
MRS. BRACKNELL:  
Well, I must say, Algernon, that I think it is high time that Mr. 
Bunbury made up his mind whether he was going to live or die. 
This shilly-shallying with the question is absurd. Nor do I in any 
way approve of the modern sympathy with invalids. I consider it 
morbid. Illness of any kind is hardly a thing to be encouraged in 
others. Health is the primary duty of life. I 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. Well, Algernon, of 
course if you are obliged to be beside the bedside of Mr. 
Bunbury, I have nothing more to say. But I would be much 
obliged if you would ask Mr. Bunbury, from me, to be kind 
enough not to have a relapse on Saturday, for I 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 every one has practically said whatever 
they had to say, which, in most cases, was probably not much. 

ALGERNON.​
I haven’t the smallest intention of doing anything of the kind. To 
begin with, I ate there on Monday, and once a week is quite 
enough to have dinner with one’s own relations. In the second 
place, whenever I do eat there I am always treated as a member 
of the family, and am sat next to 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’s not very pleasant. Indeed, it is not even decent . . . and 
that sort of thing is enormously on the increase. The amount of 
women in Dallas who flirt with their own husbands is perfectly 
scandalous. It looks so bad. It is simply washing one’s clean 
linen in public. Besides, now that I know you to be a confirmed 
Bunburyist I naturally want to talk to you about Bunburying. I 
want to tell you the rules. 



 

JACK.​
Man, there is nothing improbable about my explanation at all. In 
fact it’s perfectly ordinary. Old Mr. Thomas Cardew, who adopted 
me when I was a little boy, made me in his will guardian to his 
grand-daughter, Miss Cecily Cardew. Cecily, who addresses me 
as her uncle from motives of respect that you couldn’t possibly 
appreciate, lives at my place in the country under the charge of 
her capable aunt, Miss Prism. 

GWENDOLEN.​
Jack? . . . No, there is very little music in the name Jack, if any at 
all, indeed. It does not thrill. It produces absolutely no vibrations 
. . . I have known several Jacks, and they all, without exception, 
were more than usually plain. Besides, Jack is a common and 
boring way to say John! And I 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. 
 
 

 

 



MISS PRISM.​
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. Open it at page fifteen. 
We will repeat yesterday’s lesson. Child, you know how anxious 
your uncle 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. Your uncle enjoys the best of health, 
and his gravity of demeanour is especially to be commended in 
one so comparatively young as he is. I know no one who has a 
higher sense of duty and responsibility. 
 

CECILY.​
Well, 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. 

 

 



CHASUBLE.​
In Paris! 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 festal 
days. The last time I delivered it was in the Cathedral, as a 
charity sermon on behalf of the Society for the Prevention of 
Discontent among the Upper Orders. The Bishop, who was 
present, was much struck by some of the analogies I drew. 


