
Jack Monologue 

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 pretense 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.


Algernon Monologue

I haven't the smallest intention of dining with Aunt Augusta. To 
begin with, I dined thereon Monday, and once a week is quite 
enough to dine with one's own relations. In the second place, 
whenever I do dine there I am always treated as a member of the 
family and sent down with either no woman at all, or two. In the 
third place, I know perfectly well whom she will place me next to, 
to-night. She will place me next Mary Farquhar who always flirts 
with her own husband across the dinner-table. That is not very 
pleasant. Indeed, it is not even decent . . . and that sort of thing 
is enormously on the increase. The amount of women in London 
who flirt with their own husbands is perfectly scandalous. It looks 
so bad. It is simply washing one's clean linen in public.




Gwendolen Monologue

You have admired me? Yes, I am quite well aware of the fact. And 
I often wish that in public, at any rate, you had been more 
demonstrative. For me you have always had an irresistible 
fascination. Even before I met you I was far from indifferent to 
you. We live, as I hope you know, Mr Worthing, in an age of 
ideals. The fact is constantly mentioned in the more expensive 
monthly magazines, and has reached the provincial pulpits, I 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 first mentioned to me that he 
had a friend called Ernest, I knew I was destined to love you.


Cecily Monologue

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 Monologue

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 recognized 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? 
Good morning, Mr. Worthing!


Miss Prism Monologue

Cecily! I am surprised at you. Mr. Worthing has many troubles in 
his life. Idle merriment and triviality would be out of place in his 
conversation. You must remember his constant anxiety about 
that unfortunate young man his brother. I do not think that even I 
could produce any effect on a character that according to his 
own brother's admission is irretrievably weak and vacillating. 
Indeed I am not sure that I would desire to reclaim him. I am not 
in favor of this modern mania for turning bad people into good 
people at a moment's notice. As a man sows so let him reap. You 
must put away your diary, Cecily. I really don't see why you 
should keep a diary at all. Memory, my dear Cecily, is the diary 
that we all carry about with us.




Rev. Canon Chasuble, DD Monologue 

Your brother Ernest Dead? Mr. Worthing, I offer you my sincere 
condolence. You have at least the consolation of knowing that 
you were always the most generous and forgiving of brothers. 
Was the cause of death mentioned? I myself am peculiarly 
susceptible to draughts. Will the interment take place here? 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 festal 
days. The last time I delivered it was in the Cathedral, as a charity 
sermon on behalf of the Society for the Prevention of 
Discontentment among the Upper Orders. The Bishop, who was 
present, was much struck by some of the analogies I drew.
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