AUDITION SIDES
Memorize and present one or two of these sides. Enjoy!

ALGERNON:

You have always told me it was Ernest. | 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 | ever saw in my life. It is perfectly absurd your saying that your
name isn’'t Ernest. It's on your cards. Here is one of them. [Taking it from case.] ‘Mr.
Ernest Worthing, B. 4, The Albany.’ I'll keep this as a proof that your name is Ernest if
ever you attempt to deny it to me, or to Gwendolen, or to anyone else. [Puts the card in
his pocket.]

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 unhappy.
Besides, | am particularly fond of muffins

JACK:

My dear Algy, | don’t know whether you will be able to understand my real motives. You
are hardly serious enough. When one is placed in the position of guardian, one has to
adopt a very high moral tone on all subjects. It's one’s duty to do so. And as a high moral
tone can hardly be said to conduce very much to either one’s health or one’s happiness,
in order to get up to town | 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.

JACK:

[Slowly and hesitatingly.] Gwendolen—Cecily—it is very painful for me to be forced to
speak the truth. Itis the first time in my life that | have ever been reduced to such a painful
position, and | am really quite inexperienced in doing anything of the kind. However, | will
tell you quite frankly that | have no brother Ernest. | have no brother at all. | never had a
brother in my life, and | certainly have not the smallest intention of ever having one in the
future.

LADYBRACKNELL.:

Well, | must say, Algernon, that | think it is high time that Mr. Bunbury made up his mind
whether he was going to live or to die. This shilly-shallying with the question is absurd.
Nor do | in any way approve of the modern sympathy with invalids. | consider it morbid.
lliness of any kind is hardly a thing to be encouraged in others. Health is the primary duty
of life. | am always telling that to your poor uncle, but he never seems 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 is my last reception, and one wants something that
will encourage conversation, particularly at the end of the season when everyone has
practically said whatever they had to say, which, in most cases, was probably not much.

LADYBRACKNELL:

Mr. Worthing, | confess | feel somewhat bewildered by what you have just told me. To be
born, or at any rate bred, in a handbag, 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 | presume you know what that unfortunate
movement led to? As for the particular locality in which the handbag was found, a
cloakroom 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.

GWENDOLEN:

For me you have always had an irresistible fascination. Even before | met you | was far
from indifferent to you. [Jack looks at her in amazement.] We live, as | 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, | 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, | knew | was destined to love you.

GWENDOLEN:
Jack? . . . No, there is very little music in the name Jack, if any at all, indeed. It does not
thrill. 1t produces absolutely no vibrations . . . | have known several Jacks, and they all,

without exception, were more than usually plain. Besides, Jack is a notorious domesticity
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.

MISSPRISM:

[Shaking her head.] | do not think that even | could produce any effect on a character that
according to his own brother’s admission is irretrievably 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 see why you should keep a diary
at all.

MISSPRISM:

Lady Bracknell, | 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 forever branded
on my memory, | prepared as usual to take the baby out in its perambulator. | had also
with me a somewhat old, but capacious handbag 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 myself, | deposited the
manuscript in the bassinette, and placed the baby in the handbag.

CHASUBLE.

Buried in Paris! [Shakes his head.] | 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. | have preached it at harvest celebrations, christenings, confirmations, on
days of humiliation and festal 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
Orders. The Bishop, who was present, was much struck by some of the analogies | drew.



CECILY:

Uncle Jack, do be nice. There is some good in everyone. Ernest has just been telling me
about his poor invalid friend Mr. Bunbury whom he goes to visit so often. And surely there
must be much good in one who is kind to an invalid, and leaves the pleasures of London
to sit by a bed of pain.

CECILY:

You see, my diary is simply a very young girl’s record of her own thoughts and
impressions, and consequently meant for publication. 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.

MERRIMAN:
Mr. Ernest’s luggage, sir. | have unpacked it and put it in the room next to your own. Three
portmanteaus, a dressing-case, two hat-boxes, and a large luncheon-basket.



