
FEMALE MONOLOGUES (choose one) 

MISS PRISM 

Cecily, Cecily! Your German grammar is on the table. Pray open it to page fifteen. We will repeat 

yesterday’s lesson. 

Child, you know how anxious your guardian, Mr. Worthington, is that you should improve yourself in 

every way. He made a particular point of your German when he left for town yesterday. Indeed, he 

always seems to care especially about your German when he is leaving town. 

Your guardian is wise beyond his years, and his serious manner is especially to be admired in someone 

so young. I know no one with a greater sense of duty and responsibility. Idle amusement and foolishness 

would be quite out of place to him. 

You must not add to Mr. Worthing many troubles. Remember his constant worry about that 

unfortunate, rebellious, young man, his brother, Mr. Ernest. 

Fixing a man with absolutely no backbone is a chore even I refuse to touch. Besides, I loathe this modern 

obsession with overnight redemption. Bad people should just stay bad. If you choose to act like a clown, 

you belong in the circus. 

 

LADY AUGUSTA BRACKNELL: 

Well, I must say, Algernon, that I think it high time that your … friend … Mr. Bunbury made up his mind 

whether he was going to live or die. This constant indecision about the matter is absurd. 

Nor do I approve, in any way, of this modern sympathy for invalids. I consider it quite morbid and not to 

mention, rather boring. Illness of any kind is hardly something we should encourage in others.  

Health is the primary duty of one’s life. I am always telling that to your poor uncle, Lord Bracknell. But he 

never seems to pay much attention—at least, not enough to show any improvement in his condition. 

Well, Algernon, if you insist to be at the bedside of Mr. Bunbury, I have nothing more to say. But I would 

be very much pleased if you would ask Mr. Bunbury, on my behalf, to be kind enough not to have a 

relapse this Saturday. 

I am relying on you to arrange the music for me. As you know, it is my last and biggest reception of the 

year and one wants something that will encourage conversation. 

Particularly at the end of the year, when everyone has practically said everything they have to say—

which, in most cases, was probably not very much. 

 

 

 

 



GWENDOLYN:  

Oh! It is strange that he never mentioned to me that he had a ward. How secretive of him! He grows 

more interesting every hour.  

Well, I’m sorry to say, however, that this news does not give me entirely … pleasant feelings.  

Oh, but, I am very fond of you, Cecily. I have liked you ever since I met you … 5 minutes ago. But now 

that I know you are Mr. Worthing’s ward, I feel I must admit that I wish you were—well, a bit older than 

you seem to be and not quite so pretty. And perhaps … a bit, plump? 

In fact, if I may speak honestly, which I think I may since we are such best of friends. I wish you were 

about forty-two, and rather unusually … plain. 

Now, I know Ernest very well, and he is one of the most noble and honest men. He is the very soul of 

truth and morality. Disloyalty would be just as impossible for him as deceit. 

But even the most saintly men are blinded by blush and a perfect smile. History proves that a pretty face 

always defeats a brilliant mind. If it did not, the newspapers would go out of business.    

Now Cecily, tell me more about you and Mr. Ernest Worthington. 

 

CECILY CARDEW 

You silly boy! Of course I’ll marry you. Why, we have been engaged for the last three months! How? 

Naturally, ever since dear Uncle Jack told us that he had a younger brother who was very wicked and 

bad, you have, of course, been the chief subject of conversation between Miss Prism and myself. 

And, of course, a man who is talked about so much is always very attractive. 

I daresay it was foolish of me, but I fell in love with you, Ernest. 

Since you seemed to know nothing at all about me, I decided that something had to be done. So, on the 

fourteenth of February, after a great deal of thinking about it, I decided that we were engaged. 

After a long struggle with myself, I accepted your proposal on your behalf, under this dear tree. 

The next day, I bought this little ring in your name which I promised always to wear. You have 

wonderful, good taste, Ernest. It is the excuse I have always given you for leading such a bad life.  

And this is the box where I keep all your dear letters. Of course, since you forgot to write to me, I had to 

write your letters for you. I wrote three times a week, and sometimes even more often, you are so 

persistent. Even now I can hardly read them without crying a little.  

 

 

 



MALE MONOLOGUES (choose one) 

 

ALGERNON:  

You will not marry my cousin, Gwendolyn, dear Jack, until you clear up the confusion of this inscription 

on your cigarette case. You say Cecily is your aunt, but why does your aunt call you her uncle?  

(Reading inscription) 'From little Cecily, with her fondest love to her dear Uncle Jack.'  

There is no objection, I admit, to an aunt being a little 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 nameof 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 your 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. 

 

 

 

JACK WORTHINGTON:  

My name is Ernest. And Jack. I am known as Ernest in town and Jack in the country. My dear Algy, I don’t 

know whether you will be able to understand my real motives. You are hardly serious enough.  

When one is a gentleman and a guardian in this society, one must maintain a very high moral standard 

in everything one does. It is one’s duty. 

And since being so terribly moral is not particularly good for one’s health … and happiness, I have always 

needed a way to escape it. 

So, in order for me to go back and forth from the country to town, I have pretended that I have a 

younger brother named Ernest who lives in the Albany and is always getting himself into the most 

dreadful trouble. 

That way, I have a perfectly respectable excuse to leave the country and enjoy myself as earnestly as I 

can. 

And that, is the whole truth, pure and simple. However, most things in life, like you dear Algy, are 

neither pure, nor simple.  

 

 



LANE, butler: 

Marriage sir? Well, I do believe it is a rather pleasant state, sir. I, myself have had some experience of it. 

In fact, I was married once. Unfortunately, my wife and I could not agree on the matter of household 

expenses. I found that she spent far too much money. She found that I did not give her enough. 

Naturally, there was only one possible solution. She left me. 

I believe it was entirely the right thing to do. After all, one must always try to maintain a proper 

standard of living. Besides, I have always believed that marriage is a very serious matter. One should 

enter into it with great care—and preferably with an understanding of who is going to pay the bills. 

But I must say, sir, that I have always found married life to be extremely interesting. Particularly when 

one is no longer married. 

 

 

REVEREND CHASUBLE 

My dear Miss Prism, I have always believed that a clergyman should be a great help to people in times of 

trouble. Of course, there are times when people create their own troubles. 

In those cases, I believe it is our duty to help them understand that they have created them. And, if 

possible, to remind them that we warned them. 

Still, I do think people are far too hard on themselves. We are all human, after all. We all make mistakes. 

Some people, of course, make considerably more mistakes than others. But that is precisely why we 

have the Church. Whenever someone has behaved poorly, there is always a sermon that can be given, a 

prayer that can be offered, or, in especially serious cases, a very stern look. 

I have found the stern look to be remarkably effective. It says everything. And requires very little 

preparation. 

Still, I must confess that I find my position in the parish most agreeable. People come to me for advice, 

and I am always happy to give it. Whether they take it or not is, naturally, between them and God. 

I have done my part. 

 

 

 

 


