALE (to MR. DUMBY) : What an absolute
bruteyou are! | never can believe aword you say ! Why
did you tell me you didn't know her? What do you
mean by calling on her three times running? Y ou are
not to go to lunch there; of course you understand that?

DUMBY : My dear Laura, | wouldn't dream of going!

LADY PLYMDALE: You haven't told me her name yet!
Who is she?

DUMBY (coughs slightly and smoothes his hair): She's a
Mrs. Erlynne.
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LADY PLYMDALE: That woman!

DUMBY : Yes; that iswhat every one calls her.

LADY PLYMDALE: HOW very interesting! How
intensely interesting! | really must have a good stare at
her. {Goes to door of ball-room and looks in.) | have heard
the most shocking things about her. They say she is
ruining poor Windermere. And Lady Windermere, who
goes in for being so proper, invites her! How extremely
amusing! It takes a thoroughly good woman to do a
thoroughly stupid thing. You are to lunch there on
Friday!

DUMBY: Why?

LADY PLYMDALE: Because | want you to take my
husband with you. He has been so attentive lately, that
he has become a perfect nuisance. Now, this woman is
just the thing for him. He'll dance attendance upon her
as long as she lets him, and won't bother me. | assure
you, women of that kind are most useful. They form the
basis of other people's marriages.

DUMBY: What a mystery you are!

LADY PLYMDALE {looking at him): I wish you were!

DUMBY: | am—to myself. | am the only person in
the world | should like to know thoroughly; but | don't
se any chance of it just at present.

They pass into the ball-roomy and LADY WINDER-
MERE and LORD DARLINGTON enter fromtheterrace.

LADY WINDERMERE: Yes. Her coming here is
monstrous, unbearable. | know now what you meant
to-day at tea time. Why didn't you tell me right out?
Y ou should havel

LORD DARLINGTON: | couldn't! A man can't tell
these things about another man! But if | had known he
was going to make you ask her here to-night, | think |
would have told you. That insult, at any rate, you
would have been spared.
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LADY WINDERMERE: | did not ak her. He indsted
on her coming—againg my entreaties—againg my
commands. Oh, the houseis tainted for me! | fed that
every woman here snexrs at me as she dances by with
my husband. What have | done to deserve this? | gave
him all my life. He took it—used it—spoiled it! | am
degraded in my own eyes; and | lack courage—I| am a
cowar d! (Sitsdown on sofa.)

LORD DARLINGTON: |f | know you at all, | know
that you can't live with a man who treats you like this!
What sort of life would you have with him? Y ou would
feel that he was lying to you every moment of the day.
You would fed that the look in his eyes was false, his
voice false, his touch false, his passon false He would
come to you when he was weary of others; you would
have to comfort him. He would come to you when he
was devoted to others; you would have to charm him.
Y ou would haveto beto him the mask of hisreal life, the
cloak to hide his secret.

LADY WINDERMERE: You areright—you are terribly
right. But wheream | toturn? You said you would be
my friend, L ord Darlington.—Tell me, what am | to do?
Bemy friend now.

LORD DARLINGTON: Between men and women there
is no friendship possble There is passon, enmity,
wor ship, love, but no friendship. | love you—

LADY WINDERMERE: NO, no! (Rises)

LORD DARLINGTON: Yes, | loveyou! You are more
to me than anything in the whole world. What does
your husband give you? Nothing. Whatever isin him
he gives to this wretched woman, whom he has thrust
into your society, into your home, to shame you before
every one. | offer you my life——

LADY WINDERMERE: Lord Darlington!

LORD DARLINGTON: Mylife—mywholelife. Takeit,
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and do with it what you will. ... 1 love you—Ilove you
as | have never loved any living thing. From the
moment | met you | loved you, loved you blindly,
adoringly, madly ! Y ou did not know it then—you know
it now! Leave this house to-night. | won't tell you that
the world matters nothing, or the world's voice, or the
voice of society. They matter a great deal. They matter
far too much. But there are moments when one has to
choose between living one's own life, fully, entirely,
completely—or dragging out some fase, shallow,
degrading existence that the world in its hypocrisy
demands. Y ou have that moment now. Choose!l Oh,
my love, choose!

LADY WINDERMERE (moving slowly away from him, and
looking at him with startled eyes): | have not the courage.

LORD DARLINGTON (following her): Yes; you have the
courage. There may be six months of pain, of disgrace
even, but when you no longer bear his name, when you
bear mine, all will bewell. Margaret, my love, my wife
that shall be some day—yes, my wife! You know it!
What are you now? This woman has the place that
belongs by right to you. Oh, go—go out of this house,
with head erect, with a smile upon your lips, with
courage in your eyes. All London will know why you
did it; and who will blame you? No one. Ifthey do,
what matter? Wrong? What is wrong? It's wrong for
a man to abandon his wife for a shameless woman. Itis
wrong for awifeto remainwith aman who so dishonours
her. You said once you would make no compromise
with things. Make none now. Be brave! Be yourself!

LADY WINDERMERE: | am afraid of being myself.
Let me think! Let me wait! My husband may return
to me. (Stsdown on sofa.)

LORD DARLINGTON: And youwouldtake him back?
You are not what | thought you were. Y ou arejust the
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same as every other woman. Y ou would stand anything
rather than face the censure of a world, whose praise
you would despise. In aweek you will be driving with
this woman in the Park. She will be your constant
guest—your dearest friend. Y ouwould endure anything
rather than break with one blow this monstroustie. You
areright. Y ou have no courage; none!

LADY WINDERMERE: Ah, give me time to think. |
cannot answer you now. (Passesher hand nervously over her
brow.)

LORD DARLINGTON : |t must be now or not at all.

LADY WINDERMERE (rising from the sofa): Then, not
at all!

Apause.

LORD DARLINGTON : You break my heart!

LADY WINDERMERE: Mine is already broken.

Apause.

LORD DARLINGTON: To-morrow | leave England.
Thisisthelast time | shall ever look onyou. Youwill
never se me again. For one moment our lives met—
our souls touched. They must never meet or touch
again. Good-bye, Margaret. (Hegoes out.)

LADY WINDERMERE: How aone | amin lifel How
terribly alone!

The music stops. Enter the DUCHESS OF BERWICK
and LORD PAISLEY laughing and talking. Other guests
comeon fromball-room.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Dear Margaret, |'ve just been
having such a delightful chat with Mrs. Erlynne. | am
so sorry for what | said to you this afternoon about her.
Of course she must be all right if you invite her. A most
attractive woman, end has such sensible views on life.
Told me she entirely disapproved of people marrying
more than once, so | feel quite safe about poor Augustus.
Can't imagine why people speak against her. It's those
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horrid nieces of mine—the Saville girls—they're always
talking scandal. Still, | should go to Homburg, dear, |
really should. She isjust a little too attractive. But
where is Agatha? Oh, there she is! (LADY AGATHA
and MR. HOPPER enter from the terrace.) Mr. Hopper, |
am very, very angry with you. Y ou have taken Agatha
out on the terrace, and she is so delicate.

HOPPER: Awfully sorry, Duchess. We went out for
a moment and then got chatting together.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Ah, about dear Australia, |
suppose?

HOPPER: Yes!

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Agatha, darling! (Beckons her
over.)

LADY AGATHA: Yes, mamma!l

DUCHESS OF BERWICK (aside): Did Mr. Hopper
definitely

LADY AGATHA: Yes, mamma.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Andwhatanswer didyougive
him, dear child?

LADY AGATHA: Yes, mamma.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK {affectionately): My dear one!
Y ou aways say the right thing. Mr. Hopper! James!
Agatha has told me everything. How cleverly you have
both kept your secret.

HOPPER: You don't mind my taking Agatha off to
Australia, then, Duchess?

DUCHESS OF BERWICK {indignantly): To Australia?
Oh, don't mention that dreadful vulgar place.

HOPPER: But she said she'd like to come with me.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK {severely): Did you say that,
Agatha?

LADY AGATHA: Yes, mamma.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: Agatha, you say the most
silly things possible. | think on the whole that Grosvenor
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Square would be a more healthy place to reside in.
Therearelots of vulgar peoplelivein Grosvenor Square,
but at any rate there are no horrid kangaroos crawling
about. But we'll talk about that to-morrow. James, you
can take Agatha down. You'll come to lunch, of
course, James. At half-past one, insead of two. The
Dukewill wish to say a few wordsto you, | am sure.

HOPPER: | should like to have a chat with the Duke,
Duchess. He has not said a single word to me yet.

DUCHESS OF BERWICK: | think you will find he will
have a great deal to say to you to-morrow. (EXxit LADY
AGATHA with M R. HOPPER.) And now good-night,
Margaret. |'m afraid it'stheold, old, story dear. Love
—well, not love at first sight, but love at the end of the
seaon, which is so much more satisfactory.

LADY WINDERMERE : Good-night, Duchess.

The DUCHESS OF BERWICK goes out on LORD
PAISLEY'S arm.

LADY PLYMDALE : My dear Margaret, what a hand-
some woman your husband has been dancing with! |
should be quite jealous if | were you! Is she a great
friend of yours?

LADY WINDERMERE: NO!

LADY PLYMDALE: Really? Good-night, dear. (Looks
at MR. DUMBY and goes out)

pumBY: Awful manners young Hopper has!

CECIL GRAHAM: Ah! Hopper is one of Nature's
gentlemen, the worst type of gentleman | know.

DUMBY: Sensble woman, Lady Windermere. Lots
of wives would have objected to Mrs. Erlynne coming.
But Lady Winder mere has that uncommon thing called
common sne

CECIL GRAHAM: And Windermere knows that
nothing looks so like innocence as an indiscretion.

DUMBY: Yes; dear Windermere is becoming almost

38



ACT I LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN

modern. Never thought he would. (Bows to LADY
WINDERMERE and goesout.)

LADY JEDBURGH: Good-night, Lady Windermere.
What a fascinating woman Mrs. Erlynne isl She is
coming to lunch on Thursday, won't you come too?
| expect the Bishop and dear Lady Merton. . . .

LADY WINDERMERE: | am afraid | am engaged,
Lady Jedburgh.

LADY JEDBURGH: SO sorry. Come, dear. (LADY
JEDBURGH and MIss GRAHAM go out)

Enter MRS. ERLYNNE andLORD WINDERMERE.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Charming ball it has been! Quite
reminds me of old days. (Sitson sofa) And | se that
there arejust as many fools in society as there used to be.
So pleasad to find that nothing has altered! Except
Margaret. Shes grown quite pretty. The last time |
saw her—twenty years ago, she was a fright in flannel.
Positive fright, | asure you. The dear Duchess! And
that sweet Lady Agatha! Just the type of girl | like!
Well, really, Windermere, if | am to be the Duchesss
sster-in-law—

, LORD WINDERMERE (sitting beside her): But are you

MR. CECIL GRAHAM goes out with rest of guests.
LADY WINDERMERE watches, with a look of scorn and
pain, MRS. ERLYNNE and her husband. They are
unconsciousof her presence.

MRS. ERLYNNE : Oh, yes! He's to call to-morrow at
twelve o'clock! He wanted to propose to-night. In fact
he did. He kept on proposing. Poor Augustus, you
know how he repeats himsdf. Such a bad habit! But
| told him | wouldn't give him an answer till to-morrow.
Of course | am going to take him. And | daresay I'll
make him an admirable wife, as wives go. And there
is a great deal of good in Lord Augustus. Fortunately
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itis all on the surface. Just where good qualities should
be. Of course you must help me in this matter.

LORD WINDERMERE: | am not called on to encourage
Lord Augustus, | suppose?

MRS. ERLYNNE: Oh, no! | do the encouraging. But
you will make me a handsome settlement, Windermere,
won't you?

LORD WINDERMERE (frowning): Isthat what you want
to talk to me about to-night?

MRS. ERLYNNE: Yes

LORD WINDERMERE {with a gesture of impatience): | will
not talk of it here.

MRS. ERLYNNE (laughing): Then we will talk of it on
the terrace. Even business should have a picturesque
background. Should it not, Windermere? With a
proper background women can do anything.

LORD WINDERMERE: Won't to-morrow do as well?

MRS. ERLYNNE: NoO; you see to-morrow | am going
to accept him. And I think it would be a good thing if
| was able to tell him that | had—well, what shall | say?
—£2,000 a year left to me by athird cousin—or a second
husband—or some distant relative of that kind. It
would be an additional attraction, wouldn't it? You
have a delightful opportunity now of paying me a
compliment, Windermere. But you are not very clever
at paying compliments. | am afraid Margaret doesn't
encourage you in that excellent habit. It's a great
mistake on her part. When men give up saying what is
charming, they give up thinking what is charming. But
seriously, what do you say to £2,000? £2,500, | think.
In modern life margin is everything. Windermere,
don't you think the world an intensely amusing place?
| do!

Goes out on to terrace with LORD WINDERMERE.
Music strikesup in ball-room.
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LADY WINDERMERE: To stay in this house any longer
isimpossible. To-night a man who loves me offered me
his whole life. | refused it. It was foolish of me. | will
offer him mine now. | will give him mine. | will go to
him! (Putson cloak and goesto the door, then turnsback. Sts
down at table and writes a letter, puts it into an envelope, and
leaves it on table) Arthur has never understood me.
When he reads this, he will. He may do as he chooses
now with his life. | have done with mine as | think
best, as | think right. It is he who has broken the
bond of marriage—not I. | only break its bondage.
(Shegoesout.)

PARKER entersand crosses towards the ball-room. Enter
MRS. ERLYNNE.

MRS. ERLYNNE: 1S Lady Windermere in the ball-
room?

PARKER: Her ladyship hasjust gone out.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Goneout? She'snot on the terrace?

PARKER: No, madam. Her ladyship has just gone
out of the house.

MRS. ERLYNNE (starts, and looks at the servant with a
puzzed expression in her face). Out of the house ?

PARKER: Yes, madam—her ladyship told me she had
left a letter for his lordship on the table.

MRS. ERLYNNE: A letter for Lord Windermere?

PARKER: Yes, madam.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Thank you. (Exit PARKER. The
music in the ball-room stops.) Gone out of her house! A
letter addressed to her husband! (Goes over to bureau and
looks at letter. Takes it up and lays it down again with a
shudder offear.) No, no! It would be impossible. Life
doesn't repeat its tragedies like that! Oh, why does this
horrible fancy come across me? Why do | remember
now the one moment of my life | most wish to forget?
Does life repeat its tragedies? (Tears letter open and reads
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it, then sinks down into a chair with a gesture of anguish.) O h,
how terrible! The same words that twenty years ago |
wrote to her father! And how bitterly | have been
punished for it! No; my punishment, my real punish-
ment isto-night, isnow! (Still seated.)

Enter LORD WINDERMERE.

LORD WINDERMERE : Haveyou said good-night to my
wife ? (Comestowards her.)

MRS ERLYNNE (crushing letter in her hand): Yes.

LORD WINDERMERE: Whereisshe?

MRS. ERLYNNE: Sheis very tired. She has gone to
bed. She said she had a headache.

LORD WINDERMERE: | must goto her. You'll excuse
me?

MRS. ERLYNNE (rising hurriedly): Oh, no! It's nothing
srious. Sheésonly very tired, that isall. Beddes, there
are people still in the supper-room. She wants you
to make her apologies to them. She said she didn't
wish to bedisturbed. (Dropsletter.) Sheasked meto tell
you!

LORD WINDERMERE (picks up letter): You have
dropped something.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Oh yes thank you, that is mine.
(Puts out her hand to take it.)

LORD WINDERMERE (dtill looking at letter): But it's my
wifeéshandwriting, isn't it?

MRS. ERLYNNE (takesthe letter quickly): Yes, it's—an
address. Will you ask them to call my carriage, please?

LORD WINDERMERE : Certainly. (Goes out.)

MRS. ERLYNNE: Thanks! What can | do? What can
| do? | fed a passon awakeningwithin methat | never
felt before. What can it mean? Thedaughter must not
be like the mother—that would beterrible. How can |
save her? How can | save my child? A moment may
ruin alife. Whoknowsthat better than 1? Windermere
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must be got out of the house ; that is absolutely necessary.
But how shall | do it? It must be done somehow. Ah!
Enter LORD AUGUSTUS carrying bouquet.

LORD AUGUSTUS: Dear lady, | am in such suspense!
May | not have an answer to my request?

MRS. ERLYNNE: Lord Augudus, listen to me. You
are to take Lord Windermere down to your club at
once, and keep him there as long as possble You
under stand?

LORD AUGUSTUS: But you said you wished me to
keep early hoursd!

MRS. ERLYNNE (nervously): Do what | tell you. Do
what | tell you.

LORD AUGUSTUS: And my reward?

MRS. ERLYNNE: Your reward? Your reward? Oh,
ask methat to-morrow. But don't let Winder mer e out of
your sght to-night. Ifyoudo | will never forgiveyou. |
will never gpeak to you again. |'ll have nothing to do
with you. Remember you are to keep Windermere at
your club, and don't let him come back to-night. (She
goesout.)

LORD AuUGuUsTUS: Well, really, I might be her husband
already. Positively | might. (Follows her in a bewildered
manner.)

CURTAIN
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LORD DARLINGTON'S rooms. A large sofa is in front of the
fireplace on theright. At the back of the stage a curtain
is drawn across the window. Doors to right and left. A
table with writing materials on the right. A table in the
middle with syphons, glasses, and Tantalus frame. A table
on the left with cigar and cigarette box. The lamps are lit.

LADY WINDERMERE (standing by the fireplace): Why
doesn't he come? This waiting is horrible. He should
be here. Why is he not here, to wake by passionate
words some firewithin me? | am cold—cold as aloveless
thing. Arthur must have read my letter by thistime. |
he cared for me, he would have come after me, would
have taken me back by force. But he doesn't care. He's
entrammelled by this woman—fascinated by her—dom-
inated by her. If awoman wants to hold a man, she has
merely to appeal to what isworst in him. We make gods
of men and they leave us. Others make brutes of them
and they fawn and are faithful. How hideouslifeis! . . .
Oh! It was mad of me to come here, horribly mad. And
yet, which is the worst, | wonder, to be at the mercy of a
man who loves one, or the wife of a man who in one's
own house dishonours one? What woman knows? What
woman in the wholeworld? Butwill helove me always,
this man to whom | am giving my life? What do | bring
him? Lips that have lost the note of joy, eyes that are
blinded by tears, chill hands and icy heart. | bring him
nothing. | must go back—no; | can't go back, my letter
has put me in their power—Arthur would not take me
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back! That fatal letter! No! Lord Darlington leaves
England to-morrow. | will go with him—I have no
choice. (Stsdown for a few moments. Then startsup and puts
on her cloak) No, no! | will go back, let Arthur do with
me what he pleases. | can't wait here. It has been
madness my coming. | must go at once. As for Lord
Darlington—Oh, hereheis! What shall | do? What can
| say to him? Will he let me go away at all? | have
heard that men are brutal, horrible. . . . Oh! (Hides
her facein her hands.)
Enter MRS. ERLYNNE.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Lady Windermere ! (LADY WINDER-
MERE starts and looks up. Then recoils in contempt.) Thank
Heaven | am in time. You must go back to your
husband's house immediately.

LADY WINDERMERE: Must?

MRS. ERLYNNE (authoritatively): Yes, you must!
Thereis not a second to be lost. Lord Darlington may
return at any moment.

LADY WINDERMERE: Don't come near me!

MRS. ERLYNNE: Oh, you are on the brink of ruin,
you are on the brink of a hideous precipice. You
must leave this place at once, my carriage is waiting at
the corner of the street. Y ou must come with me and
drive straight home.

LADY WINDERMERE throws off her cloak and flingsit
onthesofa.

MRS. ERLYNNE: What are you doing?

LADY WINDERMERE: Mrs. Erlynne—if you had not
come here, | would have gone back. But now that | see
you, | feel that nothinginthewholeworld wouldinduce
me to live under the same roof as Lord Windermere.
Y ou fill mewith horror. There is something about you
that stirs thewildest ragewithin me. And | know why
you are here. My husband sent you to lure me back that;
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| might serve as a blind to whatever relations exist
between you and him.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Oh, you don't think that—you
can't.

LADY WINDERMERE: Go back to my husband, Mrs.
Erlynne. Hebeongstoyou and not to me. | suppose he
is afraid of a scandal. M en are such cowards. They out-
rage every law of the world, are afraid of the world's
tongue. But he had better prepare himsdf. He shall
have a scandal. He shall have the worst scandal there
has been in London for years. He shall s his name in
every vile paper, mine on every hideous placard.

MRS. ERLYNNE: NO—no—-

LADY WINDERMERE: Yes, he shall. Had he come
himsdf, | admit | would have gone back to the life
of degradation you and he had prepared for me—
| was going back—but to stay himself at home, and
to send you as his messenger—oh, it was infamous—
infamous.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Lady Windermere, you wrong me
horribly—you wrong your husband horribly. Hedoex't
know you are here—he thinks you are safe in your own
house. He thinks you are adegp in your own room. He
never read the mad letter you wroteto him!

LADY WINDERMERE: Never read it!

MRS. ERLYNNE: No—he knows nothing about it.

LADY WINDERMERE: How smple you think me!
(Goingto her.) Youarelyingtome!

MRS. ERLYNNE (restraining herself): | am not. | am
telling you thetruth.

LADY WINDERMERE: |fmy husband didn't read my
letter, how isit that you are here? Who told you | had
left the house you were shameess enough to enter?
Who told you where | had gone to? My husband told
you, and sent you to decoy me back.
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MRS. ERLYNNE: Your husband has never seen the
letter. |—saw it, | opened it. |—read it.

LADY WINDERMERE (turning to her): You opened a
letter of mine to my husband? Y ou wouldn't dare!

MRS. ERLYNNE: Darel Oh, to save you from the
abyss into which you are falling, there is nothing in the
world | would not dare, nothing in the whole world.
Hereistheletter. Your husband has never read it. He
never shall read it. (Going tofireplace.) It should never
have been written. (Tearsit and throwsit into thefire.)

LADY WINDERMERE (with infinite contempt in her voice
andlook). Howdo | know that that was my letter after
all? You seem to think the commonest device can take
mein!

MRS. ERLYNNE: Oh, why do you disbdieve every-
thing | tell you? What object do you think | have in
coming here except to save you from utter ruin, to save
you from the consequence of a hideous mistake? That
letter that isburnt now wasyour letter, | swear it toyou !

LADY WINDERMERE (dowly): You took good care to
burn it before | had examined it. | cannot trust you.
Y ou, whose whole life is a lie, how could you speak the
truth about anything? (Sitsdown.)

MRS. ERLYNNE (hurriedly): Think as you like about
me—say what you choose againg me, but go back, go
back to the husband you love.

LADY WINDERMERE (sullenly): | do not love him!

MRS. ERLYNNE: You do, and you know that he loves
you.

LADY WINDERMERE: He does not understand what
love is. He undergands it as little as you do—but | se
what you want. |t would be a great advantage for you
to get me back. Dear Heaven, what alife | would have
then ! Living at the mercy of a woman who has neither
mercy nor pity in her, awoman whom it isaninfamy to
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meet, a degradation to know, a vile woman, a woman
who comes between husband and wife!

MRS. ERLYNNE (with a gesture of despair): Lady
Windermere, Lady Windermere, don't say such
terrible things. You don't know how terrible they are,
how terrible and how unjust. Listen, you must listen!
Only go back to your husband, and | promise you never
to communicate with him again on any pretext—never
to se him—never to have anything to do with his life
or yours. The money that he gave me, he gave me not
through love, but through hatred ; not in worship, but in
contempt. The hold | have over him—

LADY WINDERMERE (rising): Ah, you admit you have
ahold!

MRS. ERLYNNE: Yes, and | will tell youwhatitis. It
is his love for you, Lady Windermere.

LADY WINDERMERE: YOU expect me to believe that?

MRS. ERLYNNE: Youmustbelieveit! Itistrue. Itis
his love for you that has made him submit to—oh, call it
what you like, tyranny, threats, anything you choose.
But it is his love for you. His desire to spare you—
shame, yes, shame and disgrace.

LADY WINDERMERE: What do you mean? You are
insolent! What have | to do with you?

MRS. ERLYNNE (humbly): Nothing. | know it—but I
tell you that your husband loves you—that you may
never meet with such love again in your whole life—that
such love you will never meet—and that if you throw it
away, the day may come when you will starve for
love and it will not be given to you, beg for love and
it will be denied you—Oh, Arthur loves you!

LADY WINDERMERE: Arthur? And you tell me there
is nothing between you?

MRS. ERLYNNE: Lady Windermere, before Heaven
your husband is guiltless of all offence towards you! And
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| — 1 tell you that had it ever occurred to methat such a
monstrous suspicion would have entered your mind, |
would have died rather than have crossed your life or
his—oh, died, gladly died! (Moves away to sofa.)

LADY WINDERMERE: You talk asif you had a heart.
Women like you have no hearts. Heart is not in you.
You are bought and sold. (Sits)

MRS. ERLYNNE (starts, with a gesture of pain. Then
restrains herself and comes over towhereL ADY WINDERMERE
issitting. Asshe speaks, she stretchesout her hands towards
her, but does not dare to touch her): Believe what you
choose about me. | am not worth a moment's sorrow.
But don't spail your beautiful young life on my account !
You don't know what may be in sore for you, unless
you leave this house at once. You don't know what it is
to fall into the pit, to be despised, mocked, abandoned,
sneered at—to be an outcast! To find the door shut
against one, to have to cregp in by hideous byways,
afraid every moment lest the mask should be stripped
from onés face, and all the while to hear the laughter,
the horrible laughter of the world, a thing more tragic
than all the tears the world has ever shed. You don't
know what it is. One pays for on€'s sin, and then one
pays again, and all on€s life one pays. Y ou must never
know that.—Asfor me, if suffering be an expiation, then
at this moment | have expiated all my faults, whatever
they have been; for to-night you have made a heart in
onewho had it not, madeit and broken it. But let that
pass | may have wrecked my own life, but | will not
let you wreck yours. You—why, you are a mere girl,
you would be lost. You haven't got the kind of brains
that enables a woman to get back. Y ou have neither the
wit not the courage. Y ou couldn't stand dishonour! No!
Go back, Lady Windermere, to the husband who loves
you, whom you love. Y ou have a child, Lady Winder -
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mere. Go back to that child who even now, in pain or in
joy, may be calling to you. (LADY WINDERMERE rises.)
God gave you that child. He will require from you that
you make his life fine, that you watch over him. What
answer will you make to God if his life is ruined through
you? Back to your house, Lady Windermere—your
husband loves you! He has never swerved for a moment
from the love he bears you. But even if he had a
thousand loves, you must stay with your child. 1f he was
harsh to you, you must stay with your child. If heill-
treated you, you must stay with your child. If he aban-
doned you, your place is with your child.

LADY WINDERMERE bursts into tears and buries her

face in her hands,

MRS. ERLYNNE (rushing to her): Lady Windermere!

LADY wWINDERMERE (holding out her hands to her,
helplessly as a child might do): Take me home. Take me
home.

MRS. ERLYNNE (is about to embrace her. Then restrains
herself There is a look of wonderful joy in her face): Come!
Where is your cloak? (Getting it from sofa,) Here. Put
iton. Comeat oncel

Theygotothedoor.

LADY WINDERMERE: Stop! Don't you hear voices?

MRS. ERLYNNE: No, no! Thereisno onel

LADY WINDERMERE: Yes, thereis! Listen! Oh, that
ismy hushand'svoice! Heiscomingin! Saveme! Oh,
it'ssomeplot! Y ou have sent for him.

Voicesoutside,

MRS. ERLYNNE: Silence! |'m here to save you, if |
can. But | fear it istoo late! There! (Points to the curtain
acrossthewindow,) T hefirst chanceyou have, dip out, if
you ever get a chancel

LADY WINDERMERE: But you?

MRS. ERLYNNE : Oh, never mind me. |'ll face them.
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LADY wWINDERMERE hides herself behind the curtain.

LORD AUGUSTUS {outside): Nonsense, dear Winder-
mere, you must not leave me!

MRS. ERLYNNE: Lord Augustus! Then it is | who
am lost! (Hestates for a moment, then looks round and sees
thedoor on theright, and goesout through it.)

Enter LORD DARLINGTON, MR. DUMBY, LORD
WINDERMERE, LORD AUGUSTUS LORTON, and MR.
CECIL GRAHAM.

pumBY: What a nuisance their turning us out of the
club at this hour! It's only two o'clock. {Sinks into a
chair.) Thelively part of the evening is only just begin-
ning. (yawnsand closeshiseyes.)

LORD WINDERMERE: It is very good of you, Lord
Darlington, allowing Augustus to force our company on
you, but | 'm afraid | can't say long.

LORD DARLINGTON: Really! | am s sorry! You'll
take a cigar, won't you?

LORD WINDERMERE: Thanks! {Sitsdown.)

LORD AUGUSTUS {t0 LORD WINDERMERE): MYy dear
boy, you must not dream of going. | have a great deal
to talk to you about, of demmed importance, too. {Sits
down with him at table on the left.)

CECIL GRAHAM: Oh, we all know what that is!
Tuppy can't talk about anythingbut Mrs. Erlynne.

LORD WINDERMERE: Well, that is no business of yours,
isit, Cecil?

CECIL GRAHAM: None! That iswhy it interests me.
My own busness always bores me to death. | prefer
other people's.

LORD DARLINGTON: Have something to drink, you
fellows. Cecil, you'll have a whisky and soda?

CECIL GRAHAM: Thanks. {Goes to table with LORD
DARLINGTON.) Mrs. Erlynne looked very handsome
to-night, didn't she?
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LORD DARLINGTON : | am not one of her admirers.

CECIL GRAHAM : | usen't to be, but I am now. Why,
she actually made me introduce her to poor dear Aunt
Caroline. | believe sheis going to lunch there.

LORD DARLINGTON (in surprise): No?

CECIL GRAHAM : Sheis, really.

LORD DARLINGTON: Excuse me, you fdlows. |I'm
going away to-morrow. And | havetowriteafew letters.
(Goesto writing table and sits down.)

DUMBY : Clever woman, Mrs. Erlynne.

CECIL GRAHAM: Hallo, Dumby! | thought you were
adeep.

DUMBY: | am, | usually am!

LORD AUGUSTUS: A very clever woman. Knows
perfectiy well what a demmed fool | am—knows it as
well as| do mysdf. (CECIL GRAHAM comestowardshim
laughing.) Ah, you may laugh, my boy, but it isa great
thing to come across a woman who thoroughly under-
gandsone.

pumBy: |t is an awfully dangerous thing. They
always end by marrying one.

CECIL GRAHAM: But | thought, Tuppy, you were
never going to se her again! Yes, you told me so
yesterday evening at the club. You said you'd heard—
(Whispering to him.)

LORD AUGUSTUS: Oh, shés explained that.

CECIL GRAHAM: And the Wieshaden affair?

LORD AUGUSTUS : She's explained that too.

DUMBY : And her income, Tuppy? Has she explained
that?

LORD AUGUSTUS (in a very serious voice): She's going to
explain that to-morrow.

CECIL GRAHAM goes back to centre table.

pumBY: Awfully commercial, women nowadays. Our

grandmothers threw their caps over the mills, of course,
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but, by Jove, their granddaughters only throw their caps
over mills that can raise the wind for them.

LORD AUGUSTUS: Y ouwant to make her out awicked
woman. Sheis not!

CECIL GRAHAM: Oh, wicked women bother one.
Good women bore one. That is the only difference
between them.

LORD AUGUSTUS (ping a cigar): Mrs. Erlynne has a
future before her.

DUMBY : Mrs. Erlynne has a past before her.

LORD AUGUSTUS: | prefer women with a past.
They're always so demmed amusing to talk to.

CECIL GRAHAM: Well, you'll have lots of topics of
conversation with her, Tuppy. (Rising and going to him.)

LORD AUGUSTUS: You're getting annoying, dear boy ;
you're getting demmed annoying.

CECIL GRAHAM (puts his hands on his shoulders): Now,
Tuppy, you've lost your figure and you've lost your
character. Don't lose your temper; you have only got
one.

LORD AUGUSTUS: MYy dear boy, if | wasn't the most
good-natured man in London——

CECIL GRAHAM: We'd treat you with more respect,
wouldn't we, Tuppy? (Strolls away.)

DUMBY : The youth of the present day are quite mon-
strous. They have absolutely no respect for dyed hair.
(LORD AUGUSTUS looks round angrily.)

CECIL GRAHAM: Mrs. Erlynne has a very great
respect for dear Tuppy.

DUMBY: Then Mrs. Erlynne sets an admirable
example to the rest of her sex. It is perfectly brutal the
way most women nowadays behave to men who are not
their husbands.

LORD WINDERMERE: Dumby, you areridiculous, and
Cecil, you let your tonguerun away with you. Y ou must
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leave Mrs. Erlynne alone. You don't really know any-
thing about her, and you're always talking scandal
againg her.

CECIL GRAHAM (coming towardshim): My dear Arthur
| never talk scandal. | only talk gossp.

LORD WINDERMERE : What is the difference between
scandal and gossp?

CECIL GRAHAM: Oh, gossp ischarming! History is
merely gosip. But scandal is gossp made tedious by
morality. Now, | never moralise. A man who moralises
is usually a hypocrite, and a woman who moralises is
invariably plain. Thereis nothing in the whole world
s0 unbecoming to a woman as a Noncomformist con-
sience. And most women know it, |'m glad to say.

LORD AUGUSTUS: Just my sentiments, dear boy, just
my sentiments.

CECIL GRAHAM: Sorry to hear it, Tuppy ; whenever
people agree with me, | always fed | must be wrong.

LORD AUGUSTUS: My dear boy, when | was your
age—

CECIL GRAHAM : But you never were, Tuppy, and you
never will be. | say, Darlington, let us have some cards.
You'll play, Arthur, won't you?

LORD WINDERMERE: NO, thanks, Cecil.

pumBY (with a sigh): Good heavens, how marriage
ruinsaman! It's as demoralising as cigarettes, and far
more expensve.

CECIL GRAHAM: You'll play, of course, Tuppy?

LORD AUGUSTUS (pouring himself out a brandy and soda
at table): Can't, dear boy. Promised Mrs. Erlynne never
toplay or drink again.

CECIL GRAHAM: NOw, my dear Tuppy, don't be led
astray into the paths of virtue. Reformed, you would be
perfectly tedious. That isthe worst of women. They
always want one to be good. And if we are good, when
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they meet us, they don't loveus at all. They liketo find
usquiteirretrievably bad, and toleaveusquiteunattrac-
tively good.

LORD DARLINGTON {rising from table, where he has been
writing letters): They always do find usbad!

DUMBY : | don't think we are bad. | think we are all
good, except Tuppy.

LORD DARLINGTON: No, weareall in the gutter, but
someof usarelooking at thegars. (Sitsdown at centretable.)

DUMBY : Weare all in the gutter, but some of usare
looking at the gars? Upon my word, you are very
romantic to-night, Darlington.

CECIL GRAHAM: Tooromantic! You mus bein love.
Whoisthegirl?

LORD DARLINGTON: The woman | love is not free,
or thinkssheisn't. (Glancesinstinctively at LORD WINDER-
MERE while he speaks.)

CECIL GRAHAM: A married woman, then! Well,
there'snothingintheworld likethedevotion of amarried
woman. It's a thing no married man knows anything
about.

LORD DARLINGTON: Oh, she doesn't love me. She
is a good woman. Sheis the only good woman | have
ever met in my life

CECIL GRAHAM: Theonly good woman you have ever
met in your life?

LORD DARLINGTON: Yes

CECIL GRAHAM (lighting a cigarette): Well, you area
lucky fellow! Why, | have met hundreds of good
women. | never seem to meet any but good women.
Theworld is perfectly packed with good women. To
know them is a middle-class education.

LORD DARLINGTON: This woman has purity and
innocence. She has everything we men have lost.

CECIL GRAHAM: My dear fellow, what on earth
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should we men do going about with purity and inno-
cence? A carefully thought-out buttonhole is much
more effective.

DUMBY: She doesn't really love you then?

LORD DARLINGTON: NO, she does not!

DUMBY : | congratulate you, my dear fellow. |n this
world there are only two tragedies. One is not getting
what one wants, and the other is getting it. The last is
much the worst; the last is a real tragedy! But | am
interested to hear she does not love you. How long
could you love awoman who didn't love you, Cecil?

CECIL GRAHAM: A woman who didn't love me? Oh,
all my lifel

DUMBY : So could |. But it's o difficult to meet one.

LORD DARLINGTON: HOW can you be so conceited,
Dumby?

DuMmBY : | didn't say it as a matter of conceit. | said.
it as a matter of regret. | have been wildly, madly
adored. | am sorry | have. It has been an immense
nuisance. | should like to be allowed a little time to
myself now and then.

LORD AUGUSTUS (looking round): Time to educate
yourself, | suppose.

DUMBY : No, time to forget all | have learned. That
is much more important, dear Tuppy. (LORD AUGUSTUS
movesuneasilyinhischair,)

LORD DARLINGTON : What cynics you fellows are !

CECIL GRAHAM: What isacynic? (Stting on the back
of the sofa.)

LORD DARLINGTON: A man who knows the price of
everything and the value of nothing.

CECIL GRAHAM: And a sentimentalist, my dear
Darlington, is a man who ses an absurd value in
everything, and doesn't know the market price of any
Single thing.
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LORD DARLINGTON: You always amuse me, Cecil.
You talk as if you were a man of experience.

CECIL GRAHAM: | am. (Moves up to front of fireplace.)

LORD DARLINGTON : You are far too young !

CECIL GRAHAM: That isa great error. Experience is
a question of instinct about life. | have got it. Tuppy
hasn't. Experience is the name Tuppy gives to his
mistakes. That is all. (LORD AuGusTuUS looks round
indignantly.)

DUMBY: Experience is the name every one gives to
their mistakes.

CECIL GRAHAM (standing with his back to thefireplace):
One shouldn't commit any. (SeesLADY WINDERMERE'S
fan on sofa.)

pumBy : Life would be very dull without them.

CECIL GRAHAM : Of course you are quite faithful to
this woman you are in love with, Darlington, to this
good woman?

LORD DARLINGTON: Cecil, if one really loves a
woman, all other women in the world become absolutely
meaningless to one. Love changes one—I| am changed.

CECIL GRAHAM: Dear me! How very interesting!
Tuppy, | want to talk to you. (LORD AUGUSTUS takesno
notice.)

DUMBY: It's no use talking to Tuppy. You might just
as well talk to a brick wall.

CECIL GRAHAM : But | like talking to a brick wall—
it's the only thing in the world that never contradicts me)
Tuppy!

LORD AuGUsTUS: Well, what is it? What is it ?
(Rising and going over toCECIL GRAHAM )

CECIL GRAHAM: Come over here. | want you par-
ticularly. (Aside) Darlington has been moralising and
talking* about the purity of love, and that sort of thing,
and he has got some woman in hisrooms all the time.
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LORD AUGUSTUS: No, really, really!

CECIL GRAHAM (in a low voice): Yes, hereis her fan.
(Paints to the fan.)

LORD AUGUSTUS (chuckling): By Jove! By Jove!

LORD WINDERMERE (at the door): | am really off now,
Lord Darlington. | am sorry you are leaving England
so soon. Pray call on us when you come back! My
wife and | will be charmed to s you!

LORD DARLINGTON: | am afraid | shall be away for
many years. Good-night!

CECIL GRAHAM: Arthur!

LORD WINDERMERE: What?

CECIL GRAHAM: | want to speak to you for a moment.
No, do come!

LORD WINDERMERE (putting on hiscoat): | can't—I'm
off!

CECIL GRAHAM : It is something very particular. It
will interest you enormoudly.

LORD WINDERMERE (smiling): It is some of your
nonsense, Cecil.

CECIL GRAHAM: It isn't! I't isn't really.

LORD AUGUSTUS (going to him): MYy dear fellow, you
mustn't go yet. | have a lot to talk to you about. And
Cecil has something to show you.

LORD WINDERMERE (walking over): Well, what is it?

CECIL GRAHAM: Darlington has got a woman here
in hisrooms. Hereis her fan. Amusing, isn't it? (A
pause.)

LORD WINDERMERE ; Good God ! (Seizes the fan—
DUMBY rises.)

CECIL GRAHAM: What is the matter?

LORD WINDERMERE : Lord Darlington !

LORD DARLINGTON (turning round): Yes!

LORD WINDERMERE: What is my wifé's fan doing here
in your rooms? Hands off, Cecil. Don't touch me.
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LORD DARLINGTON: Your wife's fan?

LORD WINDERMERE: Yes, hereit id

LORD DARLINGTON {walking towards him): | don't
know!

LORD WINDERMERE: You must know. | demand an
explanation. Don't hold me, you fool. (To CECIL
GRAHAM.)

LORD DARLINGTON (aside): Sheishere after all!

LORD WINDERMERE: Speak, sir! Why is my wife's
fan here? Answer me! By God, |'ll search your rooms,
and if my wife's here, I'll-—- (Moves.)

LORD DARLINGTON: You shall not search my rooms.
You have noright to do 0. | forbid you'!

LORD WINDERMERE: You scoundrel! 1'll not leave
your room till I have searched every corner of it ! What
movesbehind that curtain? (Rushestowardsthecurtain at
thewindow.)

MRS. ERLYNNE (enters from right door): Lord Winder-
mer el

LORD WINDERMERE: Mrs. Erlynne!

Everyone starts and turns round. LADY WINDER-
MERE slipsout from behind the curtain and glidesfrom the
roomytotheleft.

MRS. ERLYNNE: | am afraid | took your wife's fan
in mistake for my own, when | was leaving your house
to-night. | am so sorry.

Takes fan from him. LORD WINDERMERE looks at
her in contempt. LORD DARLINGTON in mingled astonish-
ment and anger. LORD AUGUSTUS turns away. The
other men smileat each aher.

CURTAIN
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SCENE—Thesameasin Actl.

LADY WINDERMERE (lying on sofa): How can | tell
him? | can't tell him. It would kill me. | wonder what
happened after | escaped from that horrible room.
Perhaps she told them the true reason of her being there,
and the real meaning of that—fatal fan of mine. Oh, if
he knows—how can | look him in the face again? He
would never forgive me. (Touches bell.) How securedy
one thinks one lives—out of reach of temptation, sin,
folly. And then suddenly—Oh! Lifeisterrible. It rules
us, wedonot ruleit.

Enter ROSALIE.

ROSALIE: Did your ladyship ring for me?

LADY WINDERMERE: Yes. Have you found out at
what time Lord Windermere camein last night?

ROSALIE: Hislordship did not comein till five o'clock.

LADY WINDERMERE: Fiveo'cdock? Heknocked at my
door this morning, didn't he?

ROSALIE: Yes, my lady—at half-past nine. 1 told him
your ladyship was not awake yet.

LADY WINDERMERE: Did he say anything?

ROSALIE: Something about your ladyship's fan. |
didn't quite catch what his lordship said. Has the fan
been logt, my lady? | can't find it, and Parker sys
it was not left in any of therooms. He has looked in all
of them and on theterrace aswell.

LADY WINDERMERE: |t doesn't matter. Tell Parker
not to trouble. That will do.
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ROSALIE goes out.

LADY WINDERMERE {rising): She is sure to tell him.
| can fancy a person doing awonder ful act of self-sacrifice,
doing it spontaneoudy, recklessy, nobly—and afterwards
finding out that is cogs too much. Why should she
hesitate between her ruin and mine? . . . How strange!
| would have publicly disgraced her in my own house.
She accepts public disgrace in the house of another to
saveme. . .. Thereisa bitter irony in things, a bitter
irony in the way we talk of good and bad women. . . .
Oh, what alesson! And what a pity that in lifewe only
get our lessons when they are of nouseto us! For even if
she doesn't tell, | must. Oh, the shame of it, the shame
of it. To tell it isto liveit all again. Actions are the
first tragedy in life, words are the second. Words are
perhapstheworst. Wordsare merciless.... Oh—(Starts
asLORD WINDERMERE enters.)

LORD WINDERMERE {Kissesher): Margaret—how pale
you look!

LADY WINDERMERE: | dept very badly.

LORD WINDERMERE {sitting on sofa with her): | am
sorry. | camein dreadfully late, and didn't liketo wake
you. You arecrying, dear.

LADY WINDERMERE: Yes, | am crying, for | have
somethingtotell you, Arthur.

LORD WINDERMERE: MYy dear child, you are not well.
You've been doing too much. Let us go away to the
country. You'll be all right at Selby. The season is
almost over. Thereisno use staying on. Poor darling!
We'll go away to-day, if you like. {Rises.) We can
easly catch the 3.40. 1'11 send awireto Fannen. {Crosses
and sitsdown at tabletowriteatelegram.)

LADY WINDERMERE: Yes; let usgoaway to-day. No;
| can't goto-day, Arthur. Thereissomeone | must se
before | leave town—some one who has been kind to me.
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LORD WINDERMERE (rising and leaning over sofa): Kind
to you?

LADY WINDERMERE : Far more than that. (Rises and
goestohim.) | will tell you, Arthur, but only loveme, love
me asyou used to love me.

LORD WINDERMERE : Used to? You are not thinking
of that wretched woman who dame here last night?
(Coming round and sitting beside her) You don't still
imagine—no, you couldn't.

LADY WINDERMERE: | don't. | know now | was
wrong and foolish.

LORD WINDERMERE: It was very good of you to
receive her last night—but you are never to sse her again.

LADY WINDERMERE: Why do you say that?

A pause.

LORD WINDERMERE (holding her hand): Margaret, |
thought Mrs. Erlynne was a woman more sinned against
than sinning, as the phrase goes | thought she wanted
to be good, to get back into a place that she had lost by
a moment's folly, to lead again a decent life. | believed
what she told me—I was mistaken in her. Sheisbad—
as bad as a woman can be.

LADY WINDERMERE: Arthur, Arthur, don't talk
bitterly about any woman. | don't think now that
people can be divided into the good and the bad as
though they were two separate races or creations. What
ar e called good women may have terrible thingsin them,
mad moods of recklesness assertion, jealousy, sin. Bad
women, as they are termed, may have in them sorrow,
repentance, pity, sacrificee And | don't think Mrs.
Erlynne a bad woman—I know shés not.

LORD WINDERMERE: My dear child, the woman's
impossible. No matter what harm she tries to do us,
you must never s her again. She is inadmissible any-
where.
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LADY WINDERMERE: But | want to se her. | want
her to come here.

LORD WINDERMERE: Never!

LADY WINDERMERE: She came here once as your
guest. She must come now as mine. That is but fair.

LORD WINDERMERE: She should never have come
here.

LADY WINDERMERE (rising): It istoo late, Arthur, to
say that now. (Moves away.)

LORD WINDERMERE (rising): Margaret, if you knew
where Mrs. Erlynne went lagt night, after she left this
house, you would not st in the same room with her. It
was absolutely shamedess, the whole thing.

LADY WINDERMERE: Arthur, | can't bear it any
longer. | must tell you. Last night——

Enter PARKER with atray on which lieLADY WINDER-
MERE'sfan andacard.

PARKER: Mrs. Erlynne has called to return your
ladyship's fan which she took away by mistake last
night. Mrs. Erlynne has written a message on the card.

LADY WINDERMERE: Oh, ak Mrs. Erlynneto bekind
enough to come up. (Reads card) Say | shall be very
glad to sse her. (PARKER goesout.) Shewantsto se me,
Arthur.

LORD WINDERMERE (takes card and looks at it): Mar-
garet, | begyou not to. Let me seher fird, at any rate.
She's a very dangerous woman. Sheis the most danger-
ous woman | know. You don't realise what you're
doing.

LADY WINDERMERE : |tisright that | should s her.

LORD WINDERMERE: My child, you may be on the
brink of a great sorrow. Don't go to meet it. It is
absolutely necessary that | should s her before you do.

LADY WINDERMERE : Why should it be necessary?

Enter PARKER.
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PARKER : Mrs. Erlynne.

Enter MRS. ERLYNNE. PARKER QO€S out.

MRS. ERLYNNE: How doyou do, Lady Windermere?
(To LORD WINDERMERE.) HOW do you do? Do you
know, Lady Windermere, | am so sorry about your fan.
| can't imagine how | made such a silly mistake. Most
stupid of me. And as | was driving in your direction, |
thought | would take the opportunity of returning your
property in person with many apologies for my cardess
ness, and of bidding you good-bye.

LADY WINDERMERE: Good-bye? (Moves towards sofa
with MRS. ERLYNNE and sits down beside her.) Areyou
going away, then, Mrs. Erlynne?

MRS. ERLYNNE: Yes, | am goingto live abroad again.
The English climate doesn't suit me. My—heart is
affected here, and that | don't like. | prefer livingin the
south. London is too full of fogs and—and serious people,
Lord Windermere. Whether thefogs produce the serious
people or whether the serious people produce the fogs, |
don't know, but the whole thing rather gets on my
nerves, and so |'m leaving this afternoon by the Club
Train.

LADY WINDERMERE: This afternoon? But | wanted
so much to come and s you.

MRS. ERLYNNE : How kind of you! But | am afraid |
have to go.

LADY WINDERMERE: Shall | never ss=you again, Mrs.
Erlynne?

MRS. ERLYNNE: | am afraid not. Our lives lie too
far apart. But thereisalittle thing | would like you to
do for me. | want a photograph of you, Lady Winder-
mere—would you give me one? You don't know how
gratified | should be.

LADY WINDERMERE: Oh, with pleasure. Thereisone
onthat table.|'ll show it toyou. (Goesacrosstothetable.)
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LORD WINDERMERE (coming up to MRS. ERLYNNE and
speaking in a low voice). It is monstrous your intruding
yourself here after your conduct last night.

MRS. ERLYNNE (with an amused smile): My dear Win-
dermere, manners before morals!

LADY WINDERMERE (returning): |'m afraid it is very
flattering—I am not so pretty as that. (Showing photo-
graph.)

MRS. ERLYNNE: You are much prettier. But haven't
you got one of yourself with your little boy?

LADY WINDERMERE: | have. Would you prefer one
of those?

MRS. ERLYNNE. VYes.

LADY WINDERMERE : I'll go and get it for you, if you'll
excuse me for amoment. | have one upstairs.

MRS. ERLYNNE: So sorry, Lady Windermere, to give
you so much trouble.

LADY WINDERMERE (moves to door on right): No
trouble at all, Mrs. Erlynne.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Thanks 0 much. (LADY WINDER-
MERE goes out) You seem rather out of temper this
morning, Windermere. Why should you be? Margaret
and | get on charmingly together.

LORD WINDERMERE: | can't bear to se you with her.
Besides, you have not told me the truth, Mrs. Erlynne.

MRS. ERLYNNE: | have not told her the truth, you
mean.

LORD WINDERMERE (standing): | sometimes wish you
had. | should have been spared then the misery, the
anxiety, the annoyance of the last six months. But
rather than my wife should know—that the mother
whom she was taught to consider as dead, the mother
whom she has mourned as dead, is living—a divorced
woman, going about under an assumed name, a bad
woman preying upon life, as | know you now to be—
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rather than that, | wasready to supply you with money
to pay bill after bill, extravagance after extravagance, to
risk what occurred yesterday, thefirst quarrel | have ever
had with my wife. You don't understand what that
means to me. How could you? But | tell you that the
only bitter words that ever came from those sweet lips
of hers were on your account, and | hate to s you next
her. Y ousully theinnocencethatisin her. (Movesaway.)
And then | used to think that with all your faults you
were frank and honest. You are not.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Why do you say that?

LORD WINDERMERE : You made me get you an invita-
tion to my wife's ball.

MRS. ERLYNNE: For my daughter's ball—yes.

LORD WINDERMERE : You came, and within an hour
of your leaving the house you are found in a man's rooms
—you are disgraced before everyone.

MRS. ERLYNNE: VYes

LORD WINDERMERE (turning round on her): Therefore
| have a right to look upon you as what you are—a
worthless, vicious woman. | have the right to tell you
never to enter this house, never to attempt to come near
my wife—

MRS. ERLYNNE (coldly): My daughter, you mean.

LORD WINDERMERE: You have no right to claim her
as your daughter. You left her, abandoned her when
shewas but a child in the cradle, abandoned her for your
lover, who abandoned you in turn.

MRS. ERLYNNE (rising): Do you count that to his
credit, L ord Winder mere—or to mine?

LORD WINDERMERE: To his, now that | know you.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Take care—you had better be care-
ful.

LORD WINDERMERE: Oh, | am not going to mince
wordsfor you. | know you thoroughly.
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MRS. ERLYNNE {looking steadily at him): | question
that.

LORD WINDERMERE: | doknowyou. For twenty years
of your life you lived without your child, without a
thought of your child. One day you read in the papers
that shehad married arich man. Y ou saw your hideous
chance. You knew that to spare her the ignominy of
learning that a woman like you was her mother, | would
endure anything. You began your blackmailing.

MRS. ERLYNNE (sruggng her shoulders): Don't use
ugly words, Windermere. They are vulgar. | saw my
chance, it istrue, and took it.

LORD WINDERMERE: Yes, you took it—and spoiled it
all last night by being found out.

MRS. ERLYNNE (with a strange smile): You are quite
right, | spoiled it all last night.

LORD WINDERMERE: And as for your blunder in
taking my wifés fan from here and then leaving it
about in Darlington's rooms, it isunpardonable. | can't
bear the sght of it now. | shall never let my wife use it
again. The thing is soiled for me. You should have
kept it and not brought it back.

MRS. ERLYNNE: | think | shall keep it. (Goes up.)
It's extremely pretty. (Takes up fan.) | shall ask
Margaret to give it to me.

LORD WINDERMERE: | hope my wife will give it
you.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Oh, I'm sure she will have no
objection.

LORD WINDERMERE: | wish that at the same time
she would give you a miniature she kises every night
before she prays. It's the miniature of a young
innocent-looking girl with beautiful dark hair.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Ah, yes, | remember. How long
ago that ssems! (Goesto sofa and sitsdown.) It wasdone
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before | was married. Dark hair and an innocent
expression wer e the fashion then, Winder mere!
A pause.

LORD WINDERMERE : What do you mean by coming
here thismorning? What is your object? (Crossing over
andsitting.)

MRS. ERLYNNE (with anote of irony in her voice): Tobid
good-bye to my dear daughter, of course. (LORD
WINDERMERE biteshisunder-lipin anger. MRS. ERLYNNE
looksat him, and her voiceand manner becomeserious. I n her
accentsasshetalksthereisanoteof deeptragedy. For a
moment she reveals herself) Oh, don't imagine | am
going to have a pathetic scene with her, weep on her
neck and tell her who | am, and all that kind of thing.
| have no ambition to play the part of a mother. Only
once in my life have | known a mother's fedings. That
was last night. They were terrible—they made me
suffer—they made me suffer too much. For twenty
years, as you say, | have lived childless—I want to live
childless still. (Hiding her feelings with a trivial laugh.)
Besidess my dear Windermere, how on earth could |
pose as a mother with a grown-up daughter? Margar et
istwenty-one, and | have never admitted that | am more
than twenty-nine, or thirty at the most. Twenty-nine
when there are pink shades, thirty when there are not.
So you see what difficulties it would involve. No, as far
as | am concermed, let your wife cherish the memory
of this dead, dainless mother. Why should | interfere
with her illusons? | find it hard enough to keep my
own. | logt oneillusion lagt night. | thought | had no
heart. | find | have, and a heart doesn't suit me,
Windermere. Somehow it doesn't go with modern dress
It makes one look old. (Takes up hand-mirror from table
and looksinto it.) And it gpoils on€s career at critical
moments.

68



ACT IV LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN

LORD WINDERMERE: You fil me with horror—with
absolute horror.

MRS. ERLYNNE (rising): | suppose, Windermere, you
would like me to retire into a convent, or become a
hospital nurse, or something of that kind, as people do
in silly modern novels. That is stupid of you, Arthur;
in real life we don't do such things—not as long as we
have any good looks left, at any rate. No—what consoles
one nowadays is not repentance, but pleasure. Repent-
ance is quite out of date. And besides, if a woman
really repents, she has to go to a bad dressmaker, other-
wise no one believes in her. And nothing in the world
would induce me to do that. No; | am going to pass
entirely out of your two lives. My coming into them
has been a mistake—I discovered that last night.

LORD WINDERMERE: A fatal mistake.

MRS. ERLYNNE (smiling): Almost fatal.

LORD WINDERMERE: | am sorry now | did not tell
my wife the whole thing at once.

MRS. ERLYNNE: | regret my bad actions. Y ou regret
your good ones—that is the difference between us.

LORD WINDERMERE: | don't trust you. | will tell my
wife. It's better for her to know, and from me. It will
cause her infinite pain—it will humiliate her terribly,
but it'sright that she should know.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Y ou propose to tell her?

LORD WINDERMERE: | am going to tell her.

MRS. ERLYNNE (going up to him): 1f you do, I will
make my name S0 infamous that it will mar every
moment of her life. It will ruin her, and make her
wretched. If you dare to tell her, there is no depth of
degradation | will not sink to, no pit of shame | will not
enter. Y ou shall not tell her—I forbid you.

LORD WINDERMERE: Why?

MRS. ERLYNNE (after apause): |fl said to you that |
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cared for her, perhaps loved her even—you would sneer
at me, wouldn't you?

LORD WINDERMERE: | should fed it was not true. A
mother's love means devotion, unsdfishness sacrifice
What could you know of such things?

MRS. ERLYNNE: You areright. What could | know
of such things? Don't let us talk any more about it—as
for telling my daughter who | am, that | do not allow.
Itismy secret, it isnot yours. 1fl make up my mind to
tell her, and | think | will, | shall tell her before | leave
the house—if not, | shall never tell her.

LORD WINDERMERE (angrily): Then let me beg of you
to leave our house at once. | will make your excusss to
Margaret.

Enter LADY WINDERMERE. She goes over to MRS.
ERLYNNE with the photograph in her hand. LoRD
WINDERMERE moves behind the sofa, and anxiously
watchesMRS. ERL YNNE asthe scene progresses.

LADY WINDERMERE: | am 0 sorry, Mrs. Erlynne
to have kept you waiting. | couldn't find the photo-
graph anywhere. At last | discovered it in my husbhand's
dressing-room—he had stolen it.

MRS. ERLYNNE (takesthe photograph from her and looks
atit): | am not surprised—it is charming. (Goes over to
sofa with LADY WINDERMERE, and sits down beside her.
Looks again at the photograph.) And so that isyour little
boy! What is he called?

LADY WINDERMERE: Gerard, after my dear father.

MRS. ERLYNNE (laying the photograph down): Really?

LADY WINDERMERE: Yes. If it had been a girl, |
would have called it after my mother. My mother had
the same name as mysdf, Margaret.

MRS. ERLYNNE: MYy nameisMargaret too.

LADY WINDERMERE: Indeed!

MRS. ERLYNNE: Yes. (Pause) You are devoted to
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your mother'smemory, L ady Winder mer e, your husband
tells me.

LADY WINDERMERE: We all have ideals in life. At
least we all should have. Mineismy mother.

MRS. ERLYNNE : ldeals are dangerous things. Reali-
tiesare better. They wound, but they're better.

LADY WINDERMERE (shaking her head): Ifl lost my
ideals, | should lose everything.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Everything?

LADY WINDERMERE: Yes

A pause.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Did your father often speak to you
of your mother?

LADY WINDERMERE: No, it gave him too much pain.
He told me how my mother had died a few months after
| wasborn. Hiseyesfilled with tearsas he poke. Then
he begged me never to mention her name to him again.
It made him suffer even to hear it. My father—my
father really died of a broken heart. His was the most
ruined life | know.

MRS. ERLYNNE (rising): | am afraid | must go now,
Lady Windermere.

LADY WINDERMERE (rising): Oh no, don't.

MRS. ERLYNNE: | think | had better. My carriage
must have come back by this time. | snt it to Lady
Jedburgh's with a note.

LADY WINDERMERE : Arthur, would you mind seeing
if Mrs. Erlynne's carriage has come back?

MRS. ERLYNNE: Pray don't trouble, Lord Winder-
mere.

LADY WINDERMERE: Yes, Arthur, do go, please
(LORD WINDERMERE hesitates for a moment and looks at
MRS. ERLYNNE. Sheremains quite impassive. He leaves the
room. To MRS. ERLYNNE)) Oh! What am | to say to
you? Y ou saved melast night ! (Goestowards her.)
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MRS. ERLYNNE: Hush—don't speak of it.

LADY WINDERMERE: | must speak of it. | can't let
you think that | am going to accept this sacrifice. | am
not. It is too great. | am going to tell my husband
everything. Itis my duty.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Itisnotyour duty—at least you have
dutiesto othersbesideshim. Y ou say you owe me some-
thing?

LADY WINDERMERE: | owe you everything.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Then pay your debt by silence. That
is the only way in which it can be paid. Don't spoil the
one good thing | have done in my life by telling it to
any one. Promise me that what passed last night will
remain a secret between us. Y ou must not bring misery
into your husband's life. Why spoil hislove? Y ou must
not spoil it. Loveiseasily killed. Oh, how easily loveis
killed. Pledge meyour word, Lady Windermere, that you
will never tell him. 1 insist uponit.

LADY WINDERMERE (with bowed head): Itisyour will,
not mine.

MRS. ERLYNNE: Yes, itismywill. And never forget
your child—I like to think of you as a mother. | like
you to think of yourself as one.

LADY WINDERMERE (looking up): | always will now.
Only once in my life | have forgotten my own mother—
that was last night. Oh, if | had remembered her |
should not have been so foolish, so wicked.

MRS. ERLYNNE (with a dlight shudder): Hush, last
night is quite over.

Enter LORD WINDERMERE.

LORD WINDERMERE: Y our carriage has not come back
yet, Mrs. Erlynne.

MRS. ERLYNNE: |t makes no matter. 1'll take a
hansom. There is nothing in the world so respectable as
a good Shrewsbury and Talbot. And now, dear Lady
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Windermere, | am afraid it is really good-bye. (Moves
up.) Oh, | remember. You'll think me absurd, but do
you know I've taken a great fancy to this fan that | was
silly enough to run away with last night from your ball.
Now, | wonder would you give it to me? Lord Winder-
mere says you may. | know it is his present.

LADY WINDERMERE : Oh, certainly, if it will give you
any pleasure. But it has my nameonit. It has' Margaret '
onit.

MRS. ERLYNNE: But we have the same Christian
name.

LADY WINDERMERE: Oh, | forgot. Of course, do
have it. What a wonderful chance our names being the
samel!

MRS. ERLYNNE: Quite wonderful. Thanks—it will
always remind me of you. (Shakes hands with her.)

Enter PARKER.

PARKER: Lord Augustus Lorton. Mrs. Erlynne's
carriage has come.

Enter LORD AUGUSTUS.

LORD AUGUSTUS: Good morning, dear boy. Good
morning, Lady Windermere. (Sees MRS. ERLYNNE.)
Mrs. Erlynne!

MRS. ERLYNNE: HOw do you do, Lord Augustus?
Areyou quitewell this morning?

LORD AUGUSTUS (coldly): Quite well, thank you, Mrs.
Erlynne.

MRS. ERLYNNE: YOU don't look at all well, Lord
Augustus. You stop up too late—it is so bad for you.
you really should take more care of yourself. Good-bye,
Lord Windermere. (Goestowards door with a bow to LORD
AUGUSTUS. Suddenly smiles and looks back at him.) Lord
Augustus! Won't you sse me to my carriage? Y ou might
carry the fan.

LORD WINDERMERE: Allow me!
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MRS. ERLYNNE : No; | want Lord Augustus. | have
a special message for the dear Duchess. Won't you carry
the fan, Lord Augustus?

LORD AUGUSTUS : | f you really desreit, Mrs. Erlynne.

MRS. ERLYNNE (laughing): Of course | do. You'll
carry it so gracefully. You would carry off anything
gracefully, dear Lord Augustus.

When shereachesthedoor shelooksback for amoment
at LADY WINDERMERE. Their eyes meet. Then she
turns, and goes aut, followed by L ORD AUGUSTUS.

LADY WINDERMERE: YOU will never speak against
Mrs. Erlynneagain, Arthur, will you?

LORD WINDERMERE (gravely): She is better than one
thought her.

LADY WINDERMERE: Sheisbetter than | am.

LORD WINDERMERE (smiling as he strokes her hair):
Child, you and she belong to different worlds. Into
your world evil has never entered.

LADY WINDERMERE : Don't say that, Arthur. There
isthe ssme world for all of us, and good and evil, sin and
innocence, go through it hand in hand. To shut on€s
gyes to half of life that one may live securdly is as though
one blinded onesdf that one might walk with more safety
in aland of pit and precipice.

LORD WINDERMERE (moves down with her): Darling,
why do you say that?

LADY WINDERMERE (sitson sofa): Because!, whohad
shut my eyes to life, came to the brink. And one who
had separated us——

LORD WINDERMERE : We were never separated.

LADY WINDERMERE : We never must be again. Oh,
Arthur, don't love meless and | will trust you more. |
will trust you absolutely. Let us go to Seby. In the
rose garden at Selby the rosss are white and red.

Enter LORD AUGUSTUS.
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LORD AUGUSTUS: Arthur, she has explained every-
thing! (LADY WINDERMERE lacks horribly frightened at
this. LORD WINDERMERE starts. LORD AUGUSTUS takes
WINDERMERE by the arm and brings him to front of stage. He
talks rapidly and in alow voice. LADY WINDERMERE stands
watchingtheminterror.) My dear fellow, shehasexplained
every demmed thing. We all wronged her immensely.
It was entirely for my sake she went to Darlington's
rooms. Called first at the Club—fact is, wanted to put
me out of suspense—and being told | had gone on—
followed—naturally frightened when she heard a lot of
us coming in—retired to another room—I assure you,
most gratifying to me, the whole thing. We all behaved
brutally to her. Sheisjust the woman for me. Suits me
down to the ground. All the conditions she makes are
that we live entirely out of England. A very good thing
too. Demmed clubs, demmed climate, demmed cooks,
demmed everything. Sick of it all!

LADY WINDERMERE (frightened): Has Mrs. Erlynne

?

LORD AUGUSTUS (advancing towards her with alow bow) :
Yes, Lady Windermere—Mrs. Erlynne has done methe
honour of accepting my hand.

LORD WINDERMERE : Well, you are certainly marry-
ingavery clever woman !

LADY WINDERMERE (taking her husband's hand): Ah,
you're marrying a very good woman!

CURTAIN
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ACT |

The lawn in front of the terrace at Hunstanton. SIR JOHN
and LADY CAROLINE PONTEFRACT, and MISSHESTER
WORSLEY, areseated on chairsunder alargeyewtree.

LADY CAROLINE: | bélieve this is the first English
country house you have stayed at, Miss Wordey?

HESTER : Yes, Lady Caroline.

LADY CAROLINE: You have no country houses, | am
told, in America?

HESTER: We have not many.

LADY CAROLINE: Have you any country? What we
should call country?

HESTER (smiling): We have the largest country in the
world, Lady Caroline. They used to tell us at schoal
that some of our states are as big as France and England
put together.

LADY CAROLINE: Ah! You must find it very
draughty, | should fancy. (To SIRJOHN.) John, you
should have your muffler. What is the use of my always
knitting mufflersfor you if you won't wear them?

SIR JOHN: | am quite warm, Caroline, | asure
you.
LADY CAROLINE: | think not, John. Well, you

couldn't come to a more charming place than this, Miss

Worsdley, though the house is excessivdly damp, quite

unpardonably damp, and dear Lady Hunstanton is

sometimes a littlelax about the people sheasksdown here.

(To sIRJOHN.) Jane mixestoo much. Lord Illingworth,

of course, is a man of high distinction. It is a privilege
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to meet him. And that member of Parliament, Mr.
Kettle—

SIR JOHN: Kelvil, my love, Kelvil.

LADY CAROLINE: Hemust be quiterespectable. One
has never heard his name before in the whole course of
on€'s life, which speaks volumes for a man, nowadays.
But Mrs. Allonbyishardly avery suitableperson.

HESTER: | didike Mrs. Allonby. | didike her more
than | can say.

LADY CAROLINE: | am not sure, Miss Wordey, that
foreigners like yoursdf should cultivate likes or didikes
about the peoplethey areinvited tomeet. Mrs. Allonby
is very well born. She is a niece of Lord Brancagter's.
It is said, of course, that she ran away twice before she
wasmarried. But you know how unfair people often are.
| myself don't believe she ran away morethan once.

HESTER : Mr. Arbuthnot is very charming.

LADY CAROLINE: Ah, yes the young man who hasa
post in abank. LadyHunstanton ismost kind in asking
him here, and Lord lllingworth ssams to have taken
quite a fancy to him. | am not sure, however, that Jane
isright in taking him out of his position. In my young
days, Miss Wordey, one never met any one in society
who worked for their living. It was not consdered the
thing.

HESTER : I n America those are the people we respect
most.

LADY CAROLINE: | have no doubt of it.

HESTER: Mr. Arbuthnot has a beautiful nature! He
is so simple, so sincere. He has one of the most beautiful
r?.atur&sl have ever comeacross. Itisaprivilege to meset

Im.

LADY CAROLINE: It is not customary in England,
Miss Wordley, for a young lady to speak with such
enthusasm of any person of the opposite sx. English
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women conceal their fedings till after they are married.
They show them then.

HESTER: Do you, in England, allow no friendship to
exig between a young man and a young girl?

Enter LADY HUNSTANTON, followed by footman with
shawlsanda cushion.

LADY CAROLINE: Wethink it veryinadvisable. Jane,
| wasjust saying what a pleasant party you have asked
us to meet. You have a wonderful power of sdection.
It isquite agift.

LADY HUNSTANTON : Dear Caroline, how kind of you!
| think we all dofit in very nicely together. And | hope
our charming American visitor will carry back pleasant
recollections of our English country life. (To footman,)
The cushion, there, Francis, and my shawl. The
Shetland. Get the Shetland. (Footman goesout for shawl.)

Enter GERALD ARBUTHNOT.

GERALD: Lady Hunstanton, | have such good news
to tell you. Lord lllingworth hasjust offered to make
me his secretary.

LADY HUNSTANTON: His secretary? That is good
newsindeed, Gerald. It meansavery brilliant futurein
store for you. You dear mother will be delighted. |
really must try and induce her to come up here to-night.
Do you think she would, Gerald? | know how difficult
it isto get her to go anywhere.

GERALD : Oh, | am sure shewould, L ady Hunstanton,
if she knew Lord lllingworth had made me such an
offer.

Enter footman with shawl.

LADY HUNSTANTON: | will write and tell her about
it, and ask her to come up and meet him. (To footman.)
Just wait, Francis. (Writesletter.)

LADY CAROLINE: That is a very wonderful opening
for soyoungaman asyou are, M r. Arbuthnot.
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GERALD: Itisindeed, Lady Caroline. | trust | shall
be able to show myself worthy of it.

LADY CAROLINE: | trust so.

GERALD (to HESTER) : you have not congratulated me
yet, Miss Worsley.

HESTER: Areyou very pleased about it?

GERALD : Of course | am. |t means everything to me
—things that were out of the reach of hope before may be
within hope's reach now.

HESTER : Nothing should be out of the reach of hope.
Life is a hope.

LADY HUNSTANTON: | fancy, Caroline, that Diplo-
macy is what Lord Illingworth 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 lead to complications.

LADY HUNSTANTON: You are too nervous, Caroline.
Believe me, you are too nervous. Besides, Lord Illing-
worth may marry any day. | was in hopes he would
have married Lady Kelso. But | believe he said her
family was too large. Or was it her feet? | forget which.
| regret it very much. She was made to be an ambassa-
dor's wife.

LADY CAROLINE: She certainly has a wonderful
faculty of remembering people's names, 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 written a line to your dear mother,
Gerald, to tell her your good news, and to say she really
must come to dinner.

Footman goes out.
GERALD: That is awfully kind of you, Lady Hunstan-
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ton. (To HESTER.) Will you come for a stroll, Miss
Wordey?

HESTER: With pleasure. {Goesout with GERALD.)

LADY HUNSTANTON: | am very much gratified at
Gerald Arbuthnot's good fortune. He is quite a proége
of mine. And | am particularly pleased that Lord
[llingworth should have made the offer of his own
accord without my suggesting anything. Nobody likes
to be asked favours. | remember poor Charlotte Pagden
making hersdf quite unpopular 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 came out.
She was far too good-looking to be in any respectable
household. | don't wonder Lady Pagden was so anxious
to get rid of her.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Ah, that explainsit.

LADY CAROLINE: John, the grass is too damp for
you. You had better go and put on your over-shoes at
once.

SIR JOHN: | am quite comfortable, Caroline, | assure
you.

LADY CAROLINE: You must allow me to be the best
judge of that, John. Pray do as | tell you.

SIR JOHN getsup and goes off.

LADY HUNSTANTON: You spoil him, Caroline, you do
indeed! (Enter MRS. ALLONBY and LADY STUTFIELD. To
MRS. ALLONBY.) Well, dear, | hope you like the park.
It issaid to be well timbered.

MRS. ALLONBY : The trees are wonderful, Lady Hun-
stanton.

LADY STUTFIELD: Quite, quite wonderful.

MRS. ALLONBY : But somehow, | fed sure that if |
lived in the country for sx months, | should become so
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unsophisticated that no one would take the dightest
notice of me.

LADY HUNSTANTON: | asaure you, dear, that the
country has not that effect at all. Why, it wasfrom M el-
thorpe, which is only two miles from here, that Lady
Belton eloped with Lord Fethersdale. | remember the
occurence perfectly. Poor Lord Belton died three days
afterwards of joy, or gout. | forget which. We had a
large party staying here at the time, so we were all very
much interested in the whole affair.

MRS. ALLONBY: | think to elope is cowardly. It's
running away from danger. And danger has become so
rarein modern life.

LADY CAROLINE: Asfar asl| can make out, the young
women of the present day seem to makeit the sole obj ect
of their livesto be always 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; | sethat. It isvery, very
helpful.

LADY HUNSTANTON: | don't know how the world
would get on with such a theory as that, dear Mrs.
Allonby.

LADY STUTFIELD : Ah! The world was made for men
and not for women.

MRS.ALLONBY : Oh, don't say that, L ady Stutfield. We
have a much better time than they have. Therearefar
mor e things forbidden to us than are forbidden to them.

LADY STUTFIELD : Yes; that is quite, quitetrue. | had
not thought of that.

Enter SIR JOHN and M R. KELVIL.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Well, Mr. Kelvil, have you got
through your work?
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KELVIL: | havefinished my writing for theday, L ady
Hunstanton. It hasbeen an arduous task. The demands
on the time of a public man are very heavy nowadays,
very heavy indeed. And | don't think they meet with
adequate recognition.

LADY CAROLINE: John, have you got your over-shoes
on?

SIR JOHN: Yes, my love.

LADY CAROLINE: | think you had better come over
here, John. It ismore sheltered.

SIR JOHN: | am quite comfortable, Caroline.

LADY CAROLINE: | think not, John. You had better
Sit besdeme.

SIR JOHN rises and goes across.

LADY STUTFIELD: And what have you been writing
about thismorning, Mr . Kelvil?

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

LADY STUTFIELD: That must be such a very, very
interesting thing to write about.

KELVIL: It is the one subject of really national
importance, nowadays, Lady Stutfield. | propose
addressing my congtituents on the question before
Parliament meets. | find that the poorer dasses of this
country display a marked desire for a higher ethical
standard.

LADY STUTFIELD: How quite, quite nice of them.

LADY CAROLINE : Areyou in favour of women taking
partin politics, M r . Kettle?

SIR JOHN: Kelvil, my love, Kelvil.

KELVIL : Thegrowinginfluence of women isthe onere-
assuringthingin our political life, L ady Caroline. Women
are always on the side of morality, public and private.

LADY STUTFIELD: It is 0 very, very gratifying to
hear you say that.
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LADY HUNSTANTON: Ah, yesl—the moral qualitiesin
women—that is the important thing. | am afraid,
Caroline, that dear Lord lllingworth doesn't value the
moral qualities in women as much as he should.

Enter LORD ILLINGWORTH.

LADY STUTFIELD: The world says that Lord Illing-
worth is very, very wicked.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: But what world saysthat, Lady
Stutfield? 1t must be the next world. Thisworld and |
are on excellent terms. (Sits down beside MRS. ALLONBY.)

LADY STUTFIELD: Every one | know says you are
very, very wicked.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: It is perfectly mongrous the
way peoplego about, nowadays, saying thingsagainst one
behind ones back that are absolutely and entirely true.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Dear Lord Illingworth is quite
hopdess, Lady Stutfield. | have given up trying to reform
him. It would take a Public Company with a Board of
Directors and a paid Secretary to do that. But you have
the secretary already, Lord Illingworth, haven't you?
Gerald Arbuthnot has told us of his good fortune; it is
really mosgt kind of you.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Oh, don't say that, Lady
Hunstanton. Kind is a dreadful word. | took a great
fancy to young Arbuthnot the moment | met him, and
he'll be of consderable use to me in something | am
foolish enough to think of doing.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Heisan admirable young man.
And his mother is one of my 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. Why can't they stay
in their own country? They are always telling usit is the
Paradise of women.
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LORD ILLINGWORTH: It is, Lady Caroline. That is
why, like Eve, they are so extremely anxious to get out
of it.

LADY CAROLINE: Who are Miss Worsley's parents?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: American women are wonder-
fully clever in concealing their parents.

LADY HUNSTANTON: My dear Lord Illingworth,
what do you mean? Miss Worsley, Caroline, is an
orphan. Her father was a very wealthy millionaire or
philanthropist, or both, | believe, who entertained my
son quite hospitably, when he visited Boston. | don't
know how he made his money, originally.

KELVIL: | fancy in American dry goods.

LADY HUNSTANTON: What are American dry goods?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: American novels.

LADY HUNSTANTON : How very singular ! . . . Well,
from whatever source her large fortune came, | have a
great esteem for Miss Worsley. She dresses exceedingly
well. All Americansdo dresswell. They get their clothes
in Paris.

MRS. ALLONBY: They say, Lady Hunstanton, that
when good Americans die they go to Paris.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Indeed? Andwhen bad Ameri-
cans die, where do they go to?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Oh, they go to America.

KELVIL: | am afraid you don't appreciate America,
Lord Illingworth. It is a very remarkable country,
especially considering its youth.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: The youth of America is their
oldest tradition. It has been going on now for three
hundred years. To hear them talk one would imagine
they were in their first childhood. As far as civilisation
goes they are in their second.

KELVIL : There is undoubtedly a great deal of corrup-
tion in American politics. | suppose you allude to that?
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LORD ILLINGWORTH: | wonder.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Paliticsarein a sad way every-
where, | amtold. They certainlyarein England. Dear
Mr. Cardew is ruining the country. | wonder Mrs.
Cardewallows him. | am sure, Lord Illingworth, you
don't think that uneducated people should be allowed
to have votes?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | think they aretheonly people
who should.

KELVIL : Doyou take no sde then in modern paolitics,
Lord Illingworth?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: One should never take Sdesin
anything, Mr. Kelvil. Takingddesis the beginning of
sincerity, and earnestness follows shortly afterwards, and
the human being becomes a bore. However, the House
of Commons really does very little harm. You can't
make people good by Act of Parliament—that is
something.

KELVIL : You cannot deny that the House of Commons
has always shown great sympathy with the sufferings of
the poor.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: That is its special vice. That
is the special vice of the age. One should sympathise
with thejoy, the beauty, the colour of life. The les
said about lifé ssresthebetter, M r . Kelvil.

KELVIL : Still, our East Endisavery important problem.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Quitesn. It isthe problem of
davery. And we are trying to solve it by amusing the
daves.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Certainly, a great deal may be
done by means of cheap entertainments, as you say,
Lord Illingworth. Dear Dr. Daubeny, our rector here,
provides with the assstance of his curates, really ad-
mirablerecreationsfor the poor duringthewinter. And
much good may be done by means of a magic lantern,
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or a missionary, or some popular amusement of that
kind.

LADY CAROLINE : | am not at all in favour of amuse-
ments for the poor, Jane. Blankets and coals are suffi-
cient. There is too much love of pleasure amongst the
lower dases as it is. Health is what we want in modern
life. Thetoneisnot healthy, not healthy at all.

KELVIL : You are quiteright, Lady Caroline.

LADY CAROLINE: | believe | am usually right.

MRS. ALLONBY: Horrid word, 'health.'

LORD ILLINOWORTH : Silliest word in our language,
and one knows so well the popular idea of health. The
English country gentleman galloping after a fox—the
unspeakable in full pursuit of the uneatable.

KELVIL : May | ak, Lord Illingworth, if you regard
the House of Lords as a better institution than the House
of Commons?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: A much better institution,
of course. We in the House of Lords are never in
touch with public opinion. That makes us a civilised
body.

KELVIL: Are you seriousin putting forward such a
view?

LORD ILLINGWORTH : Quite serious, Mr. Kelvil. (To
MRS. ALLONBY.) Vulgar habit that is people have now-
adays of asking one, after one has given them an idea,
whether one is serious or not. Nothing is serious except
passon. The intellect is not a serious thing, and never
has been. It is an instrument on which one plays, that
isall. The only serious form of intellect | know is the
British intellect. And on the British intellect theilliter-
ates play the drum.

LADY HUNSTANTON: What are you saying, Lord
[llingworth, about thedrum?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | was merely talking to Mrs.
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Allonby about the leading articles in the London news
papers.

LADY HUNSTANTON: But do you believe all that is
written in the newspapers?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | do. Nowadays it is only the
unreadable that occurs. (Rises with MRS. ALLONBY.)

LADY HUNSTANTON: Areyougoing, Mrs. Allonby?

MRS. ALLONBY : Just asfar as the conservatory. Lord
[llingworthtold methismorning that therewasan orchid
there as beautiful as the seven deadly sins.

LADY HUNSTANTON: MYy dear, | hope thereis nothing
of the kind. | will certainly speak to the gardener.

MRS. ALLONBY and LORD ILLINGWORTH go out.

LADY CAROLINE: Remarkable type, Mrs. Allonby.

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

LADY CAROLINE: Is that the only thing, Jane, Mrs.
Allonby allowstorunaway with her?

LADY HUNSTANTON: | hope so, Caroline, | am sure.
(Enter LORD ALFRED.) Dear Lord Alfred, dojoin us.

LORD ALFRED sitsdown beside LADY STUTFIELD.

LADY CAROLINE: YOU believe good of every one,
Jane. Itisa great fault.

LADY STUTFIELD: Do you really, really think, Lady
Caroline, that one should believe evil of every one?

LADY CAROLINE: | think it is much safer to do so,
Lady Stutfield. Until, of course, people are found out
to be good. But that requires a great deal of investiga-
tion nowadays

LADY STUTFIELD: But there is so much unkind
scandal in modern life.

LADY CAROLINE: Lord lllingworth remarked to me
last night at dinner that the basis of every scandal is an
absolutely immoral certainty.

KELVIL : Lord Illingworth is, of course a very brilliant

92



ACT | A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE

man, but he seems to me to be lacking in that fine faith
in the nobility and purity of life which is so important
in this century.

LADY STUTFIELD: Yes, quite, quite important, is it
not?

KELVIL: He gives me the impression of a man who
does not appreciate the beauty of our English home life.
| would say that he was tainted with foreign ideas on
the subject.

LADY STUTFIELD: Thereis nothing, nothing like the
beauty of home life, is there?

KELVIL: It is the mainstay of our moral systemin
England, Lady Stutfield. Without it we would become
like our neighbours.

LADY STUTFIELD : That would be so, s0 sad, would it
not?

KELVIL: | am afraid, too, that Lord Illingworth
regards woman simply as a toy. Now, | have never
regarded woman as a toy. Woman is the intellectual
helpmeet of man in public as in private life.) Without
her we should forget the true ideals.) (Sts down beside
LADY STUTFIELD.)

LADY STUTFIELD : | am 0 very, very glad to hear you
say that.

LADY CAROLINE: Youamarried man, Mr. Kettle?

SIR JOHN : Kelvil, dear, Kelvil.

KELVIL: | am married, Lady Caroline.

LADY CAROLINE: Family?

KELVIL:  Yes
LADY CAROLINE: How many?
KELVIL: Eight.

LADY STUTFIELD turns her attentionto LORD ALFRED.
LADY CAROLINE: Mrs. Kettle and the children are,
| suppose, at the seaside?
SIR JOHN shrugs his shoulders.
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KELVIL: My wifeisat the ssasdewith the children,
Lady Caraline.

LADY CAROLINE: You will join them later on, no
doubt?

KELVIL : | f my public engagements per mit me.

LADY CAROLINE: Your public life must be a great
source of gratification to Mrs. Kettle.

SIR JOHN : Kelvil, my love, Kelvil.

LADY STUTFIELD (to LORD ALFRED) : How very, very
charming those gold-tipped cigarettes of yoursare, Lord
Alfred.

LORD ALFRED: They are awfully expensive. | can
only afford them when | 'min debt.

LADY STUTFIELD: |t must be terribly, terribly
distressing to be in debt.

LORD ALFRED: One must have some occupation
nowadays. If | hadn't my debts | shouldn't have any-
thing to think about. All the chaps | know are in debt.

LADY STUTFIELD: But don't the people to whom you
owe the money give you a great, great deal of annoy-
ance?

Enter footman.

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

LADY STUTFIELD: How very, very strange.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Ah, here is a letter, Caroline,
from dear Mrs. Arbuthnot. She won't dine. | am so
sorry. But she will come in the evening. | am very
pleased indeed. She is one of the sweatest of women.
Writes a beautiful hand, too, so large, so firm. (Hands
letter toLADY CAROLINE.)

LADY CAROLINE (looking at it): A little lacking in
femininity, Jane. Femininity isthe quality | admire most
in women.

LADY HUNSTANTON (taking back letter and leaving it on
table): Oh, she isvery feminine, and so good too. Y ou
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should hear what the Archdeacon says of her. He
regards her as his right hand in the parish. (Footman
speaks to her.) IntheYellow Drawing-room. Shall we
all goin? Lady Stutfield, shall wegoin to tea?

LADY STUTFIELD: With pleasure, Lady Hunstanton.

They rise and proceed to go off. sIRJOHN offers to
carryLADY STUTFIELD'S cloak.

LADY CAROLINE: John! | f you would allow your
nephew to look after Lady Stutfield's cloak, you might
help me with my work-basket.

Enter LORD ILLINGWORTH and MRS. ALLONBY.

SIR JOHN : Certainly, my love. (They go out.)

MRS. ALLONBY: Curious thing, plain women are
always jealous of their husbhands, beautiful women
never are!

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Beautiful women never have
time. They are always so occupied in being jealous of
other people's husbands.

MRS. ALLONBY: | should havethought L ady Caroline
would have grown tired of conjugal anxiety by this
time! Sir Johnisher fourth!

LORD ILLINGWORTH : So much marriage is certainly
not becoming. Twenty years of romance make a woman
look like aruin ; but twenty years of marriage make her
something like a public building.

MRS. ALLONBY : Twenty years of romance ! I s there
such athing?

LORD ILLINGWORTH : Not in our day. Women have
become too brilliant. Nothing spails a romance so much
as a snse of humour in the woman.

MRS. ALLONBY : Or thewant of it in the man.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: YOU are quite right. (In a
temple every one should be serious, except the thing
that is worshipped.

MRS. ALLONBY: And that should be man?
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LORD ILLINGWORTH: Women kneel so gracefully;
men don't.

MRS. ALLONBY: You are thinking of Lady Stutfield!

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | assureyou | have not thought
of Lady Stutfield for the last quarter of an hour.

MRS. ALLONBY : Is she such a mystery?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: She is more than a mystery—
she is a mood.

MRS. ALLONBY: Moods don't |ast.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Itistheir chief charm.

Enter HESTER and GERALD.

GERALD: Lord Illingworth, every one has been con-
gratulating me, Lady Hunstanton and Lady Caroline,
and . . . everyone. | hopel shall make a good secretary.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: You will be the pattern secre-
tary, Gerald. (Talkstohim.)

MRS. ALLONBY : Y ou enjoy country life, Miss Worsley ?

HESTER: Very much indeed.

MRS. ALLONBY : Don't you 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 people never talk.

HESTER: | think the stupid people talk a great deal.

MRS. ALLONBY: Ah, | never listen!

LORD ILLINGWORTH: My dear boy, if | didn't like
you | wouldn't have made you the offer. It is because |
like you so much that | want to have you with me.

HESTER goesout with GERALD.

LORD  ILLINGWORTH: Charming fellow, Gerald
Arbuthnot!

MRS ALLONBY: He is very nice; very nice indeed.
But | can't stand the American young lady.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Why?

MRS. ALONBY: She told me yesterday, and in quite
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aloud voice too, that she was only eighteen. It was most
annoying.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: One should never trust a
woman who tells one her real age. A woman who would
tell onethat, would tell one anything.

MRS. ALLONBY : Sheisa puritan besdes—

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Ah, thatisinexcusable. | don't
mind plain women being puritans. It isthe only excuse
they have for being plain. But she is decidedly pretty.
| admire her immensely. (Looks steadfastly at MRS.
ALLONBY.)

MRS. ALLONBY: What a thoroughly bad man you
must be!

LORD ILLINGWORTH: What do you call a bad man?

MRS. ALLONBY: The sort of man who admiresinno-
cence.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: And a bad woman?

MRS. ALLONBY: Oh, the sort of woman a man never
gets tired of.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: You are severe—on yoursdf.

MRS. ALLONBY: Defineusasa sx.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Sphinxes without secrets.

MRS. ALLONBY: Does that include the puritan
women?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: DO you know, | don't believe
in the exigence of puritan women? | don't think there
isawoman intheworld whowould not bealittleflattered
if one made love to her. It isthat which makes women
soirresistibly adorable.

MRS. ALLONBY : You think there is no woman in the
world who would object to being kissed?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Very few.

MRS. ALLONBY: MissWordey would not let you kiss
her.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Areyou sure?
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MRS. ALLONBY Quite.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: What do you think she'd do if
| kisssed her?

MR. 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 ILLINGWORTH : Fallinlovewith her, probably.

MRS. ALLONBY: Thenitislucky you arenot goingto
kissher!

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Isthat a challenge?

MRS. ALLONBY: It isan arrow shot into the air.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Don't you know that | always
succeed in whatever | try?

MRS. ALLONBY: | am sorry to hear it. We women
adorefailures. They lean on us

LORD ILLINGWORTH: YOU worship succeses  You
cling to them.

MRS. ALLONBY: We are the laurels to hide their
baldness.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: And they need you always,
except at the moment of triumph.

MRS. ALLONBY: They are uninteresting then.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: HOW tantalising you are!

A pause.

MRS. ALLONBY : Lord Illingworth, thereis one thing
| shall always like you for.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Only one thing? And | have
so many bad qualities.

MRS. ALLONBY : Ah, don't be too conceited about
them. You may lose them as you grow old.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | 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 islife's tragedy.
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LORD ILUNGWORTH: It's comedy also, sometimes.
But what is the mysterious reason why you will always
like me?

MRS. ALLONBY: |t isthat you have never made love
tome.

LORD ILUNGWORTH: | have never done anything
dse

MRS. ALLONBY: Really? | havenot noticed it.

LORD ILUNGWORTH: How fortunate! |t might have
been a tragedy for both of us.

MRS. ALLONBY : Weshould each have survived.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: One can survive everything
nowadays, except death, and live down anything except
agood reputation.

MRS. ALLONBY: Haveyou tried a good reputation?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: |t isone of the annoyances o
which | have never been subjected.

MRS. ALLONBY : |t may come.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Why do you threaten me?

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

Enter footman.

FRANCIS: Teaisserved in the Yellow Drawing-room,
my lord.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Tell her ladyship wearecoming
in.

FRANCIS : Yes, my lord. (He goes out)

LORD ILUNGWORTH: Shall wegoin to tea?

MRS. ALLONBY: DO you like such simple pleasures?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | adore simple pleasures.
They are the last refuge of the complex. But, if you
wish, let us stay here. Yes, let us stay here. The
Book of Life begins with a man and a woman in a
garden.

MRS. ALLONBY: |t endswith Revelations.
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LORD ILLINGWORTH: YOU fence divinely. But the
button has come off your foil.

MRS. ALLONBY : | have still the mask.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: It makesyour eyes lovelier.

MRS. ALLONBY : Thank you. Come.

LORD ILLINGWORTH (sees MRS. ARBUTHNOT'S letter on
table, and takesit up and looks at envelope): W hat a curious
handwriting! It reminds me of the handwriting of a
woman | used to know years ago.

MRS. ALLONBY: Who?

LORD ILLINGWORTH : Oh, no one. No one in particu-
lar. A woman of hoimportance. (Throwsletter down, and
passes up the steps of theterracewithmrs. ALLoNBY. They
smileat each other.)

CURTAIN
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ACT 11

The drawing-room at Hunstanton, after dinner. The lamps are
lit. Doorstoright and left. The ladies are seated on sofas.

MRS. ALLONBY: What a comfort it isto have got rid
of the men for a little!

LADY STUTFIELD : Yes ; men persecute us dreadfully,
don't they.

MRS. ALLONBY: Persecute us? | wish they did.

LADY HUNSTANTON: My dear!

MRS. ALLONBY: The annoying thing is that the
wretches can be perfectly happy without us. That is
why | think it is every woman's duty never to leave
them alone for a single moment, except during this
short breathing space after dinner; without which |
believe we poor women would be absolutely worn to
shadows.

Enter servantswith coffee.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Worn to shadows, dear?

MRS. ALLONBY: Yes, Lady Hunstanton. Itissuch a
strain keeping men up to the mark. They are always
trying to escape from us.

LADY STUTFIELD: |s seems to me that it is we who
are always trying to excape from them. Men are so very,
very heartless. They know their power and useit.

LADY CAROLINE (takes coffee from servant): What stuff
and nonsense all this about men is! The thing to do is
to keep men in their proper place.

MRS. ALLONBY: But what istheir proper place, Lady
Caroline?
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LADY CAROLINE: Looking after their wives, Mrs.
Allonby.

MRS. ALLONBY (takes coffee from servant): Really? And
if they're not married?

LADY CAROLINE: | f they are not married, they should
be looking after a wife. It's perfectly scandalous the
amount of bachelors who are going about society. There
should be a law passed to compel them all to marry
withintwelvemonths.

LADY STUTFIELD (rduses coffee): Butifthey'reinlove
with some one who, perhaps, istied to another?

LADY CAROLINE: In that case, Lady Stutfield, they
should be married off in aweek to some plain respectable
girl, in order to teach them not to meddle with other
people's property.

MRS. ALLONBY: | don't think that we should ever
be spoken of as other people's property. All men are
married women's property. That is the only true defi-
nition of what married women's property really is. But
we don't belong to any one.

LADY STUTFIELD: Oh, | am 0 very, very glad to
hear you say so.

LADY HUNSTANTON: But do you really think, dear
Caroline, that legislation would improve matters in any
way? | amtold that, nowadays, all themarried menlive
like bachelors, and all the bachelors like married men.

MRS. ALLONBY: | certainly never know one from
the other.

LADY STUTFIELD: Oh, I think one can always know
at once whether a man has home claims upon his life or
not. | have noticed a very, very sad expression in the
eyes of so many married men.

MRS. ALLONBY: Ah, all that | have noticed is that
they are horribly tedious when they are good husbands,
and abominably conceited when they are not.
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LADY HUNSTANTON: Well, | suppose the type of
husband has completely changed snce my young days,
but I'm bound to state that poor dear Hunstanton was
the most delightful of creatures, and as good as gold.

MRS. ALLONBY : Ah, my husband is a sort of promis-
sory note; |'m tired of meeting him.

LADY CAROLINE: But you renew him from time to
time, don't you?

MRS. ALLONBY: Oh no, Lady Caroline. | have only
had one husband as yet. | suppose you look upon me as
quite an amateur.

LADY CAROLINE: With your views on life | wonder
youmarried at all.

MRS. ALLONBY : Sodo I.

LADY HUNSTANTON: My dear child, | believe you are
really very happy in your married life, but that you like
to hide your happiness from others.

MRS. ALLONBY : | assure you | was horribly deceived
in Ernest.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Oh, | hope not, dear. | knew
his mother quitewell. Shewasa Stratton, Caroline, one
of Lord Crowland's daughters.

LADY CAROLINE: Victoria Stratton? | remember 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. Ernest's chin is far too
square.

LADY STUTFIELD: But do you really think a man's
chin can be too square? | think a man should look very,
very strong, and that his chin should be quite, quite
square.

MRS. ALLONBY: Then you should certainly know
Ernest, Lady Stutfield. It isonly fair to tell you before-
hand he has got no conversation at all.

LADY STUTFIELD: | adore silent men.
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MRS, ALLONBY: Oh. Ernest isn't silent. Hetalksthe
whole time. But he has got no conversation. What he
talks about | don't know. | haven't listened to him for
years.

LADY STUTFIELD: Haveyou never forgiven him then?
How sad that ssemd But all life is very, very sad, is it
not?

MRS. ALLONBY: Life, Lady Stutfield, is simply a
mauvais quart dheure made up of exquisite moments.

LADY STUTFIELD: Yes, there are moments, certainly.
But was it something very, very wrong that Mr. Allonby
did? Did he become angry with you, and say anything
that was unkind or true?

MRS. ALLONBY: Oh dear, no. Ernest is invariably
calm. That is one of the reasons he always gets on my
nerves. Nothingis so aggravating as camness. Thereis
something positively brutal about the good temper of
most modern men. | wonder we women stand it as well
as we do.

LADY STUTFIELD: Yes;, men's good temper shows
they are not so senstive as we are, not so findy strung.
It makes a great barrier often between husband and wife,
doesit not? But | would so much like to know what was
thewrongthingMr . Allonby did.

MRS. ALLONBY: Well, I will tell you, if you solemnly
promise to tell everybody dse

LADY STUTFIELD: Thank you, thank you. | will
make a point of repeating it.

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

LADY HUNSTANTON: MYy dear!

MRS. ALLONBY: Men aways want to be a woman's
first love. That istheir clumsy vanity. We women have
a more subtle instinct about things. What we like is to
be a man's last romance.

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

LADY HUNSTANTON: My dear child, you don't mean
to tell me that you won't forgive you husband because
he never loved any one else? Did you ever hear such a
thing, Caroline? | am quite surprised.

LADY CAROLINE: Oh, women have become 0 highly
educated, Jane, that nothing should surprise us now-
adays, except happy marriages. They apparently are
getting remarkably rare.

MRS. ALLONBY: Oh, they're quite out of date.

LADY STUTFIELD: Except amongst the middle classes,
| have been told.

MRS. ALLONBY: How like the middle classes !

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

LADY CAROLINE : | f what you tell us about the middle
classs is true, Lady Stutfield, it redounds greatly to
their credit. It is much to be regretted that in our rank
of life the wife sould be so persistently frivolous, under
the impression apparently that it is the proper thing to
be. Itisto 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
dowithit. More marriages are ruined nowadays by the
common sene of the husband than by anything else.
How can a woman be expected to be happy with a man
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who insgs on treating her as if she were a perfectly
rational being?

LADY HUNSTANTON: MYy dear!

MRS. ALLONBY : Man, poor, awkward, reliable, nec-
essary man belongs to a sex that has been rational for
millions and millions of years. He can't help himsdf.
Itisin hisrace. TheHistory of Woman isvery different.
We have always been picturesque protests againgt the
mere exisgence of common ssnse We saw its dangers
from thefirst.

LADY STUTFIELD: Yes, the common sense of husbands
is certainly most, most trying. Do tell me your concep-
tion of the Ideal Husband. | think it would be so very,
very, helpful.

MRS. ALLONBY: Theldeal Husband? Therecouldn't
be such a thing. The institution is wrong.

LADY STUTFIELD: The ldeal Man, then, in hisrela-
tionstous.

LADY CAROLINE: He would probably be extremely
realistic.

MRS. ALLONBY: Theldeal Man! Oh, theldeal M an
should talk to us as if we were goddesses and treat us as
if we were children. He should refuse all our serious
requests, and gratify every one of our whims. He should
encourage us to have caprices, and forbid us to have
missons. He should always say much more than he
means, and always mean much more than he says

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

MRS. ALLONBY: He should never run down other
pretty women. That would show he had no taste, or
make one suspect that he had too much. No; he should
be nice about them all, but say that somehow they don't
attract him.

LADY STUTFIELD: Yes, that is always very, very
pleasant to hear about other women.
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MRS. ALLONBY: | f we ask him a question about any-
thing, he should give us an answer all about ourselves.
Heshould invariably praise usfor whatever qualitieshe
knows we haven't got. But he should be pitiless, quite
pitiless, in reproaching us for the virtues that we have
never dreamed of poseessing. He should never believe
that we know the use of useful things. That would be
unforgivable. But he should shower on us everything
wedon't want.

LADY CAROLINE : Asfar as| can see heisto do nothing
but pay billsand compliments.

MRS. ALLONBY: He should persistently compromise
usin public, and treat uswith absolute respect when we
arealone. And yet he should be always ready to have a
perfectly terrible scene, whenever we want one, and to
become miserable, absolutely miserable, at a moment's
notice, and to overwhelm uswithjust reproachesin les
than twenty minutes, and to be positively violent at the
end of half an hour, and to leave usfor ever at aquarter
to eight, when we haveto go and dressfor dinner. And
when, after that, onehasseen him for really thelast time,
and he has refusad to take back thelittle things he has
given one, and promised never to communicatewith one
again, or towriteoneany foolish letter s, heshould be per -
fectly broken-hearted, and telegraph tooneall day long,
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
whole dreadful week, during which one has gone about
everywhere with on€s husband, just to show how
absolutely lonely one was, he may be given a third last
parting, intheevening, and then, if hisconduct hasbeen
quiteirreproachable, and one has behaved really badly
to him, he should be allowed to admit that he has been
entirely in the wrong, and when hehasadmitted that, it
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becomes a woman's duty to forgive, and one can doit all
over again from the beginning, with variations.

LADY HUNSTANTON: HOW clever you are, my dear!
You never mean a single word you say.

LADY STUTFIELD: Thank you, thank you. It has
been quite, quite entrancing. | must try and remember
it all. There are such a number of detailsthat are so very,
very important.

LADY CAROLINE: But you have not told us yet what
thereward of the Ideal Man isto be.

MRS. ALLONBY: Hisreward? Oh, infinite expecta-
tion. That is quite enough for him.

LADY STUTFIELD: But men are 9 terribly, terribly
exacting, arethey not?

MRS. ALLONBY: That makes no matter. One should
never surrender.

LADY STUTFIELD: Not even to the Ideal Man?

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

LADY STUTFIELD: Oh! .. .yes | s that. It is
very, very helpful. Do you think, Mrs. Allonby, | shall
ever meet the Ideal Man? Or are there more than
one?

MRS. ALLONBY : There arejust four in London, Lady
Stutfield.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Oh, my dear!

MRS.ALLONBY (going over to her): What hashappened ?
Do tell me.

LADY HUNSTANTON (in alow voice): | had completely
forgotten that the American young lady has been in the
room all the time. | am afraid some of this clever talk
may have shocked her a little.

MRS. ALLONBY: Ah, that will do her o much good!

LADY HUNSTANTON: Let us hope she didn't under-
stand much. | think | had better go over and talk to
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her. (Risesand goes acrossto HESTERWORSLEY.) Well,
dear Miss Wordley. (Sitting down beside her.) How quiet
you have been in your nice little corner all this time!
| suppose you have been reading a book? There are so
many books herein the library.

HESTER: No, | have been listening to the conversa-
tion.

LADY HUNSTANTON: You mustn't believe everything
that was said, you know, dear.

HESTER : | didn't believe any of it.

LADY HUNSTANTON: That is quiteright, dear.

HESTER (continuing): | couldn't beieve that any
women 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 pleasant
society in America. Quite like our own in places, my
on wrote to me.

HESTER: Thereare cliquesin America as esawhere,
Lady Hunstanton. But true American society conssts
simply of all the good women and good men we havein
our country.

LADY HUNSTANTON: What a sensble system, and |
dare say quite pleasant too. | am afraid in England we
have too many artificial social barriers. We don't se
as much as we should of the middle and lower dasses

HESTER: |n Americawe have no lower dases

LADY HUNSTANTON: Really? What a very strange
arrangement!

MRS. ALLONBY: What is that dreadful girl talking
about?

LADY STUTFIELD: Sheispainfully natural, isshe not?

LADY CAROLINE: Thereare a great many thingsyou
haven't got in America, | am told, Miss Worsley. They
say you have no ruins, and no curiosities.

109



A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE ACTII

MRS. ALLONBY (tOLADY STUTFIELD) : What nonsense!
They have their mothersand their manners.

HESTER: The English aristocracy supply us with our
curiosties, Lady Caroline. They are snt over to us
every summer, regularly, in the seamers, and propose
toustheday after they land. Asfor ruins, wearetrying
to build up something that will last longer than brick
or stone. (Getsuptotakeher fan fromtable.)

LADY HUNSTANTON: What isthat, dear? Ah, yes an
iron Exhibition, is it not, at that place that has the
curious name?

HESTER (standing by table): Wearetryingto build up
life, Lady Hunstanton, on a better, truer, purer bass
than liferetson here. Thissoundsstrangetoyou all, no
doubt. How could it sound other than strange? Yourich
people in England, you don't know how you are living.
How could you know? Y ou shut out from your society
the gentle and the good. You laugh at the smple and
thepure. Living, asyou all do, on othersand by them,
you sheer at sdf-sacrifice, and if you throw bread to the
poor, it is merely to keep them quiet for a season. With
all your pomp and wealth and art you don't know how
to live—you don't even know that. Y ou love the beauty
that you can se and touch and handle, 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 log life's secret. Oh, your
English society seems to me shallow, sdfish, foolish. It
has blinded its eyes, and stopped its ears. It lies like a
leper in purple. It stslike a dead thing smeared with
gold. Itisall wrong, all wrong.

LADY STUTFIELD : | don't think one should know of
thesethings. It isnot very, very nice, isit?

LADY HUNSTANTON: My dear Miss Wordley, | thought
you liked English society so much. You were such a
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uccessin it. And you were so much admired by the best
people. | quiteforget what Lord Henry Weston said of
you—but it was most complimentary, and you know
what an authority he is on beauty.

HESTER: Lord Henry Weston! | remember him, Lady
Hunstanton. A man with a hideous smile and a hideous
past. Heis asked everywhere. No dinner-party is com-
plete without him. What of those whose ruin is due to
him? They are outcasts. They are nameess. |f you met
them in the street you would turn your head away. |
don't complain of their punishment. L et all women who
have sinned be punished.

MRS.ARBUTHNOT enters from terrace behind in a cloak
with alace veil over her head. She hearsthelast wordsand
starts.

LADY HUNSTANTON: MYy dear young lady!

HESTER: Itisright that they should be punished, but
don't let them be the only ones to suffer. Ifa man and
woman have sinned, let them both go forth into the
desert to love or loathe each other there. Let them both
be branded. Set a mark if you wish, on each, but don't
punish the oneand let the other go free. Don't have one
law for men and another for women. Y ou are unjust to
women in England. And till you count what is a shame
in a woman to be an infamy in a man, you will always
beunjust, and Right, that pillar of fire,and Wrong, that
pillar of cloud, will be made dim to your eyes or be not
sen at all, or if seen, not regarded.

LADY CAROLINE: Might |, dear MissWordsley, asyou
are standing up, ask you for my cotton that isjust behind
you? Thank you.

LADY HUNSTANTON : My dear Mrs. Arbuthnot ! | am
so pleased you have come up. But | didn't hear you
announced.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Oh, | came straight in from the

Il



A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE ACT 11

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

LADY HUNSTANTON: Not a party. Only a few guests
who are staying in the house, and whom you must know.
Allow me. {Triesto help her. Rings bell.) Caroline, this
is Mrs. Arbuthnot, one of my swedest friends. Lady
Caroline Pontefract, Lady Stutfield, Mrs. Allonby, and
my young American friend, Miss Wordley, who hasjust
been telling us all how wicked we are.

HESTER: | am afraid you think | spoke too strongly,
Lady Hunstanton. But there are some things in Eng-
land—

LADY HUNSTANTON: My dear young lady, there was
a great deal of truth, | dare say, in what you said, and
you looked very pretty while you said it, which is much
more important, Lord Illingworth would tell us. The
only point where | thought you were a little hard was
about Lady Caroaline's brother, about poor Lord Henry.
He is really such good company. (Enter footman.) Take
Mrs. Arbuthnot's things.

Footman goesout with wraps.

HESTER: Lady Caroline, | had no idea it was your
brother. | am sorry for the pain I must have caused
you—I|—

LADY CAROLINE: My dear Miss Worsley, the only
part of your little speech, if | may soterm it, with which
| thoroughly agreed, was the part about my brother.
Nothing that you could possbly say could be too bad for
him. 1 regard Henry as infamous, absolutely infamous.
But | am bound to state, as you were remarking, Jane,
that he is excellent company, and he has one of the best
cooks in London, and after a good dinner one can forgive
anybody, even on€sown relations.

LADY HUNSTANTON (to MIss WORSLEY): Now, do
come, dear, and makefriendswith Mrs. Arbuthnot. She
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is one of the good, sweet, smple people you told us we
never admitted into society. | am sorry to say Mrs.
Arbuthnot comes very rarely to me. But that is not my
fault.

MRS. ALLONBY: What a boreit is the men staying 0
long after dinner! | expect they are saying the most
dreadful things about us.

LADY STUTFIELD: DO you really think so?

MRS. ALLONBY : | am sure of it.

LADY STUTFIELD: HOW very, very horrid of them!
Shall we go on to the terrace?

MRS. ALLONBY : Oh, anything to get away from the
dowagers and the dowdies. (Rises and goes with LADY
STUTFIELD to door on left.) We are only going to look at
the gars, L ady Hunstanton.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Youwill findagreat many, dear,
a great many. But don't catch cold. (ToO MRS. ARBUTH-
NOT.) We shall all miss Gerald so much, dear Mrs.
Arbuthnot.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: But has Lord Illingworth really
offered to make Gerald his secretary?

LADY HUNSTANTON: Oh, yed He has been most
charming about it. He has the highest possble opinion
of your boy. You don't know Lord Illingworth, | believe,
dear.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : | have never met him.

LADY HUNSTANTON: YoOU know him by name, no
doubt?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | am afraid | don't. | live 20
much out of the world, and see so few people. | remem-
ber 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. Or wouldn't, | believe.
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There was some scandal about it. The present Lord
Illingworthis quite different. Heisvery distinguished.
He does—well, he does nothing, which | am afraid our
pretty American visitor here thinks very wrong of any-
body, and | don't know that he cares much for the
subjects in which you are so interested, dear Mrs.
Arbuthnot. Do you think, Caroline, that Lord Illing-
worth isinterested 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 coudn't get if he
choseto ask for it. Of course, heiscomparatively ayoung
man still, and he has only come to his title within—how
long exactlyisit, Caroline, since Lord Illingworth suc-
ceeded?

LADY CAROLINE: About four years, | think, Jane. |
know it was the same year in which my brother had his
last exposure in the evening newspapers.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Ah, | remember. That would
be about four years ago. Of course, there were a great
many people between the present Lord Illingworth and
the title, Mrs. Arbuthnot. There was—who was there,
Caroline?

LADY CAROLINE: There was poor Margaret's baby.
Y ou remember how anxious she was to have a boy, and
it was a boy, but it died, and her husband died shortly
afterwards, and she married almost immediately one of
Lord Ascot's sons, who, | am told, beats her.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Ah, that isin the family, dear,
that isin thefamily. And there was aso, | remember, a
clergyman who wanted to be alunatic, or alunatic who
wanted to beaclergyman, | forget which, but | know the
Court of Chancery investigated the matter, and decided
that he was quite sane. And | saw him afterwards at
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poor Lord Plumstead's with straws in his hair, or some-
thing 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 mother, dear
Mrs. Arbuthnot, was one of the Duchess of Jerningham's
pretty daughters, and she married Sir Thomas Harford,
who wasn't considered a very good match for her at the
time, though he was said to be the handsomest man in
London. | knew them all quite intimately, and both
the sons, Arthur and George.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: It was the eldest son who suc-
ceeded, of course, Lady Hunstanton?

LADY HUNSTANTON: No, dear, he was killed in the
hunting-field. Or was it fishing, Caroline? | forget.
But George came in for everything. | always tell him
that no younger son has ever had such good luck as he
has had.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Lady Hunstanton, | want to
speak to Gerald at once. Might | sse him? Can he be
sent for?

LADY HUNSTANTON : Certainly, dear. | will send one
of the servants into the dining-room to fetch him. |
don't know what keeps the gentlemen so long. (Rings
bell.) When | knew Lord Illingworth first as plain
George Harford, he was simply a very brilliant young
man about town, with not a penny of money except
what poor dear Lady Cecilia gave him. She was quite
devoted to him. Chiefly, | fancy, because he was on bad
terms with his father. Oh, hereis the dear Archdeacon.
(To servant.) It doesn't matter.

Enter SIR JOHN and DOCTOR DAUBENY. SIRJOHN
goes over to LADY STUTFIELD, DOCTOR DAUBENY to
LADY HUNSTANTON.
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THE ARCHDEACON: Lord Illingworth has been most
entertaining. | have never enjoyed myself more. (Sees
MRS. ARBUTHNOT.) Ah, Mrs. Arbuthnot.

LADY HUNSTANTON (to DOCTOR DAUBENY) : You e
| have got Mrs. Arbuthnot to come to me at last.

THE ARCHDEACON: That is a great honour, Lady
Hunstanton. Mrs. Daubeny will be quite jealous of you.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Ah, | am 9 sorry Mrs. Daubeny
could not come with you to-night. Headache as usual, |
suppose.

THE ARCHDEACON: Yes, Lady Hunstanton; a perfect
martyr. But sheishappiest alone. Sheis happiest alone.

LADY CAROLINE (to her husband): John!

SIR JOHN goes over to hiswife. DOCTOR DAUBENY
talks to LADY HUNSTANTON and MRS. ARBUTHNOT.
MRS. ARBUTHNOT watches LORD ILLINGWORTH the
whole time. He has passed across the room without
noticing her, and approachesmRrs. ALLONBY, who with
LADY STUTFIELD is standing by the door looking on to
theterrace.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: HOW is the most charming
woman in the world?

MRS. ALLONBY (taking LADY STUTFIELD by the hand):
We are both quite well, thank you, Lord Illingworth.
But what a short time you have been in the dining-room !
It ssems as if we had only just left.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | was bored to death. Never
opened my lips the whole time. Absolutely longing to
comeintoyou.

MRS. ALLONBY: YOU should have. The American
girl has been giving us a lecture.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Really? All Americanslecture,
| believe. | suppose it is something in their climate.
What did she lecture about?

MRS. ALLONBY : Oh, Puritanism, of course.
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LORD ILLINOWORTH: | am going to convert her, am
I not? How long do you give me?

MRS. ALLONBY: A week.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: A week is more than enough.
Enter GERALD and LORD ALFRED RUFFORD.
GERALD (going to MRS. ARBUTHNOT) : Dear mother!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Gerald, | don't fed at all well.
See me home, Gerald. | shouldn't have come.

GERALD: | am s sorry, mother. Certainly. But you
must know Lord I llingworthfirst. (Goesacrossroom.)

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Not to-night, Gerald.

GERALD: Lord Illingworth, I want you so much to
know my mother.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: With the greatest pleasure.
(ToMRsS. ALLONBY.) I'll be back in a moment. Peopl€'s
mothers always bore me to death. All women become
like their mothers. That istheir tragedy.

MRS. ALLONBY: No man does. That ishis.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: What a delightful mood you
areinto-night ! (Turnsround and goesacrosswith GERALD
toMRS. ARBUTHNOT. When he seesher, he starts back in
wonder. Then slomy hiseyesturn towardsGERALD.)

GERALD: Mo her, thisis Lord Illingworth, who has
offered to take me as his private secretary. (M RS.
ARBUTHNOT bowscoldly.) It isawonderful opening for
me, isn't it? | hope hewon't be disappointed in me, that
isall.You'll thank L ord Illingwor th, mother, won't you?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Lord Illingworth is very good, |
am sure, tointerest himself in you for the moment.

LORD ILLINGWORTH (putting his hand on GERALD'S
shoulder.) Oh, Gerald and L are great friends already,
Mrs....Arbuthnot.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: There can be nothingin common
between you and my son, Lord Illingworth.

GERALD: Dear mother, how can you say ? Of
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course Lord Illingworth is awfully clever and that sort
of thing. There is nothing Lord lllingworth doesn't
know.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: MYy dear boy!

GERALD: He knows more about life than any one
| have ever met. | fed an awful duffer when | am
with you, Lord Illingworth. Of course | have had
s few advantages. | have not been to Eton or
Oxford like other chaps. But Lord Illingworth doesn't
sam to mind that. He has been awfully good to me,
mother.

MRS ARBUTHNOT : Lord Illingworth may change his
mind. He may not really want you as his secretary.

GERALD: Mother!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: You must remember, as you said
yoursdf, you have had so few advantages.

MRS ALLONBY : Lord Illingworth, | want to soeak to
you for a moment. Do come over.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Will you excuse me, Mrs.
Arbuthnot? Now, don't let your charming mother make
any more difficulties, Gerald. Thethingis quite settled,
isn't it?

GERALD: | hope s

LORD ILLINGWORTH QO€es acrossto MRS. ALLONBY.

MRS. ALLONBY: | thought you were never going to
leave the lady in black velvet.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: She is excessvedy handsome.
(Looksat MRS. ARBUTHNOT.)

LADY HUNSTANTON: Caroline, shall we all make a
move to the music-room? Miss Wordey is going to play.
You'll cometoo, dear Mrs. Arbuthnot, won't you? You
don't know what a treat isin gorefor you. (ToDOCTOR
DAUBENY.) | must really take Miss Wordey down some
afternoon to the rectory. | should so much like dear
Mrs. Daubeny to hear her on theviolin. Ah, | forgot.
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Dear Mrs. Daubeny's hearing is a little defective, is it
not?

THE ARCHDEACON : Her deafnessis a great privation
to her. She can't even hear my sermons now. She reads
them at home. But she has many resources in herself,
many resources.

LADY HUNSTANTON: She reads a good dea |
suppose?

THE ARCHDEACON : Just the very largest print. The
eyesight is rapidly going. But she's never morbid, never
morbid.

GERALD {to LORD ILLINGWORTH): Do speak to my
mother, Lord Illingworth, beforeyou gointo the music-
room. She seems to think, somehow, you don't mean
what you said to me.

MRS. ALLONBY: Aren't you coming?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: In a few moments. Lady
Hunstanton, if Mrs. Arbuthnot would allow me, |
would like to say a few words to her, and we willjoin you
later on.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Ah, of course. Y ou 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, Mrs. Arbuthnot. But | know you appreciate that,
dear.

LADY CAROLINE: John!

LADY HUNSTANTON: Now, don't keep Mrs. Arbuth-
nottoolong, LordIllingworth. Wecan'tspareher. {She
goes out, following the other guests. The sound of a violin is
heard fromthe music-room.)

LORD ILLINGWORTH: So that is our son, Rachel!
Well, | am very proud of him. HeisaHarford, every
inch of him. By the way, why Arbuthnot, Rachel?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: One name is as good as another,
when one has no right to any name.
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LORD ILLINGWORTH: | supposeso—but why Gerald?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: After a man whose heart |
broke—after my father.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Well, Rachel, what is over is
over. All | have got to say now isthat | am very, very
much pleased with our boy. The world will know him
merely as my private secretary, but to me he will be
something very near, and very dear. It is a curious
thing, Rachel; my life seemed to be quite complete. It
was not 0. It lacked something, it lacked a son. | have
found my son now, | am glad | have found him.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : You have no right to claim him,
or the smallest part of him. The boy is entirely mine,
and shall remain mine.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: MYy dear Rachel, you have had
him to yourself for over twenty years. Why not let me
have him for a little now? Heis quite as much mine as
yours.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Are you talking of the child you
abandoned? Of the child who, as far as you are con-
cerned, might have died of hunger and of want?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: You forget, Rachel, it was you
who left me. It was not | who left you.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | left you because you refused to
give the child a name. Before my son was born, |
implored you to marry me.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | had no expectations then.
And besdes, Rachel, | wasn't much older than you
were. | was only twenty-two. | was twenty-one, |

believe, when the whole thing began in your father's
garden.
MRS. ARBUTHNOT: When a man is old enough to do
wrong, he should be old enough to do right also.
LORD ILLINGWORTH: My dear Rachel, intellectual
generalities are always interesting, but generalities in
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morals mean absolutely nothing. As for saying | left
our child to starve, that, of course, is untrue and silly.
My mother offered you six hundred a year. But you
wouldn't take anything. You simply disappeared, and
carried the child away with you.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | wouldn't have accepted a penny
from her. Your father was different. He told you, in my
presence, when we were in Paris, that it was your duty
to marry me.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Oh, duty is what one expects
from others, it is not what one does oneself. Of course,
¢ | was influenced by my mother. Every man is when he
isyoung.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | am glad to hear you say so.
Gerald shall certainly not go away with you.

LORD ILLINGWORTH : What nonsense, Rachel !

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Do you think | would allow my
son—

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Our son.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: My son (LORD ILLINGWORTH
shrugs his shoulders)—to go away with the man who
spoiled my youth, who ruined my life, who has tainted
every moment of my days? You don't realise what my
past has been in suffering and in shame.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: My dear Rachel, | must
candidly say that | think Gerald's future considerably
more important than your past.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Gerald cannot separate his future
from my past.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: That is exactly what he should
do. That is exactly what you should help him to do.
What atypical woman you are! Y ou talk sentimentally,
and you are thoroughly sefish the whole time. But
don't let us have a scene.  Rachel, | want you to look at
this matter from the common-sense point of view, from
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the point of view of what is best for our son, leaving you
and me out of the question. What is our son at present?
Anunderpaid clerk inasmall provincial bankinathird-
rate English town. If you imagine he is quite happy in
such a position, you are mistaken. He is thoroughly
discontented.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: He was not discontented till he
met you. Y ou have made him so.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Of course, | made him so.
Discontent is the first step in the progress of a man or a
nation) But | did not leave him with a mere longing
for things he could not get. No, | made him a charming
offer. Hejumped at it, | need hardly say. Any young
man would. And now, simply because it turns out that
| am the boy's own father and he my own son, you pro-
pose practically to ruin his career. That is to say, ifl
were a perfect stranger, you would allow Gerald to go
away with me, but as he is my own flesh and blood you
won't. How utterly illogical you are !

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : | will not allow him to go.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: How canyou preventit? What
excuse can you give to him for making him decline such
an offer as mine? | won't tell him in what relations |
stand to him, | need hardly say. But you daren't tell
him. Youknow that. Look how you have brought him
up.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | have brought him up to be a
good man.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Quite so. And what is the
result? You have educated him to be your judge if he
ever finds you out. And a bitter, an unjustjudge he will
be to you. Don't be deceived, Rachel. Children begin
by loving their parents. After a time they judge them.
Rarely, if ever, do they forgive them.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: George, don't take my son away
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fom me. | have had twenty years of sorrow, and | have
only had one thing to love me, only one thing to love.
Y ou have had a life of joy, and pleasure, and success.
Y ou have been quite happy, you have never thought of
us. There was no reason according to your views of life,
why you should have remembered us at all. Your
meeting us was a mere accident, a horrible accident.
Forget it. Don't come now, and rob me of ... of all |
haveinthewholeworld. Y ouaresorichin otherthings.
Leave my the little vineyard of my life; leave me the
walled-in garden and the well of water; the ewe-lamb
God sent me, in pity or in wrath, oh, leave me that!
George, don't take Gerald from me.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Rachel, at the present moment
you are not necessary to Gerald's career; | am. There
is nothing more to be said on the subject.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : | will not let him go.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Hereis Gerald. Hehasaright
to decide for himself.

Enter GERALD.

GERALD : Well, dear mother, | hope you have settled
it all with Lord Illingworth?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | havenot, Gerald.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Your mother seems not to like
your coming with me, for some reason.

GERALD: Why, mother?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | thought you were quite happy
herewith me, Gerald. | didn't know you were so anxious
to leave me.

GERALD: Mother, how can you talk like that? Of
course | have been quite happy with you. But a man
can't stay always with his mother. No chap does. |
want to make myself a position, to do something. |
thought you would have been proud to sse me Lord
[llingworth's secretary.
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MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | do not think you would be
suitableasaprivatesecretarytoL ord Illingworth. You
have no qualifications.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | don't wish to seem to inter-
fere for amoment, Ms. Arbuthnot, but as far as your
last objection is concerned, | surely am the best judge.
And | can only tell you that your son has all the quali-
fications | had hoped for. Hehas more, in fact, than |
had even thought of. Far more. (MRS. ARBUTHNOT
remains silent.) Have you any other reason, Mrs.
Arbuthnot, why you don't wish your son to accept this
post?

GERALD: Haveyou, mother? Do answer.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | fyou have, Mrs. Arbuthnot,
pray, pray sy it. We are quite by oursdves here.
Whatever itis, | need not say | will not repeat it.

GERALD: Mother?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | fyou would like to be alone
with your son, | will leave you. You may have some
other reason you don't wish meto hear.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | have no other reason.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Then, my dear boy, we may
look on thethingassettled. Come, you and | will smoke
acigaretteon theterracetogether. And Mrs. Arbuthnot,
pray let me tell you, that | think you have acted very,
very wisely.

He goes out with GERALD. MRS. ARBUTHNOT is|left
alone. She stands immobile, with a look of unutterable
sorrow on her face.

CURTAIN
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The picture gallery at Hunstanton. A door at back leads on
to the terrace. LORD ILLINGWORTH and GERALD are
on the right; LORD ILLINGWORTH lolling on a sofa,
GERALD in achair.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Thoroughly sensble woman,
your mother, Gerald. | knew she would come round in
the end.

GERALD: My mother is awfully conscientious, Lord
[llingworth, and | know she doesn't think | am educated
enough to be your secretary. Sheis perfectly right, too.
| was fearfully idle when | was at school, and | couldn't
pass an examination now to save my life.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: MYy dear Gerald, examinations
are of no value whatsoever. 1fa man is a gentleman, he
knows quite enough, and if he is not a gentleman, what-
ever he knows is bad for him.

GERALD: But | am = ignorant of the world, Lord
[llingworth.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Don't be afraid, Gerald. Re-
member that you've got on your sde the most wonder ful
thing in the world—youth ! Thereisnothing like youth.
The middle-aged are mortaged to life. Theold arein
life's lumber-room. But youth isthe Lord of Life. Youth
has a kingdom waiting for it. Every oneisborn aking,
and most people die in exile, like most kings. To win
back my youth, Gerald, thereisnothing | wouldn't do—
except take exercise, get up early, or be a useful member
of the community.
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GERALD : But you don't call yourself old, Lord Illing-
worth?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | am old enough to be your
father, Gerald.

GERALD : | don't remember my father ; he died years
ago.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: So Lady Hunstanton told me.

GERALD: It is very curious, my mother never talks
to me about my father. | sometimes think she must have
married beneath her.

LORD ILLINGWORTH (winces dightly): Really? {Goes
over and puts his hand on GERALD's shoulder.) Y ou have
missed not having a father, | suppose, Gerald?

GERALD: Oh, no; my mother has been so good to me.
No one has ever had such a mother as | have had.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | am quite sure of that. Still, I
should imagine that most mothers don't quite under-
stand their sons. Don't realise, | mean, that a son has
ambitions, a desire to se life, to make himself a name.
After all, Gerald, you couldn't be expected to pass all
your life in such a hole as Wrockley, could you?

GERALD: Oh, no! 1twould be dreadful!

LORD ILLINGWORTH: A mother's love is very
touching, of course, but it is often curiously selfish. |
mean, there is a good deal of sefishnessin it.

GERALD {slowly): | suppose thereis.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Your mother is a thoroughly
good woman. But good women have such limited 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 much about.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | suppose your mother is very
religious, and that sort of thing.

GERALD : Oh, yes, she's always going to church.
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LORD ILLINGWORTH: Ah, she is not modern, and to
be modern isthe only thing worth being nowadays. Y ou
want to be modern, don't you, Gerald? Y ou want to
know life as it really is. Not to be put off with any old-
fashioned theories about life. Well, what you have to do
at present is simply to fit yourself for the best society. A
man who can dominate a London dinner-table can
dominate the world. The future belongs to the dandy.
It isthe exquisites who are going to rule.

GERALD: | should like to wear nice things awfully,
but | have always been told that a man should not think
too much about his clothes.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: People nowadays are 0 abso-
lutely superficia that they don't understand the philo-
sophy of the superficial. By theway, Gerald, you should
learn how to tie your tie better. Sentiment is all very
well for the button-hole. But the essentia thing for a
necktieis style. A well-tied tieis the first serious step in
life.

GERALD (laughing): | might be able to learn how to
tieatie, Lord Illingworth, but | should never be able to
talk asyou do. | don't know how to talk.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Oh, talk to every woman as if
you loved her, and to every man as if he bored you, and
at the end of your first season you will have the reputa-
tion of possessing the most perfect social tact.

GERALD : Butitisvery difficult to get into society, isn't
it?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: TO get into the best society,
nowadays, one has either to feed people, amuse people,
or shock people—that is all!

GERALD: | suppose society is wonderfully delightful!

LORD ILLINGWORTH: TO be in it is merely a bore.
But to be out of it simply atragedy. Society is a necessary
thing. No man has any real success in this world unless
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he has got women to back him, and women rule society.
If you have not got women on your sde you are quite
over. You might just as well be a barrister, or a stock-
broker, or ajournalist at once.

GERALD: It isvery difficult to understand women, is
it not?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Y ou should never try to under-
stand them. Women arepictures. Men areproblems. |If
you want to know what a woman really means—which,
by the way, is always a dangerous thing to do—look at
her, don't listen to her.

GERALD: But women are awfully clever, aren't they?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: One should alwaystell them so.
But, to the philosopher, my dear Gerald, women repre-
sent the triumph of matter over mind—just as men
represent the triumph of mind over morals.

GERALD: How then can women have so much power
as you say they have?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: The history of women is the
history of the worst form of tyranny the world has ever
known. Thetyranny of the weak over the strong. It is
the only tyranny that lasts.

GERALD : But haven't women got arefining influence?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Nothing refines but the intel-
lect.

GERALD: Still, there are many different kinds o
women, aren't there?

LORD ILLINGWORTH : Only two kinds in society : the
plain and the coloured.

GERALD: But thereare good women in society, aren't
there?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Far too many.

GERALD : But do you think women shouldn't be good ?

LORD ILLINGWORTH : One should never tell them so,
they'd all become good at once. Women are a fascinat-
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ingly wilful sex. Every woman is arebel, and usually in
wild revolt against herself.

GERALD : You have never been married, Lord Illing-
worth, have you?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Men marry because they are
tired ; women because they are curious. Both are disap-
pointed.

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

LORD ILLINGWORTH : Perfectly happy. But the hap-
piness of a married man, my dear Gerald, depends on
the people he has not married.

GERALD : Butif oneisin love?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: One should always be in love.
That is the reason one should never marry.

GERALD : Loveis avery wonderful thing, isn'tit?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: When oneisin love one begins
by deceiving onesdf. And one ends by deceiving others.
That is what the world calls a romance. But a really
grande passion is comparatively rare nowadays. It is the
privilege of people who have nothing to do. That is the
one use of the idle dasss in a country, and the only
possible explanation of us Harfords.

GERALD: Harfords, Lord Illingworth?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: That is my family name. You
should study the Peerage, Gerald. It is the one book a
young man about town should 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
lifewith me, and | wantyouto know howtolive. (MRS.
ARBUTHNOT appears on terrace behind.) For theworld has
been made by fools that wise men should livein it!

Enter on the left, LADY HUNSTANTON and DR.
DAUBENY.
LADY HUNSTANTON: Ah, here you are, dear Lord
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Illingworth. Well, | suppose you have been telling our
young friend, Gerald, what his new dutiesareto be, and
giving him a great deal of good advice over a pleasant
cigarette.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | have been giving him the
best of advice, Lady Hunstanton, and the best of cigar-
ettes.

LADY HUNSTANTON: | am o sorry | was not here to
listen to you, but | suppose | am too old now to learn.
Except from you, dear Archdeacon, when you are in
your nice pulpit. But then | always know what you are
goingtosay, 0 | don't fed alarmed. (SeesSMRS. ARBUTH-
NOT.) Ah,dear Mrs. Arbuthnot, do comeandjoin us.
Gome, dear. (Enter MRS. ARBUTHNOT.) Gerald has
been having such along talk with Lord Illingworth; |
am sure you must fed very much flattered at the pleasant
way in which everything has turned out for him. Let
us gt down. (They sit down.) And how isyour beautiful
embroidery going on?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : | am always at work, Lady Hun-
stanton.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Mrs. Daubeny embroiders 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 tam-
bour frame for nine or ten years. But she has many
other amusements. She is very much interested in her
own health.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Ah, that is always a nice dis-
traction, is it not? Now, what are you talking about,
Lord Illingworth? Dotell us.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | was on the point of explaining
to Gerald that the world has always laughed at its own
tragedies, that being the only way in which it has been
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able to bear them. And that, consequently, whatever
the world has treated serioudy beongs to the comedy
side of things.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Now | am quite out of my depth.
| usually amwhen Lord Illingworth saysanything. And
the Humane Society is most cardess. They never rescue
me. | am left to sink. | have a dim idea, dear Lord
[llingworth, that you arealwayson thesdeof thesnners,
and | know | always try to be on the side of the saints,
but that isasfar as| get. And after all, it may be merely
the fancy of a drowning person.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: 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'tawordtosay. Youand |, dear Mrs. Arbuthnot,
are behind the age. We can't follow Lord Illingworth.
Too much care was taken with our education, | am
afraid. To have been well brought up is a great draw-
back nowadays. It shuts one out from so much.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | should be sorry to follow Lord
[llingworth in any of his opinions.

LADY HUNSTANTON: You are quiteright, dear.

GERALD shrugshisshoulders, and looksirritably over at
hismother. Enter LADY CAROLINE.

LADY CAROLINE: Jane, have you seen John any-
wher e?

LADY HUNSTANTON: YOU needn't be anxious about
him, dear. Heiswith Lady Stutfield; | saw them some
time ago, in the Yellow drawing-room. They seem
quite happy together. You are not going, Caroline?
Pray st down.

LADY CAROLINE: | think | had better look after John.
(LADY CAROLINE goesout.)

LADY HUNSTANTON: It doesn't do to pay men
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much attention. And Caroline has really nothing to be
anxious about. Lady Stutfield is very sympathetic. She
isjust as sympathetic about one thing as she is about
another. A beautiful nature. (Enter SIR JOHN andMRS.
ALLONBY.) Ah! here is Sr John! And with Mrs.
Allonby too! | suppose it was Mrs. Allonby | saw him
with. Sir John, Caroline has been looking everywhere
for you.

MRS. ALLONBY: We have been waiting for her in the
music-room, dear Lady Hunstanton.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Ah, the music-room, of course.
| thought it was the Y ellow drawing-room, my memory
is getting 0 defective. (To the ARCHDEACON.) Mrs.
Daubeny has a wonderful memory, hasn't she?

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

Enter LADY STUTFIELD andM R. KELVIL.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Ah, dear Lady Stutfield! And
what hasM r. Kelvil been talking to you about?

LADY STUTFIELD: About Bimetallism, as well as |
remember.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Bimetallism! Is that quite a
nice subject ? However, | know people discuss everything
very freely nowadays. What did Sir John talk to you
about, dear Mrs. Allonby?

MRS. ALLONBY : About Patagonia.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Really? What a remote topic!
But very improving, | have no doubt.

MRS. ALLONBY: He has been most interesting on the
subject of Patagonia. Savages seem to have quite the
same views as cultured people on almost all subjects.
They are excessvdy advanced.

LADY HUNSTANTON: What do they do?
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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 same
world, isit not?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: The world is simply divided
into two cdasses—those who believe the incredible, like
the public—and those who do the improbable—

MRS. ALLONBY: Likeyourself?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Yes; | am aways astonishing
myself. Itisthe only thing that makes lifeworth living.

LADY STUTFIELD: And what have you been doing
lately that astonishes you?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | have been discovering all
kinds of beautiful qualities in my own nature.

MRS. ALLONBY: Ah, don't become quite perfect all
at once. Do it gradually!

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | don't intend to grow perfect
at all. At least, | hope I shan't. It would be most
inconvenient. Women love 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. We forgive adoration ; that is quite as much as
should be expected from us.

Enter LORD ALFRED. He joins LADY STUTFIELD.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Ah, we women should forgive
everything, shouldn't we, dear Mrs. Arbuthnot? | am
sure you agree with me in that.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | do not, Lady Hunstanton. |
think there are many things women should never forgive.

LADY HUNSTANTON: What sort of things?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : The ruin of another woman's life.
(Movesslowly away to back of stage.)

LADY HUNSTANTON: Ah, those things are very sad,
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no doubt, but | believe thereare admirablehomeswhere
people of that kind are looked after and reformed, and
| think on thewholethat the secret of lifeisto takethings
very, very eadly.

MRS. ALLONBY : The secret of life is never to have an
emotion that is unbecoming.

LADY STUTFIELD: The secret of life is to appreciate
the pleasure of being terribly, terribly deceived.

KELVIL : Thesecret of lifeistoresist temptation, L ady
Stutfield.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: There is no secret of life. Life's
aim, if it has one, is simply to be always looking for
temptations. Thereare not nearly enough. | sometimes
pass a whole day without coming across a single one.
It is quite dreadful. It makes 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 seams to me excessively immoral.
It has been mogt interesting listening to you.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: All thought is immoral. Its
very essnce is destruction. If you think of anything, you
kill it. Nothing survives being thought of.

LADY HUNSTANTON: | don't understand aword, Lord
Illingworth. But | have no doubt it is all quite true
Personally, | have very little to reproach myself with, on
the score of thinking. | don't believe in women thinking
too much. Women should think in moderation, as they
should do all thingsin moderation.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Moderation is a fatal thing,
Lady Hunstanton. Nothing succeeds like excess

LADY HUNSTANTON: | hope | shall remember that.
It sounds an admirable maxim. But |'m beginning to
forget everything. It'sa great misfortune.

LORD ILLINGWORTH : It is one of your most fascin-
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ating qualities, Lady Hunstanton. No woman should
haveamemory. Memoryin awoman isthe beginning of
dowdiness. One can always tell from a woman's bonnet
whether she has got a memory or not.

LADY HUNSTANTON: HOW charming you are, dear
Lord Illingworth. You always find out that onés most
glaring fault is on€s mogt important virtue. You have
the mosgt comforting views of life.

Enter FARQUHAR.

FARQUHAR : Doctor Daubeny's carriage!

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

THE ARCHDEACON (rising): | am afraid | must go,
Lady Hunstanton. Tuesday is always one of Mrs.
Daubeny's bad nights.

LADY HUNSTANTON (rising): Well, | won't keep you
from her. (Goes with him towards door.) | have told
Farquhar to put a brace of partridge into the carriage.
Mrs. Daubeny may fancy them.

THE ARCHDEACON: It isvery kind of you, but Mrs.
Daubeny never touches solids now. Lives entirely on
jellies. But she is wonderfully cheerful, wonderfully
cheerful. She has nothing to complain of. (Goes out with
LADY HUNSTANTON.)

MRS. ALLONBY (goes over to LORD ILLINGWORTH):
Thereisa beautiful moon to-night.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Let us go and look at it. To
look at anything that is inconstant is charming nowa-
days.

MRS. ALLONBY: Y ou haveyour looking-glass.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: It isunkind. It merely shows
me my wrinkles.

MRS. ALLONBY: Mine is better behaved. It never
tedlsmethetruth.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Thenitisinlovewith you,
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SIR JOHN, LADY STUTFIELD, MR. KELVIL, and
LORD ALFRED, all go out.

GERALD (t0 LORD ILLINGWORTH) : May | come too?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: DO, my dear boy. {Moves
towards the door with MRS. ALLONBY and GERALD. LADY
CAROLINE enters, looks rapidly round and goes out in opposite
direction to that taken by SIR JOHN and LADY STUTFIELD.)

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Gerald!

GERALD : What, mother !

LORD ILLINGWORTH with MRS. ALLONBY g0 OLUt.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: It is getting late. Let us go
home.

GERALD: My dear mother. Do let us wait a little
longer. Lord Illingworth is so delightful, and, by the way,
mother, | have a great surprise for you. We are starting
for Indiaat the end of this month.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Let us go home.

GERALD: |f you really want to, of course, mother,
but I must bid good-bye to Lord Illingworth first. I'll
be back in five minutes. {He goes out.)

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Let him leave me if he chooses,
but not with him—not with him! | couldn't bear it.
(Walks up and down.)

Enter HESTER.

HESTER: What alovely night it is, Mrs. Arbuthnot.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Is it?

HESTER: Mrs. Arbuthnot, | wish you would let us be
friends. Y ou are so different from the other women here.
When you came into the drawing-room this evening,
somehow 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 wrong
time and to the wrong people.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | heard what you said. | agree
with it, Miss Worsley.
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HESTER : | didn't know you had heard it. But | knew
you would agree with me. A woman who has sinned
should be punished, shouldn't she?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: VYes

HESTER: She shouldn't be allowed to come into the
society of good men and women?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : She should not.

HESTER: And the man should be punished in the
same way?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | nthesameway. And the child-
ren, if there are children, in the same way also?

HESTER: Yes, it is right that the dns of the parents
should be visited on the children. Itisajust law. Itis
God's law.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: It is one of God's terrible laws.
(Movesaway tofireplace.)

HESTER: YOU are distressed about your son leaving
you, Mrs. Arbuthnot?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: VYes

HESTER: DO you like him going away with Lord
Illingworth? Of course there is position, no doubt, and
money, but position and money are not everything, are
they?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: They are nothing; they bring
misery.

HESTER: Then why do you let your son go with him?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Hewishesit himsdf.

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

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: He has s his heart on going.

HESTER: He couldn't refuse you anything. He loves
you too much. Ask him to stay. Let mesend himin to
you. He is on the terrace at this moment with Lord
Illingworth. | heard them laughing together as | passd
through the music-room.
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MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Don't trouble, Miss Wordley, |
can wait. It is of no consequence.

HESTER : No, I'll tell him you want him. Do—do ask
him to stay. (HESTER goesout.)

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Hewon't come—I know hewon't
come.

Enter LADY CAROLINE. Shelooksround anxiously.
Enter GERALD.

LADY CAROLINE: Mr. Arbuthnot, may | ak you is
Sir John anywhere on the terrace?

GERALD: No, Lady Caroline, heisnot on theterrace.

LADY CAROLINE: |t is very curious. It is time for
him toretire. (LADY CAROLINE gO€s out.)

GERALD : Dear mother, | am afraid | kept you waiting.
| forgot all about it. | am so happy to-night, mother ;
| have never been so happy.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: At the prospect of going away?

GERALD : Don't put it like that, mother. Of course |
am sorry to leave you. Why, you are the best mother in
thewholeworld. But after all, asLord Illingworth says
it isimpossible to livein such a place as Wrockley. You
don't mind it. But | am ambitious; | want something
more than that. | want to have a career. | want to do
something that will make you proud of me, and Lord
[llingworth isgoing to help me. Heisgoingtodo every-
thing for me.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Gerald, don't go away with
Lord Illingworth. | imploreyou not to. Gerald, | beg
you!

GERALD: Mother, how changeable you are! You
don't seem to know your own mind for a single moment.
An hour and a half ago in the drawing-room you agreed
to the whole thing; now you turn round and make
objections and try to force me to give up my one chance
in life. Yes, my one chance. You don't suppose that
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men likeLord Illingworth areto be found every day, do
you, mother? It is very strange that when | have had
such a wonderful piece of good luck, the one person to
put difficulties in my way should be my own mother.
Besides, you know, mother, | love Hester Wordey. Who
could help loving her? | love her morethan | have ever
told you, far more. And if | had a position, if | had
prospects, | could—I could ask her to—Don't you
understand now, mother, what it means to me to be
Lord Illingworth's secretary? To sart like that is to
find a career ready for one—before one—waiting for one.
Ifl wereLord Illingworth's secretary | could ask Hester
to bemy wife. Asawretched bank clerk with a hundred
a year it would be an impertinence.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | fear you need have no hopes of
Miss Wordley. | know her views on life. She has just
told them to me.

A pause.

GERALD: Then | have my ambition left, at any rate.
That is something—I| am glad | have that! You have
always tried to crush my ambition, mother—haven't
you? Y ou have told methat theworld is awicked place,
that success is not worth having, that society is shallow,
and all that sort of thing—well, | don't believeit, mother.
| think the world must be delightful. | think society
must be exquisite. | think successis a thing worth having.
Y ou have been wrong in all that you taught me, mother,
quitewrong. Lord Illingworth is a succesful man. He
is a fashionable man. Heisaman who livesintheworld
and for it. Well, | would give anything to bejust like
Lord Illingworth.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | would sooner see you dead.

GERALD: Mother, what is your objection to Lord
Illingworth? Tell me—tell meright out. What isit?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : He is a bad man.
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GERALD: In what way bad? | don't understand
what you mean.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : | will tell you.

GERALD: | suppose you think him bad, because he
doesn't believe the same things as you do. Well, men are
different from women, mother. It is natural that they
should have different views.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: It isnot what Lord Illingworth
believes, or what he does not believe, that makes him
bad. Itiswhat heis.

GERALD: Mother, is it something you know of him?
Something you actually know?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: |t issomething | know.

GERALD: Something you are quite sure of?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : Quite sure of.

GERALD: How long 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 dowith Lord
[llingworth's early life? What busness is it of ours?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: What this man has been, he is
now, and will be always.

GERALD: Mother, tell mewhat Lord Illingworth did?
If hedid anything shameful, | will not go away with him.
Surely you know me well enough for that?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Gerald, come near to me. Quite
close to me, asyou used to do when you were a little boy,
when you were mother's own boy. (Geaad sits down
beside his mother. She runs her fingers through his hair, and
strokes his hands.) Gerald, therewasa girl once, she was
very young, she was little over eighteen at the time.
George Harford—that was Lord Illingworth's name
then—GeorgeHarford met her. Sheknew nothing about
life. He—knew everything. He made this girl love
him so much that she left her father's house with him
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one morning. She loved him so much, and he had
promised to marry her! He had solemnly promised to
marry her, and she had believed him. She was very
young, and—and ignorant of what lifereally is. But he
put the marriage off from week to week, and month to
month. Shetrusted in him all thewhile. Sheloved him.
Before her child was born—for she had a child—she
implored him for the child's sake to marry her, that the
child might have a name, that her sn might 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 purein her ruined also.
She suffered terribly—she suffers now. She will always
suffer. For her thereis nojoy, no peace, no atonement.
She is a woman who drags a chain like a guilty thing.
She is a woman who wears a mask, like a thing that isa
leper. The fire cannot purify her. The waters cannot
guench her anguish. Nothing can heal her ! No anodyne
can give her deep, no poppiesforgetfulness Sheislost!
Sheisalost soul! Thatiswhy | call Lord Illingworth a
bad man. That iswhy | don't want my boy to be with
him.

GERALD: My dear mother, it all sounds very tragic,
of course. But | dare say the girl wasjust as much to
blame as Lord lllingworth was. After all would a
really nice girl, a girl with any nice fedings at all, go
away from her home with a man to whom she was not
married, and live with him as his wife? No nice girl
would.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT (after a pause): Gerald, | withdraw
all my objections. You are at liberty to go away with
Lord Illingworth, when and where you choose.

GERALD: Dear mother, | knew you wouldn't stand
in my way. You are the bex woman God ever made.
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And, as for Lord Illingworth, I don't believe he is
capable of anything infamous or base. | can't believe
it of him—I can't.

HESTER (outside): Let mego ! Let me go !

Enter HESTER in terror, and rushes over to GERALD
andflingsherselfin hisarms.

HESTER: Oh! save me—save me from him!

GERALD: From whom?

HESTER: He hasinsulted me! Horribly insulted me!
Save me!

GERALD: Who? Who has dared—?

LORD ILLINGWORTH enters at back of stage. HESTER

breaksfrom GERALD'sarmsand pointsto him.

GERALD (heisquite beside himself with rageand indigna-
tion). Lord Illingworth, you have insulted the purest
thing on God's earth, a thing as pure as my own mother.
Y ou have insulted the woman | love most in the world
with my own mother. Asthereisa God in heaven, | will
kill you!

MRS.ARBUTHNOT (rushing across and catching hold of him).
No! No!

GERALD (thrusting her back): Don't hold me, mother
Don't hold me—I"ll kill him!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : Gerald !

GERALD : Let me go, | say!

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

GERALD clutcheshismother'shandsand looksinto her
face. She sinksslowly on the ground in shame. HESTER
steals towards the door. LORD ILLINGWORTH frowns
and bites hislip. After atime GERALD raises his mother
up, putshisarmround her, andleadsher fromtheroom.

CURTAIN
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Sitting-room at MRS. ARBUTHNOT'S. Thereis alarge open
French window at the back, looking on to thegarden. Doorsto
right and left GERALD ARBUTHNOT iswriting at a table.

Enter ALICE, right, followed by LADY HUNSTANTON
and MRS. ALLONBY.

ALICE: Lady Hunstanton and Mrs. Allonby. (She
goesout.)

LADY HUNSTANTON: Good morning, Gerald.

GERALD (rising): Good morning, Lady Hunstanton.
Good morning, Mrs. Allonby,

LADY HUNSTANTON (sitting down): We came to
inquire for your dear mother, Gerald. | hope she is
better?

GERALD: MYy mother has not come down yet, Lady
Hunstanton.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Ah, | am afraid the heat was too
much for her last night. | think there must have been
thunder in the air. Or perhaps it wasthe music. Music
makes one fed so romantic—at least it always gets on
ONEsnerves.

MRS. ALLONBY : It's the same thing, nowadays.

LADY HUNSTANTON: | am s glad | don't know what
you mean, dear. | am afraid you mean something
wrong. Ah, | se you're examining Mrs. Arbuthnot's
pretty room. Isn't it nice and old-fashioned?

MRS.ALLONBY (surveying theroom through her lorgnette):
It looks quite the happy English home.

LADY HUNSTANTON : That's just the word, dear; that
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just describes it.  One feds your mother'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
Mrs. Arbuthnot better he will change his mind. | must
certainly bring him here.

MRS. ALLONBY : | should liketosse Lord Illingworth
in a happy English home.

LADY HUNSTANTON: |t would do him a great deal of
good, dear. Most women in London nowadays seem to
furnish their rooms with nothing but orchids, foreigners,
and French novels. But here we have the room of
a swed saint.  Fresh natural flowers, books that
don't shock one, pictures that one can look at without
blushing.

MRS. ALLONBY : But I like blushing.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Well, there isa good deal to be
said for blushing, if one can do it at the proper moment.
Poor dear Hunstanton used to tell me | 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, like poor Lord Ashton:
who afterwards, by the way, was brought into the Divorce
Court, a mogt unfortunate casee

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

LADY HUNSTANTON: Sheisquiteincorrigible, Gerald,
isn't she? By-the-by, Gerald, | hope your dear mother
will come and sse me more often now. You and Lord
[llingworth start almost immediately, don't you?

GERALD: | have given up my intention of being Lord
[llingworth'ssecretary.
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LADY HUNSTANTON: Surely not, Gerald! |t would be
most unwise of you. What reason can you have?

GERALD: | don't think | 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 mustn't
talk likethat in thishouse. Mrs. Arbuthnot doesn't know
anything about the wicked society in which we all live.
She won't go into it. Sheisfar too good. | consder it
was a great honour her coming to me last night. It gave
quite an atmospher e of respectability to the party.

MRS. ALLONBY: Ah, that must have been what you
thought was thunder in theair.

LADY HUNSTANTON: MYy dear, how can you say that?
There is no resemblance between the two things at all.
But really, Gerald, what do you mean by not being
suitable?

GERALD: Lord Illingworth's views of life and mine
are too different.

LADY HUNSTANTON: But, my dear Gerald, at your
age you shouldn't have any views of life. They are quite
out of place. You must be guided by othersin this matter.
Lord Illingworth has made you the most flattering offer,
and travelling with him you would se the world—as
much of it, at least, as one should look at—under the best
auspices possble, and stay with all the right people,
which is so important at this solemn moment in your
career.

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

MRS. ALLONBY: | hope you don't think you have
exhausted life, Mr. Arbuthnot. When a man says that,
one knows that life has exhausted him.

L 145



A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE ACT IV

GERALD : | don't wish to leave my mother.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Now, Gerald, that is pure lazi-
nes on your part. Not leave you mother! If 1 were
your mother | would indst on your going.

Enter ALICE.

ALICE: Mrs. Arbuthnot's compliments, my lady, but
she has a bad headache, and cannot sse any one this
mor ning. (She goes out)

LADY HUNSTANTON (rising): A bad headache! | am
so sorry. Perhaps you'll bring her up to Hunstanton
this afternoon, if she is better, Gerald.

GERALD: | am afraid not this afternoon, Lady Hun-
stanton.

LADY HUNSTANTON: Well, to-morrow, then. Ah, if
you had afather, Gerald, he wouldn't let you waste your
life here. Hewould send you off with Lord Illingworth
at once. But mothersare soweak. They give up to their
ons in everything. We are all heart, all heart. Come,
dear, | mugt call at the rectory and inquire for Mrs.
Daubeny,who, | am afraid, is far from well. It is won-
derful how the Archdeacon bears up, quite wonderful.
He is the most sympathetic of husbands. Quite a
model. Good-bye, Gerald, give my fondest love to your
mother.

MRS. ALLONBY : Good-bye, Mr. Arbuthnot.

GERALD: Good-bye.

LADY HUNSTANTON and MRS. ALLONBY go out.
GERALD Sitsdown and reads over his|letter.

GERALD: What name can | sign? |, who have no
right to any name. (Signs name, puts letter into envelope,
addressesit, and is about to seal it, when the door opensand
MRS. ARBUTHNOT enters. GERALD laysdown sealing-wax.
Mother and son look at each other.)

LADY HUNSTANTON (through French window at the back):
Good-bye again, Gerald. We are taking the short cut
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across your pretty garden. Now, remember my advice
toyou—start at oncewith Lord Illingworth.

MRS. ALLONBY : Au revoir, Mr. Arbuthnot. Mind you
bring me back something nice from your travels—not an
Indian shawl—on no account an Indian shawl. (They
disappear.)

GERALD: Mother, | have just written to him.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: To whom?

GERALD: Tomy father. | havewritten totell him to
come here at four o'clock this afternoon.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : He shall not come here. He shall
not crossthethreshold of my house

GERALD: Hemust come.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Gerald, if you are going away
with Lord Illingworth, go at once. Go beforeitkillsme:
but don't ask me to meet him.

GERALD: Mother, you don't understand. Nothingin
thewor|d would induce meto goaway with Lord Illing-
worth, or toleaveyou. Surely you know mewell enough
for that. No: | havewrittentohim to say—

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: What can you have to say to him?

GERALD: Can't you guess, mother, what | have
written in this letter?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: No.

GERALD: Mother, surely you can. Think, think what
must be done, now, at once, within the next few days.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : There is nothing to be done.

GERALD: | have written to Lord Illingworth to tell
him that he must marry you.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Marry me?

GERALD: Mother, | will force him to doit. Thewrong
that has been done you must be repaired. Atonement
must be made. Justice may be dow, mother, but it comes
intheend. Inafew daysyou shall beL ord Illingworth's
lawful wife.
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MRS. ARBUTHNOT : But Gerald——

GERALD: | will ingst upon hisdoingit. | will make
him doit: hewill not dareto refuse.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: But, Gerald, it is | who refuse
| will not marry Lord Illingworth.

GERALD: Not marry him? Mother!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : | will not marry him.

GERALD: But you don't understand: it is for your
sake | am talking, not for mine. This marriage, this
necessary marriage, this marriage which for obvious
reasons must inevitably take place, will not help me,
will not give mea namethat will bereally, rightly mine
tobear. But surely it will besomethingfor you, that you,
my mother, should, however late, become the wife of
the man who is my father. Will not that be something?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : | will not marry him.

GERALD: Mother, you must.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : | will not. You talk of atonement
for awrong done. What atonement can be made to me?
There is no atonement possible. | am disgraced : heis
not. Thatisall. Itistheusual history of aman and a
woman as it usually happens, asit always happens. And
the ending is the ordinary ending. The woman suffers.
Theman goesfree.

GERALD : | don't know if that isthe ordinary ending,
mother : | hopeitisnot. But your life, at any rate, shall
not end likethat. Theman shall makewhatever repara-
tion is possble. It is not enough. It does not wipe out
the pagt, | know that. But at least it makes the future
better, better for you, mother.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | refuse to marry Lord Illing-
worth.

GERALD : | f he came to you himsdlf and asked you to
be his wife you would give him a different answer.
Remember, heis my father.
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MRS. ARBUTHNOT : | f he came himsdf, which he will
not do, my answer would be the same. Remember | am
your mother,

GERALD : Mother, you makeit terribly difficult for me
by talking like that; and | can't understand why you
won't look at this matter from the right, from the only
proper, standpoint. It is to take away the bitterness out
of your life, to take away the shadow that lies on your
name, that this marriage must take place. Thereis no
alternative: and after the marriage you and | can go
away together. But the marriage must take place first.
It is a duty that you owe, not merely to yoursdf, but to
all other women—yes, to all the other women in the
world, lest he betray more.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | owe nothing to other women.
There is not one of them to help me. There is not one
woman in the world to whom | could go for pity, if |
would takeit, or for sympathy, if | could win it. Women
are hard on each other. That girl, last night, good
though she is, fled from the room as though | were a
tainted thing. She was right. | am a tainted thing.
But my wrongs are my own, and | will bear them
alone. | must bear them alone. What have women who
have not sinned to do with me, or | with them? We do
not understand each other.

Enter HESTER at the back.

GERALD: | imploreyou to do what | ask you.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: What son has ever asked of his
mother to make so hideous a sacrifice? None.

GERALD: What mother has ever refused to marry the
father of her own child? None.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Let me be the firgt, then. | will
not do it.

GERALD: Mother, you believe in religion, and you
brought me up to believe in it also. Well, surely your
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religion, the religion that you taught me when | was a
boy, mother, must tell you that | am right. Y ou know
it, you fed it.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | do not know it. | do not fed it,
nor will | ever stand before God's altar and ask God's
blessng on so hideous a mockery as a marriage between
me and George Harford. | will not say the words the
Church bidsustosay. | will not say them. | dare not.
How could | swear to love the man | loathe, to honour
him who wrought you dishonour, to obey him who, in
his mastery, made me to sn? No; marriage is a sacra-
ment for those who love each other. It isnot for such as
him, or such asme. Gerald, tosaveyou from theworld's
seers and taunts | have lied to the world. For twenty
years | havelied to theworld. | could not tell theworld
the truth. Who can, ever? But not for my own sake
will | lie to God, and in God's presence. No, Gerald,
no ceremony, Church-hallowed or State-made, shall
ever bind me to George Harford. It may bethat | am
too bound to him already, who, robbing me, yet left me
richer, so that in the mire of my lifel found the pear| of
price, or what | thought would be so.

GERALD: | don't understand you now.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Men don't understand what
mothers are. | am no different from other women
except in the wrong done me and thewrong | did, and
my very heavy punishmentsand great disgrace. And yet,
to bear you | had to look on death. To nurtureyou |
had towrestlewith it. Death fought with mefor you. All
women have to fight with death to keep their children.
Death, being childless, wants our children from us.
Gerald, when you were naked | clothed you, when you
were hungry | gave you food. Night and day all that
longwinter | tended you. No officeistoo mean, no care
too lowly for the thing we women love—and oh, how |
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loved you. Not Hannah, Samuel more. And you needed
love, for you were weakly, and only love could have kept
you alive. Only love can keep any one alive. And boys
ar e cardess often and without thinking give pain, and we
always fancy that when they come to man's estate and
know us better they will repay us. But itisnot 0. The
world draws them from our sde, and they make friends
with whom they are happier than they are with us, and
have amusements from which we are barred, and inter-
etsthat are not ours: and they are unjust to us often, for
when they find life bitter they blame usfor it, and when
they find it swest we do not tage its swegness with
them. . . . You made many friends and went into their
houses and were glad with them, and I, knowing my
secret, did not dare to follow, but stayed at home and
closed the door, shut out the sun and sat in darkness.
What should | have done in honest households? My
past was ever with me. . . . And you thought | didn't
care for the pleasant things of life. | tell you | longed
for them, but did not dare to touch them, feding | had
no right. You thought | was happier working amongst
the poor. That was my misson, you imagined. It was
not, but wheredsewas| to go? Thesck do not ask if
the hand that smooths their pillow is pure, nor the dying
careif thelipsthat touch their brow have known the kiss
of sin. It was you | thought of all the time; | gave to
them the love you did not need : lavished on them a love
that was not theirs. . . . And you thought | spent too
much of my time in going to church, and in church
duties. But where dse could | turn? God's house is the
only house where sinners are made welcome, and you
were alwaysin my heart, Gerald, too much in my heart.
For, though day after day, at morn or evensong, | have
knelt in God's house, | have never repented of my sin.
How could | repent of my sin when you, my love, were
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its fruit? Even now that you are bitter to me | cannot
repent. | donot. You are more to methan innocence.
| would rather beyour mother—oh, much rather '—than
have been always pure. . . . Oh, don't you se don't
you understand? It is my dishonour that has made you
so dear to me. It is my disgrace that has bound you so
closdly tome. It isthepricel paid for you—the price of
soul and body—that makes me love you as | do. Oh,
don't ak me to do this horrible thing. Child of my
shame, be still the child of my shame!

GERALD: Mother, | didn't know you loved me 0
much as that. And | will be a better son to you than |
have been. And you and | must never leave each other

. . . but, mother ... 1 can't help it...you must
become my father's wife. You must marry him. Itis
your duty.

HESTER (running forward and embracingM RS. ARBUTH-
NOT) : No, no; you shall not. That would be real dis-
honour, thefirst you have ever known. That would be
real diggrace: thefirst to touch you. L eave him and come
with me. There are other countries than England. . . .
Oh, other countries over sea, better, wiser, and les
unjust lands. Theworld is very wide and very big.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: No, not for me. For metheworld
isshrivelled toa palm's breadth, and where | walk there
arethorns.

HESTER: |t shall not beso. We shall somewhere find
green valleys and fresh waters, and if we weep, well, we
shall weep together. Have we not both loved him?

GERALD: Hester!

HESTER (waving him back): Don't, don't! Y ou cannot
love me at all, unless you love her also. Y ou cannot
honour me, unless she's holier to you. In her all woman-
hood is martyred. Not she alone, but all of us are
stricken in her house.
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GERALD: Hester, Hester, what shall | do?

HESTER: Do you respect the man who is your father?

GERALD: Respect him? | despise him! Heisin-
famous.

HESTER : | thank you for saving mefrom him last night.

GERALD: Ah, that is nothing. | would die to save
you. But you don't tell me what to do now !

HESTER: Have | not thanked you for saving me?

GERALD : But what should | do ?

HESTER: Ask your own heart, not mine. | never had
a mother to save or shame.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Heis hard—he is hard. Let me go
away.

GERALD (rushesover and kneelsdown beside his mother):
Mother, forgiveme: | have been to blame.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Don't kiss my hands: they are
cold. My heart is cold : something has broken it.

HESTER: Ah, don't say that. Hearts live by being
wounded. Pleasure may turn a heart to stone, riches
may make it callous, but sorrow—oh, sorrow cannot
break it. Beddes what sorrows have you now? Why,
at this moment you are more dear to him than ever,
dear though you have been, and oh, how dear you have
been always. Ah, bekind tohim.

GERALD: You are my mother and my father all in
one. | need no second parent. It was for you | spoke,
for you alone. Oh, say something, mother. Have |l but
found one love to lose another? Don't tell me that. Oh,
mother, you are cruel. (Gets up and flings himself sobbing
on asofa.)

MRS. ARBUTHNOT (to HESTER): But has he indeed
another love?

HESTER: You know | have loved him always.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : But we are very poor.

HESTER: Who, being loved, is poor? Oh, no one. |
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hate my riches. They are a burden. Let him share it
with me.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: But we are disgraced. We rank
among the outcasts. Gerald is nameess. The sns of the
parents should be visited on the children. It is God's
law.

HESTER: | waswrong. God's law isonly Love.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT (rises, and taking HESTER by the hand
goes slowly over to where GeRrRAL D islying on the sofa with his
head buried in hishands. Shetouches him and helooks up):
Gerald, | cannot give you a father, but | have brought
you a wife.

GERALD: Mother, | am not worthy either of her or
you.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Soshecomesfirst, you areworthy.
And when you are away, Gerald . . . with . . . her—oh,
think of me sometimes. Don't forget me. And when
you pray, pray for me. We should pray when we are
happiest, and you will behappy, Gerald.

HESTER: Oh, you don't think of leaving us?

GERALD: Mother, you won't leave us?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | might bring shame upon you!

GERALD: Mother!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: For a little then: and if you let
me, near you always.

HESTER (to MRS. ARBUTHNOT) : Come out with us to
thegarden.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : Later on, later on.

HESTER and GERALD go out on left. MRS. ARBUTH-
N O T goestowardsdoor on left. Stopsat looking-glassover
mantelpiece and looks into it. Enter ALICE.

ALICE: A gentleman to seeyou, ma'am.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Say | am not at home. Show me
the card. (Takes card from salver and looks at it.) Say | will
not see him.
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LORDILLINGWORTH enters.MRS.ARBUTHNOT sees
himin the glass and starts, but doesnot turn round. AL CE
goesout.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: What can you have to say to me
to-day, George Harford? You can have nothing to say
tome. Y ou must leave thishouse.

LORD ILUNGWORTH: Rachel, Gerald knows every-
thing about you and me now, so some arrangement must
be come to that will suit us all three. | asure you, he
will find in me the most charming and generous of
fathers.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: My son may come in at any
moment. | saved you lagt night. | may not be able to
save you again. My son feds my dishonour strongly,
terribly strongly. | beg you to go.

LORD ILLINGWORTH (sitting down): Last night was
excessvey unfortunate. That silly puritan girl making a
soene mer ely because | wanted to kissher. What harm is
therein a kiss?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT (turning round): A kissmay ruin a
human life, George Harford. | know that. | know that
too well.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: We won't discuss that at
present. What is of importance to-day, as yesterday, is
still our son. | am extremely fond of him, as you know,
and odd though it may seem to you, | admired his
conduct last night immensely. He took up the cudgds
for that pretty prude with wonderful promptitude. He
isjust what | should have liked a son of mine to be.
Except that no son of mine should ever take the sde of
the puritans: that is always an error. Now, what |
propose is this.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : Lord Illingworth, no proposition
of your interests me.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: According to our ridiculous
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English laws, | can't legitimise Gerald. But | can leave
him my property. Illingworth is entailed, of course, but
it is a tedious barrack of a place. He can have Ashby,
which is much prettier, Harborough, which has the best
shooting in the north of England, and the house in St.
Jamess Square. What more can a gentleman requirein
this world?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Nothingmore, | am quite sure.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: AS for a title, a title is really
rather a nuisance in these democratic days. As George
Harford | had everything | wanted. Now | have merely
everything that other people want, which isn't nearly so
pleasant. Well, my proposal is this.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | told you | was not interested,
and | beg you to go.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: The boy is to be with you for
sx months in the year, and with me for the other six.
That is perfectly fair, isit not? You can have whatever
allowance you like, and live where you choose.  As for
your past, no one knows anything about it except myself
and Gerald. Thereisthepuritan, of course, the puritan
in white muslin, but she doesn't count. She couldn't tell
the story without explaining that she objected to being
kissed, could she? And all the women would think her
a fool and the men think her abore. And you need not
be afraid that Gerald won't be my heir. | needn't tell
you | have not the dightest intention of marrying.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: You come too late. My son has
no need of you. You are not necessary.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: What do you mean, Rachel?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: That you are not necessary to
Gerald's carreer. He does not require you.

LORD ILLINGWORTH : | do not understand you.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Look into the garden. (LORD
ILLINGWORTH rises and goes towards window.) Y ou had

156



ACT IV A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE

better not let them se you: you bring unpleasant
memories. (LORD ILLINGWORTH looks out and starts.) She
loves him. They love each other. We are safe from you
and we are going away.

LORD ILUNGWORTH: Where?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: We will not tell you, and if you
find uswewill not know you. Y ouseem surprised. What
welcome would you get from the girl whose lipsyou tried
to soil, from the boy whose life you have shamed, from
the mother whose dishonour comes from you?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: You have grown hard, Rachel.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | was too weak once. It is well
for me that | have changed.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | was very young at the time.
We men know life too early.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: And we women know life too
late. That isthe difference between men and women.

A pause.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Rachel, | want my son. My
money may be of no use to him now. | may be of no use
to him, but | want my son. Bring us together, Rachel.
Y ou can doit if you choose. (Seesletter on table.)

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Thereisnoroom in my boy'slife
for you. Heis not interested in you.

LORD ILUNGWORTH: Then why does he write to
me?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: What do you mean?

LORD ILLINGWORTH: What letter is this? (Takes up
Utter.)

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : That—is nothing. Giveit to me.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: |tisaddressed to me.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: You are not to open it. | forbid
you to open it.

LORD ILLINGWORTH : And in Gerald's handwriting.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: |t was not to have been sent. |t
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isaletter hewroteto you thismorning, before he saw me.
But heissorry now he wroteit, very sorry. You are not
toopenit. Giveittome.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: It belongs to me. {Opens it,
sitsdown and readsit slowly. MRS. ARBUTHNOT watches
him all the time)) You have read this letter, | supposg
Rachel?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: NO.

LORD ILUNGWORTH: You know what isin it?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Yes

LORD ILUNOWORTH: | don't admit for amoment that
the boy isright in what he says | don't admit that it is
any duty of mine to marry you. | deny it entirely. But
to get my son back | am ready—yes, | am ready to marry
you, Rachel—and to treat you always with the deference
and respect due to my wife. | will marry you as soon as
you choose. | give you my word of honour.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: YOU made that promise to me
once before and brokeit.

LORD ILUNOWORTH: | will keep it now. And that
will show you that | love my son, at least as much as
you love him. For when | marry you, Rachel, there are
some ambitions | shall have to surrender. High ambi-
tions, too, if any ambition ishigh.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: | decline to marry you, Lord
[lingworth.

LORD ILUNOWORTH: Areyou serious?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Yes

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Do tell me your reasons. They
would interest me enormoudly.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT : | have already explained them to
my son.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | suppose they were intensely
sentimental, weren't they? You women live by your
emotions and for them. Y ou have no philosophy of life.
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MRS. ARBUTHNOT : You are right. We women live
by our emations and for them. By our passons, and for
them, if you will. | havetwo passons, Lord Illingworth:
my love of him, my hate of you. Y ou cannot kill those.
They feed each other.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: 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. Doyou think that terrible? Well, itisterrible.
All loveis terrible. All love is a tragedy. | loved you
once, Lord Illingworth. Oh, what atragedy for awoman
to have loved you!

LORD ILLINGWORTH: SO you really refuse to marry
me?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Yes

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Because you hate me?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Yes.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: And does my son hate me as
you do?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: NO.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: | am glad of that, Rachel.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: He merely despisesyou.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: What a pity! What a pity for
him, | mean.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Don't be deceived, George. Chil-
dren begin by loving their parents. After a time they
judge them. Rarely if ever do they forgive them.

LORDILLINGWORTH (readsletter over again, very slowly):
May | ak by what arguments you made the boy who
wrote this letter, this beautifuld, passionate letter, believe
that you should not marry his father, the father of your
own child?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: |t was not | who made him see
it. Itwasanother.

LORDILLINGWORTH: What fin-de-siécle person?
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MRS. ARBUTHNOT : The puritan, Lord Illingworth.

A pause.

LORDILLINGWORTH (winces, then rises slowly and goes
over totablewherehishat and glovesare, MRS. ARBUTHNOT
isstanding closetothetable. He picksup one of thegloves, and
begins putting it on): Thereisnot much then for meto do
here, Rachel?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Nothing.

LORD ILLINGWORTH: |t is good-bye, isit?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: For ever, | hope, thistime, Lord
[lingworth.

LORD ILLINGWORTH : How curious ! At this moment
you look exactly as you looked the night you left me
twenty years ago. You havejust the same expresson in
your mouth. Upon my word, Rachel, no woman ever
loved me as you did. Why, you gave yoursdf to me like
a flower, to do anything | liked with. You were the
prettiest of playthings, the most fascinating of small
romances. . . . (Pulls out watch.) Quarter to two!
Must be strolling back to Hunstanton. Don't suppose |
shall se you there again. |'m sorry, | am really. It's
been an amusing experience to have met amongst
people of on€s own rank, and treated quite serioudy
too, on€s migress, and onés—

MRS.ARBUTHNOT snatchesup gloveand strikesL ORD
ILLINGWORTH across the face with it. LORD ILLING-
WORTH starts. Heisdazed by theinsult of his punish-
ment. Then hecontrolshimself, and goestowindow and
looksout at hisson. Sighsand leavestheroom.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT (falls sobbing on the sofa): Hewould
have said it. He would have said it.

Enter GERALD and HESTER from the garden.

GERALD: Well, dear mother. You never came out
after all. Sowe have comein tofetch you. Mother, you
havenot been crying? (Kneelsdown besideher.)
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MRS. ARBUTHNOT: My boy! My boy! My boy!
{Running her fingersthrough his hair.)

HESTER (coming over): But you have two children now.
You'll let me be your daughter?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT (looking up): Would you choose me
for a mother?

HESTER : You of all women | have ever known.

They movetowardsthe door |eading into the garden with
their arms round each other's waists. GERALD goes to
table for his hat. On turning round he sees LORD ILLING-
WORTH'S glove lying on the floor, and picks it up.

GERALD: Hallo, mother, whose glove is this? You
have had avisitor. Who wasiit?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT (turning round): Oh, no one. No
onein particular. A man of no importance.

CURTAIN
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ACT |

The Octagon Room at SIR ROBERT CHILTERN'S housein
Grosvenor Square. Itisbrilliantly lighted and full of guests.
At thetop of the staircase standsLADY CHILTERN, awoman
of grave Greek beauty, about twenty-seven yearsof age. She
receives the guests as they come up. Over the well of the
staircase hangsagreat chandelier with wax lights, which
illumine a large eighteenth-century French tapestry—
representing the Triumph of Love, from a design by
Boucher—that is stretched on the staircase wall. On the
right is the entrance to the music-room. The sound of a
string quartette is faintly heard. The entrance on the left
leads to other reception-rooms. MRS. MARCHMONT and
LADY BASILDON, two very pretty women, are seated
together on aLouis Seize sofa. They aretypesof exquisite
fragility. Their affectation of manner has a delicate charm
Watteau would haveloved to paint them.

MRS. MARCHMONT: Going on to the Hartlocks'
to-night, Margaret?

LADY BASILDON: | suppose 0. Are you?

MRS. MARCHMONT: Yes. Horribly tedious parties
they give, don't they?

LADY BASILDON: Horribly tedious ! Never know why
I go. Never know why | go anywhere.

MRS. MARCHMONT : | come here to be educated.
LADY BASILDON: Ah! | hatebeingeducated!
MRS. MARCHMONT: Sodol . It puts one aimost on

a level with the commercial dasses doesn't it? But dear
Gertrude Chiltern is always telling me that | should
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have some serious purpose in life. So | come here to
try to find one.

LADY BASILDON (looking round through her lorgnette): |
don't se anybody here to-night whom one could
possibly call a serious purpose. The man who took me
in to dinner talked to me about his wife the whole time.

MRS. MARCHMONT; How very trivial of him!

LADY BASILDON: Terribly trivial! What did your
man talk about?

MRS. MARCHMONT : About mysdf.

LADY BASILDON (languidly): And were you inter-
ested?

MRS. MARCHMONT (shaking her head): Not in the
smallest degree.

LADY BASILDON: What martyrs we are, dear Mar-
garet!

MRS. MARCHMONT (rising): And how well it becomes
us, Olivia!

They rise and go towards the music-room. ThevVICOMTE
DE NANJAC, a young attaché known for his neckties and
his Anglomania, approaches with a low bow, and enters
into conversation.

MASON (announcing guests from the top of the staircase):
Mr.and L ady JaneBarford.L ord Caver sham.

Enter LORD CAVERSHAM, an old gentleman of seventy,
wearing the riband and star of the Garter. A fine Whig
type. Rather like a portrait by Lawrence.

LORD CAVERSHAM: Good evening, Lady Chiltern!
Has my good-for-nothing young son been here?

LADY CHILTERN (smiling): | don't think Lord Goring
has arrived yet.

MABEL CHILTERN (Coming up to LORD CAVERSHAM) :
Why do you call Lord Goring good-for-nothing?

MABEL CHILTERN is a perfect example of the English
type of prettiness, the apple-blossom type. She has all the
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fragrance and freedom of a flower. There is ripple after
ripple of sunlight in her hair, and the little mouth, with its
parted lips, is expectant, like the mouth of a child. She
has the fascinating tyranny of youth, and the astonishing
courage of innocence. To sane peopl e sheisnot reminiscent
of any work of art. But she is really like a Tanagra
statuette, and would be rather annoyed if she were told so.

LORD CAVERSHAM : Because he leads such an idle life.

MABEL CHILTERN: How can you say such a thing?
Why, he rides in the Row at ten o'clock in the morning,
goes to the Opera three times a week, changes his
clothes at least five times a day, and dines out every
night of the season. Y ou don't call that leading an idle
life, do you?

LORD CAVERSHAM (looking at her with a kindly twinkle
in hiseyes): You are avery charming young lady !

MABEL CHILTERN: How sweet of you to say that,
Lord Caversham! Do come to us more often. Y ou know
we are always at home on Wednesdays, and you look so
well with your star!

LORD CAVERSHAM: Never go anywhere now. Sick
of London Society. Shouldn't mind being introduced
to my own tailor ; he always votes on the right side. But
object strongly to being sent down to dinner with my wife's
milliner. Never could stand Lady Caversham's bonnets.

MABEL CHILTERN: Oh, | love London Society! |
think it hasimmensely improved. Itisentirely composed
now of beautiful idiots and brilliant lunatics. Just what
Society should be.

LORD CAVERSHAM: H'm! Whichis Goring? Beauti-
ful idiot, or the other thing?

MABEL CHILTERN (gravely): | have been obliged for
the present to put Lord Goring into a class quite by
himself. But he is developing charmingly!

LORD CAVERSHAM : Intowhat?
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MABEL CHILTERN (with a little curtsey) : | hope to let
you know very soon, L ord Caver sham!

MASON (announcing guests): Lady Markby. Mrs.
Cheveley.

Enter LADY MARKBY and MRS. CHEVELEY. LADY
MARKBY is a pleasant, kindly, popular woman, with gray
hair a la marquise and good lace. MRS. CHEVELEY, who
accompanies her, is tall and rather dight. Lips very
thin and highly-coloured, a line of scarlet on a pallid face.
Venetian red hair, aquiline nose, and long throat. Rouge
accentuates the natural paleness of her complexion. Gray-
green eyesthat moverestlessly. Sheisin heliotrope, with
diamonds. Shelooksrather likean orchid, and makesgreat
demandson one'scuriosity. I n all her movementssheis
extremely graceful. A work of art, on the whole, but
showing theinfluence of too many schools.

LADY MARKBY: Good evening, dear Gertrude! So
kind of you to let me bring my friend, Mrs. Cheveley.
T wo such charming women should know each other!

LADY CHILTERN (advances towards MRS. CHEVELEY
with a sweet smile. Then suddenly stops, and bows rather
distantly): | think Mrs. Cheveley and | have met before.
| did not know shehad married a second time.

LADY MARKBY (genially): Ah, nowadays people marry
as often as they can, don't they? It is most fashionable
(To DUCHESS OF MARYBOROUGH.) Dear Duchess, and
how is the Duke? Brain still weak, | supposs? Well,
that is only to be expected, is it not? His good father
was just the same. There is nothing like race, is
there?

MRS. CHEVELEY (playing with her fan): But have we
really met before, Lady Chiltern? | can't remember
where. | have been out of England for so long.

LADY CHILTERN: We were at school together, Mrs.
Cheveley.
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MRS. CHEVELEY (superciliously): Indeed? | have
forgotten all about my school-days. | have a vague
impression that they were detestable.

LADY CHILTERN (coldly): | am not surprised!

MRS.CHEVELEY (in her sweetest manner): Do you know,
I am quite looking forward to meeting your clever
husband, Lady Chiltern. Since he has been at the
Foreign Office, he hasbeen so much talked of in Vienna.
They actually succeed in spelling his name right in the
newspapers. That in itself isfame, on the continent.

LADY CHILTERN: | hardly think there will be much
in common between you and my husband, Mrs. Cheveley !
(Moves away.)

VICOMTE DE NANJAC: Ah! chére Madame, quelle
surprise! | have not seen you since Berlin !

MRS. CHEVELEY: Not since Berlin, Vicomte. Five
years ago!

VICOMTE DE NANJAC: And you are younger and
mor e beautiful than ever. How do you manage it?

MRS. CHEVELEY: By makingit arule only totalk to
perfectly char ming peoplelike your sdf.

VICOMTE DE NANJAC: Ah! you flatter me. You
butter me, asthey say here.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Do they say that here? How dread-
ful of them!

VICOMTE DE NANJAC: Yes, they have a wonderful
language. It should be morewidely known.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN enters. A man of forty, but
looking somewhat younger. Clean-shaven, with finely-cut
features, dark-haired and dark-eyed. A personality of
mark. Not popular—few personalities are. But intensely
admired by thefew, and deeply respected by themany. The
note of his manner is that of perfect distinction, with a
slight touch of pride. One feelsthat heis conscious of the
successhehasmadein life. A nervoustemperament, with
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atired look. The firmly-chiselled mouth and chin contrast
strikingly with the romantic expression in the deep-set eyes.

Thevarianceissuggestive of an almost complete separation

of passion and intellect, as though thought and emotion

were eachisolated initsown spherethrough some violence of

will-power. Thereisnervousnessinthenostrils, and inthe
pale, thin, pointed hands. It would beinaccurateto call him
picturesque. Picturesqueness cannot survive the House of
Commons. But Vandyck would have liked to have painted
his head.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN : Good evening, Lady Mark-
by ! I hope you have brought Sir John with you?

LADY MARKBY: Oh! 1 have brought a much more
charming person than Sir John. Sir John's temper
since he has taken seriously to politics has become quite
unbearable. Really, now that the House of Commons
istrying to become useful, it does a great deal of harm.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN : | hope not, Lady Markby.
At any rate we do our best to waste the public time,
don't we? But who is this charming person you have
been kind enough to bring us?

LADY MARKBY: Her nameis Mrs. Cheveley! One of
the Dorsetshire Cheveleys, | suppose. But | really don't
know. Families are so mixed nowadays. Indeed, as a
rule, everybody turns out to be somebody else.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Mrs. Cheveley? | seem to
know the name.

LADY MARKBY: She hasjust arrived from Vienna.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Ah! Yes. | think I know
whom you mean.

LADY MARKBY: Oh, she goes everywhere there, and
has such pleasant scandals about all her friends. | really
must go to Vienna next winter. | hope there is a good
chef at the Embassy.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: I f there is not, the Ambassa-
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dor will certainly have to be recalled. Pray point out
Mrs. Cheveley to me. | should like to s her.

LADY MARKBY: Let me introduce you. (to MRS.
CHEVELEY.) My dear, Sir Robert Chiltern is dying to
know you!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (bowing): Every one is dying
to know the brilliant Mrs. Cheveley. Our attachés at
Vienna write to us about nothing ese.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Thankyou, Sir Robert. Anacquain-
tance that begins with a compliment is sure to develop
into areal friendship. It startsin theright manner. And
| find that | know Lady Chiltern already.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Really?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Yes. She has just reminded me that
we were at school together. | remember it perfectly now.
She always got the good conduct prize. | have adistinct
recollection of Lady Chiltern always getting the good
conduct prize!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (smiling): And what prizes
did you get, Mrs. Cheveley?

MRS. CHEVELEY: My prizes came a little later on in
life. | don't think any of them were for good conduct.
| forget!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | am sure they were for
something charming!

MRS. CHEVELEY: | don'tknow that women are always
rewarded for being charming. | think they are usually
punished for it! Certainly, more women grow old now-
adays through the faithfulness of their admirers than
through anything else! At least that is the only way |
can account for the terribly haggard look of most of your
pretty women in London!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: What an appalling philos-
ophy that sounds! To attempt to classfy you, Mrs.
Cheveley, would be an impertinence. But may | ask, at
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heart, are you an optimist or a pessmig¢? Those seem
to bethe only two fashionable religions left to us now-
adays.

MRS. CHEVELEY : Oh, |'m neither. Optimism begins
inabroad grin, and pessmism endswith blue spectacles.
Beddes, they are both of them merely posss

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: You prefer to be natural?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Sometimes. But it is such a very
difficult pose to keep up.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: What would those modern
psychological novdists, of whom we hear so much, say
to such a theory as that?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Ah! The strength of women comes
from the fact that psychology cannot explain us. Men
can be analysed, women . . . merely adored.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: YOU think science cannot
grapplewith the problem of women?

MRS. CHEVELEY : Science can never grapple with the
irrational. Thatiswhy it hasnofuturebeforeit, in this
world.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: And women represent the
irrational.

MRS. CHEVELEY : Well-dressed women do.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (with a polite bow): | fear |
could hardly agreewith you there. But do sit down. And
now tell me, what makes you leave your brilliant
Viennafor our gloomy L ondon—or perhapsthe question
is indiscreet?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Questions are never indiscreet.
Answers sometimes are.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Well, at any rate, may |
know if it ispolitics or pleasure?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Politicsaremy only pleasure. You
sc nowadays it is not fashionable to flirt till one is forty,
or toberomantictill oneisforty-five, so we poor women
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who are under thirty, or say we are, have nothing open
to us but palitics or philanthropy. And philanthropy
seams to me to have become simply the refuge of people
who wish to annoy therr fellow-creatures. | prefer
politics. | think they are more . . . becoming!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: A political life is a noble
career!

MRS. CHEVELEY : Sometimes. And sometimes it is a
clever game, Sir Robert. And sometimes it is a great
nuisance.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Which do you find it?

MRS. CHEVELEY: |? A combination of all three
(Dropsher fan.)

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (picks upfan): Allow me!

MRS. CHEVELEY: Thanks.

SK1 ROBERT CHILTERN: But you have not told me
yet what makes you honour London so suddenly. Our
saon isalmost over.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Oh! | don't careabout the London
saon ! It istoo matrimonial. People are either hunting
for husbands, or hiding from them. | wanted to meet
you. It is quite true. You know what a woman's
curiosity is. Almost as great as a man'sl | wanted
immensely to meet you, and ... to ak you to do some-
thing for me.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | hopeitisnot alittlething,
Mrs. Cheveley. | find that little things are so very
difficult to do.

MRS. CHEVELEY (after a moment's reflection): No, |
don't think it isquite alittlething.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | am 9 glad. Do tell me
what it is.

MRS. CHEVELEY : Later on. (Rises) And now may
| walk through your beautiful house? | hear your
pictures are charming. Poor Baron Arnheim—you
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remember the Baron?—used to tell me you had some
wonderful Corots.

SIRROBERT CHILTERN (with an almost imperceptible start)
DidyouknowBaronArnheimwell?

MRS. CHEVELEY (smiling): Intimately. Did you?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: At one time.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Wonderful man, wasn't he?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (dfter a pause): He was very
remarkable, in many ways.

MRS. CHEVELEY : | often think it such apity he never
wrotehismemoirs. They woul d have been mostinteresting.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Yes; he knew men and
cities well, like the old Greek.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Without the dreadful disadvantage
of having a Penelope waiting at home for him.

MASON : Lord Goring.

Enter LORD GORING. Thirty-four, but always says
he is younger. A well-bred, expressionless face. He is
clever, but would not like to be thought so. Aflawless
dandy, hewould be annoyed if he were considered romantic.
Heplayswithlife, and ison perfectly good termswith the
world. He is fond of being misunderstood. It gives him
apost of vantage.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Good evening, my dear
Arthur! Mrs. Cheveley, allow me to introduce to you
Lord Goring, the idlest man in London.

MRS. CHEVELEY: | have met Lord Goring before.

LORD GORING {bowing): | did not think you would
remember me, Mrs. Cheveley.

MRS. CHEVELEY: My memory is under admirable
control. And are you still a bachelor?

LORD GORING: | . . . believe so.

MRS. CHEVELEY: How very romantic!

LORD GORING: Oh! | am not at all romantic. | am
not old enough. | leave romanceto my seniors.
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SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Lord Goring isthe result of
Boodle's Club, Mrs. Cheveley.

MRS. CHEVELEY: He réeflects every credit on the
institution.

LORD GORING: May | ask, are you staying in London
long?

MRS. CHEVELEY: That depends partly on the
weather, partly on the cooking, and partly on Sir Robert.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: YOU are not going to
plunge us into a European war, | hope?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Thereisnodanger, at present! (She
nodsto LORD GORING, with a look of amusement in her eyes,
and goes out with SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. LORD GORING
sauntersover toMABEL CHILTERN.)

MABEL CHILTERN: You are very late!

LORD GORING: Haveyou missed me?

MABEL CHILTERN: Awfully!

LORD GORING: Then| am sorry | did not stay away
longer. | like being missed.

MABEL CHILTERN : How very sdfish of you!

LORD GORING: | am very sdfish.

MABEL CHILTERN: You are always telling me of your
bad qualities, Lord Goring.

LORD GORING: | have only told you half of them as
yet, MissM abel !

MABEL CHILTERN: Arethe othersvery bad?

LORD GORING: Quite dreadful! When | think of
them at night | goto deep at once.

MABEL CHILTERN: Well, | delight in your bad
qualities. | wouldn't have you part with one of them.

LORD GORING: How very nice of you! But then you
are always nice. By the way | want to ak you a ques
tion. Miss Mabel. Who brought Mrs. Cheveley here?
That woman in heliotrope, who hasjust gone out of the
room with your brother?
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MABEL CHILTERN: Oh, | think Lady Markby brought
her. Why do you ask?

LORD GORING: | haven't seen her for years, that is
all.

MABEL CHILTERN: What an absurd reason!

LORD GORING: All reasons are absurd.

MABEL CHILTERN: What sort of a woman is she?

LORD GORING: Oh ! A geniusin the daytime and a
beauty at night !

MABEL CHILTERN: | didike her already.

LORD GORING: That shows your admirable good
taste.

VICOMTE DE NANJAC (approaching): Ah, the English
young lady is the dragon of good taste, is she not?
Quite the dragon of good taste.

LORD GORING: So the newspapers are always telling
us.

VICOMTE DE NANJAC : | read all your English news
papers. | find them so amusing.

LORD GORING: Then, my dear Nanjac, you must
certainly read between the lines.

VIGOMTE DE NANJAC: | should like to, but my
professor objects. (To MABEL CHILTERN.) May | have
the pleasure of escorting you to the music-room, Made-
moiselle?

MABEL CHILTERN (looking very disappointed): Delighted
Vicomte, quite delighted! (Turning to LORD GORING.)
Aren't you coming to the music-room?

LORD GORING: Not if there is any music going on,
Miss M abel.

MABEL CHILTERN (severely) : Themusicisin German.
Y ou would not understand it. (Goes out with thevicomTE
DE NANJAC. LORD CAVERSHAM comes up to his son.)

LORD CAVERSHAM: Well, sir! What are you doing
here? Wastingyour lifeasusual! You should bein bed.
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sir. You keep too late hours! | heard of you the other
night at Lady Rufford's dancing till four o'clock in the
morning!

LORD GORING: Only aquarter tofour, father.

LORD CAVERSHAM: Can't make out how you stand
London Society. The thing has gone to the dogs, a lot
of damned nobodies talking about nothing.

LORD GORING: | love talking about nothing, father.
It isthe only thing | know anything about.

LORD CAVERSHAM: YOU seem to me to be living
entirely for pleasure.

LORD GORING: What d=e is there to live for, father ?
Nothing ages like happiness.

LORD CAVERSHAM : You are heartless, sir, very heart-
less

LORD GORING: | hope not, father. Good evening.
L ady Basildon!

LADY BASILDON (arching two pretty eyebrows): Are you
here? | had no idea you ever came to political parties!

LORD GORING: | adore political parties. They are
the only place left to us where people don't talk politics.

LADY BASILDON: | delight in talking politics. | talk
them all day long. But | can't bear listening to them.
| don't know how the unfortunate men in the House
stand these long debates.

LORD GORING: By never listening.

LADY BASILDON: Really?

LORD GORING (in hismost serious manner): Of course.
You s it is a very dangerous thing to listen. If one
listens one may be convinced ; and a man who allows
himself to be convinced by an argument is a thoroughly
unreasonable person.

LADY BASILDON: Ah! That accounts for o0 much in
men that | have never understood, and so much in
women that their husbands never appreciate in them!
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MRS. MARCHMONT (with asigh): Our husbands never
appreciate anything in us. We have to go to others for
that!

LADY BASILDON (emphatically): Yes, always to others,
have we not?

LORD GORING (smiling): And those are the views of
thetwo ladieswho areknown to havethemost admirable
husbands in London.

MRS. MARCHMONT: That is exactly what we can't
stand. My Reginald is quite hopeedy faultless. He is
really unendurably so, at times! Thereisnot the smallest
element of excitement in knowing him.

LORD GORING: HoOW terrible! Really, the thing
should be more widely know!

LADY BASILDON: Basildon is quite as bad; he is as
domestic asif he was a bachelor.

MRS. MARCHMONT (pressing LADY BASILDON'S hand):
My paoor Olivia! Wehavemarried perfect husbands, and
we arewell punished for it.

LORD GORING: | should have thought it was the
husbands who wer e punished.

MRS. MARCHMONT (drawing herself up): Oh, dear no!
They are as happy aspossble! And asfor trusting us, it
istragic how much they trust us.

LADY BASILDON: Perfectly tragic!

LORD GORING: Or comic, Lady Basildon?

LADY BASILDON : Certainly not comic, Lord Goring.
How unkind of you to sugges such a thing!

MRS. MARCHMONT: | am afraid Lord Goring is in
the camp of the enemy, asusual. | saw him talking to
that Mrs. Cheveley when hecamein.

LORD GORING: Handsome woman, Mrs. Cheveley!

LADY BASILDON (dtiffly): Please don't praise other
women in our presence. You might wait for us to do
that!
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LORD GORING : | did wait.

MRS. MARCHMONT: Well, we are not going to praise
her. | hear she went to the Opera on Monday night, and
told Tommy Rufford at supper that, as far as she could
see, London Society was entirely made up of dowdies
and dandies.

LORD GORING: Sheisquiteright, too. The men are
all dowdies and the women are all dandies, aren't they?

MRS. MARCHMONT (after a pause) : Oh, do youreally
think that iswhat Mrs. Cheveley meant?

LORD GORING: Of course. And a very sensible
remark for Mrs. Cheveley to make too.

Enter MABEL CHILTERN. She joins the group.

MABEL CHILTERN: Why are you talking about Mrs.
Cheveley? Everybody is talking about Mrs. Cheveley!
Lord Goring says—what did you say, Lord Goring,
about Mrs. Cheveley? Oh! | remember, that she was a
genius in the daytime and a beauty at night.

LADY BASILDON: What a horrid combination! So
very unnatural !

MRS. MARCHMONT (in her most dreamy manner): | like
looking at geniuses, and listening to beautiful people.

LORD GORING: Ah, that is morbid of you, Mrs.
Marchmont!

MRS. MARCHMONT (brightening to a look of real pleasure):
| am so glad to hear you say that. Marchmont and |
have been married for seven years, and he has never
once told me that | was morbid. Men are so painfully
unobservant!

LADY BASILDON (turning to her): | have always said,
dear Margaret, that you were the most morbid person in
London.

MRS. MARCHMONT: Ah, but you are always sym-
pathetic, Olivial

MABEL CHILTERN: Isit morbid to have a desire for
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food? | have a great desrefor food Lord Goring, will
you give me some supper?

LORD GORING: With pleasure, Miss Mabel. (Moves
away with her.)

MABEL CHILTERN: How horrid you have been! You
have never talked to me the whole evening!

LORD GORING: HOW could 1? You went away with
the child-diplomatist.

MABEL CHILTERN: YoOU might have followed us
Pursuit would have been only polite. | don't think | like
you at all thisevening!

LORD GORING: | like you immensdly.

MABEL CHILTERN: Waell, I wish you'd show it in a
moremar ked way ! (They go downstairs.)

MRS. MARGHMONT: Olivia, | have a curious feding
of absolute faintness. | think | should like some supper
very much. | know | should like some supper.

LADY BASILDON: | am positively dying for supper,
Margaret !

MRS. MARGHMONT : Men are © horribly sdfish, they
never think of these things.

LADY BASILDON: Men are grosdy material, grosdy
material !

TheviCOMTE DE NANJAG entersfrom the music-room
with someother guests. After having carefully examined
all the people present, he approachesL ADY BASILDON.

VICOMTE DE NANJAC: May | have the honour of
taking you down to supper, Comtesse?

LADY BASILDON (coldly): | never take supper, thank
you, Vicomte. (The viCOMTE is about to retire. LADY
BASILDON, seeing this, rises at once and takes hisarm.) But |
will come down with you with pleasure.

VICOMTE DE NANJAC: | am 0 fond of eating! | am
very English in all my tastes.

LADY BASILDON: YoOU look quite English, Vicomte,
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quite English. (They pass out. M R. MONTFORD, a perfectly
groomed young dandy, approachesMRS. MARGHMONT.)

MR. MONTFORD: Like some supper, Mrs. March-
mont?

MRS. MARCHMONT (languidly): Thank you, Mr.
Montford, | never touch supper. (Rises hastily and takes
hisarm.) But | will sit beside you, and watch you.

MR. MONTFORD: | don't know that | like being
watched when | am eating!

MRS. MARGHMONT: Then | will watch some one else.

MR. MONTFORD: | don't know that | should like
that either.

MRS. MARGHMONT (severdy): Pray, Mr. Montford, do
not make these painful scenes of jealousy in public ! (They
go downstairs with the other guests, passing SIR ROBERT
CHILTERN and MRS. CHEVELEY, who now enter.)

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: And are you going to any
of our country houses before you leave England, Mrs.
Cheveley?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Oh, no! | can't stand your
English house-parties. In England people actually try
to be brilliant at breakfast. That is so dreadful of them!
Only dull people are brilliant at breakfast. And then the
family skeleton is always reading family prayers. My
stay in England really depends on you, Sir Robert. (Sts
down onthe sofa.)

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (taking a seat beside her):
Seriously?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Quiteseriously. | wanttotalkto
you about a great political and financial scheme, about
this Argentine Canal Company, in fact.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: What a tedious, practical
subject for you to talk about, Mrs. Cheveley!

MRS. CHEVELEY: Oh, | like tedious, practical
subjects. What | don't like are tedious, practical people.
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There is a wide difference. Besides, you are interested,
| know, in International Canal schemes. You were
L ord Radley's secretary, weren't you, when the Govern-
ment bought the Suez Canal shares?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Yes. But the Suez Canal
was a very great and splendid undertaking. It gave us
our direct route to India. It had imperial value. It was
necessary that we should have control. This Argentine
scheme is a commonplace Stock Exchange swindle.

MRS. CHEVELEY: A speculation, Sir Robert! A
brilliant, daring speculation.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Believe me, Mrs. Cheveley,
itisaswindle. Let uscall things by their proper names.
It makes matters simpler. We have all the information
about it at the Foreign Office. In fact, | sent out a
special Commission to inquire into the matter privately,
and they report that the works are hardly begun, and as
for the money already subscribed, no one seams to know
what has become of it. The whole thing is a second
Panama, and with not a quarter of the chance of success
that miserable affair ever had. | hope you have not
invested init. | am sure you are far too clever to have
done that.

MRS. CHEVELEY: | have invested very largely init.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN : Who could have advised you
to do such afoolish thing?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Your old friend—and mine.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Who?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Baron Arnheim.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN  (frowning): Ah! Yes |
remember hearing, at the time of his death, that he had
been mixed up in the whole affair.

MRS. CHEVELEY: It was his last romance. His last
but one, to do himjustice.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (rising): But you have not
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seen my Corotsyet. They arein the music-room. Corots
seem to go with music, don't they? May | show them to
you?

MRS. CHEVELEY (shaking her head): | am not in a
mood to-night for silver twilights, or rose-pink dawns.
| want to talk business. (Mations to him with her fan to sit
down again beside her.)

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | fear | have no advice to
give you, Mrs. Cheveley, except to interest yourself in
something less dangerous. The success of the Canal
depends, of course, on the attitude of England, and | am
going to lay the report of the Commissioners before the
House to-morrow night.

MRS. CHEVELEY: That you must not do. In your
own interests, Sir Robert, to say nothing of mine, you
must not do that.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN {looking at her in wonder): In
my own interests? My dear Mrs. Cheveley, what do you
mean? {Sts down beside her.)

MRS. CHEVELEY: Sir Robert, | will be quite frank
with you. | want you to withdraw the report that you
had intended to lay before the House, on the ground that
you have reasons to believe that the Commissioners have
been prejudiced or misinformed, or something. Then |
want you to say afew words to the effect that the Govern-
ment is going to reconsider the question, and that you
have reason to believe that the Canal, if completed, will
be of great international value. Y ou know the sort of
things ministers say in cases of this kind. A few
ordinary platitudes will do. In modern life nothing
produces such an effect as a good platitude. It makes
the whole world kin. Will you do that for me?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Mrs. Cheveley, you cannot
be serious in making me such a proposition!

MRS. CHEVELEY: | am quite serious.
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SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (cddy): Pray allow me to
believe that you are not.

MRS. CHEVELEY (gesking with great deliberation and
emphasis): Ah, but | am. And if you do what | ask you,
| ... will pay you very handsomely!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Pay mel

MRS. CHEVELEY: VYes

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | am afraid | don't quite
under stand what you mean.

MRS. CHEVELEY (leaning back on the sofa and looking at
him): How very disappointing! And | have come all
theway from Viennain order that you should thoroughly
understand me.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | fear | don't.

MRS. CHEVELEY (in her most nonchalant manner): My
dear Sir Robert, you are a man of the world, and you
have your price, | suppose. Everybody has nowadays.
The drawback is that most people are so dreadfully
expensve. | know | am. | hope you will be more
reasonable in your terms.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (risss indignantly): | fyou will
allow me, | will call your carriage for you. You have
lived so long abroad, Mrs. Cheveley, that you seem to
be unable to realise that you are talking to an English
gentleman.

MRS.CHEVELEY (dgains him by touching hisarm with her
fan and keeping it there while sheistalking): | realise that
| am talking to a man who laid the foundation of his
fortune by sdling to a Stock Exchange speculator a
Cabinet secret.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (biting hislip): What do you
mean?

MRS. CHEVELEY (rigng and facing him): | mean that
I know the real origin of your wealth and your career,
and | have got your letter, too.
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SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: What letter?

MRS. CHEVELEY (contemptuously): The letter you
wrote to Baron Arnheim, when you were Lord Radley's
secretary, telling the Baron to buy Suez Canal shares—
a letter written three days before the Government
announced its own purchase.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (hoarsely): |tisnot true.

MRS. CHEVELEY: You thought that letter had been
destroyed. How foolish of you ! It isin my possesson.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: The affair to which you
allude was no more than a speculation. The House of
Commons had not yet passed the bill; it might have been
r g ected.

MRS. CHEVELEY: It was a swindle, Sir Robert. Let
us call things by their proper names. It makes every-
thing smpler. And now | am going to sl you that
letter, and the price | ask for it isyour public support of
the Argentine scheme. Y ou made your own fortune out
of one canal. You must help me and my friends to make
our fortunes out of another!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: |t is infamous, what you
propose—infamous!

MRS. CHEVELEY: Oh, no! This is the game of life
as we all have to play it, Sir Robert, sooner or later!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | cannot do what you ask
me.

MRS. CHEVELEY: YOU mean you cannot help doing
it. You know you are standing on the edge of a precipice.
And it is not for you to make terms. It is for you to
accept them. Supposing you refuse——

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: What then?

MRS. CHEVELEY: My dear Sir Robert, what then?
You areruined, that isall! Remember to what a point
your Puritanism in England has brought you. In old
days nobody pretended to be a bit better than his
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neighbours. In fact, to be a bit better than one's neigh-
bour was considered excessively vulgar and middle-class.
Nowadays, with our modern maniafor morality, every one
has to pose as a paragon of purity, incorruptibility, and
all the other seven deadly virtues—and what is the result?
Y ou all go over like ninepins—one after the other. Not
ayear passs in England without somebody disappearing.
Scandals used to lend charm, or at least interest, to a
man—now they crush him. And yours is a very nasty
scandal. You couldn't surviveit. Ifitwere known that
as a young man, secretary to a great and important
minister, you sold a Cabinet secret for a large sum of
money, and that that was the origin of your wealth and
career, you would be hounded out of public life, you
would disappear completely. And after all, Sir Robert,
why should you sacrifice your entire future rather than
deal diplomatically with your enemy? For the moment
| am your enemy. | admitit! And | am much stronger
than you are. The big battalions are on my side. You
have a splendid position, but it isyour splendid position
that makes you so vulnerable. Y ou can't defend it ! And
| am in attack. Of course | have not talked morality
to you. You must admit in faress that | have spared
you that. Years ago you did a clever, unscrupulous
thing; it turned out a great success. Y ou owe to it your
fortune and position. And now you have got to pay for
it. Sooner or later we have all to pay for what we do.
Y ou have to pay now. Before | leave you to-night, you
have got to promise me to suppress your report, and to
speak in the House in favour of this scheme.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN : What you ask is impossible.

MRS. CHEVELEY: YOU must make it possible. You
are going to make it possible. Sir Robert, you know
what your English newspapers are like. Suppose that
when | leave this house | drive down to some newspaper
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office, and give them this scandal and the proofs of it!
Think of their loathsomejoy, of the delight they would
have in dragging you down, of the mud and mire they
would plunge you in. Think of the hypocrite with his
greasy smile penning his leading article, and arranging
the foulness of the public placard.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Stop! You want me to
withdraw the report and to make a short speech stating
that | believe there are possibilities in the scheme?

MRS. CHEVELEY (sitting down on the sofa): Those are
my terms.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (in a low voice): | will give
you any sum of money you want.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Even you are not rich enough,
Sir Robert, to buy back your past. No manis.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | will not do what you ask
me. | will not.

MRS. CHEVELEY: You have to. If you don't. ..
(Risesfromthe sofa.)

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (bewildered and unnerved): Wait
a moment! What did you propose? Y ou said that you
would give me back my letter, didn't you?

MRS. CHEVELEY: yes. That is agreed. | will bein
the Ladies' Gallery to-morrow night at half-past eleven.
| f by that time—and you will have had heaps of oppor-
tunity—you have made an announcement to the House
in the terms | wish, | shall hand you back your letter
with the prettiest thanks, and the best, or at any rate the

most suitable compliment | can think of. | intend to
play quite fairly with you. One should always play
fairly . . . when one has the winning cards. The Baron
taught me that . . . amongst other things.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: You must let me have time
to consider your proposal.
MRS. CHEVELEY: NO; you must settle now!
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SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Give me a week—three
days!

MRS. CHEVELEY: Impossible! | havegot totelegraph
to Vienna to-night.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: MYy God, what brought you

into my life?
MRS. CHEVELEY: Circumstances. (Moves towards the
door.)

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Don't go. | consent. The
report shall bewithdrawn. | will arrangefor a question
to be put to me on the subject.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Thank you. | knew we should
come to an amicable agreement. | understood your
nature from the firg | analysed you, though you did
not adoreme. And now you can get my carriage for me,
Sir Robert. | se the people coming up from supper,
and Englishmen always get romantic after a meal, and
that bores me dreadfully.

SIRROBERT CHILTERN goesout. Enter guests LADY
CHILTERN, LADY MARKBY, LORD CAVERSHAM, LADY
BASILDON, MRS. MARCHMONT, VICOMTE DE NANJAC,
MR. MONTFORD.

LADY MARKBY: Well, dear Mrs. Cheveley, | hope
you have enjoyed yoursdf. Sir Robert isvery entertain-
ing, is he not?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Most entertaining! | have enjoyed
my talk with him immensdly.

LADY MARKBY: He has had a very interesting and
brilliant career. And he hasmarried a most admirable
wife. Lady Chiltern is a woman of the very highest
principles, | am glad to say. | am a little too old now,
mysdf, to trouble about setting a good exanple, but |
always admire people who do. And Lady Chiltern has
a very ennobling effect on life, though her dinner-parties
are rather dull sometimes. But one can't have every-
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thing, can one? And now | must go, dear. Shall | call
for you to-morrow?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Thanks.

LADY MARKBY : We might drive in the Park at five.
Everythinglooks so fresh in the Park now!

MRS. CHEVELEY: Except the people!

LADY MARKBY: Perhaps the people are a little jaded.
| have often observed that the Season as it goes on
produces a kind of softening of the brain. However, |
think anything is better than high intellectual pressure.
That is the most unbecomingthingthereis. It makesthe
nosss of the young girls so particularly large. And there
isnothing so difficult tomarry asalarge nose; men don't
like them. Good-night, dear! (to LADY CHILTERN).
Good-night, Gertrude! (Goesout on LORD CAVERSHAM'S
arm.)

MRS. CHEVELEY : What a charming house you have,
Lady Chiltern ! | have spent a delightful evening. It
has been so interesting getting to know your husband.

LADY CHILTERN: Why did you wish to meet my
husband, Mrs. Cheveley?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Oh, | will tell you. | wanted to
interest him in this Argentine Canal scheme, of which |
dare say you have heard. And | found him most
susceptible—susceptible to reason, | mean. A rare thing
inaman. | converted him in ten minutes. Heis going
to make a speech in the House to-morrow night in favour
of theidea. We must go to the Ladies' Gallery and hear
him! It will be a great occasion!

LADY CHILTERN: Theremust be somemistake. That
scheme could never have my hushand's support.

MRS. CHEVELEY : Oh, | asure you it's all settled. |
don't regret my tediousjourney from Viennanow. It has
been a great success But of course, for the next twenty-
four hours the whole thing is a dead secret.
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LADY CHILTERN (gently): A secret? Between whom?

MRS. CHEVELEY (with a flash of amusement in her eyes):
Between your husband and myself.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (entering): Your carriage is
here, Mrs. Cheveley!

MRS. CHEVELEY: Thanks! Good evening, Lady
Chiltern! Good-night,Lord Goring! | amat Claridge's.
Don't you think you might leave me a card?

LORD GORING: |fyouwishit, Mrs. Cheveley!

MRS. CHEVELEY: Oh, don't be 0 solemn about it,
or | shall be obliged to leave a card on you. In England
| suppose that would hardly be considered en regie.
Abroad, we are more civilised. Will you see me down,
Sir Robert? Now that we have both the same interests at
heart we shall be great friends, | hope! (She sails out on
SIRROBERT CHILTERN'Sarm. LADY CHILTERN goesto the
top of the staircase and looks down at themasthey descend. Her
expressionistroubled. After alittle time sheisjoined by some
of theguests, and passeswith theminto another reception-room.)

MABEL CHILTERN: What ahorrid woman!

LORD GORING: Youshould go to bed, Miss Mabel.

MABEL CHILTERN: Lord Goring!

LORD GORING: My father told me to go to bed an
hour ago. | don't sse why | shouldn't give you the same
advice. | always pass on good advice. It is the only
thing to dowith it. It is never of any use to oneself.

MABEL CHILTERN: Lord Goring, you are aways
ordering me out of the room. | think it most coura-
geous of you. Especialy as | am not going to bed for
hours. (Goesover to thesofa.) Y ou can come and sit down
if youlike, and talk about anything in the world, except
the Royal Academy, Mrs. Cheveley, or novelsin Scotch
dialect. They are notimproving subjects. (Catches sight
of something that islying on the sofa half hidden by the cushion.)
What is this? Some one has dropped a diamond brooch!
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Quite beautiful, isn'tit? (Showsitto him) | wish it was
mine, but Gertrude won't let me wear anything but
pearls, and | am thoroughly sick of pearls. They make
one look so plain, so good and so intellectual. | wonder
whom the brooch belongs to.

LORD GORING: | wonder who dropped it.

MABEL CHILTERN : Itis a beautiful brooch.

LORD GORING: It is a handsome bracelet.

MABEL CHILTERN: Itisn't a bracelet. It's a brooch.

LORD GORING: It can be used as a bracelet. (Takes
it from her, and, pulling out a green letter-case, puts the orna-
ment carefully in it, and replaces the whole thing in his breast
pocket with the most perfect sangfroid.)

MABEL CHILTERN: What are you doing?

LORD GORING: Miss Mabel, | am going to make a
rather strange reguest to you.

MABEL CHILTERN (eagerly): Oh, pray do! | have
been waiting for it all the evening.

LORD GORING (isalittle taken aback, but recovers himself):
Don't mention to anybody that | have taken charge of
this brooch. Should any one write and claim it, let me
know at once.

MABEL CHILTERN: That is a strange request.

LORD GORING: Well, you se | gave this brooch to
somebody once, years ago.

MABEL CHILTERN: You did?

LORD GORING: VYes.

LADY CHILTERN entersalone. The other guests have gone.

MABEL CHILTERN: Then | shal certainly bid you
good-night. Good-night, Gertrude! (She goes out.)

LADY CHILTERN: Good-night, dear! (To LORD
GORING.) YOU saw whom Lady Markby brought here
to-night?

LORD GORING: Yes. |t was an unpleasant surprise.
What did she come here for?

0 193



AN IDEAL HUSBAND ACT |

LADY CHILTERN: Apparentlyto,try and lure Robert
to uphold some fraudulent scheme in which sheis inter-
ested. The Argentine Canal, in fact.

LORD GORING: She has mistaken her man, hasn't
she?

LADY CHILTERN: She is incapable of understanding
an upright nature like my husbhand's!

LORD GORING: Yes. | should fancy she cameto grief
if she tried to get Robert into her toils. It is extra-
ordinary what astounding mistakes clever women make.

LADY CHILTERN: | don't call women of that kind
clever. | call them stupid!

LORD GORING: Samethingoften. Good-night, L ady
Chiltern!

LADY CHILTERN: Good-night!

Enter SR ROBERT CHILTERN.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: MYy dear Arthur, you are
not going? Do sop a little!

LORD GORING: Afraid | can't, thanks. | have pro-
mised to look in at the Hartlocks'. | believe they have
got a mauve Hungarian band that plays mauve Hun-
garian music. Seeyou soon. Good-bye! (Hegoesout.)

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: How beautiful you look to-
night, Gertrude!

LADY CHILTERN: Robert, it is not true, isit? You
are not going to lend your support to this Argentine
speculation? You couldn't!

SHI ROBERT CHILTERN (starting): Who told you |
intended to do w07?

LADY CHILTERN: That woman who has just gone
out, Mrs. Cheveley, as she calls hersdf now. She seemed
to taunt mewith it. Robert, | know thiswoman. You
don't. Wewere at school together. She was untruthful,
dishonest, an evil influence on every one whose trust or
friendship she could win. | hated, | despised her. She
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stole things, she was a thief. She was sent away for being
athief. Why do you let her influence you?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Gertrude, what you tell me
may be true, but it happened many years ago. It is best
forgotten! Mrs. Cheveley may have changed since then.
No one should be entirelyjudged by their past.

LADY CHILTERN (sadly): One's past is what one is.
It is the only way by which people should be judged.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: That is a hard saying,
Gertrude!

LADY CHILTERN: It is a true saying, Robert. And
what did she mean by boasting that she had got you to
lend your support, your name, to a thing | have heard
you describe as the most dishonest and fraudulent scheme
there has ever been in political life?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (biting his lip): | was mis-
taken in the view | took. We all may make mistakes.

LADY CHILTERN : But you told me yesterday that you
had received the report from the Commission, and that
it entirely condemned the whole thing.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (walking up and down): | have
reasons now to believe that the Commission was pre-
judiced, or, at any rate, misinformed. Besides, Gertrude,
public and private life are different things. They have
different laws, and move on different lines.

LADY CHILTERN: They should both represent man at
his highest. | se no difference between them.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (stopping): In the present
case, on a matter of practical politics, |1 have changed
my mind, Thatisall.

LADY CHILTERN: Alll

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (sternly): Yes!

LADY CHILTERN: Robert! Oh, itis horrible that |
should have to ask you such a question—Robert, are
you telling me the whole truth?
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SIR ROBERT CHILTERN : Why do you ask me a
question?

LADY CHILTERN (dfte a pause): Why do you not
answer it?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (dtting down): Gertrude,
truth is a very complex thing, and politics is a very
complex busness. There are whedswithinwhedls. One
may be under certain obligations to people that one
must pay. Sooner or later in political life one has to
compromise. Every one does.

LADY CHILTERN: Compromise? Robert, why do you
talk so differently to-night from the way | have always
heard you talk? Why are you changed?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | am not changed. But
circumgtances alter things.

LADY CHILTERN: Circumstances should never alter
principles!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Butifl told you—

LADY CHILTERN: What?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: That it was necessary,
vitally necessary?

LADY CHILTERN: It can never be necessary to do
what is not honourable. Or ifit be necessary, then what
isit that | have loved! But it is not, Robert; tell me it
is not. Why should it be? What gain would you get?
Money? We have no need of that! And money that
comes from a tainted source is a degradation. Power?
But power is nothing in itsdf. It is power to do good
that is fine—that, and that only. What is it, then?
Robert, tell me why you are going to do this dishonour-
able thing!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Gertrude, you have noright
to use that word. | told you it was a question of rational
compromise. It isno more than that.

LADY CHILTERN: Robert, that is all very well for
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other men, for men who treat life smply as a sordid
speculation; but not for you, Robert, not for you. You
are different. All your life you have sood apart from
others. You have never let the world soil you. To the
world, as to mysdf, you have been an ideal always. Oh!
be that ideal still. That great inheritance throw not
away—that tower of ivory do not destroy. Robert,
men can love what is beneath them—things unworthy,
stained, dishonoured. We women worship when we
love; and when we lose our worship, we lose every-
thing. Oh, don't kill my love for you, don't kill
that!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Gertrude!

LADY CHILTERN: | know that there are men with
horrible screts in their lives—men who have done some
shameful thing, and who in some critical moment have
to pay for it, by doing some other act of shame—oh,
don't tell me you are such asthey are! Robert, isthere
in your life any secret dishonour or disgrace? Tell me,
tell me at once, that—

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: That what?

LADY CHILTERN (speaking very sowly): That our lives
may drift apart.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Drift apart?

LADY CHILTERN: That they may beentirely separate.
It would be better for usboth.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Gertrude, there is nothing
in my pag life that you might not know.

LADY CHILTERN : | was sure of it, Robert, | was sure
ofit. But why did you say those dreadful things, things
so unlike your real sdf? Don't let us ever talk about the
subject again. Youwill write, won't you, toMrs. Cheve-
ley, and tell her that you cannot support this scandalous
scheme of hers? If you have given her any promise you
must take it back, that isall!
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SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Must | write and tell her
that?

LADY CHILTERN: Surely, Robert! What eseis there
to do?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | might see her personally.
It would be better.

LADY CHILTERN: YOU must never se her again,
Robert. She is not a woman you should ever spesk to.
She is not worthy to talk to a man like you. No; you
must writeto her at once, now, this moment, and let your
letter show her that your decision is quite irrevocable!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Write this moment!

LADY CHILTERN: VYes

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Butitissolate. It is close
ontwelve.

LADY CHILTERN: That makes no matter. She must
know at once that she has been mistaken in you—and
that you are not a man to do anything base or underhand
or dishonourable. Write here, Robert. Write that you
decline to support this scheme of hers, as you hold it to
be a dishonest scheme. Yes—write the word dishonest.
She knows what that word means. (SIR ROBERT
CHILTERN sitsdown and writes a letter. Hiswife takesit up
andreadsit) Yes; that will do. (Ringsbell.) And now
the envel ope. (He writes the envel ope slowly. Enter MASON. )
Have this letter sent at once to Claridge's Hotel. There
iS no answer. (MASON goes out, LADY CHILTERN kneels
down beside her husband and puts her arms around him.)
Robert, love gives one an instinct to things. | feel to-
night that | have saved you from something that might
have been a danger to you, from something that might
have made men honour you less than they do. | done
think you realise sufficiently, Robert, that you have
brought into the political life of our time a nobler
atmosphere, a finer attitude towards life, a freer air of
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purer aims and higher ideals—I know it, and for that |
love you, Robert.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Oh, love me aways, Gert-
rude, love me always!

LADY CHILTERN: | will love you aways, because
you will always be worthy of love. We needs must love
the highest when we seit ! (Kisses him and rises and goes
out.)

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN walks up and down for a
moment; then sits down and buries hisfacein his hands.
MASON enters and begins putting out the lights. SIR
ROBERT CHILTERN looks up.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Put out the lights, Mason,
put out the lights!

MASON puts out the lights. The room becomes almost
dark. The only light there is comes fromthe great chande-
lier that hangsover the staircaseand illuminesthetapestry
of the Triumph of Love.

CURTAIN
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The morning-roomat SIR ROBERT CHILTERN'S house. LORD
GORING, dressed in the height of fashion, isloungingin an
armchair. SIR ROBERT CHILTERN is standing in front
of the fireplace. He is evidently in a state of great mental
excitement and distress. Asthe scene progresses he paces
nervously up and down theroom.

LORD GORING: My dear Robert, it'savery awkward
business, very awkward indeed. You should have told
your wife the whole thing. Secrets from other people's
wives are a necessary luxury in modern life. So, at least,
| am aways told at the club by people who are bald
enough to know better. But no man should have a
secret from his own wife. She invariably finds it out.
Women have a wonderful instinct about things. They
can discover everything except the obvious.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Arthur, | couldn't tell my
wife. When could | have told her? Not last night. It
would have made a life-long separation between us, and
| would have lost the love of the one woman in the world
I worship, of the only woman who has ever stirred love
within me. Last night it would have been quite impos-
sible. She would have turned from me in horror ... in
horror and in contempt.

LORD GORING: IsLady Chilternasperfect asall that?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Yes; my wifeis as perfect as
all that.

LORD GORING (taking off his left-hand glove): What a
pity! | beg your pardon, my dear fellow, | didn't quite
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mean that. But if what you tell meistrue, | should like
to have a serious talk about life with Lady Chiltern.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: |t would be quite usdess

LORD GORING: May |l try?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Yes; but nothing could make
her alter her views.

LORD GORING: Well, at the worgt it would simply be
a psychological experiment.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: All such experiments are
terribly dangerous.

LORD GORING: Everything is dangerous, my dear
fellow. If it wasn't so, life wouldn't be worth living. . . .
Well, | am bound to say that | think you should have
told her years ago.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: When? When we were
engaged? Do you think she would have married me if
she had known that the origin of my fortune is such as
it is, the bags of my career such asit is, and that | had
done a thing that | suppose most men would call shame-
ful and dishonourable?

LORD GORING (slowly): Yes; most men would call it
ugly names. There is no doubt of that.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (bitterly): Men who every
day do something of the same kind themsdves. Men
who, each one of them, have worse secrets in their own
lives.

LORD GORING: That isthereason they are 9 pleased
to find out other peoples secrets It distracts public
attention from their own.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: And, after all, whom did |
wrong by what | did? No one.

LORD GORING (looking at him steadily): Except your-
«f, Robert.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (after a pause) : Of course, |
had private information about a certain transaction
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contemplated by the Government of the day, and |
acted on it. Private information is practically the source
of every large modern fortune.

LORD GORING (tapping his boot with his cane): And
public scandal invariably the result.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (pacing up and down the room):
Arthur, do you think that what | did nearly eighteen
years ago should be brought up againg me now? Do
you think it fair that a man's whole career should be
ruined for afault done in on€'s boyhood almost? | was
twenty-two at the time, and | had the double misfortune
of being well-born and poor, two unforgivable things
nowadays. |Is it fair that the folly, the sin of oné's youth,
if men chooxe to call it a sin, should wreck a life like
mine, should place me in the pillory, should shatter all
that | have worked for, all that | have built up? Is it
fair, Arthur?

LORD GORING: Life is never fair, Robert. And
perhaps it is a good thing for most of us that it is not.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Every man of ambition has
to fight his century with its own weapons. What this
century worships is wealth. The God of this century is
wealth. To suceed one must have wealth. At all cods
one must have wealth.

LORD GORING: YOU underrate yoursdf, Robert.
Believe me, without wealth you could have succeeded
just aswell.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: When | was old, perhaps.
When | had lost my passion for power, or could not use
it. When | wastired, worn out, disappointed. | wanted
my success when | was young. Youth is the time for
success. | couldn't wait.

LORD GORING: Well, you certainly have had your
succsss whileyou are still young. No onein our day has
had such abrilliant success Under -Secretary for Foreign
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Affairs at the age of forty—that's good enough for any
one, | should think.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: And ifitis all taken away
from me now? If | lose everything over a horrible
scandal? If I am hounded from public life?

LORD GORING: Robert, how could you have sold
yourself for money?

SIR ROBERT. CHILTERN (excitedly): | did not sell
myself for money. | bought success at a great price.
Thatisall.

LORD GORING (gravely): Yes; you certainly paid a
great price for it. But what first made you think of
doing such a thing?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Baron Arnheim.

LORD GORING : Damned scoundrel !

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN : No ; he was a man of a most
subtle and refined intellect. A man of culture, charm,
and distinction. One of the most intellectual men | ever
met.

LORD GORING: Ah! | prefer a gentlemanly fool any
day. Thereis more to be said for stupidity than people
imagine. Personally | have a great admiration for
stupidity. It is a sort of fellow-feeling, | suppose. But
how did he do it? Tell me the whole thing.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (throws himself into an armchair
by the writing-table): One night after dinner at Lord
Radley's the Baron began tal king about successin modern
life as something that one could reduce to an absolutely
definite science. With that wonderfully fascinating
quiet voice of his he expounded to us the most terrible
of all philosophies, the philosophy of power, preached to
us the most marvellous of all gospels, the gospel of gold.
I think he saw the effect he had produced on me, for
some days afterwards he wrote and asked me to come
and se him. He was living then in Park Lane, inthe
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house Lord Woolcomb has now. | remember so well
how, with a strange smile on his pale, curved lips, he led
me through his wonderful picture gallery, showed me his
tapestries, his enamels, his jewels, his carved ivories,
made me wonder at the strange loveliness of the luxury
in which he lived; and then told me that luxury was
nothing but a background, a painted scene in a play,
and that power, power over other men, power over the
world, was the one thing worth having, the one supreme
pleasure worth knowing, the onejoy one never tired of,
and that in our century only the rich posessad it.

LORD GORING (with great deliberation): A thoroughly
shallow creed.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (rising): | didn't think =
then. | don't think so now. Wealth has given me enor-
mous power. It gave me at the very outset of my life
freedom, and freedom is everything. You have never
been poor, and never known what ambition is. You
cannot understand what a wonderful chance the Baron
gave me. Such a chance asfew men get.

LORD GORING: Fortunately for them, if one is to
judge by results. But tell me definitely, how did the
Baron finally persuade you to—well, to do what you did?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: When | was going away he
said to me that if | ever could give him any private
information of real value he would make me a very rich
man. | was dazed at the prospect he held out to me,
and my ambition and my desire for power were at that
time boundless. Six weeks later certain private docu-
ments passed through my hands.

LORD GORING (keeping his eyes steadily fixed on the carpet):
State documents?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: VYes

LORD GORING sighs, then passes his hand across his
forehead and looks up.
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LORD GORING : | had no idea that you, of all men in
the world, could have been so weak, Robert, asto yield
to such a temptation as Baron Arnheim held out to you.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Weak? Oh, | am sck of
hearing that phrase. Sick of using it about others. Weak?
Do you really think, Arthur, that it is weakness that
yidds to temptation? | tell you that there are terrible
temptations that it requires strength, strength and cour-
age, toyield to. To stake all oneslife on a sngle moment,
to risk everything on one throw, whether the stake be
power or pleasure, | care not—there is no weakness in
that. Thereisahorrible, aterrible courage. | had that
courage. | sat down the same afternoon and wrote Baron
Arnheim the letter this woman now holds. He made
three-quarters of amillion over the transaction.

LORD GORING: And you?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | received from the Baron
£110,000.

LORD GORING: You were worth more, Robert.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: NO; that money gave me
exactly what | wanted, power over others. | went into
the House immediately. The Baron advised me in
finance from timeto time. Beforefiveyears| had almost
trebled my fortune. Since then everything that | have
touched hasturned out asuccess | n all things connected
with money | have had a luck so extraordinary that
sometimes it has made me amost afraid. | remember
having read somewhere, in some srange book, that
when the gods wish to punish us they answer our prayers.

LORD GORING: But tell me, Robert, did you never
auffer any regret for what you had done?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: No. | fet that | had fought
the century with its own weapons, and won.

LORD GORING {sadly): You thought you had won.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | thought 0. (Afte a long
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pause.) Arthur, do you despise me for what | have told
you?

LORD GORING (with deep feeling in his voice): | am very
sorry for you, Robert, very sorry indeed.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | don't say that | suffered
any remorse. | didn't. Not remorse in the ordinary
rather silly sense of the word. But | have paid conscience
money many times. | had a wild hope that | might
disarm destiny. The sum Baron Arnheim gave me
| have distributed twice over in public charities since
then.

LORD GORING {looking up): 1n public charities? Dear
me, what a lot of harm you must have done, Robert!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Oh, don't say that, Arthur;
don't talk like that!

LORD GORING: Never mind what | say, Robert! |
am always sayingwhat | shouldn't say. Infact, | usually
say what | really think. A great mistake nowadays. It
makes one so liable to be misunderstood. As regards
this dreadful business, | will help you in whatever way |
can. Of course you know that.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Thank you, Arthur, thank
you. But what is to be done? What can be done?

LORD GORING {leaning back with his handsin his pockets):
Well, the English can't stand a man who is aways
saying he is in the right, but they are very fond of a
man who admits that he has been in the wrong. Itis
one of the best things in them. However, in your case,
Robert, a confession would not do. The money, if you
will allow me to say s0, is . . . awkward. Besides, if you
did make a clean breast of the whole affair, you would
never be able to talk morality again. Andin England a
man who can't talk morality twice a week to a large,
popular, immoral audience is quite over as a serious
politician. There would be nothing left for him as a
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profession except Botany or the Church. A confession
would be of no use. It would ruin you.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN : It would ruin me. Arthur ;
the only thing for me to do now is to fight the thing out.

LORD GORING (rising from his chair): | was waiting
for you to say that, Robert. It is the only thing to do
now. Andyou must begin by telling your wife the whole
story.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: That | will not do.

LORD GORING: Robert, believe me, you are wrong.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | couldn't doit. Itwould
Kill her love for me. And now about this woman, this
Mrs. Cheveley. How can | defend myself against her?
Y ou knew her before, Arthur, apparently.

LORD GORING: Yes.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Did you know her well?

LORD GORING (arranging his necktie): So little that |
got engaged to be married to her once, when | was
staying at the Tenbys. The affair lasted for three
days . . . nearly.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Why was it broken off?

LORD GORING (airily): Oh, | forget. At least, it
makes no matter. By the way, have you tried her with
money? She used to be confoundedly fond of money.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | offered her any sum she
wanted. She refused.

LORD GORING: Then the marvellous gospel of gold
breaks down sometimes. The rich can't do everything,
after all.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Not everything. | suppose
you are right. Arthur, | fedl that public disgrace is in
store for me. | feel certain of it. | never knew what
terror was before. | know it now. It is asif a hand of
ice were laid upon one's heart. It is as if one's heart were
beating itself to death in some empty hollow.
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LOUD GORING (striking the table): Robert, you must
fight her. Y ou must fight her.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: But how?

LORD GORING: | can't tell you how at present. |
have not the smalles idea. But every one has some
weak point. Thereis some flaw in each one of us. (Strolls
over tothefireplaceandlooksat himself in theglass.) My
father tells me that even | have faults. Perhaps | have.
| don't know.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | n defending myself against
Mrs. Cheveley, | have aright to use any weapon | can
find, have | not?

LORD GORING (still looking into the glass): | n your
place | don't think | should have the smallest scruple
in doing 0. Sheis thoroughly well able to take care of
hersdif.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (sitsdown at the table and takes
apen in hishand): Well, | shall send a cipher telegram
tothe Embassy at Vienna, toinquireif thereisanything
known againgt her. There may be some secret scandal
she might be afraid of.

LORD GORING (settling his buttonhole): Oh, I should
fancy Mrs. Cheveley isone of those very modern women
of our time who find a new scandal as becoming as a
new bonnet, and air them both in the Park every after-
noon at fivethirty. I am sure she adores scandals, and
that the sorrow of her life at present is that she can't
manage to have enough of them.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (writing): Why do you say
that?

LORD GORING (turning round): Well, she wore far too
much rouge last night, and not quite enough clothes.
That is always a sign of despair in a woman.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (striking a bell): But it is
worth whilemywiringtoVienna, isit not?
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LORD GORING: |t is always worth while asking a
question, though it is not always worth while answering
one.

Enter MASON.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: IsMr. Traffordin hisroom?

MASON: Yes, Sir Robert.

SIRROBERT CHILTERN (putswhat he haswritten into an
envelopewhich hethen carefully closes): Tell himtohave
this sent off in cipher at once. There must not be a
moment's delay.

MASON: Yes, Sir Robert.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Oh! Just give that back to
me again. (Writes something on the envelope. MASON then
goesout with theletter.)

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: She must have had some
curioushold over Baron Arnheim. | wonder what it was.

LORD GORING (smiling): | wonder.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | will fight her to the death,
as long as my wife knows nothing.

LORD GORING (strongly): Oh, fight in any case—in
any case.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (with a gesture of despair) : | f my
wifefound out therewould belittleleft tofight for. Well,
assoon as | hear from Vienna, | shall let you know the
result. It isa chance, just a chance, but | believe in it.
And as | fought the age with its own weapons, | will
fight her with her weapons. It isonly fair, and she looks
like awoman with a past, doesn't she?

LORD GORING: Most pretty women do. But thereis
a fashion in pads just as there is a fashion in frocks.
PerhapsMrs. Cheveley'spast ismerely adlightly decollete
one, and they are excessvely popular nowadays. Besides,
my dear Robert, | should not build too high hopes on
frightening Mrs. Cheveley. | should not fancy Mrs.
Cheveley is a woman who would be easly frightened.
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She has survived all her creditors, and she shows wonder -
ful presence of mind.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Oh, | live on hopes now.
| clutch at every chance. | feel like a man on a ship that
issinking. Thewater isround my feet, and the very air
is bitter with storm. Hush! | hear my wife's voice.

Enter LADY CHILTERN in walking-dress.

LADY CHILTERN: Good afternoon, Lord Goring!

LORD GORING: Good afternoon, Lady Chiltern!
Have you been in the Park?

LADY CHILTERN: NO; | have just come from the
Woman'sLiberal Association, where, by theway, Robert,
your name was received with loud applause, and now |
have comein to have my tea. (to LORD GORING.) YOU
will wait and have some tea, won't you?

LORD GORING: |'ll wait for a short time, thanks.

LADY CHILTERN: | will be back in a moment. | am
only going to take my hat off.

LORD GORING (in hismost earnest manner): Oh, please
don't. It is so pretty. One of the prettiest hats | ever
saw. | hope the Woman's Liberal Association received
it with loud applause.

LADY CHILTERN (with a smile): We have much more
important work to do than look at each other's bonnets,
Lord Goring.

LORD GORING: Really? What sort of work?

LADY CHILTERN: Oh, dull, useful, delightful things,
Factory Acts, Female Inspectors, the Eight Hours' Bill,
the Parliamentary Franchise. . . . Everything, in fact,
that you would find thoroughly uninteresting.

LORD GORING: And never bonnets?

LADY CHILTERN (with mock indignation): Never bon-
nets, never!

LADY CHILTERN goesout through thedoor leading to
her boudoir.
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SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (takes LORD GORING'S hand):
Y ou have been agood friend tome, Arthur, athoroughly
good friend.

LORD GORING: | don't know that | have been able
to do much for you, Robert, asyet. In fact, | have not
been able to do anythingfor you, asfar asl canse | am
thoroughly disappointed with mysdf.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: YOU have enabled me to
tell you the truth. That is something. The truth has
always gifled me.

LORD GORING: Ah! Thetruthisathing! get rid of
as soon as possblel Bad habit, by the way. Makes
one very unpopular at the club .. . with the older
members. They call it being conceited. Perhapsiit is.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | would to God that | had
been able to tell the truth ... to live the truth. Ah!
that isthegreat thinginlife, tolivethetruth. (Sighs, and
goes towards the door.) 1'l1 see you soon again, Arthur,
shan't 1?

LORD GORING : Certainly. Whenever you like. I'm
going to look in at the Bachelors Ball to-night, unless |
find something better to do. But |'ll come round to-
morrow morning. |f you should want me to-night by
any chance, send round a note to Curzon Street.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Thank you. (As he reaches
thedoor, LADY CHILTERN entersfrom her boudoir.)

LADY CHILTERN: You are not going, Robert?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | have someletterstowrite,
dear.

LADY CHILTERN (going to him): You work too hard,
Robert. You seem never to think of yoursdf, and you
arelooking so tired.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: |t isnothing, dear, nothing.
(Hekisses her and goes out)

LADY CHILTERN (t0 LORD GORING): Do st down. |
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am so glad you have called. | want-to talk to you about
.... well, not about bonnets, or the Woman's Liberal
Association. Y ou take far too much interest in the first
subject, and not nearly enough in the second.

LORD GORING: You want to talk to me about Mrs.
Cheveley?

LADY CHILTERN: Yes. You have guessed it. After
you left last night | found out that what she had said
was really true. Of course | made Robert write her a
letter at once, withdrawing his promise.

LORD GORING: So he gave me to understand.

LADY CHILTERN: To have kept it would have been
thefirst stain on a career that has been dainless always.
Robert must be above reproach. He is not like other
men. He cannot afford to do what other men do. (She
looks at LORD GORING, who remains silent.) Don't you
agree with me? You are Robert's greatest friend. You
are our greatest friend, Lord Goring. No one, except
mysdalf, knows Robert better than you do. He has no
screts from me, and | don't think he has any from you.

LORD GORING: He certainly has no secrets from me.
At leagt | don't think so.

LADY CHILTERN: Then am | not right in my
estimate of him? | know | am right. But speak to me
frankly.

LORD GORING (looking straight at her): Quitefrankly?

LADY CHILTERN: Surely. You have nothing to
conceal, have you?

LORD GORING: Nothing. But, my dear Lady Chil-
tern, | think, if you will allow me to say o, that in
practical life—

LADY CHILTERN (smiling): Of which you know s
little, Lord Goring—

LORD GORING: Ofwhich | know nothing by exper-
ience, though | know something by observation. | think
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that in practical life there is something about success
actual success that is a little unscrupulous, something
about ambition that is unscrupulous always. Once a
man has st his heart and soul on getting to a certain
point, if he has to climb the crag, he climbs the crag;
if hehastowalk in themire—

LADY CHILTERN: Well?

LORD GORING: He walks in the mire. Of course | am
only talking generally about life.

LADY CHILTERN (gravely): | hope 0. Why do you
look at me so strangely, Lord Goring?

LORD GORING: Lady Chiltern, | have sometimes
thought that. . . perhaps you are a little hard in some
of your views on life. | think that. . . often you don't
make sufficient allowances. In every nature there are
elements of weakness, or worse than weakness. Supposing
for instance, that—that any public man, my father, or
Lord Merton, or Robert, say, had, years ago, written
ome foolish letter to some one . . .

LADY CHILTERN: What do you mean by a foolish
letter?

LORD GORING: A letter gravely compromising one's
position. | am only putting an imaginary case

LADY CHILTERN: Robert is as incapable of doing
a foolish thing as he is of doing a wrong thing.

LORD GORING (after a long pause): Nobody is incap-
able of doing a foolish thing. Nobody is incapable of
doing a wrong thing.

LADY CHILTERN: Are you a Pessmig? What will
the other dandies say? They will all have to go into
mour ning.

LORD GORING (rising): No, Lady Chiltern, I am not
a Pessmig. Indeed | am not sure that | quite know
what Pessimism really means. All | do know is that life
cannot be understood without much charity, cannot be
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lived without much charity. Itislove, and not German
philosophy, that is the true explanation of this world,
whatever may be the explanation of the next. And if
you are ever in trouble, Lady Chiltern, trust me abso-
lutely, and | will help you in every way | can. Ifyou
ever want me, come to me for my asssance, and you
shall haveit. Come at once to me.

LADY CHILTERN (looking at himin surprise): Lord Gor-
ing, you are talking quite serioudy. | don't think | ever
heard you talk serioudy before.

LORD GORING (laughing): You must excuse me, L ady
Chiltern. It won't occur again, if | can help it.

LADY CHILTERN: But | likeyou to be serious.

Enter MABEL CHILTERN, in the most ravishing frock.

MABEL CHILTERN: Dear Gertrude, don't say such a
dreadful thing to Lord Goring. Seriousness would be
very unbecoming to him. Good afternoon, Lord Goring!
Pray be as trivial as you can.

LORD GORING: | should like to, Miss Mabel, but |
am afraid | am ... alittle out of practice this morning;
and besdes, | have to be going now.

MABEL CHILTERN: Just when | have comein! What
dreadful manners you have! | am sure you were very
badly brought up.

LORD GORING: | was

MABEL CHILTERN : | wish | had brought you up !

LORD GORING: | am 0 sorry you didn't.

MABEL CHILTERN: |tistoo late now, | suppose?

LORD GORING (smiling): | am not s sure.

MABEL CHILTERN: Will yourideto-morrow morning?

LORD GORING : Yes at ten.

MABEL CHILTERN: Don't forget.

LORD GORING: Of course | shan't. By the way,
Lady Chiltern, there is no list of your guess in The
Morning Post of to-day. It has apparently been crowded
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out by the County Council, or the Lambeth Conference,
or something equally boring. Could you let me have a
list? | have a particular reason for asking you.

LADY CHILTERN: | am sure Mr. Trafford will be
able to give you one.

LORD GORING: Thanks, o much.

MABEL CHILTERN: Tommy isthe most useful person
in London.

LORD GORING (turning to her): And who is the most
ornamental?

MABEL CHILTERN (triumphantly): | am.

LORD GORING : How clever of you to guessit ! (Takes
up his hat and cane.) Good-bye, Lady Chiltern! Y ou will
remember what | said to you, won't you?

LADY CHILTERN: Yes, but | don't know why you
said it to me.

LORD GORING: | hardly know mysdf. Good-bye,
MissM abel !

MABEL CHILTERN (with alittle moue of disappointment):
| wish you were not going. | have had four wonderful
adventures this morning; four and a half, in fact. You
might stop and listen to some of them.

LORD GORING: How very Hfish of you to have four
and a half! There won't be any left for me.

MABEL CHILTERN: | don't want you to have any.
They would not be good for you.

LORD GORING: That is the first unkind thing you
have ever said to me. How charmingly you said it!
Ten to-morrow.

MABEL CHILTERN: Sharp.

LORD GORING: Quite sharp. But don't bring Mr.
Trafford.

MABEL CHILTERN (with a little toss of her head): Of
course | shan't bring Tommy Trafford. Tommy Trafford
isin great disgrace.

215



AN IDEAL HUSBAND ACT 11

LORD GORING: | am delighted to hear it. (Bowsand
goesout.)

MABEL CHILTERN: Gertrude, | wish you would
geak to Tommy Trafford.

LADY CHILTERN: What has poor Mr. Trafford done
this time? Robert says he is the best secretary he has
ever had.

MABEL CHILTERN: Well, Tommy has proposed to me
again. Tommy really does nothing but propose to me.
He proposed to me last night in the music-room, when
| was quite unprotected, as there was an elaborate trio
going on. | didn't dare to make the smallest repartee,
| need hardly tell you. Ifl had, it would have stopped
the musc at once. Musical people are so absurdly
unreasonable. They always want one to be perfectly
dumb at the very moment when one is longing to be
absolutely deaf. Then he proposed to me in broad day-
light this morning, in front of that dreadful statue of
Achilles. Really, the things that go on in front of that
work of art are quite appalling. The police should
interfere. At luncheon | saw by the glare in his eye that
he was going to propose again, and | just managed to
check him in time by assuring him that | was a bime-
tallist. Fortunately | don't know what bimetallism
means. And | don't believe anybody dse does either.
But the observation crushed Tommy for ten minutes.
Helooked quite shocked. And then Tommy is so annoy-
ingin theway he proposes. | f he proposed at the top of
his voice, | should not mind so much. That might
produce some effect on the public. But he doesit in a
horrid confidential way. When Tommy wants to be
romantic he talks to onejust like a doctor. | am very
fond of Tommy, but his methods of proposing are quite
out of date. | wish, Gertrude, you would speak to him,
and tell him that once a week is quite often enough to
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propose to any one, and that it should always be done
in a manner that attracts some attention.

LADY CHILTERN: Dear Mabel, don't talk like that.
Besdes, Robert thinksvery highly of Mr. Trafford. He
believes he has a brilliant future before him.

MABEL CHILTERN: Oh, | wouldn't marry a man
with afuture before him for anything under the sun.

LADY CHILTERN: Mabel!

MABEL CHILTERN: | know, dear. You married a
man with a future, didn't you? But then Robert was a
genius, and you have a noble, sdf-sacrificing character.
Y ou can stand geniusss. | have no character at all, and
Robert isthe only genius | could ever bear. Asarule, |
think they are quite impossible. Geniuses talk so much,
don't they? Such a bad habit! And they are always
thinking about themsdves, when | want them to be
thinking about me. | must go round now and rehearse
at Lady Basldon's. You remember, we are having
tableaux, don't you? The Triumph of something, |
don't know what! 1 hope it will be triumph of me.
Onlytriumph | amreallyinterested in at present. (Kisses
LADY CHILTERN and goesout; then comesrunning back.) Oh,
Gertrude, do you know who is coming to sseyou? That
dreadful Mrs. Cheveley, in amos lovely gown. Did you
ak her?

LADY CHILTERN (rising): Mrs. Cheveley! Comingto
e me ? Impossible !

MABEL CHILTERN: | aswure you she is coming
upstairs, aslargeaslifeand not nearly so natural.

LADY CHILTERN: YOU need not wait, Mabel. Re-
member, Lady Basildon is expecting you.

MABEL CHILTERN: Oh! | must shake hands with
Lady Markby. Sheisdelightful. | love being scolded
by her.

Enter MASON.
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MASON: Lady Markby. Mrs. Cheveley.
Enter LADY MARKBY and MRS. CHEVELEY

LADY CHILTERN (advancing to meet them): Dear L ady
M arkby, how nice of you to come and see me! (Shakes
handswith her, and bows somewhat distantlytoMRS. CHEVE-
LEY.) Won't you sit down, Mrs. Cheveley?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Thanks. Isn't that Miss Chiltern?
| should like so much to know her.

LADY CHILTERN: Mabel, Mrs. Cheveley wishes to
know you.

MABEL CHILTERN givesallittle nod.

MRS. CHEVELEY (sitting down): | thought your frock
so charming lagt night, Miss Chiltern. So smple and
suitable.

MABEL CHILTERN: Really? | must tell my dress
maker. It will be such a surprise to her. Good-bye,
Lady Markby!

LADY MARKBY: Going already?

MABEL CHILTERN: | am s sorry but | am obliged to.
| am just off to rehearsal. | have got to stand on my
head in some tableaux.

LADY MARKBY: On your head, child? Oh, | hope
not. | believeit ismost unhealthy. (Takesa seat on the
sofanext LADY CHILTERN.)

MABEL CHILTERN: But it isfor an excelent charity;
in aid of the Undeserving, the only people | am really
interested in. | am the secretary, and Tommy Trafford
istreasurer.

MRS. CHEVELEY: And what is Lord Goring?

MABEL CHILTERN: Oh, Lord Goring is president.

MRS. CHEVELEY: The pog should suit him admir-
ably, unless he has deteriorated since | knew him first.

LADY MARKBY (reflecting): You are remarkably
modern, Mabel. A littletoo modern, perhaps. Nothing
is so dangerous as being too modern. One is apt to
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grow old-fashioned quite suddenly. | have known many
ingancesof it.

MABEL CHILTERN: What a dreadful prospect!

LADY MARKBY: Ah, my dear, you need not be
nervous. You will always be as pretty as possble. That
is the best fashion there is, and the only fashion that
England succeeds in setting.

MABEL GHILTERN (with a curtsey): Thank you o much,
Lady Markby, for England . . . and mysdf. (Goes out.)

LADY MARKBY (turning to LADY CHILTERN): Dear
Gertrude, we just called to know if Mrs. Cheveey's
diamond brooch has been found.

LADY CHILTERN: Here?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Yes. | missed it when | got back
to Claridge's, and | thought | might possbly have
dropped it here.

LADY CHILTERN: | haveheard nothing about it. But
| will send for the butler and ask. (Touchesthebell.)

MRS. CHEVELEY: Oh, pray don't trouble, Lady
Chiltern. | dare day | logt it at the Opera, before we
came on here.

LADY MARKBY: Ah yes | supposeit must have been
at the Opera. The fact is, we all scramble and: jostle
so much nowadays that | wonder we have anything at
all left on us at the end of an evening. | know myself
that, when | am coming back from the Drawing Room
| always fed asif | hadn't a shred on me, except a small
shred of decent reputation, just enough to prevent the
lower dasses making painful observations through the
windows of the carriage. The fact is that our Society is
terribly over-populated. Really, some one should
arrange a proper scheme of asssed emigration. |t
would do a great deal of good.

MRS. CHEVELEY: | quite agree with you, Lady
Markby. It is nearly sx years since | have been in
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London for the Season, and | must say Society has
become dreadfully mixed. One sss the oddest people
everywhere.

LADY MARKBY: That is quite true, dear. But one
needn't know them. |'m sure | don't know half the
people who come to my house. Indeed, from all | hear,
| shouldn't like to.

Enter MASON.

LADY CHILTERN: What sort of a brooch was it that
you logt, Mrs. Cheveley?

MRS. CHEVELEY: A diamond snake-brooch with a
ruby, arather largeruby.

LADY MARKBY: | thought you said there was a
sapphire on the head, dear?

MRS. CHEVELEY (smiling): No, Lady Markby—a
ruby.

LADY MARKBY (nodding her head): And very becoming,
| am quitesure.

LADY CHILTERN: Has a ruby and diamond brooch
been found in any of the rooms this morning, Mason?

MASON: No, my lady.

MRS. CHEVELEY : |t really is of no consequence, L ady
Chiltern. | am so sorry to have put you to any incon-
venience.

LADY CHILTERN (coldly): Oh, it has been no incon-
venience. That will do, Mason. You can bring tea.

MASON goesout.

LADY MARKBY: Well, | must say it is most annoying
to lose anything. | remember once at Bath, years ago,
losing in the Pump Room an exceedingly handsome
cameo bracelet that Sir John had given me. | don't
think he has ever given me anything since, | am sorry
to say. He has sadly degenerated. Really, this horrid
House of Commons quite ruins our husbands for us. |
think the Lower House by far the greatest blow to a
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happy married life that there has been since that terrible
thing called the Higher Education of Women was in-
vented.

LADY CHILTERN: Ah, it is heresy to say that in this
house, Lady Markby. Robert is a great champion of
the Higher Education of Women, and o, | am afraid,
am |.

MRS. CHEVELEY: The higher education of men is
what | should liketo see Men need it so sadly.

LADY MARKBY: They do, dear. But | am afraid
such a scheme would be quite unpractical. | don't think
man has much capacity for development. He got as far
as he can, and that is not far, is it? With regard to
women, well, dear Gertrude, you belong to the younger
generation, and | am sure it is all right if you approve
of it. In my time, of course, we were taught not to
understand anything. That was the old system, and
wonderfully interesting it was. | assure you that the
amount of things | and my poor dear sster were taught
not to understand was quite extraordinary. But modern
women understand everything, | am told.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Except their husbands. That is
the one thing the modern woman never understands.

LADY MARKBY: And a very good thing too, dear,
| dare say. It might break up many a happy home if
they did. Not yours, | need hardly say, Gertrude. You
have married a pattern husband. | wish | could say as
much for mysdf. But since Sir John has taken to atten-
ing the debates regularly, which he never used to do in
the good old days, his language has become quite
impossble. He always ssams to think that he is address-
ing the House, and consequently whenever he discusss
the state of the agricultural labourer, or the Welsh
Church, or something quite improper of that kind, | am
obliged to send all the servants out of the room. It is
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not pleasant to see ones own butler, who has been with
one for twenty-three years, actually blusning at the sde-
board, and the footmen making contortions in corners
like parsons in crcusss. | asure you my life will be
quite ruined unless they send John at once to the Upper
House. He won't take any interest in politics then, will
he? The House of Lords is so sengble. An assembly of
gentlemen. But in his present state, Sir John isreally a
great trial. Why, thismorning before breakfast was half
over, he sood up on the hearthrug, put his handsin his
pockets, and appealed to the country at the top of his
voice. | left the table as soon as | had my second cup of
tea, | need hardly say. But his violent language could
be heard all over the house! | trust, Gertrude, that Sir
Robert isnot likethat?

LADY CHILTERN: But | am very much interested in
politics, Lady Markby. | loveto hear Robert talk about
them.

LADY MARKBY: Well, I hope heis not as devoted to
Blue Books as Sir John is. | don't think they can be quite
improving reading for any one.

MRS. CHEVELEY (languidly): | have never read a
Blue Book. | prefer books ... in yellow covers

LADY MARKBY (genially unconscious): Yellow is a
gayer colour, is it not? | used to wear yellow a good
deal in my early days, and would do so now if Sir John
was not so painfully personal in his observations, and a
man on the question of dress is always ridiculous, is he
not?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Oh, no! | think men are the only
authorities on dress

LADY MARKBY: Really? One wouldn't say s from
the sort of hats they wear, would one?

MASON enters, followed by the footman. Teaisset on
asmall tablecloseto LADY CHILTERN.
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LADY CHILTERN: May | give you some tea, Mrs.
Cheveley?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Thanks.

MASON handsMRS. CHEVELEY acup of teaon a salver.

LADY CHILTERN: Sometea, Lady Markby?

LADY MARKBY: NO, thanks, dear. (The servants go
out) The fact is, | have promised to go round for ten
minutes to s poor Lady Brancaster, who is in very
great trouble. Her daughter, quite a well brought up
girl, too, has actually become engaged to be married to
a curate in Shropshire. It isvery sad, very sad indeed.
| can't understand this modern mania for curates. In
my time, we girls saw them, of course, running about the
place like rabbits. But we never took any notice of them,
| need hardly say. But | am told that nowadays country
society is quite honeycombed with them. | think it most
irreligious. And then the ddest son has quarrelled with
his father, and it is said that when they meset at the club
Lord Brancaster always hides himself behind the money
articlein The Times. However, | believe that is quite a
common occurrence nowadays and that they have to
take in extra copies of The Times at all the clubsin St.
James's Street ; there are so many sons who won't have
anything to do with ther fathers, and so many fathers
who won't speak to their sons | think mysdf, it is very
much to be regretted.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Sodo L Fathers have 0 much to
learn from their sons nowadays.

LADY MARKBY: Really, dear? What?

MRS. CHEVELEY : The art of living. The only really
fine art we have produced in modern times.

LADY MARKBY (shaking her head): Ah! | am afraid
Lord Brancaster knew a good deal about that. More
than his poor wife ever did. (Turning to LADY CHILTERN)
Y ou know L ady Brancaster, don't you, dear?
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LADY CHILTERN: Just dlightly. She was staying at
Langton last autumn, when wewere there.

LADY MARKBY : Waell, like all stout women, she looks
the very picture of happiness, as no doubt you noticed.
But there are many tragedies in her family, besdes this
affair of the curate. Her own sger, Mrs. Jekyll, had a
most unhappy life; through no fault of her own, | am
sorry to say. She ultimately was so broken-hearted that
she went into a convent, or on to the operatic stage, |
forget which. No; | think it was decorative art-needle-
work she took up. | know she had logt all snse of plea-
aurein life. (Rising.) And now, Gertrude, if you will
allow me, | shall leave Mrs. Cheveley in your charge and
call back for her in a quarter of an hour. Or perhaps,
dear Mrs. Cheveley, you wouldn't mind waiting in the
carriage while | am with Lady Brancaster. As| intend
it to be a visit of condolence, | shan't stay long.

MRS. CHEVELEY (rising): | don't mind waitingin the
carriageat all, provided thereis somebody to ook at one.

LADY MARKBY: Well, | hear the curate is always
prowling about the house.

MRS. CHEVELEY: | am afraid I am not fond of girl
friends.

LADY CHILTERN (rising): Oh, | hope Mrs. Cheveley
will stay here a little. | should like to have a few
minute's conversation with her.

MRS. CHEVELEY: HOW very kind of you, Lady Chil-
tern! Beieve me, nothing would give me greater
pleasure.

LADY MARKBY: Ah, no doubt you both have many
pleasant reminiscences of your school-days to talk over
together. Good-bye, dear Gertrude! Shall | s you at
Lady Bonar's to-night? She has discovered a wonder ful
new genius. Hedoes. . . nothingat all, | believe. That
is a great comfort, isit not?
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LADY CHILTERN : Robert and | are dining at home by
oursdvesto-night, and | don't think | shall go anywhere
afterwards. Robert, of course, will have to be in the
House. But there is nothing interesting on.

LADY MARKBY: Dining at home by yoursdves? Is
that quite prudent? Ah, | forgot, your husband is an
exception. Mineisthegeneral rule, and nothing agesa
woman so rapidly as having married the general rule.

LADY MARKBY goes out.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Wonderful woman, Lady Markby,
isn't she? Talks more and says lessthan anybody | ever
met. Sheismadeto beapublic speaker. Much moreso
than her husband, though he is a typical Englishman,
always dull and usually violent.

LADY CHILTERN (makesno answer, but remainsstanding.
Thereisa pause. Then the eyes of the two women meet. LADY
CHILTERN looks gan and pale. MRS. CHEVELEY seems
rather amused): Mrs. Cheveley, | think it isright totell
you quite frankly that, had | known who you really
were, | should not have invited you to my house last
night.

MRS. CHEVELEY (with an impertinent smile): Really?

LADY CHILTERN: | could not have done .

MRS. CHEVELEY : | s that after all these years you
have not changed a bit, Gertrude.

LADY CHILTERN: | never change.

MRS.CHEVELEY (elevating her eyebrows): Then lifehas
taught you nothing?

LADY CHILTERN: |t hastaught methat a person who
has once been guilty of a dishonest and dishonourable
action may be guilty of it a second time, and should be
shunned.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Would you apply that rule to
every one?

LADY CHILTERN : Yes, to every one, without exception.
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MRS. CHEVELEY : Then | am softy for you, Gertrude,
very sorry for you.

LADY CHILTERN: You se now, | am sure, that for
many reasons any further acquaintance between us
during your stay in London is quite impossble?

MRS. CHEVELEY (leaning back in her chair): Do you
know, Gertrude, | don't mind your talking morality a
bit. Morality is smply the attitude we adopt towards
people whom we personally didike. You didike me.
| am quite aware of that. And | have always detested
you. And yet | have come here to do you a service.

LADY CHILTERN (contemptuously): Like the service
you wished to render my husbhand last night, | suppose
Thank heaven, | saved him from that.

MRS. CHEVELEY (starting to her feet): It was you who
made him write that insolent letter to me? It was you
who made him break his promise?

LADY CHILTERN: Yes

MRS. CHEVELEY: Then you must make him keep it.
| give you till to-morow morning—no more. |f by that
time your husband does not solemnly bind himsef to
help mein this great scheme in which | am interested——

LADY CHILTERN: This fraudulent speculation——

MRS. CHEVELEY: Call it what you choose. | hold
your husband in the hollow of my hand, and if you are
wiseyou will make him dowhat | tell him.

LADY CHILTERN (rising and going towards her): You are
impertinent. What has my husband to do with you?
With awoman like you?

MRS. CHEVELEY (with a bitter laugh) : | n this world
like meets with like. It is because your husband is him-
sdf fraudulent and dishonest that we pair so well to-
gether. Between you and him there are chasms. Heand
| aredoser than friends. We are enemieslinked together.
Thesamesin bindsus.
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LADY CHILTERN: How dare you dass my husband
with yoursdf! How dare you threaten him or mel!
Leave my house. You are unfit to enter it.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN enters from behind. He
hears his wife's last words, and sees to whom they are
addressed. He grows deadly pale.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Your house! A house bought with
the price of dishonour. A house, everything in which
has been paid for by fraud. (Turnsround and sees SIR
ROBERT CHILTERN.) Ask him what the origin of his
fortuneis! Get him to tell you how he sold to a stock-
broker a Cabinet secret. Learn from him to what you
owe your position.

LADY CHILTERN: It isnot true! Robert! It isnot true!

MRS. CHEVELEY (pointing at him with outstretched finger):
Look at him! Can he deny it? Does he dare to?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN : GO ! GO at once. You have
done your worst now.

MRS. CHEVELEY: My worst? | have not yet finished
with you, with either of you. | give you both till to-
morrow at noon. If by then you don't do what | bid
you to do, the whole world shall know the origin of
Robert Chiltern.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN strikesthe bell. MASON enters.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Show Mrs. Cheveley out.

MRS. CHEVELEY starts; then bows with somewhat
exaggerated politeness to LADY CHILTERN, who makes
no sign of response. As she passes by SIR ROBERT
CHILTERN, who is standing close to the door, she pauses

for a moment and looks him straight in the face. She then

goesout, followed by the servant, who closesthe door after

him. The husband and wife areleft alone. LADY CHIL-

TERN stands like some one in a dreadful dream. Then she

turnsround andlooksat her hushand. Shelooksat himwith

strangeeyes, asthough shewasseeing himfor thefirsttime.
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LADY CHILTERN: You sold a Cabinet secret for
money? Y ou began your life with fraud? Y ou built up
your career on dishonour? Oh, tell me it is not true!
Lietome! Lietome! Tell meitisnot true!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: What this woman said is
quitetrue. But, Gertrude, listentome. You don't realise
how | was tempted. Let me tell you the whole thing.
{Goestowardsher.)

LADY CHILTERN: Don't come near me. Don't
touch me. | fed as if you had soiled me for ever. Oh,
what a mask you have been wearing all these years! A
horrible painted mask! You sold yoursef for money.
Oh, a common thief were better. You put yoursef up
to sale to the highest bidder! You were bought in the
market. You lied tothewholeworld. And yet you will
not lie to me.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (rushing towards her): Ger-
trude! Gertrude!

LADY CHILTERN (thrusting him back with outstretched
hands): No, don't speak! Say nothing! Your voice
wakes terrible memories—memories of things that
made me love you—memories of words that made me
love you—memories that now are horrible to me. And
how | worshipped you! You were to me something
apart from common life, a thing pure, noble, hones,
without stain. The world seemed to me finer because
you werein it, and goodness morereal because you lived.
And now—oh, when | think that | made of a man like
you my ideal, the ideal of my life!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: There was your mistake.
There was your error. The error all women commit.
Why can't you women love us, faults and all? Why do
you place us on mongtrous pedestals? We have all feet
of clay, women as well as men; but when we men love
women, we love them knowing their weaknesses, their
follies, their imperfections, love them all the more, it
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may be, for that reason. It is not the perfect, but the
imperfect, who have need of love. It is when we are
wounded by our own hands, or by the hands of others
that love should come to cure us—dse what use is love
at all? All sins, except a sin against itself, Love should
forgive. All lives, save loveless lives, true Love should
pardon. A man's love is like that. It is wider, larger,
more human than a woman's. Women think that they
are making ideals of men. What they are making of us
are false idols merely. Y ou made your fase idol of me,
and | had not the courage to come down, show you my
wounds, tell you my wesaknesses. | was afraid that |
might lose your love, as | have lost it now. And so, last
night you ruined my life for me—yes, ruined it ! What
this woman asked of me was nothing compared to what
she offered to me. She offered security, peace, stability.
The sin of my youth, that | had thought was buried, rose
up in front of me, hideous, horrible, with its hands at my
throat. | could have killed it for ever, sent it back into
its tomb, destroyed its record, burned the one witness
against me. You prevented me. No one but you, you
know it. And now what is there before me but public
disgrace, ruin, terrible shame, the mockery of theworld,
alonely dishonoured life, alonely dishonoured death, it
may be, some day? Let women make no more ideals of
men! Let them not put them on atars and bow before
them, or they may ruin other lives ascompletely asyou—
youwhom | have so wildly loved—have ruined mine!
He passesfrom the room. LADY CHILTERN rushes
towards him, but the door is closed when she reaches it.
Pale with anguish, bewildered, helpless, she swayslike a
plantinthewater. Her hands, outstretched, seemtotremble
intheair like blossomsin thewind. Then sheflings herself
down beside a sofa and buries her face. Her sobsarelike
the sobs of a child.

CURTAIN
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ACTIII

The library in LORD GORING'S house. An Adam room. On
theright isthe door leading into the hall. On theleft, the
door of the smoking-room, A pair of folding-doors at the
back opensinto the drawing-room. Thefireislit, PHIPPS,
the butler, is arranging some newspapers on the writing-
table. The digtinction of PHIPPS is his impassivity. He
has been termed by enthusiasts the Ideal Butler. The
Sphinx is not so incommunicable. He is a mask with a
manner. Of his intellectual or emotional life, history
knows nothing. Herepresents the dominance of form.

LORD GORING entersin evening dress with a button-
hole. He iswearing a silk hat and Inverness cape. White-
gloved, he carries a Louis Seize cane. His are all the
delicate fopperies of fashion. One sees that he stands in
immediaterelation to modern life, makesit indeed, and so
mastersit. Heis the first well-dressed philosopher in the
history of thought.

LORD GORING: Got my second buttonhole for me,
Phipps?

PHIPPS: Yes, my lord. (Takes his hat, cane, and cape, and
presents new buttonhole on salver.)

LORD GORING: Rather distinguished thing, Phipps.
| am the only person of the smallest importance in
London at present who wears a buttonhole.

PHIPPS: Yes, mylord. | have observed that.

LORD GORING (taking out old buttonhole): You ses
Phipps, fashion is what one wears onesdf. What is
unfashionable is what other people wear.

PHIPPS: Yes, my lord.
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LORD GORING: Just asvulgarity is smply the conduct
of other people.

PHIPPS : Yes, my lord.

LORD GORING (putting in new buttonhole): And false-
hoods the truths of other people.

PHIPPS: Yes, my lord.

LORD GORING: Other peoplearequitedreadful. The
only possible society is onesdf.

PHIPPS: Yes, my lord.

LORD GORING: To love onesdf is the beginning of a
lifelong romance, Phipps.

PHIPPS : Yes, my lord.

LORD GORING (looking at himself in the glass): Don't
think 1 quite like this buttonhole, Phipps. Makes me
look a little too old. Makes me almost in the prime of
life, eh, Phipps?

PHIPPS: | don't observe any alteration in your lord-
ship'sappearance.

LORD GORING: You don't, Phipps?

PHIPPS : No, my lord.

LORD GORING: | am not quitesure. For thefuturea
more trivial buttonhole, Phipps, on Thursday evenings.

PHIPPS: | will speak to the florist, my lord. She has
had a loss in her family lately, which perhaps accounts
for thelack of triviality your lordship complains of in the
buttonhole.

LORD GORING: Extraordinary thing about the lower
dasesin England—they are alwayslosing their relations.

PHIPPS: Yes, mylord. They are extremely fortunate
in that respect.

LORD GORING (turns round and looks at him. PHIPPS
remainsimpassive): H'm! Any letters, Phipps?

PHIPPS: Three, mylord. (Handsletterson asalver.)

LORD GORING (takes letters): Want my cab round in
twenty minutes.
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PHIPPS: Yes, my lord. (Goestowards door.)

LORD GORING (holdsup letter in fink envelope): Ahem!
Phipps, when did this letter arrive?

PHIPPS : | t was brought by hand just after your lord-
ship went to the club.

LORD GORING : That will do. (PHIPPS goes out) L ady
Chiltern's handwriting on Lady Chiltern's pink note-
paper. That israther curious. | thought Robert was to
write. Wonder what Lady Chiltern has got to say to me?
(Sitsat bureau and opensletter, andreadsit.) 'l want you,
| trust you. | am comingtoyou. Gertrude." (Putsdown
theletter with apuzzedlook. Then takesit up, and readsit
again slowly.) * | want you. | trust you. | am comingto
you." So she has found out everything! Poor woman!
Poor woman! (Pulls out watch and looks at it.) But what
an hour to call! Ten o'clock! | shall have to give up
going to the Berkshires. However, it is always nice to be
expected, and not to arrive. | am not expected at the
Bachelor's, so | shall certainly go there. Well, | will
make her stand by her husband. That is the only thing
for her todo. That istheonly thingfor any woman to do.
It is the growth of the moral snse in women that makes
marriage such a hopedess, one-sided institution. Ten
o'clock. She should be here soon. | must tell Phipps |
am notintoanyonedse (Goestowardsbell.)

Enter PHIPPS.

PHIPPS: Lord Caversham.

LORD GORING: Oh, why will parents always appear
at the wrong time? Some extraordinary mistake in
nature, | suppose. (Enter LORD CAVERSHAM.) Delighted
toseyou, my dear father. (Goesto meet him.)

LORD CAVERSHAM : Take my cloak off.

LORD GORING: Isit worth while, father?

LORD CAVERSHAM : Of course it is worth while, sir.
Which is the most comfortable chair?
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LORD GORING: Thisone, father. Itisthechair | use
myself, when | have visitors.

LORD CAVERSHAM: Thank ye. No draught, | hope,
in this room?

LORD GORING: No,father.

LORD CAVERSHAM (sitting down): Glad to hear it.
Can't stand draughts. No draughts at home.

LORD GORING: Good many breezes, father.

LORD CAVERSHAM: Eh? Eh? Don't understand
what you mean. Want to have a serious conversation
with you, sir.

LORD GORING: MYy dear father! At this hour?

LORD CAVERSHAM: Well, sir, it is only ten o'clock.
What is your objection to the hour? | think the hour is
an admirable hour!

LORD GORING: Well, thefact is, father, thisis not my
day for talking seriously. | am very sorry, but it is not
my day.

LORD CAVERSHAM: What do you mean, sir?

LORD GORING: During the Season, father, 1 only
talk seriously on the first Tuesday in every month, from
four to seven.

LORD CAVERSHAM : Well, make it Tuesday, sir, make
it Tuesday.

LORD GORING: But it is after seven, father, and my
doctor says | must not have any serious conversation
after seven. It makes me talk in my sleep.

LORD CAVERSHAM: Talk in your sleep, sir? What
does that matter? Y ou are not married.

LORD GORING: No, father, | am not married.

LORD CAVERSHAM: H'm! Thatiswhat | have come
to talk to you about, sir. Y ou have got to get married,
and at once. Why, when | wasyour age, sir, | had been an
inconsolable widower for three months, and was already
paying my addresses to your admirable mother. Damme,
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Sr, it is your duty to get married. You can't be always
living for pleasure. Every man of position is married
nowadays. Bachdors are not fashionable any more.
They are a damaged lot. Too much is known about
them. You must get awife, sr. Look where your friend
Robert Chiltern has got to by probity, hard work, and a
sensble marriage with a good woman. Why don't you
imitate him, sr? Why don't you take him for your
model?

LORD GORING: | think | shall, father.

LORD CAVERSHAM: | wish you would, sr. Then |
should be happy. At present | make your mother's life
miserable on your account. You are heartless, sr, quite
heartless.

LORD GORING: | hope nat, father.

LORD CAVERSHAM : And it is high time for you to get
married. You are thirty-four years of age, sr.

LORD GORING: Yes, father, but | only admit to
thirty-two—thirty-one and a half when | have a really
good buttonhole. This buttonhole is not . . . trivial
enough.

LORD CAVERSHAM : | tell you you are thirty-four, gr.
And there is a draught in your room, besdes which
makes your conduct worse. Why did you tell me there
was no draught, sr? | fed a draught, sr, | fed it
distinctly.

LORD GORING: so do |, father. It is a dreadful
draught. | will come and s you to-morrow, father. We
can talk over anythingyou like. Let mehelp you on with
your cloak, father.

LORD CAVERSHAM : No, gr ; | have called this evening
for a definite purpose, and | am going to se it through at
all codsto my health or yours. Put down my cloak, sir.

LORD GORING: Certainly, father. But let us go into*
another room. (Rings bell.) Thereis a dreadful draught
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here. (Enter PHIPPS.) Phipps, istherea good firein the
smoking-room?

PHIPPS: Yes, my lord.

LORD GORING: Comein there, father. Your sneezes
are quite heart-rending.

LORD CAVERSHAM : Well, sir, | suppose | havearight
to sneeze when | choose?

LORD GORING (apologetically): Quiteso, father. | was
merely expressng sympathy.

LORD CAVERSHAM : Oh, damn sympathy. Thereisa
great deal too much of that sort of thing going on now-
adays.

LORD GORING: | quite agree with you, father. |f
there was less sympathy in the world there would be less
troublein theworld.

LORD CAVERSHAM (going towards the smoking-room)
That is a paradox, Sr. | hate paradoxes.

LORD GORING: Sodol,father. Everybody one meets
is a paradox nowadays. It is a great bore. It makes
society o obvious.

LORD CAVERSHAM (turning round, and looking at his son
beneath hisbushy eyebrows): Doyou alwaysr eally under -
stand what you say, sr?

LORD GORING (after some hesitation): Yes, father, if |
listen attentively.

LORD CAVERSHAM (indignantly): |f you listen atten-
tively! . . . Conceited young puppy! (Goes off grumbling
into the smoking-room. PHIPPS enters.)

LORD GORING: Phipps, thereis a lady coming to se
me this evening on particular busness Show her into
the drawing-room when she arrives. You understand?

PHIPPS: Yes, my lord.

LORD GORING: It is a matter of the gravest impor-
tance, Phipps.

PHIPPS: | understand, my lord.
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LORD GORING: No one dse is to be admitted, under
any circumstances.

PHIPPS: | understand, my lord. (Bell rings.)

LORD GORING: Ah! That is probably the lady. |
shall see her mysdf.

Just asheisgoing towardsthe door LORD CAVERSHAM
entersfromthesmoking-room.

LORD CAVERSHAM: Well, sr? Am | to wait attend-
ance on you?

LORD GORING (considerably perplexed): | n a moment,
father. Do excuse me. (LORD CAVERSHAM goes back.)
Well, remember my instructions, Phipps—into that room.

PHIPPS: Yes, my lord.

LORD GORING goesinto the smoking-room. HAROLD,
thefootman, shows MRS. CHEVELEY in. Lamia-like,
sheisin green andsilver. Shehasacloak of black satin,
lined with dead rose-leaf silk.

HAROLD: What name, madam?

MRS. CHEVELEY (to PHIPPS, who advances towards her):
IsLord Goring not here? | was told he was at home?

PHIPPS: Hislordship is engaged at present with Lord
Caversham, madam. (Turnsa cold, glassy eye on HAROLD,
whoat onceretires.)

MRS. CHEVELEY (to herself): How very filial !

PHIPPS: His lordship told me to ak you, madam, to
be kind enough to wait in the drawing-room for him.
His lordship will come to you there.

MRS. CHEVELEY (with alook of surprise): Lord Goring
expects me?

PHIPPS: Yes, madam.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Areyou quite sure?

PHIPPS: His lordship told me that if a lady called, |
wasto ak her towait in thedrawing-room. (Goesto the
door of the drawing-room and opensit): Hislordship's
directions on the subject were very precise.
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MRS. CHEVELEY (to herself): How thoughtful of him!
To expect the unexpected shows a thoroughly modern
intellect. (Goestowardsthedrawing-roomandlooksin.) Ugh!
How dreary a bachelor's drawing-room always looks. |
shall haveto alter all this. (PHIPPS brings the lamp from the
writing-table) No, | don't care for that lamp. It is far
too glaring. Light some candles.

PHIPPS (replaces lamp): Certainly, madam.

MRS. CHEVELEY: | hope the candles have very
becoming shades.

PHIPPS: We have had no complaints about them,
madam, asyet. (Passesinto the drawing-room and beginsto
light the candles.)

MRS. CHEVELEY (to herself): | wonder what woman he
iswaiting for to-night. It will be delightful to catch him.
M en always|ook so silly when they are caught. And they
are always being caught. (Looks about room and approaches
the writing-table) What a very interesting room! What
a very interesting picture! Wonder what his correspon-
dence is like. (Takes up letters) Oh, what a very un-
interesting correspondence! Bills and cards, debts and
dowagers! Who on earth writes to him on pink paper?
How silly to write on pink paper! Itlookslike the begin-
ing of a middle-class romance. Romance should never
begin with sentiment. It should begin with science and
end with a settlement. (Puts letter down, then takes it up
again.) | know that handwriting. That is Gertrude
Chiltern's. | remember it perfectly. The ten command-
ments in every stroke of the pen, and the moral law all
over the page. Wonder what Gertrude iswriting to him
about? Someting horrid about me, | suppose. How |
detest thatwoman! (Readsit.) ' | trustyou. | wantyou. |
am coming to you. Gertrude." "I trust you. | want you.
| am coming to you." (A look of triumph comes over her
face. Sheisjust about to steal the letter, when PHIPPS comesin.)
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PHIPPS: The candles in the drawing-room are lit,
madam, as you directed.

MRS. CHEVELEY : Thank you. (Rises hastily and slips
theletter under alargesilver-cased blotting-book that islying on
the table.)

PHIPPS: | trust the shades will be to your liking,
madam. They are the most becoming we have. They
are the same as his lordship uses himself when he is
dressing for dinner.

MRS. CHEVELEY (with asmile): Then | am sure they
will be perfectly right.

PHIPPS (gravely): Thank you, madam.

MRS. CHEVELEY goesinto the drawing-room. PHIPPS
closesthedoor andretires. Thedoor isthen slowly opened,
and MRS. CHEVELEY comes out and creeps stealthily
towards the writing-table. Suddenly voices are heard from
the smoking-room. MRS. CHEVELEY grows pale, and
stops. The voices grow louder and she goes back into the
drawing-room, biting her lip. Enter LORD GORING and
LORD CAVERSHAM.

LORD GORING (expostulating): My dear father, if | am
to get married, surely you will allow me to choose the
time, place, and person? Particularly the person.

LORD CAVERSHAM (testily): That is a matter for me,
sr. You would probably make a very poor choice. It is
| who should be consulted, not you. There is property at
stake. It is not a matter for affection. Affection comes
later onin married life.

LORD GORING: Yes. |In married life affection comes
when people thoroughly didike each other, father,
doesn't it? (Puts on LORD CAVERSHAM'S cloak for him.)

LORD CAVERSHAM: Certainly, dr. | mean certainly
not, dr. You are talking very foolishly to-night. What
| say isthat marriage is a matter for common snse

LORD GORING: But women who have common sense
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are so curioudy plain, father, aren't they? Of course |
only speak from hearsay.

LORD CAVERSHAM: No woman, plain or pretty, has
any common snse at all, sr. Common sns is the
privilege of our sx.

LORD GORING: Quite 0. And we men are 0 sdf-
sacrificing that we never use it, do we, father?

LORD CAVERSHAM : | useit, dr. | usenothing dse

LORD GORING: So my mother tellsme.

LORD CAVERSHAM : |t is the secret of your mother's
happiness. You are very heartless, sr, very heartless.

LORD GORING: | hope not, father. (Goss outfor a
moment. Then returns, looking rather put out, with SIR
ROBERT CHILTERN.)

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: My dear Arthur, what a
piece of good luck meeting you on the doorstep! Your
servant had just told me you were not at home. How
extraordinary!

LORD GORING: The fact is, | am horribly busy to-
night, Robert, and | gave orders | was not at home to
any one. Even my father had a comparatively cold
reception. He complained of a draught the whole time.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Ah, you must be at home to
me, Arthur. You are my bes freind. Perhaps by to-
morrow you will be my only friend. My wife has dis
covered everything.

LORD GORING: Ah, | guessed as much!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (looking at him): Really!
How?

LORD GORING (after some hesitation): Oh, merely by
something in the expression of your face as you came in.
Who told her?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Mrs. Cheveley hersdf. And
the woman | love knows that | began my career with
an act of low dishonesty, that | built up my life upon
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sands of shame—that | sold, like a common huckster,
the secret that had been entrusted to me as a man of
honour. | thank heaven poor L ord Radley died without
knowing that | betrayed him. | would to God | had
died before | had been so horribly tempted, or had fallen
so low. (Burying his face in his hands.)

LORD GORING (after a pause): Y ou have heard nothing
from Vienna yet, in answer to your wire?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (looking up): Yes; | got a
telegram from the first secretary at eight o'clock to-night.

LORD GORING: Well?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Nothingisabsolutely known
against her. On the contrary, she occupies a rather high
position in society. It is a sort of open secret that Baron
Arnheim left her the greater portion of his immense
fortune. Beyond that | can learn nothing.

LORD GORING: She doesn't turn out to be a spy then?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN : Oh, spies are of no use now-
adays. Their profession is over. The newspapers do
their work instead.

LORD GORING: And thunderingly well they do it.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Arthur, | am parched with
thirst. May | ring for something? Some hock and
seltzer?

LORD GORING: Certainly. Let me. (Ringsthebell.)

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN : Thanks ! | don't know what
to do, Arthur, | don't know what to do, and you are my
only friend. But what afriend you are—the one friend
| cantrust. | cantrustyou absolutely, can't 1?

Enter PHIPPS.

LORD GORING: My dear Robert, of course. Oh!
(To PHIPPS.) Bring some hock and seltzer.

PHIPPS: Yes, my lord.

LORD GORING: And Phipps!

PHIPPS: Yes, my lord.

240



ACT IlI AN IDEAL HUSBAND

LORD GORING: Will you excuse me for a moment,
Robert? | want to give some directions to my servant.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Certainly.

LORD GORING: When that lady calls, tell her that |
am not expected home this evening. Tell her that | have
been suddenly called out of town. Y ou understand?

PHIPPS: Thelady isin that room, my lord. You told
me to show her into that room, my lord.

LORD GORING: You did perfectly right. (Exit PHIPPS.)
What amess| amin. No; | think | shall get throughit.
['l1 give her alecture through the door. Awkward thing
to manage, though.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Arthur, tell me what |
should do. My life seems to have crumbled about me. |
am a ship without a rudder in a night without a star.

LORD GORING: Robert, you love your wife, don't
you?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | love her more than any-
thing in the world. | used to think ambition the great
thing. Itis not. Love is the great thing in the world.
There is nothing but love, and | love her. But | am de-
famed in her eyes. | am ignoble in her eyes. There is a
wide gulf between us now. She has found me out, Arthur,
she has found me out.

LORD GORING: Has she never in her life done some
folly—some indiscretion—that she should not forgive
your sin?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN : My wife ! Never ! She does
not know what weakness or temptation is. | am of clay
like other men. She stands apart as good women do—
pitiless in her perfection—cold and stern and without
mercy. But | love her, Arthur. We are childless, and |
have no one dse to love, no one ese to love me. Perhaps
if God had sent us children she might have been kinder
to me. But God has given us a lonely house. And she
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has cut my heart in two. Don't let us talk ofit. | was
brutal to her this evening. But | suppose when snners
talk to saintsthey are brutal always. | said to her things
that werehideoudy true, on my side, from my standpoint,
from the standpoint of men. But don't let ustalk of that.

LORD GORING: Your wife will forgive you. Perhaps
at this moment she is forgiving you. She loves you,
Robert. Why should she not forgive?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: God grant it! God grant
it! (Buries his face in his hands.) But there is something
morel havetotell you, Arthur.

Enter pHIPPSWiIth drinks.

PHIPPS (hands hock and seltzer to SIR ROBERT CHIL-
TERN) : Hock and sdtzer, sr.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Thank you.

LORD GORING: Isyour carriage here, Robert?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: No, | walked from the club.

LORD GORING: Sir Robert will take my cab, Phipps.

PHIPPS: Yes, my lord. (He goesout.)

LORD GORING: Robert, you don't mind my sending
you away?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Arthur, you must let me stay
for five minutes. | have made up my mind what | am
going to do to-night in the House. The debate on the
Argentine Canal isto begin at dleven. (A chair fallsin the
drawing-room.) What isthat?

LORD GORING: Nothing.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | heard a chair fall in the
next room. Some one has been listening.

LORD GORING : No, no ; thereis no one there.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: There is some one. There
are lights in the room, and the door isajar. Some one
has been listening to every secret of my life. Arthur,
what does this mean?

LORD GORING: Robert, you are excited, unnerved.
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| tell you there is no one in that room. Sit down,
Robert.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Do you give me your word
that there is no one there?

LORD GORING: Yes

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Your word of honour? (Sits
down.)

LORD GORING: VYes

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (rises): Arthur, let me se
for mysdf.

LORD GORING : No, no.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: |fthereisno one there why
should | not look in that room? Arthur, you must let
me go into that room and satify mysdf. Let me know
that no eavedropper has heard my life's secret. Arthur,
you don't realise what | am going through.

LORD GORING: Robert, this must stop. | have told
you that thereis no onein that room—that is enough.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (rushesto the door of the room):
It is not enough. | ingst on going into this room. You
have told me there is no one there, so what reason can
you have for refusing me?

LORD GORING: For God'ssake don't! Thereissome
one there. Some one whom you must not se

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN : Ah, | thought 20!

LORD GORING: | forbid you to enter that room.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Stand back. My life is at
sake. And | don't carewhoisthere. | will know who
it is to whom | have told my secret and my shame.
(Entersroom.)

LORD GORING : Great heavens, his own wife !

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN comes back, with a look of
scorn and anger on hisface.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: What explanation have you
to give me for the presence of that woman here?
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LORD GORING: Robert, | swear to you on my honour
that that lady is stainless and guiltless of all offence
towards you.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: She is a vile, an infamous
thing!

LORD GORING: Don't say that, Robert! |t was for
your sske she came here. It was to try and save you she
came here. She loves you and no one ese.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: You are mad. What have |
to dowith her intrigues with you? Let her remain your
mistress ! Y ou are well suited to each other. She, corrupt
and shameful—you, false as a friend, treacherous as an
enemy even——

LORD GORING: Itis nottrue, Robert. Before heaven
itisnot true. Inherpresence andinyours| will explain
all.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Let me pass, sir. You have
lied enough upon your word of honour.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN goes out. LORD GORING
rushesto the door of the drawing-room, when MRS. CHEVE-
L EY comesout, looking radiant and much amused.

MRS. CHEVELEY (with a mock curtsey): Good evening,
Lord Goring!

LORD GORING: Mrs. Cheveley! Great heavens! . . .
May | ask what you were doing in my drawing-room?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Merely listening. | have a perfect
passion for listening through keyholes. One aways hears
such wonderful things through them.

LORD GORING: Doesn't that sound rather like tempt-
ing Providence?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Oh, surely Providence can resist
temptation by thistime. {Makes a sign to him to take her
cloak off, which hedoes.)

LORD GORING: | am glad you have called. | am
going to give you some good advice.
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MRS. CHEVELEY: Oh, pray don't. One should never
give awoman anything that she can't wear in the even-
ing.

LORD GORING: | see you are quite as wilful as you
used to be.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Far more! | have greatly im-
proved. | have had more experience.

LORD GORING: Too much experience is a dangerous
thing. Pray have a cigarette. Half the pretty women in
h g?don smoke cigarettes. Personally | prefer the other

MRS. CHEVELEY: Thanks. | never smoke. My dress-
maker wouldn't likeit, and awoman's first duty in life
is to her dressmaker, isn't it? What the second duty is,
no one has as yet discovered.

LORD GORING: YOU have come here to sell me
Robert Chiltern's letter, haven't you?

MRS. CHEVELEY: TO offer it to you on conditions.
Howdidyouguessthat?

LORD GORING: Because you haven't mentioned the
subject. Haveyougotitwithyou?

MRS. CHEVELEY (sitting down): Oh, no ! A well-
made dress has no pockets.

LORD GORING: What isyour price for it?

MRS. CHEVELEY: How absurdly English you arel
The English think that a cheque-book can solve every
probleminlife. Why, my dear Arthur, | have very much
more money than you have, and quite as much as
Robert Chiltern has got hold of. Money is not what |
want.

LORD GORING: What do you want then, Mrs.
Cheveley?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Why don't you call me Laura?

LORD GORING: | don't like the name.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Youusedto adoreit.
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LORD GORING: Yes: that's why. (MRS. CHEVELEY
motions him to sit down besider her. He smiles, and does so.)

MRS, CHEVELEY: Arthur, you loved me once.

LORD GORING: VYes

MRS. CHEVELEY: And you asked me to be your
wife.

LORD GORING: That was the natural result of my
loving you.

MRS. CHEVELEY: And you threw me over because
you saw, or said you saw, poor old Lord Mortlake
trying to have a violent flirtation with me in the con-
servatory at Tenby.

LORD GORING: | am under the impression that my
lawyer settled that matter with you on certain terms . . .
dictated by yoursdf.

MRS. CHEVELEY: At that time | was poor ; you were
rich.

LORD GORING: Quiteso. Thatiswhy you pretended
to love me.

MRS. CHEVELEY (shrugging her shoulders): Poor old
Lord Mortlake, who had only two topics of conversation,
his gout and his wife! | never could quite make out
which of the two he was talking about. He used the
most horrible language about them both. Well, you
weresilly, Arthur. Why, Lord Mortlakewas never any-
thing more to me than an amusement. One of those
utterly tedious amusements one only finds at an English
country house on an English country Sunday. | don't
think any one at all morally responsble for what he or
she does at an English country house.

LORD GORING : Yes. | know lots of people think that.

MRS. CHEVELEY: | loved you, Arthur.

LORD GORING: My dear Mrs. Cheveley, you have
always been far too clever to know anything about
love.
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MRS. CHEVELEY : | did love you. And you loved me.
Y ou know you loved me; and love is a very wonderful
thing. | suppose that when a man has once loved a
woman he will do anything for her, except continue to
love her? (Putsher handon his)

LORD GORING (Taking his hand away quietly): Yes:
except that.

MRS. CHEVELEY (after apause): | am tired of living
abroad. | want to come back to London. | want to
have a charming house here. | want to have a salon.
If one could only teach the English how to talk, and the
Irish how to listen, society here would be quite civilised.
Besdes | have arrived at the romantic sage. When |
saw you lagt night at the Chiltern's, | knew you were the
only person | had ever cared for, if | ever cared for any-
body, Arthur. And s, on the morning of the day you
marry me, | will giveyou Robert Chiltern'sletter. That
is my offer. | will give it to you now, if you promise to
marry me.

LORD GORING: NOW?

MRS. CHEVELEY (smiling): To-morrow.

LORD GORING: Areyou really serious?

MRS. CHEVELEY : Yes, quite serious.

LORD GORING: | should make you a very bad hus
band.

MRS. CHEVELEY: | don't mind bad hushands. | have
had two. They amused me immensely.

LORD GORING: You mean that you amused yourself
immensely, don't you?

MRS. CHEVELEY: What do you know about my
married life?

LORD GORING: Nothing: but | can read it like a
book.

MRS. CHEVELEY: What book?

LORD GORING (rising): The Book of Numbers.
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MRS. CHEVELEY : Do you think it is quite charming
of you to be so rude to awoman in your own house?

LORD GORING: I n the case of very fascinating women,
%X is a challenge, not a defence.

MRS. CHEVELEY : | suppose that is meant for a
compliment. My dear Arthur, women are never dis-
armed by compliments. Men aways are. That is the
difference between the two sexes.

LORD GORING: Women are never disarmed by any-
thing, as far as | know them.

MRS. CHEVELEY (after apause): Then you are going
to allow your greatest friend, Robert Chiltern, to be
ruined, rather than marry some one who really has con-
siderable attractions left. | thought you would have
risen to some great height of self-sacrifice, Arthur. |
think you should. And the rest of your life you could
spend in contemplating your own perfections.

LORD GORING: Oh, | do that as it is. And sdf-
sacrifice is a thing that should be put down by law. Itis
so demoralising to the people for whom one sacrifices
onesdf. They always go to the bad.

MRS. CHEVELEY: As if anything could demoralise
Robert Chiltern! You seem to forget that | know his
real character.

LORD GORING: What you know about him is not his
real character. It was an act of folly done in his youth,
dishonourable, | admit, shameful, | admit, unworthy of
him, | admit, and therefore . . . not his true character.

MRS. CHEVELEY: HOW you men stand up for each
other!

LORD GORING: HOW you women war against each
other !

MRS. CHEVELEY (bitterly): | only war against one
woman, against Gertrude Chiltern. | hate her. | hate
her now more than ever.
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LORD GORING: Because you have brought a real
tragedy into her life, | suppose.

MRS. CHEVELEY (with a sneer): Oh, thereis only one
real tragedy in a woman's life. The fact that her past
is always her lover, and her future invariably her hus-
band.

LORD GORING: Lady Chiltern knows nothing of the
kind of life to which you are alluding.

MRS. CHEVELEY: A woman whose size in gloves is
seven and three-quarters never knows much about
anything. You know Gertrude has always worn seven
and three-quarters? That is one of the reasons why
there was never any moral sympathy between us. . . .
Well, Arthur, | suppose this romantic interview may be
regarded as at an end. You admit it was romantic,
don't you? For the privilege of being your wife | was
ready to surrender a great prize, the climax of my
diplomatic career. You decline. Very well. If Sir
Robert doesn't uphold my Argentine scheme, | expose
him. Voilatout.

LORD GORING: You mustn't do that. It would be
vile, horrible, infamous.

MRS. CHEVELEY (shrugging her shoulders): Oh! Don't
use big words. They mean so little. It is a commercial
transaction. That is all. There is no good mixing up
sentimentality init. | offered to sell Robert Chiltern a
certain thing. If he won't pay me my price, he will have
to pay the world a greater price. There is no more to be
said. | must go. Good-bye. Won't you shake hands?

LORD GORING: Withyou? No. Your transactionwith
Robert Chiltern may pass as a loathsome commercial
transaction of a loathsome commercial age; but you
seem to have forgotten that you came here to-night to
talk of love, you whose lips desecrated theword love. Y ou,
to whom the thing is a book closely sealed, went this
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afternoon to the house of one of the most noble and
gentle women in the world to degrade her husband in
her eyes to try and kill her love for him, to put poison
in her heart, and bitternessin her life, to break her idol,
and, it may be, spoil her soul. That | cannot forgive you.
That was horrible. For that there can be no forgiveness.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Arthur, you are unjust to me.
Believe me, you are quite unjust to me. | didn't go to
taunt Gertrude at all. | had no idea of doing anything
of the kind when | entered. | called with Lady Markby
simply to ak whether an ornament, ajewel, that | logt
somewhere last night, had been found at the Chilterns.
If you don't believe me, you can ak Lady Markby. She
will tell you it istrue. Thescenethat occurred happened
after Lady Markby had left, and wasreally forced on me
by Gertrude's rudeness and sneers. | called—oh, a little
out of malice if you like—but really to ask if a diamond
brooch of mine had been found. That was the origin of
the whole thing.

LORD GORING: A diamond snake-brooch with aruby?

MRS. CHEVELEY: Yes. How do you know?

LORD GORING: Because it is found. I n point of fact,
I found it mysdf, and stupidly forgot to tell the butler
anything about it as | was leaving. {Goes over to the
writing-tableand pullsout thedrawers,) It isin thisdrawer.
No, that one. Thisisthe brooch, isn't it? (Hdds up the
brooch,)

MRS. CHEVELEY: Yes | am 9 glad to get it back.
It was ... a present.

LORD GORING: Won't you wear it?

MRS. CHEVELEY : Certainly, if you pin it in. (LORD
GORING suddenly claspsit on her arm.) Why do you put it
on as a bracelet? | never knew it could be worn as a
bracelet.

LORD GORING: Really?
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MRS. CHEVELEY (holding out her handsomearm): No;
but it looks very well on me as a bracelet, doesn't it?

LORD GORING: Yes, much better than when | saw
it last.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Whendidyou seit last?

LORD GORING (calmly): Oh, ten years ago, on Lady
Berkshire, fromwhom you stoleit.

MRS. CHEVELEY (starting): What do you mean?

LORD GORING: | mean that you stole that ornament
frommy cousin, Mary Berkshire, towhom | gaveit when
she was married. Suspicion fell on a wretched servant,
who was sent away in disgrace. | recognised it last night.
| determined to say nothing about it till | had found the
thief. | have found the thief now, and | have heard her
own confession.

MRS. CHEVELEY (tossing her head): |t isnot true.

LORD GORING: You know it is true. Why, thief is
written across your face at this moment.

MRS. CHEVELEY: | will deny the whole affair from
beginning to end. | will say that | have never seen this
wretched thing, that it was never in my possession.

MRS. CHEVELEY triesto get the bracelet off her arm,
but fails. LORD GORING looks on amused. Her thin
fingerstear at thejewel to no purpose. A cursebreaksfrom

her.

LORD GORING: The drawback of stealing a thing,
Mrs. Cheveley, is that one never knows how wonderful
the thing that one steals is. Y ou can't get that bracelet
off, unless you know where the springis. And | sseyou
don't know where the spring is. It israther difficult to
find.

MRS. CHEVELEY: You brute! You coward! (She
triesagain to unclasp the bracelet, but fails.)

LORD GORING: Oh, don't use bigwords. They mean
o little.
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MRS. CHEVELEY (again tearsat the bracelet in a paroxysm
of rage, with inarticulate sounds. Then stops, and looks at
LORD GORING.) What are you going to do?

LORD GORING: | am going to ring for my servant.
He is an admirable servant. Always comes in the
moment one rings for him. When he comes | will tell
him to fetch the police.

MRS. CHEVELEY (trembling): The police? What for?

LORD GORING: To-morrow the Berkshires will prose-
cute you; That is what the police are for.

MRS. CHEVELEY (is how in an agony of physical terror.
Her face is distorted. Her mouth awry, A mask hasfallen
from her. She is, for the moment, dreadful to look at): Don't
do that. | will do anything you want. Anythingin the
world you want.

LORD GORING: Give me Robert Chiltern's letter.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Stop! Stop! Let me have timeto
think.

LORD GORING: Give me Robert Chiltern's letter.

MRS. CHEVELEY: | have not got it with me. | will
giveit to you to-morrow.

LORD GORING: You know you are lying. Give it to
me at once. (MRS. CHEVELEY pullsthe letter out, and hands
it to him. Sheishorribly pale.) Thisisit?

MRS. CHEVELEY (inahoarse voice): Yes.

LORD GORING (takes the letter, examines it, sighs, and
burns it over the lamp): For so well-dressed a woman,
Mrs. Cheveley, you have moments of admirable common
senxe. | congratulateyou.

MRS. CHEVELEY (catches sight of LADY CHILTERN'S
letter, the cover of whichisjust showing fromunder the blotting-
book): Please get me a glass of water.

LORD GORING : Certainly. (Goes to the corner of the
room and pours out a glass of water. While his back is turned
MRS. CHEVELEY steals LADY CHILTERN'S letter. When
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LORD GORING returns with the glass she refuses it with a
gesture,)

MRS. CHEVELEY: Thank you. Will you help me on
with my cloak?

LORD GORING: With pleasure. (Puts her cloak on.)

MRS. CHEVELEY: Thanks. | am never going to try
to harm Robert Chiltern again.

LORD GORING: Fortunately you have not the chance,
Mrs. Cheveley.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Well, if even | had the chance, |
wouldn't. On the contrary, | am going to render him a
great service.

LORD GORING: | am charmed to hear it. It is a
reformation.

MRS. CHEVELEY: Yes. | can't bear so upright a
gentleman, so honourable an English gentleman, being
so shamefully deceived, and so——

LORD GORING: Well?

MRS. CHEVELEY: | find that somehow Gertrude
Chiltern's dying speech and confession has strayed into
my pocket.

LORD GORING: What do you mean?

MRS. CHEVELEY (with a bitter note of triumph in her voice):
I mean that | am going to send Robert Chiltern the love-
letter hiswife wrote to you to-night.

LORD GORING: Love-letter?

MRS. CHEVELEY (laughing) : ' | wantyou. | trustyou.
| am coming to you. Gertrude.'

LORD GORING rushes to the bureau and takes up the
envel ope, findsit empty, and turnsround.

LORD GORING: YOU wretched woman, must you

always be thieving? Give me back that letter. |'l1 take
it from you by force. Y ou shall not leave my room till |
havegotit.

He rushes towards her, but MRS. CHEVELEY at once
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puts her hand on the electric bell that is on the table. The
bell soundswith shrill reverberations, and PHIPPSenters,
MRS. CHEVELEY (afte apause): Lord Goring merely
rang that you should show me out. Good-night, Lord
Goring! (She goes out, followed by PHIPPS. Her face isillu-
mined with evil triumph. There isjoy in her eyes, youth seems
to have come back to her. Her last glance is like a swift arrow.
LORD GORING biteshislip, and lights a cigarette).

CURTAIN
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ACT IV

Themorning-room at SIR ROBERT CHILTERN'S house, asin
Act 1. LORD GORING is standing by the fireplace with
hishandsin hispockets. Heislooking rather bored.

LORD GORING (pulls out hiswatch, inspectsit, and rings
the bell): It isa great nuisance. | can't find any onein
this house to talk to. And | am full of interesting infor-
mation. | fed like the latest edition of something or
other.

Enter JAMES.

JAMES: Sir Robert is still at the Foreign Office, my
lord.

LORD GORING: Lady Chiltern not down yet?

JAMES: Her ladyship has not yet left her room. Miss
Chiltern hasjust comein from riding.

LORD GORING (to himself): Ah, that is something.

JAMES: Lord Caversham has been waiting some time
in the library for Sir Robert. | told him your lordship
was here.

LORD GORING: Thank you. Would you kindly tell
him |'ve gone.

JAMES (bowing): | shall do so, my lord. (He goes out.)

LORD GORING: Really, | don't want to meet my
father three days running. It is a great deal too much
excitement for any son. | hope to goodness he won't
come up. Fathers should be neither sen nor heard.
That isthe only proper bags for family life. Mothersare
different. Mothers are darlings. (Throws himself down
intoachair, picksup a paper and beginstoreadit.)

Enter LORD CAVERSHAM.
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LORD CAVERSHAM: Well, sir, what are you doing
here? Wasting your time as usual, | suppose?

LORD GORING (throws down paper and rises): My dear
father, when one pays a visit it is for the purpose of
wasting other people's time, not one's own.

LORD CAVERSHAM: Have you been thinking over
what | spoke to you about last night?

LORD GORING: | have been thinking about nothing
else

LORD CAVERSHAM: Engaged to be married yet?

LORD GORING (genially): Not yet: but | hope to be
before lunch-time.

LORD CAVERSHAM (caugtically): You can have till
dinner-time ifit would be of any convenience to you.

LORD GORING: Thanks awfully, but | think I'd
sooner be engaged before lunch.

LORD CAVERSHAM: H'm! Never know when you
are serious or not.

LORD GORING: Neither do |, father.

A pause.

LORD CAVERSHAM: | suppose you have read The
Times this morning?

LORD GORING (airily): The Times? Certainly not. |
only read The Morning Post. All that one should know
about modern life is where the Duchesses are ; anything
ese is quite demoralising.

LORD CAVERSHAM: DO you mean to say you have
not read The Times leading article on Robert Chiltern's
career?

LORD GORING: Good heavens, no. What does it say?

LORD CAVERSHAM : What should it say, sir? Every-
thing complimentary, of course. Chiltern's speech last
night on this Argentine Canal scheme was one of the
finest pieces of oratory ever delivered in the House since
Canning.
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LORD GORING: Ah! Never heard of Canning. Never
wanted to. And did. .. did Chiltern uphold the
scheme?

LORD CAVERSHAM: Uphold it, sir? How little you
know him! Why, he denounced it roundly, and the
whole system of modern political finance. This speech
is the turning-point in his career, as The Times points
out. You should read this article, sir. (Opas The

Times.) 'Sir Robert Chiltern . . . most rising of our
young statesmen . . . Brilliant orator . . . Unblemished
career . . . Well-known integrity of character . . . Re-

presents what is best in English public life. . . Noble
contrast to the lax morality so common among foreign
politicians.' They will never say that of you, sir.

LORD GORING: | sincerely hope not, father. How-
ever, | am delighted at what you tell me about Robert,
thoroughly delighted. It shows he has got pluck.

LORD CAVERSHAM : He has got more than pluck, sir,
he has got genius.

LORD GORING: Ah, | prefer pluck. It is not 0
common nowadays as genius is.

LORD CAVERSHAM: | wish you would go into Par-
liament.

LORD GORING: My dear father, only people who look
dull ever get into the House of Commons, and only
people who are dull ever succeed there.

LORD CAVERSHAM : Why don't you try to do some-
thing useful in life?

LORD GORING: | am far too young.

LORD CAVERSHAM (testily): | hate this affectation of
youth, sir. It is a great deal too prevalent nowadays.

LORD GORING: Youthisn't an affectation. Youth is
an art.

LORD CAVERSHAM : Why don't you propose to that
pretty Miss Chiltern?
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LORD GORING: | am of a very nervous disposition,
especially in the morning.

LORD CAVERSHAM: | don't suppose there is the
smallest chance of her accepting you.

LORD GORING: | don't know how the betting sands
to-day.

LORD CAVERSHAM : | fshe did accept you she would
be the prettiest fool in England.

LORD GORING: That is just what | should like to
marry. A thoroughly sengble wife would reduce me to
a condition of absolute idiocy in less than six months.

LORD CAVERSHAM : You don't deserve her, sr.

LORD GORING: My dear father, if we men married the
women we deserved, we should have a very bad time of
it.

Enter MABEL CHILTERN.

MABEL CHILTERN: Oh! ... How do you do, Lord
Caversham? | hope L ady Caversham is quite well?

LORD CAVERSHAM: Lady Caversham is as usual, as
usual.

LORD GORING : Good morning, Miss Mabel !

MABEL CHILTERN (taking no notice at all of LORD
GORING, and addressing herself exclusivelytoL ORD CAVER-
sHAM) : And Lady Caversham's bonnets. . . are they
at all better?

LORD CAVERSHAM : They have had a serious relapse,
| am sorry to say.

LORD GORING : Good morning, Miss Mabel !

MABEL CHILTERN (o LORD CAVERSHAM): | hope an
operation will not be necessary.

LORD CAVERSHAM (smiling at her pertness): | f it is, we
shall have to give Lady Caversham a narcotic. Other-
wise she would never consent to have a feather touched.

LORD GORING (with increased emphasis): Good mor n-
ing, MissM abel !
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MABEL CHILTERN (turning round with feigned surprise):
Oh, are you here? Of course you understand that after
your breaking your appointment | am never going to
seak to you again.

LORD GORING: Oh, please don't say such a thing.
You are the one person in London | really like to have
to listen to me.

MABEL CHILTERN: Lord Goring, | never believe a
single word that either you or | say to each other.

LORD CAVERSHAM: YOU are quite right, my dear,
quiteright... asfar as heis concerned, | mean.

MABEL CHILTERN: Do you think you could possibly
make your son behave a little better occasonally? Just
as a change.

LORD CAVERSHAM: | regrettosay, Miss Chiltern, that
| have no influence at all over my son. | wish | had. If
| had, | know what | would make him do.

MABEL CHILTERN: | am afraid that he has one of
those terribly weak natures that are not susceptible to
influence.

LORD CAVERSHAM : He is very heartless, very heart-
less

LORD GORING: |t seamsto me that | am alittle in
the way here.

MABEL CHILTERN: |t isvery good for you to bein
the way, and to know what people say of you behind
your back.

LORD GORING: | don't at all like knowing what
people say of me behind my back. It makes me far too
conceited.

LORD CAVERSHAM : After that, my dear, | really must
bid you good morning.

MABEL CHILTERN: Oh, | hopeyou are not going to
leave me all alonewith Lord Goring? Especially at such
an early hour in the day.
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LORD CAVERSHAM : | am afraid J can't take him with
me to Downing Street. It is not the Prime Minister's
day for seeing the unemployed. {Shakes hands with
MABEL CHILTERN, takesup hishat and stick, and goes out,
with a parting glare of indignation at L ORD GORING.)

MABEL CHILTERN (takesup roses and beginsto arrange
themin abowl on thetable): Peoplewhodon't keep their
appointments in the Park are horrid.

LORD GORING: Detestable.

MABEL CHILTERN: | am glad you admit it. But |
wish you wouldn't look so pleased about it.

LORD GORING: | can't helpit. | alwayslook pleased
when | am with you.

MABEL CHILTERN (sadly): Then | suppose it is my
duty toremainwith you?

LORD GORING: Of courseit is.

MABEL CHILTERN: Well, my duty is a thing | never
do, on principle. It always depressss me. So | am
afraid | must leave you.

LORD GORING: Please don't, Miss Mabel. | have
something very particular to say to you.

MABEL CHILTERN (rapturously): Oh, isit a proposal?

LORD GORING (somewhat taken aback): Well, yes, it
is—| am bound to sy it is.

MABEL CHILTERN (with a sigh of pleasure): | am
glad. That makesthe second to-day.

LORD GORING (indignantly): The second to-day?
W hat conceited ass hasbeen impertinent enough to dare
to propose to you before | had proposed to you?

MABEL CHILTERN: Tommy Trafford, of course. It
is one of Tommy's days for proposing. He aways
proposss on Tuesdaysand Thur sdays, during the Season.

LORD GORING: You didn't accept him, | hope?

MABEL CHILTERN: | make it arule never to accept
Tommy. That is why he goes on proposing. Of course,
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asyou didn't turn up this morning, | very nearly said
yes. It would have been an excellent lesson both for him
and for you if | had. It would have taught you both
better manners.

LORD GORING: Oh, bother Tommy Trafford. Tom-
my is a silly little ass. | love you.

MABEL CHILTERN: | know. And | think you might
have mentioned it before. | am sure | have given you
heaps of opportunities.

LORD GORING : Mabel, do beserious. Please be serious.

MABEL CHILTERN: Ah, that is the sort of thing a man
always says to a girl before he has been married to her.
He never says it afterwards.

LORD GORING (taking hold of her hand): Mabel, | have
told you that | love you. Can't you love me alittlein
return?

MABEL CHILTERN: YouU silly Arthur! 1f you knew
anything about . . . anything, which you don't, you
would know that | adore you. Every one in London
knows it except you. It is a public scandal the way |
adore you. | have been going about for the last six
months telling the whole of society that | adore you. |
wonder you consent to have anything to say to me. |
have no character left at all. At least, | fee so happy
that | am quite sure | have no character left at all.

LORD GORING (catches her in hisarmsand kissesher. Then
thereisa pauseof bliss): Dear ! Doyouknow | wasawfully
afraid of being refused!

MABEL CHILTERN (looking up at him): But you never
have been refused yet by anybody, have you, Arthur?
| can't imagine any one refusing you.

LORD GORING (after kissing her again): Of course I'm
not nearly good enough for you, Mabel.

MABEL CHILTERN (nestling close to him): | am so glad,
darling, | was afraid you were.
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LORD GORING (after somehesitation): AndI'm...1'm
alittle over thirty.

MABEL CHILTERN: Dear, you look weeks younger
than that.

LORD GORING (enthusiastically): How sweet of you to
say 0! ... And itisonly fair to tell you frankly that |
am fearfully extravagant.

MABEL CHILTERN: But <0 am |, Arthur. So we're
sureto agree. And now | must go and s Gertrude.

LORD GORING : Must you really? (Kisses her,)

MABEL CHILTERN: Yes

LORD GORING: Then dotell her | want to talk to her
particularly. | have been waiting here all the morning
to s either her or Robert.

MABEL CHILTERN: Do you mean to say you didn't
come here expresdy to propose to me?

LORD GORING (triumphantly): No; that was a flash of
genius.

MABEL CHILTERN: Your first.

LORD GORING (with determination): My last.

MABEL CHILTERN: | am delighted to hear it. Now
don't stir. I'll be back in five minutes. And don't fall
into any temptations while | am away.

LORD GORING: Dear Mabel, while you are away,
therearenone. It makes mehorribly dependent on you.

Enter LADY CHILTERN.

LADY CHILTERN: Good morning, dear! How pretty
you are looking!

MABEL CHILTERN: HOW pale you are looking,
Gertrude! It is most becoming!

LADY CHILTERN: Good morning, Lord Goring!

LORD GORING (bowing): Good morning, Lady Chil-
tern!

MABEL CHILTERN (asideto LORD GORING) : | shall bein
the conservatory, under the second palm tree on the left.
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LORD GORING: Second on the left?

MABEL CHILTERN (with a look of mock surprise): Yes;
the usual palm tree. (Blows a kiss to him, unobserved by
LADY CHILTERN, and goes out)

LORD GORING: Lady Chiltern, | have a certain
amount of very good news to tell you. Mrs. Cheveley
gave me up Robert's letter last night, and | burned it.
Robert is sfe

LADY CHILTERN (sinking on the sofa): Safel Oh, | am
so glad of that. What a good friend you are to him—to
us

LORD GORING: There is only one person now that
could be said to be in any danger.

LADY CHILTERN: Who isthat?

LORD GORING (sitting down beside her): Yoursdlf.

LADY CHILTERN: |I! Indanger? What do you mean?

LORD GORING: Danger istoo great aword. Itisa
word | should not have used. But | admit | have some-
thing to tell you that may didress you, that terribly
digressss me. Yesterday evening you wrote me a very
beautiful, womanly letter, asking me for my help. You
wrote to me as one of your oldes friends, one of your
husband's oldest friends. Mrs. Cheveley sole that letter
from my rooms.

LADY CHILTERN: Well, what use is it to her? Why
should she not have it?

LORD GORING (rising): Lady Chiltern, | will be
quite frank with you. Mrs. Cheveley puts a certain
congruction on that letter and proposes to send it to
your husband.

LADY CHILTERN: But what congruction could she
put on it? ... Oh! Not that! Not that! Ifl in—in
trouble, and wanting your help, trusting you, propose
to come to you . . . that you may advise me. ., aS5¢
me ... Oh, are there women so horrible as that. .. ?
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And she proposes to send it to my husband? Tell me
what happened. Tell me all that happened.

LORD GORING: Mrs. Cheveley was conceded in a
room adjoining my library, without my knowledge. |
thought that the person who was waiting in that room
to sse me was yourself. Robert came in unexpectedly.
A chair or something fell in the room. He forced his
way in, and he discovered her. We had a terrible scene.
| still thought it was you. He left mein anger. At the
end of everything Mrs. Cheveley got possession of your
letter—she stole it, when or how, | don't know.

LADY CHILTERN: At what hour did this happen?

LORD GORING: At half-past ten. And now | propose
that we tell Robert the whole thing at once.

LADY CHILTERN (looking at him with amazement that is
almost terror): You want me to tell Robert that the
woman you expected was not Mrs. Cheveley, but myself?
That it was | who you thought was concedled in a
room in your house, at half-past ten o'clock at night?
Y ouwant me to tell him that?

LORD GORING: | think it is better that he should
know the exact truth.

LADY CHILTERN (rising): Oh, | couldn't, | couldn't.

LORD GORING: May | do it?

LADY CHILTERN: NO.

LORD GORING (gravely): Y ou are wrong, Lady Chiltern.

LADY CHILTERN: NO. The letter must be inter-
cepted. Thatisall. Buthowcanl doit? Lettersarrive
for him every moment of the day. His secretaries open
them and hand them to him. | dare not ask the servants
to bring me his letters. It would be impossible. Oh,
why don't you tell me what to do?

LORD GORING: Pray be calm, Lady Chiltern, and
answer the questions | am going to put to you. You
said his secretaries open his letters.
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LADY CHILTERN : Yes,

LORD GORING: Who is with him to-day? Mr.
Trafford, isn't it?

LADY CHILTERN: No. Mr. Montford, | think.

LORD GORING: You can trust him?

LADY CHILTERN (with a gesture of despair): Oh, how
do | know?

LORD GORING: He would do what you asked him,
wouldn't he?

LADY CHILTERN: | think so.

LORD GORING: Your letter was on pink paper. He
could recognise it without reading it, couldn't he? By
the colour?

LADY CHILTERN: | suppose so.

LORD GORING: Ishein the house now?

LADY CHILTERN: VYes

LORD GORING: Then | will go and see him myself,
and tell him that a certain letter, written on pink paper,
is to be forwarded to Robert to-day, and that at all
costsit must not reach him. (Goesto thedoor, and opensit.)
Oh! Robert is coming upstairs with the letter in his
hand. It has reached him already.

LADY CHILTERN (with a cry of pain): Oh, you have
saved hislife; what have you done with mine?

Enter SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. He has the letter in
his hand, and is reading it. He comes towards his wife,
not noticing L ORD GORING'S presence.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: ' | wantyou. | trustyou. I
am coming to you. Gertrude." Oh, my love! Is this
true? Do you indeed trust me, and want me? If so, it
was for me to cometo you, not for you to write of coming
to me. This letter of yours, Gertrude, makes me feel that
nothing that the world may do can hurt me now. You
want me, Gertrude?

LORD GORING, unseen by SIR ROBERT CHILTERN,
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makesan imploringsigntoL ADY CHILTERN to accept the
situation and SIR ROBERT'Serror.

LADY CHILTERN: Yes

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: You trust me, Gertrude?

LADY CHILTERN: Yes

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Ah, why did you not add
you loved me?

LADY CHILTERN (taking his hand): Because | loved
you.

LORD GORING passesintothe conservatory.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (kisses her): Gertrude, you
don't know what | feel. When Montford passed me your
letter across the table—he had opened it by mistake, |
suppose, without looking at the handwriting on the
envelope—and | read it—oh! | did not carewhat disgrace
or punishment was in gore for me, | only thought you
loved me still.

LADY CHILTERN: Thereisnodisgracein sorefor you,
nor any public shame. Mrs. Cheveley has handed over
to Lord Goring the document that was in her possesson,
and he has destroyed it.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Are you sure of this, Gert-
rude?

LADY CHILTERN ;: Yes; Lord Goring has just told me.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Then | am safe! Oh, what
awonderful thing to be safe! For two days | have been
interror. | am safe now. How did Arthur destroy my
letter? Tell me.

LADY CHILTERN: Heburned it.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | wish | had seen that one
sin of my youth burning to ashes How many men there
are in modern life who would like to see their past
burningtowhiteashesbeforethem ! IsArthur still here?

LADY CHILTERN: Yes; heisin the conservatory.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | am < glad now | made
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that speech last night in the House, so glad. | made it
thinking that public disgrace might be the result. But
it has not been .

LADY CHILTERN: Public honour has been the result.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | think 0. | fear so, almost.
For although | am safe from detection, although every
proof against me is destroyed, | suppose, Gertrude . . .
| suppose | should retire from public life? (He looks
anxiously at his wife.)

LADY CHILTERN (eagerly): Oh yes Robert, you
should do that. It isyour duty to do that.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: It ismuch to surrender.

LADY CHILTERN: No; it will be much to gain.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN walks up and down the
roomwith atroubled expression. Then comesover to his
wife, and putshishand on her shoulder.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: And you would be happy
living somewhere alone with me, abroad perhaps, or in
the country away from London, away from public life?
Y ou would have no regrets?

LADY CHILTERN: Oh, none, Robert.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (sadly): And your ambition
for me? Y ou used to be ambitious for me.

LADY CHILTERN: Oh, my ambition! | have none
now, but that we two may love each other. It was your
ambition that led you astray. Let us not talk about
ambition.

LORD GORING returns from the conservatory, looking
very pleased with himself and with an entirely new button-
holethat some onehasmadefor him.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (going towards him): Arthur,
| have to thank you for what you have done for me. |
don't know how | can repay you. (Snakes hands with
him.)

LORD GORING: My dear felow, I'll tell you at once.
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At the present moment, under the usual palm tree . . .
| mean in the conservatory . . .
Enter MASON.

MASON : Lord Caversham.

LORD GORING: That admirable father of mine really
makes a habit of turning up at the wrong moment. It is
very heartless of him, very heartless indeed.

Enter LORD CAVERSHAM. MASON QO€S Out.

LORD CAVERSHAM: Good morning, Lady Chiltern!
Warmest congratulations to you, Chiltern, on your
brilliant speech last night. | have just left the Prime
Minister, and you are to have the vacant seat in the
Cabinet.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (with a look of joy and triumph):
A seat in the Cabinet?

*LORD CAVERSHAM: Yes; here is the Prime Minister's
letter. (Hands letter.)

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (takes letter and reads it): A
segt in the Cabinet!

LORD CAVERSHAM : Certainly, and you well deserve
it too. You have got what we want so much in political
life nowadays—high character, high moral tone, high
principles. (To LORD GORING.) Everything that you
have not got, sir, and never will have.

LORD GORING: | don't like principles, father. |
prefer prejudices.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN is on the brink of accepting
the Prime Minister'soffer, when he seeshiswifelooking at
him with her clear, candid eyes. He then realises that it
isimpossible.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | cannot accept this offer,
Lord Caversham. | have made up my mind to declineit.

LORD CAVERSHAM: Decline it, sir !

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: My intention is to retire at
once from public life.
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LORD CAVERSHAM (angrily): Decline a seat in the
Cabinet, and retire from public life? Never heard such
damned nonsense in the whole course of my existence.
| beg your pardon, Lady Chiltern. Chiltern, | beg your
pardon. (To LORD GORING.) Don't grin like that, sir.

LORD GORING: No, father.

LORD CAVERSHAM: Lady Chiltern, you are a sensible
woman, the most sensible woman in London, the most
sensible woman | know. Will you kindly prevent your
husband from makingsuch a. . . fromtalking such . . .
Will you kindly do that, Lady Chiltern?

LADY CHILTERN: | think my husband is right in his
determination, L ord Caversham. | approve of it.

LORD CAVERSHAM: YOU approve of it? Good
heavens!

LADY CHILTERN (taking her husband's hand): | admire
himforit. | admire himimmensely forit. | have never
admired him so much before. He is finer than even |
thought him. (To SIR ROBERT CHILTERN.) YOU will
go and write your letter to the Prime Minister now,
won't you? Don't hesitate about it, Robert.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (with a touch of bitterness): |
suppose | had better write it at once. Such offers are
not repeated. | will ask you to excuse me for amoment,
L ord Caversham.

LADY CHILTERN: | may comewithyou, Robert, may
| not?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Yes, Gertrude.

LADY CHILTERN goesout with him.

LORD CAVERSHAM: What is the matter with this
family? Something wrong here, eh? (Tapping his fore-
head.) Idiocy? Hereditary, | suppose. Both of them,
too. Wife as well as husband. Very sad. Very s
indeed! And they are not an old family. Can't under-
standit.
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LORD GORING: It isnot idiocy father, | assureyou.

LORD CAVERSHAM: What isit then, sr?

LORD GORING {after some hesitation): Well, it iswhat
iscalled nowadays a high moral tone, father. Thatisall.

LORD CAVERSHAM: Hate these new-fangled names.
Same thing as we used to call idiocy fifty years ago.
Shan't stay in this house any longer.

LORD GORING (taking hisarm): Oh, just goin herefor
amoment, father. Third palm treeto theleft, the usual
palmtree.

LORD CAVERSHAM: What, Sr?

LORD GORING: | beg your pardon, father, | forgot.
The conservatory, father, the conservatory—there is
some one there | want you to talk to.

LORD CAVERSHAM: What about, dr?

LORD GORING: About me, father.

LORD CAVERSHAM (grimly): Not a subject on which
much eloguence is possble.

LORD GORING: NO, father; but the lady is like me.
She doemn't care much for doquence in others. She
thinksit alittleloud.

LORD CAVERSHAM goes into the conservatory. LADY
CHILTERN enters.

LORD GORING: Lady Chiltern, why are you playing
Mrs. Cheveley's cards?

LADY CHILTERN (startled): | don't understand you.

LORD GORING: Mrs. Cheveley made an attempt to
ruinyour husband. Either todrivehimfrom publiclife,
or to make him adopt a dishonourable position. From
the latter tragedy you saved him. The former you are
now thrusting on him. Why should you do him the
wrong Mrs. Cheveley tried to do and failed?

LADY CHILTERN: Lord Goring?

LORD GORING (pulling himself together for a great effort,
and showing thephilosopher that underliesthedandy): L ady
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Chiltern, allow me. You wrote me a letter last night in
which you said you trusted me and wanted my help.
Now is the moment when you really want my help, now
is the time when you have got to trust me, to trust in my
counsdl and judgement. You love Robert. Do you want
to kill his love for you? What sort of existence will he
have if you rob him of the fruits of his ambition, if you
take him from the splendour of a great political career,
if you dose the doors of public life against him, if you
condemn him to sterile failure, he who was made for
triumph and success? Women are not meant to judge
us, but to forgive us when we need forgiveness. Pardon,
not punishment, is their misson. Why should you
scourge him with rods for a sin done in his youth, before
he knew you, before he knew himsdf? A man's life is of
more value than a woman's. It has larger isues wider
scope, greater ambitions. A woman's life revolves in
curves of emotions. It is upon lines of intellect that a
man's life progressss. Don't make any terrible mistake,
Lady Chiltern. A woman who can keegp a man's love
and love him in return, has done all the world wants of
women, or should want of them.

LADY CHILTERN (froubled and hesitating): But it ismy
husband himself who wishes to retire from public life.
Hefeds it is his duty. It was he whofirst said so.

LORD GORING: Rather than lose your love, Robert
would do anything, wreck his whole career, as he is on
the brink of doing now. He is making for you a terrible
sacrifice. Take my advice, Lady Chiltern, and do not
accept a sacrifice so great. If you do, you will live to
repent it bitterly. We men and women are not made to
accept such sacrificesfrom each other. We are not worthy
of them. Besdes, Robert has been punished enough.

LADY CHILTERN: Wehave both been punished. | st
him up too high.
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LORD GORING (with deep feeling in his voice): Do not
for that reason set him down now too low. If he has
fallen from his altar, do not thrust him into the mire.
Failure to Robert would be the very mire of shame.
Power is his passion. He would lose everything, even
his power to feel love. Your husband's life is at this
moment in your hands, your husband's love is in your
hands. Don't mar both for him.

Enter SR ROBERT CHILTERN.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Gertrude, here is the draft
of my letter, Shall | read it to you?

LADY CHILTERN : Let me e it.

SIR ROBERT hands her the letter. She readsit, and then,
with a gesture of passion, tearsit up.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN : What are you doing?

LADY CHILTERN: A man's life is of more value than
a woman's. It has larger issues, wider scope, greater
ambitions. Our lives revolve in curves of emotions. |t
is upon lines of intellect that a man's life progresses. |
havejust learnt this, and much dse with it, from Lord
Goring. And | will not spoil your life for you, nor see
you spoil it as a sacrifice to me, a usdess sacrifice!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Gertrude! Gertrude!

LADY CHILTERN: You canforget. Men easily forget.
And | forgive. That is how women help the world. 1
e that now.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (deeply overcome by emotion
embraces her): My wifel My wife! (TOLORD GORING.)
Arthur, it ssemsthat | am always to be in your debt.

LORD GORING: Oh dear no, Robert. Your debt is to
Lady Chiltern, not to me!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: | oweyou much. And now
tell mewhat you were going to ask mejust now as L ord
Caversham came in.

LORD GORING: Robert, you are your sister's guardian,
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and | want your consent to my marriage with her. That
isall.

LADY CHILTERN: Oh, | am o glad! | am s glad!
(Shakeshandswith LORD GORING.)

LORD GORING: Thank you, Lady Chiltern.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (with a troubled look): My
sister to be your wife?

LORD GORING: Yes.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (speaking with great firmness):
Arthur, | am very sorry, but the thing is quite out of the
question. | have to think of Mabel's future happiness.
And | don't think her happiness would be s&fe in your
hands. And | cannot have her sacrificed!

LORD GORING: Sacrificed!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Yes, utterly sacrificed. Love-
less marriages are horrible. But there is one thing worse
than an absolutely loveless marriage. A marriage in
which there is love, but on one side only; faith, but on
one side only; devotion, but on one side only, and in
which of the two hearts one is sure to be broken.

LORD GORING: But | love Mabel. No other woman
has any place in my life.

LADY CHILTERN: Robert, if they love each other,
why should they not be married ?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN : Arthur cannot bring Mabel
the love that she deserves.

LORD GORING: What reason have you for saying
that?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (after apause): Do you really
require me to tell you?

LORD GORING: Certainly | do.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: AS you choose. When |
called on you yesterday evening | found Mrs. Cheveley
concealed in your rooms. It was between ten and eleven
o'clock at night. | do not wish to say anything more.
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Your relationswith Mrs. Cheveley have, as | said to you
last night, nothing whatsoever to do with me, | know
you were engaged to be married to her once. The
fascination she exercised over you then seems to have
returned. You spoke to me last night of her as of a
woman pure and sainless, a woman whom you respected
and honoured. That may be so. But | cannot give my
sge's life into your hands. It would be wrong of me.
It would be unjust, infamously unjust to her.

LORD GORING: | have nothing more to say.

LADY CHILTERN: Robert, it was not Mrs. Cheveley
whom Lord Goring expected last night.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: Not Mrs. Cheveley! Who
was it then?

LORD GORING: Lady Chiltern!

LADY CHILTERN: It was your own wife. Robert,
yesterday afternoon Lord Goring told me that if ever |
was in trouble | could come to him for help, as he was
our oldest and best friend. Later on, after that terrible
sene in this room, | wrote to him telling him that |
trusted him, that | had need of him, that | was coming
to him for help and advice. (SIR ROBERT CHILTERN
takestheletter out of hispocket.) Yes, that letter. | didn't
go to Lord Goring's, after all. | felt that it is from
oursdves alone that help can come. Pride made me
think that. Mrs. Cheveley went. She stole my letter and
sent it anonymoudly to you this morning, that you
should think . .. Oh! Robert, | cannot tell you what
shewished you to think. . . .

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN: What! Had | fallen 20 low
in your eyes that you thought that even for a moment |
could have doubted your goodness? Gertrude, Gertrude,
you areto methewhiteimage of all good things, and sin
can never touch you. Arthur, you can goto Mabel, and
you have my best wishes! Oh, sop amoment. Thereis
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no name at the beginning of this letter. The brilliant
Mrs. Cheveley does not seem to have noticed that. There
should be a name.

LADY CHILTERN: Let me write yours. |t is you |
trust and need. You and nonedse

LORD GORING: Well, really, Lady Chiltern, | think
| should have back my own letter.

LADY CHILTERN (smiling): No ; you shall have Mabel.
(Takestheletter andwritesher husband'snameonit.)

LORD GORING: Well, I hope she hasn't changed her
mind. It's nearly twenty minutes snce | saw her last.

Enter MABEL CHILTERN and LORD CAVERSHAM.

MABEL CHILTERN: Lord Goring, | think vyour
father's conversation much more improving than yours.
| am only goingtotalk to L ord Caversham in thefuture,
and always under the usual palm tree.

LORD GORING: Darling! (Kissesher.)

LORD CAVERSHAM (considerably taken aback): What
does this mean, sr? You don't mean to say that this
charming, clever young lady has been so foolish as to
accept you?

LORD GORING: Certainly, father! And Chiltern's
been wise enough to accept the seat in the Cabinet.

LORD CAVERSHAM: | am very glad to hear that,
Chiltern ... | congratulate you, gr. If the country
doesn't go to the dogs or the Radicals, we shall have you
Prime Minister, some day.

Enter MASON.
MASON: Luncheon ison thetable, my Lady!
MASON goesout.

MABEL CHILTERN: You'll stop to luncheon, Lord
Caversham, won't you?

LORD CAVERSHAM : With pleasure, and I'll drive you
down to Downing Street afterwards, Chiltern. Y ou have
a great future before you, a great future. Wish | could
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say thesamefor you, sir. (TOLORD GORING.) But your
career will have to be entirely domestic.

LORD GORING : Yes, father, | prefer it domestic.

LORD CAVERSHAM : And if you don't make this lady
an ideal husband, I'Il cut you off with a shilling.

MABEL CHILTERN : An ideal husband ! Oh, | don't
think | should like that. It sounds like something in
the next world.

LORD CAVERSHAM: What do you want him to be,
then, dear?

MABEL CHILTERN: He can be what he choosss. All
| want istobe ... tobe .. . oh, areal wife to him.

LORD CAVERSHAM : Upon my word, there is a good
deal of common snse in that, Lady Chiltern.

They all go out except SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. He
sinksinto a chair, wrapt in thought. After alittletime
LADY CHILTERN returnsto look for him.

LADY CHILTERN: (leaning over the back of the chair):
Aren't you coming in, Robert?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN (taking her hand): Gertrude,
isit love you fed for me, or isit pity merely?

LADY CHILTERN (kiseshim): Itislove, Robert. Love
and only love. For both of us a new life is beginning.

CURTAIN
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ACT |

The Morning-roomin ALGERNON'S flat in Half-Moon Street.
It is luxuriously and artistically furnished. The sound
of a piano is heard in the adjoining room. LANE is
arranging afternoon tea on the table, and after the music
has ceased, ALGERNON enters.

ALGERNON: Didyou hear what | was playing, Lane?

LANE: Il didn'tthinkitpolitetolisten, sir.

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

LANE :  Yes, gir.

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

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

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

LANE: Yes, sir, eight bottles and apint.

ALGERNON : Why is it that at a bachelor's establish-
ment the servants invariably drink the champagne? |
ask merely for information.

LANE: | attribute it to the superior quality of the
wine, sir. | have often observed that in married house-
holds the champagne is rarely of a first-rate brand.
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ALGERNON: Good heavens! |smarriage so demoral-
ising asthat?

LANE : | believeit isavery pleasant state, sir. | have
had very little experience of it myself up to the present.
| have only been married once. That was in conse
guence of a misunderstanding between myself and a
young person.

ALGERNON (languidly): | don't know that I am much
interested inyour family life, Lane.

LANE : No, §r ; it isnot a very interesting subject. |
never think of it mysdf.

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

LANE: Thank you, sr.

L ANE goesout.

ALGERNON : Lan€e'sviews on marriage seem somewhat
lax. Really, if the lower orders don't s&t us a good
example, what on earth is the use of them? They seem,
as a class, to have absolutely no snse of moral respon-
sibility.

Enter LANE.
LANE: Mr. Ernest Worthing.
Enter JACK.LANE goesout.

ALGERNON: HOW are you, my dear Ernest? What
bringsyou up to town?

JACK: Oh, pleasure, pleasure! What dse should
bring one anywhere? Eating as usual, | se, Algy !

ALGERNON (dtiffly): | believeit is customary in good
society to take some dight refreshment at five o'clock.
Wher ehaveyou been sincelast Thursday?

JACK (sitting down on the sofa): | n the country.

ALGERNON: What on earth do you do there?

JACK (pulling off hisgloves): When oneisin town one
amuses onedf. When oneisin the country one amusss
other people. It isexcessively boring.
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ALGERNON : And who are the people you amuse?

JACK (airily): Oh, neighbours, neighbours.

ALGERNON: Got nice neighbours in your part of
Shropshire?

JACK : Perfectly horrid ! Never speak to one of them.

ALGERNON : How immensely you must amuse them!
(Goesover and takessandwich.) By theway, Shropshireis
your county, is it not?

JACK: Eh? Shropshire? Yes, of course Hallo! Why
all these cups? W hy cucumber sandwiches? W hy such
reckless extravagance in one so young? Who is coming
totea?

ALGERNON: Oh, merely Aunt Augusta and Gwen-
dolen.

JACK : How perfectly delightful !

ALGERNON: Yes, that is all very well; but | am
afraid Aunt Augusta won't quite approve of your being
here.

JACK : May | ak why?

ALGERNON: My dear fellow, the way you flirt with
Gwendolen is perfectly disgraceful. It is almost as bad
as the way Gwendolen flirtswith you.

JACK : | am in love with Gwendolen. | have come up
to town expresdy to propose to her.

ALGERNON : | thought you had come up for pleasure?

. | call that busness.

JACK: HOW utterly unromantic you are!

ALGERNON: | really don't s anything romantic
in proposing. It is very romantic to be in love. But
there is nothing romantic about a definite proposal.
Why, one may be accepted. One usually is, | believe.
Then the excitement is all over. The very essence of
romance is uncertainty. If ever | get married, 1'll
certainly try to forget thefact.

JACK: | have no doubt about that, dear Algy. The
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Divorce Court was specially invented for people whose
memories are so curioudy constituted.

ALGERNON: Oh, there is no use speculating on that
subject. Divorces are made in Heaven——(JACK puts
out hishandtotakea sandwich. ALGERNON at onceinterferes.)
Please don't touch the cucumber sandwiches. They are
ordered specially for Aunt Augusta. (Takes one and eats

JACK : Well, you have been eating them all the time.

ALGERNON: That is quite a different matter. She
is my aunt. (Takes plate from below.) Have some bread
and butter. The bread and butter is for Gwendolen.
Gwendolen is devoted to bread and butter.

JACK (advancing to table and helping himself): And very
good bread and butter it is too.

ALGERNON: Well, my dear fellow, you need not eat
as if you were going to eat it all. Y ou behave as if you
were married to her already. You are not married to
her already, and | don't think you ever will be.

JACK : Why on earth do you say that?

ALGERNON: Well, in the first place girls never marry
the men they flirt with. Girlsdon't think it right.

JACK : Oh, that is nonsense !

ALGERNON: Itisn't. Itisa great truth. It accounts
for the extraordinary number of bachelors that one s
all over the place. In the second place, | don't give my
consent.

JACK: Your consent!

ALGERNON: MYy dear fellow, Gwendolen is my first
cousin. And before | 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! | don't know any one
of the name of Cecily.

Enter LANE.
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ALGERNON: Bring methat cigarettecase Mr. Worth-
ing left in the smoking-room the last time he dined here.

LANE: Yessir.

L ANE goesout

JACK : Doyou mean to say you have had my cigarette
case all this time? | wish to goodness you had let me
know. | have been writing frantic letters to Scotland
Yard about it. | wasvery nearly offering alargereward.

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

JACK : Thereis no good offering a large reward now
that the thing isfound.

Enter LANE with thecigarette case on asalver. ALGER-
NON takesit at once. L ANE goesout

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

JACK : Of course it's mine. (Moving to him.) You
have ssen me with it a hundred times, and you have no
right whatsoever to read what is written insde. Itisa
very ungentlemanly thing to read a private cigarette
cae

ALGERNON: Oh, it is absurd to have ahard and fast
rule about what one should read and what oneshouldn't.
More than half of modern culture depends on what one
shouldn't read.

JACK: | am quite aware of the fact, and | don't
propose to discuss modern culture. It isn't the sort of
thing one should talk of in private. | smply want my
cigar ette case back.

ALGERNON: Yes; but thisisn't your cigarette casa
This cigarette ca is a present from some one of the name
of Cecily, and you said you didn't know any one of that
name.
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JACK : Well, if you want to know, Cecily happens to
be my aunt.

ALGERNON: Your aunt!

JACK: Yes. Charming old lady sheiis, too. Lives at
Tunbridge Wells. Just giveit back to me, Algy.

ALGERNON (retreating to back of sofa): But why does
she call hersdf 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 isamatter that surely
an aunt may be allowed to decide for hersdf. You seem
to think that every aunt should be exactly like your
aunt! That isabsurd. For heaven's sake, give me back
my cigarette case (FollowsALGERNON round theroom.)

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, | admit, to
an aunt being a small aunt, but why an aunt, no matter
what her sze may be, should call her own nephew her
uncle, | can't quite make out. Besdes ; your name isn't
Jack at all ; it is Ernest.

JACK: Itisn't Ernest; it'sJack.

ALGERNON: You have always told me it was Ernest.
| have introduced you to every one as Ernest. You
answer to the name of Ernest. You look asif your name
was Ernest. You are the most earnest-looking person
| 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." |'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 any one ds=. (Puts the
cardin hispocket.)
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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 livesat Tunbridge
Wells, callsyou 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. | may
mention that | have always suspected you of being a
confirmed and secret Bunburyist; and | am quite sure
of it now.

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

ALGERNON: |'Il reveal to you the meaning of that
incompar able expresson as soon asyou are kind enough
to inform me why you are Ernest in town and Jack in
the country.

JACK : Well, produce my cigarette case firdt.

ALGERNON: Hereit is. (Hands cigarette case.) Now pro-
duce your explanation, and pray make it improbable.
(Sitson sofa.)

JACK: My dear fellow, there is nothing improbable
about my explanation at all. In fact, it's perfectly
ordinary. Old Mr. Thomas Cardew, who adopted me
when | was a little boy, made mein hiswill guardian to
his grand-daughter, Miss Cecily Cardew. Cecily, who
addresses me as her uncle from motives of respect that
you could not possibly appreciate lives at my place in
the country under the charge of her admirable governess,
Miss Prism.
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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. ... | may tell you candidly

that the place is not in Shropshire.

ALGERNON : | suspected that, my dear fellow! | have
Bunburyed all over Shropshire on two separate occa-
sions. Now, go on. Why are you Ernest in town and
Jack in the country?

JACK: My dear Algy, | don't know whether you will
be able to understand my real motives. Y ou 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 | 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 : Thetruthisrarely pure and never simple.
Modern life would be very tedious if it were either, and
modern literatureacompleteimpossibility !

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 areis aBun-
buryist. | was quite right in saying you were a Bun-
buryist. Y ou are one of the most advanced Bunburyists
| know.

JACK : What on earth do you mean?

ALGERNON : Y ou have invented avery useful younger
brother called Ernest, in order that you may be able to
come up to town as often asyou like. | haveinvented an
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invaluable permanent invalid called Bunbury, in order
that | may be ableto go down into the country whenever
| choose. Bunbury is perfectly invaluable. Ifit wasn't
for Bunbury's extraordinary bad health, for instance, |
wouldn't be able to dine with you at Willis's to-night,
for 1 have been really engaged to Aunt Augusta for more
than a week.

JACK: | haven't asked you to dine with me anywhere
to-night.

ALGERNON: | know. You are absurdly careless about
sending out invitations. Itisvery 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, | dined there on
Monday, and once a week is quite enough to dine with
one'sown relations. In the second place, whenever | do
dinethere | am always treated as a member of the family,
and sent down with either no woman at all, or two. In
the third place, | know perfectly well whom she will
place me next to, to-night. She will place me next Mary
Farquhar, who alwaysflirtswith her own husband across
the dinner-table. Thatisnot very pleasant. Indeed, itis
not even decent . . . and that sort of thing is enormously
on the increase. The amount of women in London who
flirt with their own husbandsis perfectly scandalous. It
looks so bad. It is simply washing one's clean linen in
public. Besides, now that | know you to be a confirmed
Bunburyist | naturally want to talk to you about Bun-
burying. | want to tell you the rules.

JACK: 1'm not a Bunburyist at all. |f Gwendolen
accepts me, | am going to kill my brother, indeed | think
"1l kill him in any case. Cecily is a little too much
interested in him. It israther abore. So | am going to
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get rid of Ernest. And | strongly advise you to do the
samewith 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 ssems to
me extremely problematic, you will be very glad to
know Bunbury. A man who marries without knowing
Bunbury hasa very tedioustime of it.

JACK : That is nonsense. | f | marry a charming girl
like Gwendolen, and sheistheonly girl | ever saw in my
life that | would marry, | certainly won't want to know
Bunbury.

ALGERNON: Then your wifewill. You don't seem to
realise that in married life three is company and two is
none.

JACK (sententiously): That, my dear young friend, is
the theory that the corrupt French drama has been
propounding for the last fifty years.

ALGERNON: Yes; and that the happy English home
has proved in half the time.

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

ALGERNON: My dear felow, it isn't easy to be any-
thing nowadays. There's such a lot of beastly competi-
tion about. (Thesound of an electricbell isheard.) Ah, that
must be Aunt Augusta. Only relatives, or creditors,
ever ring in that Wagnerian manner. Now, if | get
her out of the way for ten minutes, so that you can have
an opportunity for proposing to Gwendolen, may | dine
with you to-night at Willis s?

JACK : | suppose o, if you want to.

ALGERNON: Yes, but you must be serious about it.
| hate people who are not serious about meals. It is
so shallow of them.

Enter LANE.
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LANE: Lady Bracknell and Miss Fairfax.

ALGERNON goes forward to meet them. Enter LADY
BRACKNELL and GWENDOLEN.

LADY BRACKNELL: Good afternoon, dear Algernon,
| hope you are behaving very well.

ALGERNON : |'m fedling very well, Aunt Augusta.

LADY BRACKNELL : That's not quite the same thing.
I n fact the two things rarely go together. (Sees jack and
bowsto himwith icy coldness.)

ALGERNON (to GWENDOLEN) : Dear me, you are smart !

GWENDOLEN: | am always smart! Am | not, Mr.
Worthing?

JACK : You're quite perfect, Miss Fairfax.

GWENDOLEN: Oh, | hope |l am not that. It would
leave me no room for developments, and | intend to
develop in many directions.

GWENDOLEN and JACK sit down together in thecorner.

LADY BRACKNELL: |'m sorry if we are a little late,
Algernon, but | was obliged to call on dear Lady Har-
bury. | hadn't been there snce her poor husband's
death. | never saw a woman o altered ; she looks quite
twenty years younger. And now |'ll have a cup of tea,
and one of thase nice cucumber sandwichesyou promised
me.

ALGERNON : Certainly, Aunt Augusta. (Goes over to
tea-table.)

LADY BRACKNELL: Won't you come and st here,
Gwendolen?

GWENDOLEN: Thanks, mamma, |'m quite comfort-
ablewhere | am.

ALGERNON (picking up empty plate in horror): Good
heavens! Lane! Why are there no cucumber sand-
wishes? | ordered them specially.

LANE (gravely): There were no cucumbers in the
mar ket this morning, sr. | went down twice.
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ALGERNON: No cucumberd!

LANE: No, sr. Not even for ready money.

ALGERNON: That will do, Lane, thank you.

LANE : Thank you, sr. (Goes out)

ALGERNON: | am greatly distressed, Aunt Augusta,
about there being no cucumbers, not even for ready
money.

LADY BRACKNELL: It really makes no matter,
Algernon. | had some crumpets with Lady Harbury,
who seams to me to be living entirely for pleasure now.

ALGERNON: | hear her hair has turned quite gold
from grief.

LADY BRACKNELL: It certainly has changed its
colour. From what cause |, of course, cannot say.
(ALGERNON crosses and hands tea.) Thank you. 1've
quite a treat for you to-night, Algernon. | am going to
send you down with Mary Farquhar. Sheissuch a nice
woman, and so attentive to her husband. It's delightful
to watch them.

ALGERNON : | am afraid, Aunt Augusta, | shall have
to give up the pleasure of dining with you to-night after
al.

LADY BRACKNELL (frowning): | hope not, Algernon.
It would put my table completely out. Your uncle
would have to dine upstairs. Fortunately he is accus
tomed to that.

ALGERNON : Itisagreat bore, and, | need hardly say,
a terrible disappointment to me, but the fact is | have
just had a telegram to say that my poor friend Bunbury
isvery ill again. (Exchanges glances with JAck.) They
seem to think | should be with him.

LADY BRACKNELL: It is very drange. This Mr.
Bunbury ssems to suffer from curiousy bad health.

ALGERNON: Yes, poor Bunbury is a dreadful invalid.

LADY BRACKNELL : Well, I must say, Algernon, that
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| think it is high time that Mr. Bunbury made up his
mind whether hewasgoingtoliveor todie. Thisshilly-
shallying with the question is absurd. Nor do | in any
way approve of the modern sympathy with invalids. |
consider it morbid. Iliness of any kind is hardly athing
to be encouraged in others. Health is the primary duty
of life. | am always telling that to your poor uncle, but
he never ssems to take much notice ... as far as any
improvement in his ailment goes. | should be much
obliged if you would ask Mr. Bunbury, from me, to be
kind enough not to have a relapse on Saturday, for
| rely on you to arrange my music for me. It ismy last
reception, and one wants something that will encourage
conversation, particulary at the end of the season when
every one has practically said whatever they had to say,
which, in most cases, was probably not much.

ALGERNON: I'll speak to Bunbury, Aunt Augusta, if
he is still conscious, and | think | can promise you he'll
be all right by Saturday. Of course, the music is a great
difficulty. You s if one plays good music, people don't
listen, and if one plays bad music people don't talk.
But Il run over the programme I've drawn out, if you
will kindly come into the next room for a moment.

LADY BRACKNELL: Thank you, Algernon. It isvery
thoughtful of you. (Rising, and following ALGERNON.) |'m
sure the programme will be delightful, after afew expur-
gations. French songs | cannot possibly allow. People
always seem to think that they are improper, and either
look shocked, which isvulgar, or laugh, which isworse.
But German sounds a thoroughly respectable language,
andindeed, | believeisso. Gwendolen, you will accom-
pany me.

GWENDOLEN: Certainly, mamma.

LADY BRACKNELL and ALGERNON go into the
music-room, GWENDOL EN remains behind.
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JACK : Charmingday it has been, Miss Fairfax.

GWENDOLEN: Pray don't talk to me about the
weather, Mr. Worthing. Whenever people talk to me
about the weather, | always fedl quite certain that they
mean something ese. And that makes me so nervous.

JACK: | do mean something ese.
GWENDOLEN: | thought 0. In fact, | am never
wrong.

JACK : And | would like to be allowed to take advan-
tage of Lady Bracknell's temporary absence. . . .

GWENDOLEN: | would certainly advise you to do so.
M amma has a way of coming back suddenly into aroom
that | have often had to speak to her about.

JACK (nervoudy): Miss Fairfax, ever snce | met you
| have admired you morethan any girl... | have ever
met since. .. | met you.

GWENDOLEN : Yes, | am quite well aware of the fact.
And | often wish that in public, at any rate, you had
been more demonstrative. For me you have always had
an irresigtible fascination. Even before | met you | was
far from indifferent to you. (JAck looks at her in amaze-
ment.) Welive, asl hopeyou know, Mr.Worthing, inan
age of ideals.  The fact is constantly mentioned in the
more expensve monthly magazines, and has reached
the provincial pulpits, | am told; and my ideal has
always been to love some one of the name of Ernest.
There is something in that name that inspires absolute
confidence. The moment Algernon firss mentioned to
me that he had a friend called Ernest, | knew | was
destined to love you.

JACK : You really love me, Gwendolen?

GWENDOLEN: Passionately!

JACK: Darling! You don't know how happy you've
made me.

GWENDOLEN: My own Ernest!
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JACK: But you don't really mean to say that you
couldn't love me if my name wasn't Ernest?

GWENDOLEN : But your nameis Ernest.

JACK : Yes, | know it is. But supposing it was some-
thing ds2? Do you mean to say you couldn't love me
then?

GWENDOLEN (glibly): Ah, that is clearly a meta-
physical speculation, and like mogt metaphysical specula-
tions has very little reference at all to the actual facts of
real life, aswe know them.

JACK: Personally, darling, to speak quite candidly,
| don't much care about the name of Ernest. ... |
don't think the name suits me at all.

GWENDOLEN: |t suits you perfectly. 1t is a divine
name. It has a music of its own. It produces vibrations.

JACK: Well, really, Gwendolen, | must say that |
think there are lots of other much nicer names. | think
Jack, for instance, a charming name.

GWENDOLEN: JACK? ... No, thereisvery little music
in the name Jack, if any at all, indeed. It does not thrill.
It produces absolutely no vibrations. ... | have known
several Jacks, and they all, without exception, were more
than usually plain. Beddes, Jack is a notorious domest-
icity for John ! And | 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, | must get christened at once—
| mean we must get married at once. Thereisno time
to belogt.

GWENDOLEN: Married, Mr. Worthing?

JACK (astounded): Well. .. surely. You know that |
love you, and you led me to believe, Miss Fairfax, that
you were not absolutely indifferent to me.

GWENDOLEN : | adoreyou. But you haven't proposed
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to meyet. Nothing has been said at all about marriage.
The subject has not even been touched on.

JACK: Well. .. may | proposeto you now?

GWENDOLEN: | think it would be an admirable
opportunity. And to spare you any possble disappoint-
ment, Mr. Worthing, | think it only fair totell you quite
frankly beforehand that | am fully determined to accept
you.

JACK: Gwendolen!

GWENDOLEN: Yes, Mr. Worthing, what have you got
to say to me?

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

GWENDOLEN: Yes, but you don't say it.

JACK: Gwendolen, will you marry me? (Goes on his
knees.)

GWENDOLEN: Of course | will, darling. How long
you have been about it! | am afraid you have had very
little experience in how to propose.

JACK: My own one, | have never loved any one in
theworld but you.

GWENDOLEN : Yes, but men often propose for practice.
I know my brother Gerald does. All my girl-friends tell
me 0. What wonderfully blue eyes you have, Ernest!
They are quite, quite, blue. | hope you will always look
at me just like that, especially when there are other
people present.

Enter LADY BRACKNELL.

LADY BRACKNELL: Mr. Worthing! Rise, sr, from
this semi-recumbent posture. It is most indecorous.

GWENDOLEN : Mamma! (Hetriestorise; sherestrains
him.) | must beg you toretire. Thisis no placefor you.
Besdes, M r. Worthing has not quite finished yet.

LADY BRACKNELL : Finished what, may | ak?

GWENDOLEN: | am engaged to Mr. Worthing,
mamma. (Theyrisetogether.)
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LADY BRACKNELL : Pardon me, you are not engaged
to any one. When you do become engaged to some one,
[, or your father, should his health permit him, will
inform you of the fact. An engagement should come on
ayoung girl as a surprise, pleasant or unpleasant, as the
cae may be. It is hardly a matter that she could be
allowed to arrange for herself. . . . And now | have a
few questions to put to you, Mr. Worthing. While | am
making these inquiries, you, Gwendolen, will wait for
me below in the carriage.

GWENDOLEN {reproachfully): Mamma!

LADY BRACKNELL: In the carriage, Gwendolen!
(GWENDOLEN goes to the door. She and JACK blow kissesto
each other behind LADY BRACKNELL'S back. LADY BRACK-
NELL looks vaguely about as if she could not understand what
the noise was. Finally turns round.) Gwendolen, the
carriage!

GWENDOLEN: Yes, mamma. (Goss out, looking back at
JACK.)

LADY BRACKNELL {sitting down): Y ou can take a seat,
Mr.Worthing. {Looksin her pocket for note-book and pencil )

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

LADY BRACKNELL {pencil and note-book in hand): | fedl
bound to tell you that you are not down on my list of
eligible young men, although | have the same list as the
dear Duchess of Bolton has. We work together, in fact.
However, | am quite ready to enter your name, should
your answers be what a really affectionate mother
requires. Do you smoke?

JACK : Well, yes, | must admit | smoke.

LADY BRACKNELL: | 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 itis. How old
are you?

JACK: Twenty-nine.
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LADY BRACKNELL: A very good age to be married at.
| 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): | know nothing, Lady
Bracknell.

LADY BRACKNELL: | am pleased to hear it. | do not
approve of anything that tampers with natural ignor-
ance. Ignorance is like a delicate exotic fruit; touch it,
and the bloom is gone. The whole theory of modern
educationisradically 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, arid probably lead to acts of violence in Grosvenor
Square. What is your income?

JACK : Between seven and eight thousand a year.

LADY BRACKNELL (mekes a note in her book): Inland,
or in investments?

JACK: Ininvestments, chiefly.

LADY BRACKNELL: That is satisfactory. What be-
tween 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: | have a country house with some land, of
course, attached to it, about fifteen hundred acres, |
believe; but | don't depend on that for my real income.
Infact, asfar as | 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 after-
afterwards. You have a town house, | hope? A girl
with a simple, unspoiled nature, like Gwendolen, could
hardly be expected to reside in the country.
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JACK: Well, | own a house in Belgrave Square, but
it is let by the year to Lady Bloxham. Of course, | can
get it back whenever | like, at six months' notice.

LADY BRACKNELL: Lady Bloxham? | 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 guaran-
tee of respectability of character. What number in
Belgrave Square?

JACK: 149,

LADY BRACKNELL {shaking her head) : The unfashion-
able side. | 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, |
presume. What are your politics?

JACK: Well, I am afraid | really have none. | am a
Liberal Unionist.

LADY BRACKNELL : Oh, they count a Tories. They
dinewith us. Or comein the evening, at any rate. Now
to minor matters. Are your parents living?

JACK: | have lost both my parents.

LADY BRACKNELL : Toloseoneparent, Mr. Worthing,
may be regarded as a misfortune; to lose both looks like
cardessness. 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: | am afraid | really don't know. The fact is,
Lady Bracknell, | said | had lost my parents. It would
be nearer the truth to say that my parents seem to have
lost me. ... | don't actually know who | am by birth.
| was . . . well, | was found.

LADY BRACKNELL: Found!
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JACK: The late Mr. Thomas Cardew, an old gentle-
man of a very charitable and kindly disposition, found
me, and gave me the name of Worthing, because he
happened to have afirst-class ticket for Worthing in his
pocket at the time. Worthing is aplace in Sussex. Itis
a seaside resort.

LADY BRACKNELL : Where did the charitable gentle-
man who had a first-class ticket for this seaside resort
find you?

JACK (gravdy) : I n ahand-bag.

LADY BRACKNELL: A hand-bag?

JACK (vay serioudly): Yes, Lady Bracknell. Itwasin 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. |t 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. Mr.
Worthing, | confess | feel somewhat bewildered by what
you havejust told me. To be born, or at any rate bred,
in a hand-bag, whether it had handles or not, seems to
me to display a contempt for the ordinary decencies of
family life that reminds one of the worst excesss of the
French Revolution. And | presume you know what that
unfortunate movement led to? As for the particular
locality in which the hand-bag was found, a cloak-room
at a railway station might serve to conceal a social
indiscretion—has probably, indeed, been used for that
purpose before now—but it could hardly be regarded as
an assured basis for a recognised position in good society.
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JACK: May | ask you then what you would advise
me to do? | need hardly say | would do anything in
the world to ensure Gwendolen's happiness.

LADY BRACKNELL : | would strongly advise you, Mr.
Worthing, to try and aquire some relations as soon as
possible, and to make a definite effort to produce at any
rate one parent, of either sex, before the season is quite
over.

JACK: Well, | don't s&¢ how | could possibly manage
to do that. | can produce the hand-bag at any moment.
It isin my dressing-room at home. | really think that
should satisfy you, L ady Bracknell.

LADY BRACKNELL: Me, sir! What has it to do with
me? Y ou can hardly imagine that | and L ord Bracknell
would dream of allowing our only daughter—a girl
brought up with the utmost care—to marry into a cloak-
room, and form an alliance with a parcel? Good
morning, Mr. Worthing!

LADY BRACKNELL sweeps out in majestic indigna-
tion.

JACK : Good morning! (ALGERNON, fromthe other room,

strikes up the Wedding March. JAck looks perfectly

furious, and goes to the door.) For goodness' sake, don't
play that ghastly tune, Algy ! How idiotic you are!
(The music stopsand ALGERNON enters cheerily.)

ALGERNON: Didn't it go off all right, old boy? You
don't mean to say Gwendolen refused you? | know it
isaway she has. Sheisawaysrefusing people. | think it
ismost ill-natured of her.

JACK: Oh, Gwendolen isright as a trivet. As far as
she is concerned, we are engaged. Her mother is per-
perfectly unbearable. Never met such a Gorgon. . . .
| don't really know what aGorgon islike, but | am quite
sure that Lady Bracknell is one. In any case, sheis a
monster, without being amyth, which is rather unfair.
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.... | begyour pardon Algy, | suppose | shouldn't talk
about your own aunt in that way beforeyou.

ALGERNON : MYy dear boy, | love hearing my relations
abused. It isthe only thing that makes me put up with
them at all. Relations are smply a tedious pack of
people, who haven't got the remotest knowledge
of how to live, nor the smallest instinct about when to
die.

JACK : Oh, that isnonsense !

ALGERNON : I tisn't !

JACK: Well, I won't argue about the matter. You
always want to argue about things.

ALGERNON : That isexactly what thingswereoriginally
made for.

JACK: Upon my word, if | thought that, |'d shoot
mysdf. ... (A pause) You don't think there is any
chance of Gwendolen becoming like her mother in about
a hundred and fifty years, do you, Algy?

ALGERNON: All women become like their mothers.
That istheir tragedy. No man does That's his.

JACK: Isthat clever?

ALGERNON: It is perfectly phrased! And quite as
true as any observation in civilised life should be.

JACK : | am dck to death of cleverness. Everybody is
clever nowadays. You can't go anywhere without
meeting clever people. The thing has become an abso-
lute public nuisance. | wish to goodness we had a few
fools left.

ALGERNON: We have.

JACK : | should extremely like to meet them. What
do they talk about?

ALGERNON : Thefools? Oh, about the clever people,
of course

JACK : What fools.

ALGERNON: By theway, did you tell Gwendolen the
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truth about your being Ernest in town, and Jack in the
country?

JACK (Ml a very patronising manner): My dear fellow, the
truth isn't quite the sort of thing one tells to a nice,
sweet, refined girl. What extraordinary ideas you have
about the way to behave to a woman!

ALGERNON : The only way to behave to a woman is
to make love to her, if sheis pretty, and to some one else,
if sheisplain.

JACK: Oh, that is nonsense.

ALGERNON : What about your brother? What about
the profligate Ernest?

JACK : Oh, before the end of the week | shall have got
rid of him. 1'll say he died in Paris of apoplexy. Lots of
people die of apoplexy, quite suddenly, don't they?

ALGERNON : Yes, but it's hereditary, my dear fellow.
It's a sort of thing that runs in families. Y ou had much
better say a severe chill.

JACK : You are sure a severe chill isn't hereditary, or
anything of that kind?

ALGERNON : Of courseitisn't!

JACK: Very well, then. My poor brother Ernest is
carried off suddenly, in Paris, by a severe chill. That
gets rid of him.,

ALGERNON: But | thought you said that. . . Miss
Cardew was a little too much interested in your poor
brother Ernest? Won't she feel his loss a good deal?

JACK: Oh, that is all right. Cecily is not a silly
romantic girl, I am glad to say. She has got a capital
appetite, goes long walks, and pays no attention at all
to her lessons.

ALGERNON : | would rather like to s Cecily.

JACK: | will take very good care you never do. She
is excessively pretty, and she is only just eighteen.

ALGERNON: Have you told Gwendolen yet that
303



THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST ACT |

you have an excessvely pretty ward who is only just
eighteen?

JACK: Oh, one doesn't blurt these things out to
people. Cecily and Gwendolen are perfectly certain to
be extremely great friends. |'ll bet you anything you
like that half an hour after they have met, they will be
calling each other sder.

ALGERNON: Women only do that when they have
called each other a lot of other things first. Now, my
dear boy, if we want to get a good table at Willis's,
we really must go and dress. Do you know it is nearly
Fven?

JACK (irritably). Oh, it alwaysis nearly seven.

ALGERNON: Well, I 'm hungry.

JACK: | never knew when you you weren't. . . .

ALGERNON : What shall we do after dinner? Goto a
theatre?

JACK : Oh no! | loathe listening.

ALGERNON : Well, let usgo to the Club?

JACK : Oh, no! | hate talking.

ALGERNON : Well, we might trot round to the Empire
at ten?

JACK : Oh, no! | can't bear looking at things. It is
2 dilly.

ALGERNON : Well, what shall we do?

JACK: Nothing!

ALGERNON : It is awfully hard work doing nothing.
However, | don't mind hard work where there is no
definite object of any kind.

Enter LANE.

LANE: Miss Fairfax.

Enter GWENDOLEN. L ane goesout.

ALGERNON : Gwendolen, upon my word !

GWENDOLEN: Algy, kindly turn your back. | have
something very particular tosay toMr. Worthing.
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ALGERNON: Really, Gwendolen, | don't think | can
allowthisatall.

GWENDOLEN: Algy, you always adopt a strictly
immoral attitude towards life. Y ou are not quite old
enough to do that. (ALGERNON retires to the fireplace.)

JACK: My own darling!

GWENDOLEN: Ernest, we may never be married.
From the expression on mamma's face | fear we never
3hal. Few parents nowadays pay any regard to what
their children say to them. The old-fashioned respect
for the young is fast dying out. Whatever influence |
ever had over mamma, | lost at the age of three. But
although she may prevent us from becoming man and
wife, and | may marry some one else, and marry often,
nothing that she can possibly do can alter my eternal
devotion to you.

JACK : Dear Gwendolen !

GWENDOLEN : The story of your romantic origin, as
related to me by mamma, with unpleasing comments,
hes naturally stirred the deeper fibres of my nature.
Your Christian name has an irrestible fascination. The
simplicity of your character makesyou exquisitely incom-
prehensible to me. Your town address at the Albany |
have. What is your address in the country?

JACK : The Manor House, Woolton, Hertfordshire.

ALGERNON, who has been carefully listening, smilesto
himself, and writes the address on his shirt-cuff. Then
picks up the Railway Guide.

GWENDOLEN : Thereisagood postal service, | suppose ?
It may be necessary to do something desperate. That of
course will require serious consideration. | will com-
municate with you daily.

JACK : My own one!

GWENDOLEN : How long do you remain in town?

JACK: Till Monday.
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GWENDOLEN: Good! Algy, you may turn round
now.

ALGERNON: Thanks, I've turned round already.

GWENDOLEN: You may alsoring the bell.

JACK: You will let me see you to your carriage, my
own darling?

GWENDOLEN: Certainly.

JACK (to LANE, who now enters): | will sse Miss Fairfax
out.

LANE :  Yes, sr.

JACK and GWENDOLEN go off. L ANE presents several
letterson a salver to ALGERNON. It isto be surmised that
they arebills, asAL GERNON, after looking at the envel opes,
tearsthemup.

ALGERNON : A glass of sherry, Lane.

LANE: Yes, gr.

ALGERNON : To-morrow, Lane, |'m going Bunburying.

LANE: Yessir.

ALGERNON: | shall probably not be back till M onday.
Y ou can put up my dress clothes, my smoking jacket, and
all the Bunbury auits. . . .

LANE : Yes, gr. (Handing sherry.)

ALGERNON: | hope to-morrow will be a fine day,
Lane.

LANE: I t never is, Sr.

ALGERNON: Lane, you're a perfect pessmidt.

LANE : | do my best to give satisfaction, sir.

Enter JACK. L ANE goes off.

JACK: There's a sendgble, intellectual girl! The only
girl I ever cared for in my life. (ALGERNON is laughing
immoderately.) What on earth are you so amused at?

ALGERNON: Oh, I'm a little anxious about poor
Bunbury, that isall.

JACK : | f you don't take care, your friend Bunbury
will get you into a srious scrape some day.
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ALGERNON: | love scrapes. They are the only things
that are never serious
JACK: Oh, that's nonsense, Algy. You never talk
anything but nonsense.
ALGERNON: Nobody ever does.
JACK looks indignantly at him, and leaves the room.
ALGERNON lights a cigarette, reads his shirt-cuff, and
smiles.

CURTAIN
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Thegarden at theManor House. A flight of grey stonestepsleads
up to the house. The garden, an old-fashioned one, is full of
roses. Time of year, July. Basket chairs, and a table
covered with books, are set under a large yew-tree. MIss
PRISM is seated at the table. ceciLy is at the back,
watering flowers.

MIlss 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 sowly): But | don't like
German. It isn't at all a becoming language. | know
perfectly well that | 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 UncleJack is 0 very serious! Some-
times he is so serious that | think he cannot be quite well.

MIss PrRISM (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 heis. | know no one who has a higher sense
of duty and responsibility.
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CECILY: | suppose that is why he often looks a little
bored when we three are together.

MIlss PrRisM: Cecily! | am surprised at you. Mr.
Worthing has many troublesin hislife. 1dle 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: | wish UncleJack would allow that unfor-
tunate young man, his brother, to come down here
sometimes. We might have a good influence over him,
MissPrism. | am sureyou certainly would. You know
German, and geology, and things of that kind influence
aman very much. (CECILY beginstowritein her diary.)

MIss PrISM (sheking her head): | do not think that even
| could produce any effect on a character that according
to hisown brother's admission isirretrievably weak and
vacillating. Indeed, | am not sure that | would desire to
reclaim him. | 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. | really don't sse why you
should keep adiary at all.

CECILY: | keep adiary in order to enter the wonder-
ful secrets of my life. If | didn't write them down, |
should probably forget all about them.

Mlss PrRISM: 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 possbly have
happened. | believe that memory is responsble for
nearly all the three-volume novels that M udie sends us.

Mlss PrIsM : Do not speak dightingly of the three-
volume novel, Cecily. | wrote one mysdlf in earlier days.

CEcILY: Did you really, Miss Prisn? How wonder-
fully clever you are! | hope it did not end happily? |
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don't like novels that end happily,. They depress me so
much.

Mlss PrRisM: The good ended happily, and the bad
unhappily. That iswhat Fiction means.

CECILY : | suppose 0. But it seams very unfair. And
was your novel ever published?

Mlss PrRISM: Alas, no. The manuscript unfortun-
ately was abandoned. (CECILY starts) | use the word
in the snse of los or mislaid. To your work, child,
these speculations ar e profitless.

CECILY (smiling): But | ssedear Dr. Chasuble coming
up through thegarden.

MIssPrism (rising and advancing): Dr. Chasuble! This
isindeed a pleasure.

Enter CANON CHASUBLE.

CHASUBLE : And how are we thismorning? Miss Prism,
you are, | trust, well?

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

Mlss PrisM : Cecily, | have not mentioned anything
about a headache.

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

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

CECILY : Oh, | am afraid | am.

CHASUBLE: Thatissrange. Were | fortunate enough
to be Miss Prigm's pupil, | would hang upon her lips.
(MIssPrIsM glares) | spoke metaphorically. My
metaphor wasdrawn from bess. Ahem! Mr. Worthing,
| supposg, has not returned from town yet?

Mlss PRISM: We do not expect him till Monday
afternoon.
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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, ssems to be. But | must not
disturb Egeria and her pupil any longer.

MlssPrisM: Egeria? My nameis Laetitia, Doctor.

CHASUBLE (bowing): A classcal allusion merely, drawn
from the Pagan authors. | shall s you both no doubt
at Evensong?

MISs PrRISM : | think, dear Doctor, | will have a stroll
with you. | find | have a headache after all, and awalk
might do it good.

CHASUBLE : With pleasure, Miss Prism, with pleasure.
We might go as far as the schools and back.

Mlss 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
havetheir melodramatic side. (Goesdown the garden with
DR. CHASUBLE.)

CEcILY (picksup books and throws them back on table):
Horrid Political Economy! Horrid Geography ! Horrid,
horrid German!

Enter MERRIMAN With a card on asalver.

MERRIMAN : Mr. Ernest Worthing has just driven over
from the station. He has brought his luggage with
him.

CECILY (takes the card and reads it): 'Mr. Ernest
Worthing, B. 4, The Albany, W." Uncle Jack's brother!
Didyoutell him M r. Worthingwasin town?

MERRIMAN: Yes, Miss. He seemed very much disap-
pointed. | mentioned that you and Miss Prism were
in the garden. He said he was anxious to speak to you
privately for a moment.

CECILY: Ak Mr. Ernest Worthing to come here. |
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uppose you had better talk to the housekeeper about a
room for him.

MERRIMAN : Yes, Miss.

MERRIMAN goes off.

CECILY: | have never met any really wicked person
before. | fed rather frightened. | am so afraid he will
look just like every one dse. {Enter ALGERNON, very gay
and debonnair.) Hedoes!

ALGERNON (raising hishat): You are my little cousn
Cecily, I 'm sure.

CECILY: You areunder some srange mistake. | am
not little. In fact, | believe | am more than usually tall
for my age. (ALGERNON israther taken aback.) But | am
your cousin Cecily. You, | ssefrom your card, are Uncle
Jack's brother, my cousin Ernest, my wicked cousin
Ernest.

ALGERNON: Oh, | am not really wicked at all,
cousin Cecily. You mustn't think that | am wicked.

CEGILY : | f you are not, then you have certainly been
deceiving us all in a very inexcusable manner. | hope
you have not been leading a double life, pretending to
be wicked and being really good all the time. That
would be hypocrisy.

ALGERNON (looks at her in amazement): Oh, of course
| have been rather reckles.

CECILY : | am glad to hear it.

ALGERNON: | n fact, now you mention the subject, |
have been very bad in my own small way,

CECILY : | don't think you should be s proud of that,
though | am sure it must have been very pleasant.

ALGERNON: It is much pleasanter being here with
you.

CECILY: | can't understand how you are here at all.
UncleJack won't be back till Monday afternoon.

ALGERNON: That is a great disappointment. | am
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obliged to go up by the first train on Monday morning.
| have a busnessappointment that | am anxious ... to
miss!

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

ALGERNON : No: the appointment is in London.

CECILY : Well, I know, of course, how important it is
not to keep a busness engagement, if onewantstoretain
any snse of the beauty of life, but till | think you had
better wait till UncleJack arrives. | know he wants to
gpeak to you about your emigrating.

ALGERNON : About my what?

CECILY: Your emigrating. He has gone up to buy

your outfit.

ALGERNON : | certainly wouldn't let Jack buy my
outfit. Hehasnotagein necktiesat all.

CECILY: | don't think you will require neckties.

Uncle Jack is sending you to Australia.

ALGERNON: Australia! |1'd sooner die. .

CECILY: Well, he said at dinner on Wednesday night
that you would have to choose between this world, the
next world, and Australia.

ALGERNON: Oh, well, the accounts | have received
of Australia and the next world, are not particularly
encouraging. This world is good enough for me, cousin
Cecily.

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

ALGERNON: |'m afraid I'm not that. That iswhy |
want you to reform me. You might make that your
mission, if you don't mind, cousin Cecily.

CECILY: |'m afraid I've no time, this afternoon.

ALGERNON: Well, would you mind my reforming
myself this afternoon?

CECILY : It israther Quixotic of you. But | think you
should try.
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ALGERNON: | will. | fed better already.

CECILY : You arelooking a little worse.

ALGERNON: That is because | am hungry.

CECILY: How thoughtless of me. | should have
remembered that when one is going to lead an entirely
new life, one requires regular and wholesome meals.
Won't you comein?

ALGERNON: Thank you. Might | have a button-
hole first? | never have any appetite unless | have a
button-hole first.

CECILY: A Marshal Niel? (Picksup scissors.)

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

CECILY : Why? (Cuts a flower.)

ALGERNON: Because you are like a pink rose, Cousin
Cecily.

CECILY : | don't think it can beright for you to talk
tomelikethat. MissPrism never says such thingsto me.

ALGERNON: Then Miss Prism is a short-sighted old
lady. (CECILY putstherosein hisbuttonhole.)) Y ou arethe
prettiest girl | ever saw.

CECILY: Miss Prism says that all good looks are a
snare.

ALGERNON: They areasnarethat every sensble man
would like to be caught in.

CEcILY: Oh, | don't think | would care to catch a
sengble man. | shouldn't know what to talk to him
about. (They passinto the house. MIss PrRISM and DR.
CHASUBLE return.)

MIssPRISM: YOU are too much alone, dear Dr.
Chasuble. You should get married. A misanthrope |
can understand—a womanthrope, never!

CHASUBLE (with ascholar'sshudder): Believe me, | do
not deserve so neologistic a phrase. The precept as well
as the practice of the Primitive Church was distinctly
against matrimony.
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MIssPRISM (sententiously): That is obvioudy 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 vesds astray.

CHASUBLE: But isa man not equally attractive when
married?

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

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

MIss PRISM: That depends on the intellectual sym-
pathies of the woman. M aturity can always be depended
on. Ripeness can be trusted. Young women are green.
(DR. CHASUBLE starts,) | spoke horticulturally. My
metaphor was drawn from fruits. But whereis 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 crepe hatband and
black gloves.

MIssPRISM: Mr. Worthing!

CHASUBLE : Mr. Worthing?

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

JACK (shakes Mlss PRISM'S hand in a tragic manner): |
have returned sooner than | expected. Dr. Chasuble,
I hope you are well?

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

JACK : My brother.

Mlss PRISM : More shameful debts and extravagance?

CHASUBLE: Still leading his life of pleasure?

JACK (shaking his head): Dead!

CHASUBLE: Your brother Ernest dead?
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JACK : Quite dead.

Mlss PrISM: What a lesson for him! | trust he will
profit by it.

CHASUBLE: Mr. Worthing, | offer you my sincere
condolence. Y ou have at leagt the consolation of know-
ing that you were always the most generous and for-
giving 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
theend?

JACK : No. He died abroad ; in Paris, in fact. | 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

Mlss PRISM : Asa man sows, 9 shall hereap.

CHASUBLE (raising hishand) : Charity, dear MissPrism,
charity! None of us are perfect. | myself am peculiarly
susceptible to draughts. Will the interment take place
here?

JACK: NO. He seems to have expressed a dedire to
be buried in Paris.

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

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

MlssPrisM : Itis | regret to say, one of the Rector's
most constant duties in this parish. | have often spoken
to the poorer dases on the subject. But they don't seem
to know what thrift is.

CHASUBLE : But isthereany particular infant in whom
you are interested, Mr. Worthing? Your brother was,
| believe, unmarried, was he not ?

JACK : Oh yes

Mlss prism (bitterly): People who live entirely for
pleasure usually are.

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

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

JACK : | don't remember anything about it.

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

JACK : | certainly intend to have. Of course, | don't
know if thething would bother you in any way, or if you
think 1 am a little too old now.

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

JACK : Immersion !

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

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

CHASUBLE: Perfectly, perfectly! In fact, | 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
mogt hard-working man.

JACK: Oh, | don't sse 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, | will not intrude
any longer into a house of sorrow. | would merely beg
you not to be too much bowed down by grief. What
seem to us bitter trials are often blessngs in disguise.

MIssPRISM : Thisssemsto me a blessing of an extreme-
ly obvious kind.

Enter CECILY from the house.

CECILY: UncleJack! Oh, | am pleased to s you
back. But what horrid clothes you have got on. Do go
and change them.

MIss PRISM: Cecily!

CHASUBLE: My child! My child!

CECILY goes towardsJACK ; he kisses her brow in a
melancholy manner.

CECILY: What is the matter, Uncle Jack? Do look
happy! You look as if you had toothache, and | have
got such a surprise for you. Who do you think isin the
dining-room? Your brother!

JACK: Who?

CECILY: Your brother Ernest. Hearrived about half
an hour ago.

JACK: What nonsense! | haven't got a brother.
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CECILY : Oh, don't say that. However badly he may
have behaved to you in the past he is still your brother.
You couldn't be so heartless as to disown him. |'II tell
him to come out. And you will shake hands with him,
won't you, UncleJack? (Runsback intothehouse.)

CHASUBLE: These are very joyful tidings.

Mlss PrIsM : After we had been resigned to his loss,
his sudden return ssems to me peculiarly distressing.

JACK: My brother isin the dining-room? | don't
know what it all means. | think it is perfectly absurd.

Enter ALGERNON and cecILY handin hand. They
comeslowly uptoJack.

JACK : Good heayens! (Motions ALGERNON away.)

ALGERNON : Brother John, | have come down from
town to tell you that | am very sorry for all the trouble
| have given you, and that | intend to lead a better life
in thefuture.

JACK glaresat him and doesHot take hishand.

CECILY : Uncle Jack, you are not going to refuse your
own brother's hand?

JACK: Nothing will induce me to take his hand. |
think his coming down here disgraceful. He knows
perfectly well why.

CECILY: Uncle Jack, do be nice. There is some good
in every one. Ernest hasjust been telling me about his
poor invalid friend, M r. Bunbury, whom he goesto visit
so often. And surdy there must be much good in one
who is kind to an invalid, and leaves the pleasures of
London to st by a bed of pain.

JACK : Oh, hehasbeen talking about Bunbury, hashe ?

CECILY: Yes, he has told me all about poor Mr.
Bunbury, and histerrible state of health.

JACK: Bunbury! Well, I won't have him talk to you
about Bunbury, or about anything €se It is enough to
drive one perfectly frantic.
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ALGERNON: Of course | admit that the faults were
all on my sde. But | must say that | think that Brother
John's coldness to meis peculiarly painful. | expected a
more enthusiastic welcome, especially considering it is
thefirst time | have come here.

CECILY: UncleJack, if you don't shake hands with
Ernest | will never forgive you.

JACK: Never forgive me?

CECILY: Never, never, never!

JACK: Weaell, thisis the last time | shall ever do it.
(Shakeshandswith ALGERNON and glares.)

CHASUBLE : It's pleasant, is it not, to se 2 perfect a
reconciliation? | think we might leave the two brothers
together.

MIlss prism : Cecily, you will come with us.

CECILY: Certainly, Miss Prism. My little task of
reconciliation is over.

CHASUBLE : Y ou have done a beautiful action to-day,
dear child.

MIlss PRISM : We mugt not be prematurein our judg-
ments.

CECILY : | fed very happy.

They all go off, except JACK and ALGERNON.

JACK : You young scoundrel, Algy, you must get out
of this place as soon as possble. | don't allow any Bun-
burying here.

Enter MERRIMAN.

MERRIMAN: | have put Mr. Ernest's things in the
room next to yours, sr. | supposethat isall right?

JACK: What?

MERRIMAN: Mr. Ernest's luggage, sr. | have un-
packed it and put it in the room next to your own.

JACK: Hisluggage?

MERRIMAN: Yes, dr. Threeportmanteaus, a dressing-
case, two hat-boxes, and a large luncheon-basket.
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ALGERNON: | am afraid | can't stay more than a
week this time.

JACK: Merriman, order the dog-cart at once. Mr.
Ernest has been suddenly called back to town.

MERRIMAN : Yes, Sr. {Goes back into the house,)

ALGERNON : What afearful liar you are, Jack. | have
not been called back to town at all.

JACK : Yes, you have.

ALGERNON: | haven't heard any one call me.

JACK : Your duty as a gentleman calls you back.

ALGERNON : My duty as a gentleman has never inter-
fered with my pleasures in the smallest degree.

JACK : | can quite understand that.

ALGERNON: Well, Cecily isa darling.

JACK: You are not to talk of Miss Cardew like that.
| don't likeit.

ALGERNON: Well, | don't like your clothes. Y ou look
perfectly ridiculous in them. Why on earth don't you
go up and change? It is perfectly childish to be in deep
mourning for a man who is actually staying for a whole
week with you in your house as a guest. | call it
grotesgue.

JACK: You are certainly not staying with me for a
whole week as a guest, or anything dse. You have got
to leave ... by the four-five train.

ALGERNON : | certainly won't leave you 9 long as you
are in mourning. It would be mogt unfriendly. If |
were in mourning you would stay with me, | suppose
| should think it very unkind if you didn't.

JACK: Well, will you go if I change my clothes?

ALGERNON : Yes, if you are not too long. | never saw
anybody take so long to dress and with such little
result.

JACK: Well, at any rate, that is better than being

always over-dressed, as you are.
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ALGERNON : | fl am occasionally alittle over-dressed,
| make up for it by being always immensely over-
educated.

JACK: Your vanity is ridiculous, your conduct an
outrage, and your presence in my garden utterly absurd.
However, you have got to catch the four-five, and | hope
you will have a pleasant journey back to town. This
Bunburying, as you call it, has not been a great success
foryou. (Goesinto the house.)

ALGERNON : | think it has been a great success. |'m
inlovewith Cecily, and that iseverything. (Enter CECILY
at the back of the garden. She picks up the can, and begins to
water theflowers.) But | must see her before | go, and make
arrangements for another Bunbury. Ah, there sheis.

CECILY: Oh, | merely came back to water the roses.
| thought you were with UncleJack.

ALGERNON : He's gone to order the dog-cart for me.

CECILY: Oh, he is going to take you for a nice
drive?

ALGERNON : He's going to send me away.

CECILY : Then have we got to part?

ALGERNON: | am afraid so. It's a very painful
parting.

CECILY: It is always painful to part from people
whom one has known for avery brief space of time. The
absence of old friends one can endure with equanimity.
But even a momentary separation from any one to
whom one has just been introduced is almost unbearable.

ALGERNON : Thank you.

Enter MERRIMAN.
MERRIMAN : The dog-cart is at the door, sir.
ALGERNON looks appealingly at CECILY.
CECILY : |t can wait, Merriman ... for five minutes.
MERRIMAN: Yes, Miss.
MERRIMAN QOES out.
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ALGERNON : | hope, Cecily, | shall not offend you if
state quite frankly and openly that you seem to me to be
in every way the visible personification of absolute
perfection.

CECILY : | think your frankness does you great credit,
Ernest. If you will allow me, | will copy your remarks
into my diary. (Goes over to table and begins writing in
diary.)

ALGERNON: DO you really keep a diary? 1'd give
anything to look at it. May | ?

CECILY: Oh, no. {Puts her hand over it.) You seg, itis
simply a very young girl's record of her own thoughts
and impressions, and consequently meant for publica-
tion. When it appears in volume form | hope you will
order a copy. But pray, Ernest, don't stop. | delight in

taking down from dictation. | have reached 'absolute
perfection.” You can go on. | am quite ready for
more.

ALGERNON {somewhat taken aback): Ahem! Ahem!

CECILY: Oh, don't cough, Ernest. When one is
dictating one should speak fluently and not cough.
Besides, | don't know how to spell a cough. {Writes as
ALGERNON speaks.)

ALGERNON {speaking very rapidly): Cecily, ever since |
first looked upon your wonderful and incomparable
beauty, | have dared to love you wildly, passionately,
devotedly, hopelessly.

CECILY : | don't think that you should tell me that you
love me wildly, passionately, devotedly, hopelessly.
Hopelessly doesn't seem to make much sense, doesit?

ALGERNON: Cecily—

Enter MERRIMAN.

MERRIMAN : The dog-cart is waiting, sir.

ALGERNON : Tell it to come round next week, at the
same hour.
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MERRIMAN (looks at CECILY, who makes no sign): Yes,
Sir.

MERRIMAN retires.

CECILY : UncleJack would be very much annoyed if
he knew you were staying on till next week, at the same
hour.

ALGERNON: Oh, | don't care about Jack. | don't
care for anybody in thewholeworld but you. | loveyou,
Cecily. Youwill marry me, won't you?

CECILY: You silly boy! Of course. Why, we have
been engaged for the last three months.

ALGERNON : For the last three months?

CECILY . Yes, itwill beexactly three monthson Thurs-
day.

ALGERNON : But how did we become engaged?

CECILY: Well, ever since dear Uncle Jack first con-
fessed to us that he had a younger brother who was very
wicked and bad, you of course have formed the chief
topic of conversation between myself and Miss Prism.
And of course aman who is much talked about is always
very attractive. One feds there must be something in
him, after all. | daresay it was foolish of me, but | fell
inlovewithyou, Ernest.

ALGERNON: Darling! And when was the engagement
actually settled?

CECILY: On the 14th of February last. Worn out by
your entire ignorance of my existence, | determined to
end the matter one way or the other, and after a long
struggle with myself | accepted you under this dear old
tree here. The next day | bought thislittleringin your
name, and this is the little bangle with the true lover's
knot | promised you always to wear.

ALGERNON: Did I give you this? It's very pretty,
isn'tit?

CECILY: Yes, you've wonderfully good taste, Ernest.
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It's the excuse |'ve always given for your leading such
abad life. Andthisisthebox inwhich | keep all your
dear letters. (Kneels at table, opens box, and produces letters
tied up with blueribbon.)

ALGERNON : My letters | But, my own sweet Cecily,
| have never written you any letters.

CECILY: YoU need hardly remind me of that, Ernest.
| remember only too well that | was forced to write your
letters for you. | wrote always three times a week, and
sometimes oftener.

ALGERNON: Oh, do let me read them, Cecily!

CECILY: Oh, | couldn't possibly. They would make
you far too conceited. (Replaces box.) The three you
wrote me after | had broken off the engagement are so
beautiful, and so badly spelled, that even now | can
hardly read them without crying alittle.

ALGERNON : But was our engagement broken off?

CECILY : Of course it was. On the 22nd of last March.
Y ou can setheentry if you like. (Shows diary.) ' To-day
| broke off my engagement with Ernest. | feel it is
better to do so. The weather still continues charming.'

ALGERNON : But why on earth did you break it off?
What had | done? | had done nothing at all. Cecily, |
am very much hurt indeed to hear you broke it off. Par-
ticularly when the weather was so charming.

CECILY: It would hardly have been a really serious
engagement if it hadn't been broken off at least once.
But | forgave you before the week was out.

ALGERNON (crossing to her, and kneeling) : What aperfect
angel you are, Cecily.

CECILY: YOU dear romantic boy. (He kisses her, she
puts her fingers through his hair.) | hope your hair curls
naturally, doesit?

ALGERNON : Yes, darling, with alittle help from others.

CECILY: | am s0 glad.
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ALGERNON: You'll never break off our engagement
again, Cecily?

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

ALGERNON: Yes, of course. (Nervously.)

CECILY: YOU must not laugh at me, darling, but it
had always been a girlish dream of mine to love some
one whose name was Ernest. (ALGERNON rises, CECILY
also.) There is something in that name that seems to
inspire absolute confidence. | pity any poor married
woman whose husband is not called Ernest.

ALGERNON : But, my dear child, do you mean to say
you could not love meif | had some other name?

CECILY: Butwhat name?

ALGERNON : Oh, any name you like—Algernon—for
instance. . . .

CECILY : But | don't like the name of Algernon.

ALGERNON : Well, my own dear, sweet, loving little
darling, | really can't sse why you should object to the
name of Algernon. Itis not at all a bad name. In fact,
it is rather an aristocratic name. Half of the chaps who
get into the Bankruptcy Court are called Algernon. But
seriously, Cecily . .. (Moving to her) . .. if my name was
Algy, couldn't you love me?

CECILY (rising): | might respect you, Ernest, | might
admire your character, but | fear that | should not be
able to give you my undivided attention.

ALGERNON: Ahem! Cecily! (Picking up hat) Your
Rector here is, | suppose, thoroughly experienced in
the practice of all the rites and ceremonials of the
Church?

CECILY: Oh, yes. Dr. Chasuble is a most learned
man. He has never written a single book, so you can
imagine how much he knows.
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ALGERNON : | must see him at once on a most impor-
tant christening—I| mean on most important business.

CECILY: Oh!

ALGERNON : | shan't be away for more than half an
hour.

CECILY: Considering that we have been engaged
since February the 14th, and that | only met you to-day
for the first time, | think itis rather hard that you should
leave me for so long a period as half an hour. Couldn't
you make it twenty minutes?

ALGERNON: 1'll be back in no time. (Kisses her and
rushesdown thegarden.)
CECILY: What an impetuous boy he is! | like his

hair so much. | must enter his proposal in my diary.
Enter MERRIMAN.

MERRIMAN : A Miss Fairfax hasjust called to sse Mr.
Worthing. On very important business, Miss Fairfax
states.

CECILY: Isn't Mr. Worthingin hislibrary?

MERRIMAN : Mr. Worthing went over in the direction
of the Rectory some time ago.

CECILY: Pray ask the lady to come out here; Mr.
Worthing is sure to be back soon. And you can bring
tea.

MERRIMAN: Yes, Miss. (Goesout.)

CECILY : Miss Fairfax ! | suppose one of the many
good elderly women who are associated with Uncle Jack
in some of his philanthropic work in London. 1 don't
quite like women who are interested in philanthropic
work. | thinkitisso forward of them.

Enter MERRIMAN.

MERRIMAN : Miss Fairfax.

Enter GWENDOLEN. MERRIMAN gOes out

CECILY (advancing to meet her): Pray let me introduce
myself to you. My name is Cecily Cardew.
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GWENDOLEN: Cecily Cardew? {Moving to her and shak-
ing hands) What a very swest name! Something tdls
me that we are going to be great friends. | like you
already more than | can say. My firs impressons 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 st down.

GWENDOLEN {dtill standing up): | may call you Cecily,
may | not?

CECILY: With pleasurel

GWENDOLEN: And you will always call me Gwendo-
len, won't you?

CECILY : | f you wish.

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

CECILY: | hope so.

A pause. They both sit down together.

GWENDOLEN: Perhaps this might be a favourable
opportunity for my mentioningwho | am. My father is
Lord Bracknell. You have never heard of papa, |
uppose?

CECILY : | don't think so.

GWENDOLEN : Outside the family circle, papa, | am
glad to say, is entirely unknown. | think that is quite
asit should be. The home ssansto meto 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 | 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
sysem ; so do you mind my looking at you through my
gases?

CECILY: Oh, not at all, Gwendolen. | am very
fond of being looked at.
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GWENDOLEN {after examining CECILY carefully through a
lorgnette): Y ou are here on a short visit, | suppose.

CECILY : Oh, no ! | live here.

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

CECILY : no! | 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 |ooking after me.

GWENDOLEN : Your guardian?

CECILY: Yes, | am Mr. Worthing'sward.

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

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

GWENDOLEN: Well, to speak with perfect candour,
Cecily, | wish that you were fully forty-two, and more
than usually plain for your age. Ernest has a strong,
upright nature. Heis 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,
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supplies us with many most painful examples of what |
refer to. If itwere not so, indeed, history would be quite
unreadable.

CECILY : | beg your pardon, Gwendolen, did you say
Ernest?

GWENDOLEN : VYes.

CECILY: Oh, butitisnot Mr. Ernest Worthing who
ismy guardian. Itis hisbrother—his elder brother.

GWENDOLEN (sitting down again): Ernest never men-
tioned to me that he had a brother.

CECILY : | amsorry to say they have not been on good
terms for along time.

GWENDOLEN: Ah, that accounts for it. And now
that | think of it | have never heard any man mention
his brother. The subject seems distasteful to most men.
Cecily, you have lifted a load from my mind. | 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, | am going
to be his.

GWENDOLEN (inquiringly): | beg your pardon?

CECILY (rather shy and confidingly): Dearest Gwendolen,
there is no reason why | should make a secret of it to you.
Our little county newspaper is sure to chronicle the fact
next week. Mr. Ernest Worthing and | are engaged to
be married.

GWENDOLEN (quite politely rising): MYy darling Cecily,
| 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): | am afraid you must be
under some misconception. Ernest proposed to me
exactly ten minutes ago. (Shows diary.)
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GWENDOLEN (examines diary through her lorgnette care-
fully) : Itiscertainly very curious, for he asked me to be
his wife yesterday afternoon at 5.30. If you would care to
verify theincident, pray do so. (Producesdiary of her own.)
| never travel without my diary. One should aways
have something sensational to read in the train. | am so
sorry, dear Cecily, if it isany disappointment to you, but
| am afraid | have the prior claim.

CECILY: It would distress me more than | can tell
you, dear Gwendolen, if it caused you any mental or
physical anguish, but | feel bound to point out that
sir_wcg Ernest proposed to you he clearly has changed his
mind.

GWENDOLEN (meditatively): | f the poor fellow has been
entrapped into any foolish promise | 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, | 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 spesk one's mind. It becomes a pleasure.

CECILY: DO you suggest, Miss Fairfax, that | en-
trapped Ernest into an engagement? How dare you!
Thisisno time for wearing the shallow mask of manners.
When | s a spade | call it a spade.

GWENDOLEN (satirically): | am glad to say that | have
never seen a spade. It is obvious that our social spheres
have been widely different.

Enter MERRIMAN, followed by the footman. He
carries a salver, table-cloth, and plate-stand. CECILY is
about to retort. The presence of the servants exercises a
restraining influence, under which both girlschafe.

MERRIMAN : Shall I lay tea here as usual, Miss?
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CECILY (sternly, in a calm voice): Yes, asusual.
MERRIMAN begins to clear table and lay cloth. A
long pause. CECILY and GWENDOLEN glare at each
other.

GWENDOLEN : Are there many interesting walks in the
vicinity, Miss Cardew?

CECILY : Oh, yes ! A great many. From the top of
one of the hills quite close one can se five counties.

GWENDOLEN : Five counties ! | don't think | should
like that; | hate crowds.

CECILY (sweetly): | suppose that is why you live in
town?

GWENDOLEN hites her lip, and beats her foot ner-
vously with her parasol.

GWENDOLEN (looking round): Quite a well-kept
garden thisis, Miss Cardew.

CECILY : So glad you like it, Miss Fairfax.

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

CECILY: Oh, flowers are as common here, Miss
Fairfax, as people are in London.

GWENDOLEN: Personally, | cannot understand how
anybody manages to exist in the country, if anybody
who is anybody does. The country always bores me to
death.

CECILY: Ah, this is what the newspapers call
agricultural depression, is it not? | believe the aristoc-
racy are suffering very much from it just at present. It
is almost an epidemic amongst them, | have been told.
May | offer you some tea, Miss Fairfax?

GWENDOLEN (with elaborate politeness): Thank you.
(Aside.) Detestable girl! But | require tea!

CECILY (sweetly): Sugar?

GWENDOLEN (supercilioudy): No, thank you. Sugar is
not fashionable any more.
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CECILY looksangrily at her, takes up the tongs and puts
four lumps of sugar into the cup.

CECILY (severely): Cake, or bread and butter?

GWENDOLEN (in a bored manner): Bread and butter,
please. Cakeis rarely seen at the best houses nowadays.

CECILY (autsa very large slice of cake and putsit on thetray):
Hand that to Miss Fairfax.

MERRIMAN does so, and goes out with footman.
GWENDOLEN drinks the tea and makes a grimace. Puts
down cup at once, reaches out her hand to the bread and
butter, looks at it, and findsit is cake. Risesin indignation.

GWENDOLEN : You have filled my tea with lumps of
sugar, and though | asked most distinctly for bread and
butter, you have given me cake. | am known for the
gentleness of my disposition, and the extraordinary
sweetness of my nature, but | warn you, Miss Cardew,
you may go too far.

CECILY (rising): To save my poor, innocent, trusting
boy from the machinations of any other girl there are
no lengths towhich | would not go.

GWENDOLEN: From the moment | saw you | dis-
trusted you. | felt that you were fase and deceitful. |
am never deceived in such matters. My firstimpressions
of people areinvariably right.

CECILY: It seems to me, Miss Fairfax, that | am
trespassing on your valuable time. No doubt you have
many other calls of a similar character to make in the
neighbourhood.

Enter JACK.

GWENDOLEN (catching sight of him): Ernest ! My own
Ernest!

JAcK: Gwendolen! Darling! (Offersto kiss her.)

GWENDOLEN (drawing back): A moment! May | akif
you are engaged to be married to this young lady?
(Pointsto CECILY.)
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JACK (laughing): To dear little Cecily! Of course not!
What could have put such an idea into your pretty
little head?

GWENDOLEN: Thank you. You may! (Offers her
cheek.)

CECILY (very sweetly): | knew there must be some
misunderstanding, Miss Fairfax. The gentleman whose
arm is at present round your waist is my guardian, Mr.
John Worthing.

GWENDOLEN: | beg your pardon?

CECILY : Thisis Uncle Jack.

GWENDOLEN (receding): Jack! Oh!

Enter ALGERNON.

CECILY: Hereis Ernest.

ALGERNON (Goes straight over to CECILY without noticing
any one else): My own love ! (Offers to kiss her.)

CECILY (drawing back): A moment, Ernest! May |
ask you—are you engaged to be married to this young
lady?

ALGERNON (looking round): To what young lady?
Good heavens! Gwendolen!

CECILY: Yes! To good heavens, Gwendolen, | mean
to Gwendolen.

ALGERNON (laughing): Of course not ! What could
have put such an idea into your pretty little head?

CECILY : Thank you. (Presenting her cheek to be kissed.)
Y ou may.

ALGERNON kisses her.

GWENDOLEN : | felt there was some slight error, Miss
Cardew. The gentleman who is now embracing you is
my cousin, Mr. Algernon Moncrieff.

CECILY (breaking away from ALGERNON): Algernon
Moncrieff ! Oh!

The two girls move towards each other and put their
armsround each other'swaistsasif for protection.
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CECILY: Areyou called Algernon?

ALGERNON : | cannot deny it.

CECILY: Oh!

GWENDOLEN : Is your name really John?

JACK (standing rather proudly): | could deny it if |
liked. | could deny anything if | liked. But my name
certainly isJohn. It has beenJohn for years.

CECILY (to GWENDOLEN) : A gross deception has been
practised on both of us.

GWENDOLEN : My poor wounded Cecily!

CECILY: My sweet wronged Gwendolen!

GWENDOLEN (slowly and serioudly): You will call me
sister, will you not? (They embrace. JACK and ALGERNON
groan and walk up and down.)

CECILY (rather brightly): There isjust one question |
would like to be allowed to ask my guardian.

GWENDOLEN: An admirable ideal Mr. Worthing,
there isjust one question | would like to be permitted to
put to you. Where is you brother Ernest? We are both
engaged to be married to your brother Ernest, soit is a
matter of some importance to us to know where your
brother Ernest is at present.

JACK (dowly and hesitatingly): Gwendolen—Cecily—
it is very painful for me to be forced to spesk the truth.
Itisthefirst timein my life that | have ever been reduced
to such a painful position, and | am really quite in-
experienced in doing anything of the kind. However, |
will tell you quite frankly that | have no brother Ernest.
| have no brother at all. | have never had a brother in
my life, and | certainly have not the smallest intention
of ever having one in the future.

CECILY (surprised) : No brother at all?

JACK (cheerily): None!

GWENDOLEN (severely): Had you never a brother of
any kind?
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JACK (pleasantly): Never. Not even of any kind.

GWENDOLEN: | am afraid it is quite clear, Cecily,
that neither of us is engaged to be married to any one.

CECILY: Itisnot avery pleasant position for a young
girl suddenly to find herself in, isit?

GWENDOLEN: Let us go into the house. They will
hardly venture to come after us there.

CECILY: No, men are 0 cowardly, aren't they? (They
retireinto the house with scornful looks.)

JACK: This ghastly state of things is what you call
Bunburying, | suppose?

ALGERNON : Yes, and a perfectly wonderful Bunbury
it is. The most wonderful Bunbury | have ever had in
my life.

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

ALGERNON: That is absurd. One has a right to
Bunbury anywhere one chooses. Every serious Bun-
buryist knows that.

JACK: Serious Bunburyist ! Good heavens!

ALGERNON : Well, one must be serious about some-
thing, if one wants to have any amusement in life. |
happen to be serious about Bunburying. What on earth
you are serious about | haven't got the remotest idea.
About everything, | should fancy. You have such an
absolutely trivial nature.

JACK : Well, the only small satisfaction | have in the
whole of this wretched business is that your friend
Bunbury is quite exploded. You won't be able to run
down to the country quite so often as you used to do,
dear Algy. And avery good thing too.

ALGERNON : Your brother is a little off colour, isn't
he, dear Jack? Y ou won't be able to disappear to Lon-
don quite so frequently as your wicked custom was. And
not a bad thing either.
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JACK: As for your conduct towards Miss Cardew, |
must say that your taking in a sweet, simple, innocent
girl like that is quite inexcusable. To say nothing of the
fact that sheis my ward.

ALGERNON: | can se no possble defence at all for
your deceiving a brilliant, clever, thoroughly exper-
ienced young lady like Miss Fairfax. To say nothing of
the fact that she is my cousin.

JACK : | wanted to be engaged to Gwendolen, that is
all. | loveher.

ALGERNON : Well, | simply wanted to be engaged to
Cecily. | adore her.

JACK : Thereis certainly no chance of your marrying
Miss Cardew.

ALGERNON: | don't think there is much likelihood,
Jack, of you and Miss Fairfax being united.

JACK: Well, that is no business of yours.

ALGERNON: [If it was my busness | wouldn't talk
about it. (Beginsto eat muffins.)) Itisvery vulgar totalk
about onés busness Only people like stockbrokers do
that, and then merely at dinner parties.

JACK : How you can st there, calmly eating muffins,
when we are in this horrible trouble, | can't make out.
You seem to me to be perfectly heartless.

ALGERNON: Well, | can't eat muffins in an agitated
manner. The butter would probably get on my cuffs
One should always eat muffins quite calmly. It is the
only way to eat them.

JACK : | sy it's perfectly heartless your eating muffins
at all, under the circumstances.

ALGERNON: When | am in trouble, eating is the only
thing that consoles me. Indeed, when | am in really
great trouble, as any one who knows me intimately will
tell you, | refuse everything except food and drink. At
the present moment | am eating muffins because | am
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unhappy. Beddes | am particularly fond of muffins.
(Rising.)

JACK (rising): Well, that is no reason why you should
eat them all in that greedy way. (Takes muffinsfrom
ALGERNON.)

ALGERNON (offering tea-cake): | wish yon would have
tea-cake instead. | don't like tea-cake.

JACK: Good heavens! | suppose a man may eat his
own muffinsin his own garden.

ALGERNON: But you havejust said it was perfectly
heartless to eat muffins.

JACK : | said it was perfectly heartless of you, under
the circumstances. That isavery different thing.

ALGERNON: That may be. But the muffins are the
same. (He seizesthe muffin-dish fromJack.)

JACK : Algy, | wish to goodness you would go.

ALGERNON: You can't possibly ak me to go without
having somedinner. It'sabsurd. | never gowithout my
dinner. No one ever does, except vegetarians and people
like that. Beddes | havejust made arrangements with
Dr. Chasuble to be christened at a quarter to sx under
the name of Ernest.

JACK: My dear fellow, the sooner you give up that
nonsense the better. | made arrangements this morning
with Dr. Chasubleto be christened myself at 5.30, and |
naturally will take the name of Ernest. Gwendolen
would wish it. Wecan't both be christened Ernest. It's
absurd. Beddes | have a perfect right to be christened
if I like. Thereisno evidence at all that | have ever been
christened by anybody. | should think it extremely
probable | never was, and so does Dr. Chasuble. It is
entirely different in your case. Y ou have been christened
already.

ALGERNON : Yes, but | have not been christened for
years.
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JACK: Yes, but you have been christened. That is
theimportant thing.

ALGERNON: Quiteso, So | know my constitution can
stand it. If you are not quite sure about your ever
having been christened, | must say | think it rather
dangerous your venturing on it now. It might make you
very unwell. Y ou can hardly haveforgotten that someone
very closdy connected with you was very nearly carried
off this week in Paris by a severe chill.

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

ALGERNON: |t usen't to be, | know—but | daresay it
is now. Science is always making wonderful improve-
ments in things.

JACK (picking up the muffin-dish): Oh, that isnonsensg;
you are always talking nonsense

ALGERNON: Jack, you are at the muffins again! |
wish you wouldn't. There are only two left. (Takes
them.) | told you | was particularly fond of muffins,

JACK : But | hate tea-cake.

ALGERNON: Why on earth then do you allow tea-
cake to be served up for your guests? What ideas you
have of hospitality!

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

ALGERNON : | haven't quitefinished my tea yet! And
thereis still one muffin left.

JACK groans, and sinksinto a chair. ALGERNON still
continueseating.

CURTAIN
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The Morning-room at the Manor House. GWENDOLEN and
CECILY areat thewindow, looking out into the garden.

GWENDOLEN: Thefact that they did not follow us at
once into the house, as any one dse would have done,
sams to me to show that they have some sense of shame
|eft.

CECILY: They have been eating muffins. That looks
like repentance.

GWENDOLEN (after a pause): They don't seem to notice
usat all. Couldn't you cough?

CECILY: But | haven't got a cough.

GWENDOLEN: They'relookingat us. What effrontery!

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

GWENDOLEN: Let us preserve a dignified silence.

CECILY: Certainly. It'sthe only thing to do now.

Enter Jack followed by ALGERNON. They whistle
somedreadful popular air fromaBritish Opera.

GWENDOLEN : Thisdignified silence seeams to produce
an unpleasant effect.

CECILY: A most digtasteful one.

GWENDOLEN : But we will not be the firg to speak.

CECILY: Certainly not.

GWENDOLEN: Mr. Worthing, | have something very
particular to ak you. Much dependson your reply.

CECILY: Gwendolen, your common sense is inval-
uable. Mr. Moncrieff, kindly answer me the following
question. Why did you pretend to be my guardian's
brother?
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ALGERNON: | n order that | might have an oppor-
tunity of meeting you.

CECILY (to GWENDOLEN): That certainly seems a
satisfactory explanation, doesit not?

GWENDOLEN : Yes, dear, if you can believe him.

CECILY: | don't. But that does not affect the wonder -
ful beauty of his answer.

GWENDOLEN : True. I n matters of grave importance,
style, not sincerity, is the vital thing. Mr. Worthing,
what explanation can you offer to me for pretending to
have a brother? Wasit in order that you might have an
opportunity of coming up to town to see me as often as
possible?

JACK: Can you doubt it, Miss Fairfax?

GWENDOLEN: | have the gravest doubts upon the
subject. But | intend to crush them. This is not the
moment for German scepticism. (Moving to CECILY.)
Their explanations appear to be quite satisfactory,
especially Mr. Worthing's. That ssems to me to have
the stamp of truth upon it.

CECILY: | am more than content with what Mr.
Moncrieff said. His voice alone inspires one with abso-
lute credulity.

GWENDOLEN: Then you think we should forgive
them?

CECILY : Yes. | mean, no.

GWENDOLEN: True! | had forgotten. There are
principles at stake that one cannot surrender. Which of
us should tell them? The task is not a pleasant one.

CECILY: Could we not both speak at the same time?

GWENDOLEN: An excdlent idea! | nearly always
speak at the same time as other people. Will you take
the time from me?

CECILY : Certainly.

GWENDOLEN beatstimewith uplifted finger.
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GWENDOLEN and cEciLY (speaking together): Your
Christian names are till an insuperable barrier. That
isalll

JACK and ALGERNON (speaking together): Our Christian
names! Isthat all? But we are going to be christened
this afternoon.

GWENDOLEN (to JACK) : For my sake you are prepared
to do thisterrible thing?

JACK: | am!

CECILY (to ALGERNON) : To please me you are ready
to face this fearful ordeal?

ALGERNON: | am!

GWENDOLEN: How absurd to talk of the equality of
the sxed Where quegtions of sdf-sacrifice are con-
cerned, men are infinitely beyond us.

JACK: Weare. (Claspshandswith ALGERNON.)

CECILY: They have moments of physical courage of
which we women know absolutely nothing.

GWENDOLEN (to JACK) : Darling!

ALGERNON (to ceciLY) : Darling! (They fall into each
other'sarms.)

Enter MERRIMAN. When he enters he coughs loudly,
seeingthesituation.

MERRIMAN: Ahem! Ahem! Lady Bracknell!

JACK : Good heavens !

Enter LADY BRACKNELL. The couples separate in
alarm. MERRIMAN gOes out.

LADY BRACKNELL: Gwendolen! What does this
mean?

GWENDOLEN: Merely that | am engaged tobemarried
toMr.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, sr, of my daughter's sudden
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flight by her trusty maid, whose confidence | purchased
by means of a small coin, | followed her at once by a
luggage train. Her unhappy father is, | 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. | dO not propose to undeceive him. Indeed |
have never undeceived him on any question. | would
consder it wrong. But of course, you will clearly under-
stand that all communication between yourself and my
daughter must cease immediately from thismoment. On
this point, asindeed on all points, I am firm.

JACK: | am engaged to be married to Gwendolen,
Lady Bracknell!

LADY BRACKNELL : You are nothing of the kind, sin
And now asregards Algernon . . . Algernon!

ALGERNON : Yes, Aunt Augusta.

LADY BRACKNELL : May | ak if it isin this house that
your invalid friend, M r. Bunbury, resdes?

ALGERNON (stammering): Oh, no! Bunbury doesn't
live here. Bunbury is somewhere dse 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, | killed Bunbury this after-
noon. | 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? | was not aware that Mr.
Bunbury was interested in social legidation. If o, heis
well punished for his morbidity.

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

343



THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST ACT IlI

LADY BRACKNELL: He ssems to have had great
confidence in the opinion of his physicians. | 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 havefinally got rid of thisMr .
Bunbury, may | ask, Mr. Worthing, who is that young
person whose hand my nephew Algernon is how holding
in what seams to me a peculiarly unnecessary manner?

JACK : That lady is Miss Cecily Cardew, my ward.

LADY BRACKNELL bowscoldlytocEciLY.

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

LADY BRACKNELL: | beg your pardon?

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

LADY BRACKNELL (with a shiver, crossing to the sofa and
sitting down): | 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 sEms to me considerably above the proper average
that gatigics have laid down for our guidance. | 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 sations in London? |
merely desre information. Until yesterday | had no
idea that there were any families or persons whose
originwasa Terminus.

JACK looks perfectly furious, but restrains himself

JACK (in aclear, cold voice): Miss Cardew isthe grand-
daughter of the late Mr. Thomas Cardew of 149 Bel-
grave Square, S.W.; Gervase Park, Dorking, Surrey;
and the Sporran, Fifeshire, N.B.

LADY BRACKNELL: That sounds not unsatisfactory.
Three addressss always inspire confidence, even in
tradesmen. But what proof have | of their authenticity?
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JACK : | have carefully preserved the Court Guides of
the period. They are open to your inspection, Lady
Bracknell.

LADY BRACKNELL (grimly): | 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 | am told that one of the Mr. Markby's is occa-
sionally to be seen at dinner parties. So far | am satis
fied.

JACK (very irritably): How extremely kind of you,
Lady Bracknell! | have aso 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 German and the
English variety.

LADY BRACKNELL : Ah, alife crowded with incident,
| see; though perhaps somewhat too exciting for a
young girl. | 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, |
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. Good-bye, Lady
Bracknell. So pleased to have seen you.

LADY BRACKNELL (gitting 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 | 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, | regret to say, in an age of surfaces. (To CECILY.)
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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 that. A thoroughly experienced French maid
produces a really marvellous result in a very brief space
of time. | remember recommending one to young L ady
Lancing, and after three months her own husband did
not know her.

JACK : And after sx months nobody knew her.

LADY BRACKNELL (glares at JAcK for afew moments.
Then bends, with a practised smile, toceciLy): Kindly turn
round, sweset child. (CECILY turnscompletely round.) No,
the sde view iswhat | want. (CECILY presents her profile.)
Yes, quite as | expected. There are distinct social
possibilities in your profile. The two weak pointsin our
age areitswant 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 : Therearedistinct social possibili-
tiesin Miss Cardew's profile.

ALGERNON: Cecily is the sweetest, dearest, prettiest
girl in the whole world. And | don't care twopence
about social possbilities.

LADY BRACKNELL: Never speak disrespectfully of
Society, Algernon. Only people who can't get into it do
that. (To ceciLy.) Dear child, of course you know that
Algernon has nothing but his debts to depend upon. But
| do not approve of mercenary marriages. When |
married Lord Bracknell I had no fortune of any kind.
But | never dreamed for a moment of allowing that to
stand in my way. Well, | suppose | must give my consent.

ALGERNON : Thank you, Aunt Augusta.

LADY BRACKNELL: Cecily, you may kiss me!

346



ACT Il THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST

ceciLy (kissesher): Thank you, Lady Bracknell.

LADY BRACKNELL: YOU may also address me as
Aunt Augusta for thefuture.

CECILY: Thank you, Aunt Augusta.

LADY BRACKNELL : The marriage, | think, had better
take place quite soon.

ALGERNON: Thank you, Aunt Augusta.

CECILY: Thank you, Aunt Augusta.

LADY BRACKNELL : To speak quite frankly, | am not
in favour of long engagements. They give people the
opportunity of finding out each other's character before
marriage, which | think isnever advisable.

JACK : | begyour pardon for interrupting you, Lady
Bracknell, but this engagement is quite out of the ques
tion. | am Miss Cardew's guardian, and she cannot
marry without my consent until she comes of age. That
consent | absolutely decline to give.

LADY BRACKNELL: Upon what grounds may | ask?
Algernon is an extremely, | may almost say an ostenta-
tioudy, eligible young man. He has nothing, but he looks
everything. What more can one desire?

JACK : |t painsmevery much to have to speak frankly
to you, Lady Bracknell, about your nephew, but the
fact isthat | do not approve at all of hismoral character.
«| sugpect him of being untruthful.

ALGERNON and ceciLY look at him in indignant
amazement.

LADY BRACKNELL: Untruthfull My nephew Alger-
non? Impossiblel Heisan Oxonian.

JACK : | fear there can be no possible doubt about the
matter. This afternoon during my temporary absence
in London on an important question of romance, he
obtained admisson to my house by means of the false
pretence of being my brother. Under an assumed name
he drank, |'vejust been informed by my butler, an
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entire pint bottle of my Perrier-Jouet, Brut, '89, awinel
was specially reserving for mysdf. Continuing his
disgraceful deception, he succeeded in the course of the
afternoon in alienating the affections of my only ward.
He subsequently stayed to tea, and devoured every
single muffin. And what makes his conduct all the more
heartless is that he was perfectly well aware from the
first that | have no brother, that | never had a brother,
and that | don't intend to have a brother, not even of any
kind. | distinctly told him so mysdlf yesterday afternoon.

LADY BRACKNELL: Ahem! Mr. Worthing, after
careful consideration | have decided entirely to over-
look my nephew's conduct to you.

JACK : That is very generous of you, Lady Bracknell.
My own decision, however, is unalterable. | decline to
give my consent.

LADY BRACKNELL (to CECILY): Come here, sweet
child. (ceciLy goes over.) How old are you, dear?

CECILY: Well, | am really only eghteen, but |
always admit to twenty when | go to evening parties.

LADY BRACKNELL : You are perfectly right in making
some dight alteration. Indeed, no woman should ever
be quite accurate about her age. It looks so calculating.
. ... (In a meditative manner.) Eighteen, but admitting
to twenty at evening parties. Well, it will not be very
long before you are of age and free from the restraints of
tutelage. So | don't think your guardian's consent is,
after all, a matter of any importance.

JACK: Pray excuse me, Lady Bracknell, for inter-
rupting you again, but it is only fair to tell you that
according to the terms of her grandfather's will Miss
Cardew does not come legally of age till sheisthirty-five.

LADY BRACKNELL : That does not seem to me to be
a grave objection. Thirty-five is a very attractive age.
London society is full of women of the very highest birth
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who have, of their own free choice, remained thirty-five
for years. Lady Dumbleton is an instance in point. To
my own knowledge she has been thirty-five ever since
she arrived at the age of forty, which was many years
ago now. | se no reason why our dear Cecily should
not be even till more attractive at the age you mention
than she is at present. There will be a large accumula-
tion of property.

CEcILY: Algy, could you wait for me till | was
thirty-five?

ALGERNON: Of course | could, Cecily. You know |
could.

CECILY: Yes, | fdt it ingtinctively, but | couldn't
wait all that time. | hate waiting even five minutes for
anybody. It always makes me rather cross | am not
punctual mysdf, I know, but I do like punctuality in
others, and waiting, even to be married, is quite out of
the question.

ALGERNON : Then what is to be done, Cecily?

CecILY: | don't know, Mr. Moncrieff.

LADY BRACKNELL: My dear Mr. Worthing, as Miss
Cardew dates postively that she cannot wait till she is
thirty-five—a remark which | am bound to say seams
to me to show a somewhat impatient nature—I| would
*beg of you to reconsder your decision.

JACK: But my dear Lady Bracknell, the matter is
entirely in your own hands. The moment you consent
to my marriage with Gwendolen, | will most gladly
allow your nephew to form an alliance with my ward.

LADY BRACKNELL (rising and drawing herself up): You
mugt be quite aware that what you propose is out of the
guestion.

JACK: Then a passonate cdibacy is all that any of
us can look forward to.

LADY BRACKNELL : That is not the destiny | propose
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for Gwendolen. Algernon, of course, can choose for
himsdf. (Pullsout her watch.) Come dear, (GWENDOLEN
rises) we have already missed five, if not six, trains. To
miss any more might expose us to comment on the
platform.

Enter DR. CHASUBLE.

CHASUBLE: Everything is quite ready for the chris-
tenings.

LADY BRACKNELL: The chrigenings, sir! Is not that
somewhat premature?

CHASUBLE (looking rather puzzled, and pointingto JACK
and ALGERNON) : Both these gentlemen have expressed
a desre for immediate baptism.

LADY BRACKNELL: At their age? The idea is gro-
tesque and irreligious! Algernon, | forbid you to be
baptized. | will not hear of such excessss Lord Brack-
nell would be highly displeased if he learned that that
was the way in which you wasted your time and money.

CHASUBLE: Am | to understand then that there are
to be no chrigenings at all this afternoon?

JACK : | don't think that, as things are now, it would
be of much practical value to either of us, Dr. Chasuble.

CHASUBLE : | am grieved to hear such sentimentsfrom
you, Mr. Worthing. They savour of the heretical views
of the Anabaptists, views that | have completely refuted
in four of my unpublished sermons. However, as your
present mood seams to be one peculiarly secular, | will
return to the church at once. Indeed, | havejust been
informed by the pew-opener that for the lagt hour and a
half Miss Prism has been waiting for mein the vestry.

LADY BRACKNELL (starting): Miss Prism! Did | hear
you mention a Miss Prism?

CHASUBLE : Yes, Lady Bracknell. 1 am on my way to
join her.

LADY BRACKNELL : Pray allow me to detain you for
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a moment. This matter may prove to be one of vital
importance to Lord Bracknell and mysdf. |s this Miss
Prism a female of repellent aspect, remotely connected
with education?

CHASUBLE (somewhat indignantly): She is the most
cultivated of ladies, and the very pictur e of respectability.

LADY BRACKNELL : |t is obvioudy the same person.
May | ak what position she holds in your household?

CHASUBLE (severely): | am a celibate, madam.

JACK (interposing): Miss Prism, Lady Bracknell, has
been for the last three years Miss Cardew's esteemed
governess and valued companion.

LADY BRACKNELL : |n spite of what | hear of her, |
must see her at once. L et her be sent for.

cHAsuBLE (looking off): She approaches; she is nigh.

Enter MIssprisM hurriedly.

Mlss PrisM: | wastold you expected mein the vestry,
dear Canon. | have been waiting for you there for an
hour and three-quarters. (Catches sight of LADY BRACK-
NELL, who hasfixed her with a stony glare. MIssPRISM grows
paleand quails. Shelooksanxiously round asif desirousto
escape.)

LADY BRACKNELL (in a severe, judicial voice): Prism!
(MlIsspPrism bowsher headin shame.) Comehere, Prism!
(MlsspPrism approachesin a humble manner.) Prism! Where
is that baby? (General consternation. The CANON starts
back in horror. ALGERNON and JACK pretend to be anxious
toshield ceciLy and GWENDOLEN from hearing the details
of a terrible public scandal.) Twenty-eight years ago,
Prism, you left Lord Bracknel'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 peram-
bulator was discovered at midnight standing by itself
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in a remote corner of Bayswater. |t contained the "man-
uscript of a three-volume novel of more than usually
revolting sentimentality. (Mlss PRISM starts back in
involuntary indignation.) But the baby was not there.
(Every one looks at MIss PrISM.) Prism! Where is that
baby?

A pause.

Mlss PrRISM: Lady Bracknell, I admit with shame
that | do not know. | only wish | 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,
| prepared as usual to take the baby out in its peram-
bulator. | had aso with me a somewhat old, but
capacious hand-bag in which | had intended to place
the manuscript of a work of fiction that | had written
during my few unoccupied hours. In a moment of
mental abstraction, for which | never can forgive mysdf,
| deposited the manuscript in the bassinette, and placed
the baby in the hand-bag.

JACK (who hasbeen listening attentively): But wheredid
you deposit the hand-bag?

Mlss PrisM : Do not ak me, Mr. Worthing.

JACK : Miss Prism, thisis a matter of no small impor-
tance to me. | indst on knowing where you deposited
the hand-bag that contained that infant.

Mlss prisM : | l€ft it in the cloak-room of one of the
larger railway dations in London.

JACK : What railway station?

MIss PrIsM (quite crushed): Victoria. The Brighton
line. (Sinksintoachair.)

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

GWENDOLEN: |If you are not too long, | will wait
here for you all my life.

JACK goesout in great excitement.
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CHASUBLE: What do you think this means, Lady
Bracknell?

LADY BRACKNELL: | dare not even suspect, Dr.
Chasuble. | 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 some one was throwing
trunksabout. Every onelooksup.

CECILY : UncleJack seems strangely agitated.

CHASUBLE: Your guardian has a very emotional
nature.

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

CHASUBLE (looking up): It has stopped now. (The
noiseisredoubled.)

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

GWENDOLEN: Thissuspenseisterrible. | hopeit will last.

Enter Jack with a hand-bag of black leather in hishand.

JACK (rushing over to MIssPRISM) : | sthisthehand-bag,
Miss Prism? Examineit carefully beforeyou speak. The
happiness of more than one life depends on your answer.

MIlss PRISM (calmly): It ssemsto be mine. Yes, here
istheinjury 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 tem-
perance beverage, an incident that occurred at L eaming-
ton. And here, on the lock, are my initials. | had for-
gotten that in an extravagant mood | had had them
placed there. The bagis undoubtedly mine. | am de-
lighted to have it so unexpectedly restored to me. It has
been a great inconvenience being without it all these
years.
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JACK (in a pathetic voice): Miss Prism, more is restored
to you than this hand-bag. | wasthe baby you placed
init.

Mlss- PRISM (amazed): You?

JACK (embracing her): Yes. .. mother!

Mlss PRISM (recoiling in indignant astonishment): Mr.
Worthing, | am unmarried!

JACK: Unmarried! | do not deny that is a serious
blow. But after all, who has the right to cast a stone
against one who has suffered? Cannot repentance wipe
out an act of folly? Why should there be one law for
men, and another for women? Mother, | forgive you.
(Triestoembraceher again.)

MIss PRISM (dtill more indignant): Mr. Worthing, there
is some error. (Pointing to LADY BRACKNELL.) Thereis
the lady who can tell you who you really are.

JACK (after a pause): Lady Bracknell, | hate to seem
inquisitive, but would you kindly inform me who | am?

LADY BRACKNELL : | am afraid that the news | have
to give you will not altogether please you. Y ou are the
son of my poor sister, Mrs. Moncrieff, and consequently
Algernon's elder brother.

JACK: Algy's elder brother! Then | have a brother
after all. | knew | had a brother! | aways said | had
a brother! Cecily—how could you have ever doubted
that | had a brother? (Seizes hold of ALGERNON.) Dr.
Chasuble, my unfortunate brother. Miss Prism, my
unfortunate brother. Gwendolen, my unfortunate
brother. Algy, you young scoundrel, you will have to
treat me with more respect in the future. You have
never behaved to me like a brother in all your life.

ALGERNON: Well, not till to-day, old boy, | admit
| did my best, however, though | was out of practice.
(Shakeshands.)

GWENDOLEN (to JACK) : My own ! But what own are
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you? What is your Christian name, now that you have
become some one else?

JACK : Good heavens ! . . . | had quite forgotten that
point. Your decision on the subject of my name is
irrevocable, | suppose?

GWENDOLEN : | never change, except i n my affections.

CECILY : What a noble nature you have, Gwendolen !

JACK: Then the question had better be cleared up
at once. Aunt Augusta, a moment. At the time when
Miss Prism left me in the hand-bag, had | been christ-
ened already?

LADY BRACKNELL: Every luxury that money could
buy, including christening, had been lavished on you by
your fond and doting parents.

JACK : Then | was christened ! That is settled. Now,
what name was | given? Let me know the worst.

LADY BRACKNELL: Being the eldest son you were
naturally christened after your father.

Jack (irritably):  Yes, but what was my father's
Christian name?

LADY BRACKNELL (meditatively): | cannot at the present
moment recall what the General's Christian name was.
But | have no doubt he had one. He was eccentric, |
admit. But only in later years. And that was the
result of the Indian climate, and marriage, and indiges-
tion, and other things of that kind.

JACK: Algy! Can't you recollect what our father's
Christian name was?

ALGERNON: My dear boy, we were never even on
speaking terms. He died before | was a year old.

JACK : His name would appear in the Army Lists of
the period, | suppose, Aunt Augusta?

LADY BRACKNELL: The General was essentidly a
man of peace, except in his domestic life. But | have no
doubt his name would appear in any military directory.
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JACK : The Army Lists of the last forty years are here.
These delightful records should have been my constant
study. (Rushesto bookcase and tearsbooksout.) M. Generals
... Mallam, Maxbohm, Magley, what ghastly names
they have—Markby, Migsby, Mobbs, Moncrieff! Lieu-
tenant 1840, Captain, Lieutenant-Colonel, Colonel,
Genera 1869, Christian names, Ernest John. (Puts book
very quietly down and speaks quite calmly.) | aways told
you, Gwendolen, my name was Ernest, didn't 1?7 Well,
itisErnest after all. | mean it naturally is Ernest.

LADY BRACKNELL: Yes, | remember now that the
General wes called Ernest. | knew | had some par-
ticular reason for disliking the name.

GWENDOLEN: Ernest! My own Ernest! | fdt from
thefirst that you could have no other name!

JACK : Gwendolen, it is a terrible thing for a man to
find out suddenly that all his life he has been speaking
nothing but the truth. Can you forgive me?

GWENDOLEN : | can. For | fed that you are sure to
change.

JACK: My own onel

CHASUBLE (to MIssPrISM) : Laditial (Embracesher.)

MISS PRISM (enthusiastically): Frederick! Atlast!

ALGERNON: Cecily! (Embraces her.) At last!

JACK: Gwendolen! (Embraces her.) At last!

LADY BRACKNELL: My nephew, you seam to be
displaying 9gnsof triviality.

JACK: On the contrary, Aunt Augusta, |'ve now
redised for the first time in my life the vital Importance
of Being Earnest.
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