
 

ALGERNON (speaking to Jack): (reading from the card) “From little Cecily, with 
her fondest love to her dear Uncle Jack.” Why does your aunt call you her 
uncle? Why does she call herself little Cecily if she is your aunt? There is no 
objection, I admit, to an aunt being a small aunt, but why an aunt, no matter 
what her size may be, should call her own nephew her uncle, I can't quite 
make out.  

Besides, your name isn't Jack at all; it is Ernest. You have always told me it was 
Ernest. I have introduced you to everyone as Ernest. You answer to the name 
of Ernest. You look as if your name was Ernest. You are the most 
earnest-looking person I ever saw in my life. It is perfectly absurd you saying 
that your name isn't Ernest. It's on your cards. Here is one of them. I'll keep this 
as a proof that your name is Ernest if ever you attempt to deny it to me, or to 
Gwendolen, or to any one else. 

Now, go on! Tell me the whole thing. I may mention that I have always 
suspected you of being a confirmed and secret Bunburyiest; and now I am 
quite sure of it. (And) I will reveal to you the meaning of that incomparable 
expression as soon as you are kind enough to inform me why you are Earnest 
in town, and Jack in the country.  

 



 

JACK: It pains me very much to have to speak frankly to you, Lady Bracknell, 
about your nephew, but the fact is that I do not approve at all of his moral 
character. I suspect him of being untruthful. I 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 admission to my house by means of the 
false pretence of being my brother. Under an assumed name he drank, I’ve 
just been informed by my butler, an entire pint bottle of my Perrier-Jouet, Brut, 
’89; wine I was specially reserving for myself. 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 I have no brother, that I never 
had a brother, and that I don’t intend to have a brother, not even of any kind. I 
distinctly told him so myself yesterday afternoon. 

 



 

GWENDOLYN: I am very fond of you, Cecily; I have liked you ever since I met 
you! But I am bound to state that now that I know that you are Mr. Worthing’s 
ward, I cannot help expressing a wish you were—well, just a little older than 
you seem to be—and not quite so very alluring in appearance. In fact, if I may 
speak candidly— Cecily, I wish that you were fully forty-two, and more than 
usually plain for your age. Ernest has a strong upright nature. He is the very 
soul of truth and honour. Disloyalty would be as impossible to him as 
deception. But even men of the noblest possible moral character are 
extremely susceptible to the influence of the physical charms of others. 
Modern, no less than Ancient History, supplies us with many most painful 
examples of what I refer to. If it were not so, indeed, History would be quite 
unreadable. 

 



 

CECILY: You silly boy! Why, we have been engaged for the last three months. It 
will be exactly three months on Thursday. Ever since dear Uncle Jack first 
confessed 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 a man who is much talked about is always very 
attractive. One feels there must be something in him, after all. I daresay it was 
foolish of me, but I fell in love with you, Ernest. The engagement was actually 
settled on the 14th of February last. Worn out by your entire ignorance of my 
existence, I determined to end the matter one way or the other, and after a 
long struggle with myself I accepted you under this dear old tree here. 

 



 

LADY BRACKNELL: Mr. Worthing, I confess I feel somewhat bewildered by what 
you have just 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 excesses of the French 
Revolution. And I 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.  

I would strongly advise you, Mr. Worthing, to try and acquire 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. You can hardly imagine 
that I and Lord 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? 

 



 

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

 



 

DR CAUSIBLE:  Will the interment take place here? 

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

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

 


