Audition Piece 1- Lord Illingworth & Mrs Allonby 

LORD ILLINGWORTH: My dear boy, if I didn't like you I wouldn't have made you the offer. It is because I like you so much that I want to have you with me.  [Exit HESTER with GERALD.] Charming fellow, Gerald Arbuthnot!  

MRS. ALLONBY: He is very nice; very nice indeed. But I can't stand the American young lady.  

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Why?   

MRS. ALLONBY: She told me yesterday, and in quite a loud voice too, that she was only eighteen. It was most annoying.  

LORD ILLINGWORTH: One should never trust a woman who tells one her real age. A woman who would tell one that, would tell one anything.  

MRS. ALLONBY: She is a Puritan besides   

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Ah, that is inexcusable.  I don't mind plain women being Puritans. It is the only excuse they have for being plain. But she is decidedly pretty. I admire her immensely. [Looks steadfastly at MRS. ALLONBY.]  

MRS. ALLONBY: What a thoroughly bad man you must be!   

LORD ILLINGWORTH: What do you call a bad man?   

MRS. ALLONBY: The sort of man who admires innocence.  

LORD ILLINGWORTH: And a bad woman?   

MRS. ALLONBY: Oh! the sort of woman a man never gets tired of. 

LORD ILLINGWORTH: You are severe on yourself.  

MRS. ALLONBY: Define us as a sex.  

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Sphinxes without secrets.  

MRS. ALLONBY: Does that include the Puritan women?   

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Do you know, I don't believe in the existence of Puritan women? I don't think there is a woman in the world who would not be a little flattered if one made love to her. It is that which makes women so irresistibly adorable.  

MRS. ALLONBY: You think there is no woman in the world who would object to being kissed?   

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Very few. 
 
MRS. ALLONBY: Miss Worsley would not let you kiss her.  

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Are you sure?  

MRS. ALLONBY: Quite.   

LORD ILLINGWORTH: What do you think she'd do if I kissed her?   

MRS. ALLONBY: Either marry you, or strike you across the face with her glove. What would you do if she struck you across the face with her glove?   

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Fall in love with her, probably.  

MRS. ALLONBY: Then it is lucky you are not going to kiss her!  

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Is that a challenge?   

MRS. ALLONBY: It is an arrow shot into the air.  

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Don't you know that I always succeed in whatever I try?  

MRS. ALLONBY: I am sorry to hear it. We women adore failures. They lean on us. 

LORD ILLINGWORTH: How tantalising you are! [A pause.]  
















Audition Piece 2- Mrs Arbuthnot

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Men don't understand what mothers are. I am no different from other women except in the wrong done me and the wrong I did, and my very heavy punishments and great disgrace. And yet, to bear you I had to look on death. To nurture you I had to wrestle with it. Death fought with me for you. All women have to fight with death to keep their children. Death, being childless, wants our children from us. Gerald, when you were naked I clothed you, when you were hungry I gave you food. Night and day all that long winter I tended you. No office is too mean, no care too lowly for the thing we women love and oh! how I loved YOU. And you needed love, for you were weakly, and only love could have kept you alive. Only love can keep anyone alive. And boys are careless often and without thinking give pain, and we always fancy that when they come to man's estate and know us better they will repay us. But it is not so. The world draws them from our side, and they make friends with whom they are happier than they are with us, and have amusements from which we are barred, and interests that are not ours: and they are unjust to us often, for when they find life bitter they blame us for it, and when they find it sweet we do not taste its sweetness with them. 

You made many friends and went into their houses and were glad with them, and I, knowing my secret, did not dare to follow, but stayed at home and closed the door, shut out the sun and sat in darkness. And you thought I didn't care for the pleasant things of life. I tell you I longed for them, but did not dare to touch them, feeling I had no right. You thought I was happier working amongst the poor. That was my mission, you imagined. It was not, but where else was I to go? The sick do not ask if the hand that smooths their pillow is pure, nor the dying care if the lips that touch their brow have known the kiss of sin. It was you I thought of all the time; I gave to them the love you did not need: lavished on them a love that was not theirs.

And you thought I spent too much of my time in going to Church, and in Church duties. But where else could I turn? God's house is the only house where sinners are made welcome, and you were always in my heart, Gerald, too much in my heart. For, though day after day, at morn or evensong, I have knelt in God's house, I have never repented of my sin. How could I repent of my sin when you, my love, were its fruit!









Audition Piece 3- Gerald & Mrs Arbuthnot

GERALD: Dear mother, I am afraid I kept you waiting. I forgot all about it. I am so happy to night, mother; I have never been so happy. 

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: At the prospect of going away?   

GERALD: Don't put it like that, mother. Of course I am sorry to leave you. Why, you are the best mother in the whole world. But I'm ambitions; I want to have a career. I want to do something that will make you proud of me, and Lord Illingworth is going to help me. He is going to do everything for me.   

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Gerald, don't go away with Lord Illingworth. I implore you not to. Gerald, I beg you!  

GERALD: Mother, how changeable you are! You don't seem to know your own mind for a single moment. An hour and a half ago you agreed to the whole thing; now you turn round and make objections, and try to force me to give up my one chance in life. You don't suppose that men like Lord Illingworth are to be found every day, do you, mother? It is very strange that when I have had such a wonderful piece of good luck, the one person to put difficulties in my way should be my own mother. Besides, you know, mother, I love Hester Worsley. And if I had a position, if I had prospects, I could ask her to- If I were Lord Illingworth's secretary, I could ask Hester to be my wife. As a wretched bank clerk with a hundred a year it would be an impertinence.   

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: I fear you need have no hopes of Miss Worsley. I know her views on life. She has just told them to me. [A pause.]  

GERALD: Then I have my ambition left, at any rate. That is something I am glad I have that! You have always tried to crush my ambition, mother, haven't you? You have told me that the world is a wicked place, that success is not worth having, that society is shallow, and all that sort of thing well, I don't believe it, mother. I think the world must be delightful. I think society must be exquisite. I think success is a thing worth having. You have been wrong in all that you taught me, mother, quite wrong. Lord Illingworth is a successful man. He is a man who lives in the world and for it. Well, I would give anything to be just like Lord Illingworth.  

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: I would sooner see you dead.  

GERALD: Mother, what is your objection to Lord Illingworth? Tell me tell me right out. What is it?   

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: He is a bad man. 
 
GERALD: In what way bad? I don't understand what you mean.  

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: I will tell you.  

GERALD: I suppose you think him bad, because he doesn't believe the same things as you do.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: It is not what Lord Illingworth believes, or what he does not believe, that makes him bad. It is what he is.  

GERALD: Mother, is it something you know of him? Something you actually know?   

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: It is something I know.  

GERALD: Something you are quite sure of?   

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Quite sure of.  

GERALD: How long have you known it?   

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: For twenty years.  

GERALD: Is it fair to go back twenty years in any man's career? And what have you or I to do with Lord Illingworth's early life? What business is it of ours?


















Audition Piece 4- Mrs Allonby, Lady Caroline, Lady Stutfield, Lady Hunstanton

MRS. ALLONBY: What a comfort it is to have got rid of the men for a little!  

LADY STUTFIELD: Yes; men persecute us dreadfully, don't they?  

MRS. ALLONBY: Persecute us? I wish they did.  

LADY HUNSTANTON: My dear!  

MRS. ALLONBY: The annoying thing is that the wretches can be perfectly happy without us. They are always trying to escape from us.  

LADY STUTFIELD: It seems to me that it is we who are always trying to escape from them. Men are so very, very heartless. They know their power and use it.  

LADY CAROLINE: [Takes coffee from Server.] What stuff and nonsense all this about men is! The thing to do is to keep men in their proper place.  

MRS. ALLONBY: But what is their proper place, Lady Caroline?  

LADY CAROLINE: Looking after their wives, Mrs. Allonby.  

MRS. ALLONBY: [Takes coffee from Server] Really? And if they're not married?   

LADY CAROLINE: If they are not married, they should be looking after a wife. It's perfectly scandalous the amount of bachelors who are going about society. There should be a law passed to compel them all to marry within twelve months.  

LADY STUTFIELD: [Refuses coffee.] But if they're in love with someone who, perhaps, is tied to another? 
 
LADY CAROLINE: In that case, Lady Stutfield, they should be married off in a week to some plain respectable girl, in order to teach them not to meddle with other people's property.  

MRS. ALLONBY: I don't think that we should ever be spoken of as other people's property. All men are married women's property. That is the only true definition of what married women's property really is. But we don't belong to anyone.  

LADY STUTFIELD: Oh, I am so very, very glad to hear you say so.  

LADY HUNSTANTON: But do you really think, dear Caroline, that legislation would improve matters in any way? I am told that, nowadays, all the married men live like bachelors, and all the bachelors like married men.  

MRS. ALLONBY: I certainly never know one from the other.  
LADY STUTFIELD: Oh, I think one can always know at once whether a man has home claims upon his life or not. I have noticed a very, very sad expression in the eyes of so many married men.  

MRS. ALLONBY: Ah, all that I have noticed is that they are horribly tedious when they are good husbands, and abominably conceited when they are not.  

LADY HUNSTANTON: Well, I suppose the type of husband has completely changed since my young days, but I'm bound to state that poor dear Hunstanton was the most delightful of creatures, and as good as gold.  

MRS. ALLONBY: Ah, my husband is a sort of promissory note; I'm tired of meeting him. 

LADY CAROLINE: With your views on life I wonder you married at all. 

MRS. ALLONBY: So do I.  

LADY HUNSTANTON: My dear child, I believe you are really very happy in your married life, but that you like to hide your happiness from others.   

MRS. ALLONBY: I assure you I was horribly deceived in Ernest. It is only fair to tell you he has got no conversation at all.  

LADY STUTFIELD: I adore silent men.  

MRS. ALLONBY: Oh, Ernest isn't silent. He talks the whole time. But he has got no conversation. What he talks about I don't know. I haven't listened to him for years.   

LADY STUTFIELD: Have you never forgiven him then? How sad that seems! But all life is very, very sad, is it not?

LADY STUTFIELD: Yes, there are moments, certainly. But was it something very, very wrong that Mr. Allonby did? Did he become angry with you, and say anything that was unkind or true?  

MRS. ALLONBY: Oh dear, no. Ernest is invariably calm. That is one of the reasons he always gets on my nerves. Nothing is so aggravating as calmness. There is something positively brutal about the good temper of most modern men. I wonder we women stand it as well as we do.  







Audition Piece 5- Lady Stutfield, Lady Caroline, Mr Kelvil, Sir John,

LADY STUTFIELD: Do you really, really think, Lady Caroline, that one should believe evil of every one?   

LADY CAROLINE: I think it is much safer to do so, Lady Stutfield. Until, of course, people are found out to be good. But that requires a great deal of investigation nowadays.  

LADY STUTFIELD: But there is so much unkind scandal in modern life.  

LADY CAROLINE: Lord Illingworth remarked to me last night at dinner that the basis of every scandal is an absolutely immoral certainty.  

MR. KELVIL: I am afraid, that Lord Illingworth regards woman simply as a toy. Now, I have never regarded woman as a toy. Woman is the intellectual helpmeet of man in public as in private life. Without her we should forget the true ideals. [Sits down beside LADY STUTFIELD.]  

LADY STUTFIELD: I am so very, very glad to hear you say that.  

LADY CAROLINE: You a married man, Mr. Kettle? 

SIR JOHN: Kelvil, dear, Kelvil.  

MR. KELVIL: I am married, Lady Caroline.   

LADY CAROLINE: Family?   

MR. KELVIL: Yes.  

LADY CAROLINE: How many?   

MR. KELVIL: Eight.  

LADY CAROLINE: Mrs. Kettle and the children are, I suppose, at the seaside? [SIR 
JOHN shrugs his shoulders.]  

MR. KELVIL: My wife is at the seaside with the children, Lady Caroline. 

LADY CAROLINE: You will join them later on, no doubt?   

MR. KELVIL: If my public engagements permit me.   

LADY CAROLINE: Your public life must be a great source of gratification to Mrs. Kettle.  

SIR JOHN: Kelvil, my love, Kelvil.  


Audition Piece 6- Hester, Lady Hunstanton, Lady Stutfield, Mrs Allonby, Lady Caroline
LADY HUNSTANTON: Well, dear Miss Worsley. How quiet you have been in your nice little corner all this time! I suppose you have been reading a book?  
 
HESTER: No, I have been listening to the conversation.  

LADY HUNSTANTON: You mustn't believe everything that was said, you know, dear. 

HESTER: I didn't believe any of it   

LADY HUNSTANTON: That is quite right, dear.  

HESTER: [Continuing.] I couldn't believe that any women could really hold such views of life. [An awkward pause.]  

LADY HUNSTANTON: I hear you have such pleasant society in America. Quite like our own in places, my son wrote to me.   

HESTER: There are cliques in America as elsewhere, Lady Hunstanton. But true American society consists simply of all the good women and good men we have in our country.  

LADY HUNSTANTON: What a sensible system, I am afraid in England we have too many artificial social barriers. We don't see as much as we should of the middle and lower classes.  

HESTER: In America we have no lower classes.  

LADY HUNSTANTON: Really? What a very strange arrangement!  

MRS. ALLONBY: What is that dreadful girl talking about?   

LADY STUTFIELD: She is painfully natural, is she not?   

LADY CAROLINE: There are a great many things you haven't got in America, I am told, Miss Worsley. They say you have no ruins, and no curiosities.  

MRS. ALLONBY: [To LADY STUTFIELD.] What nonsense! They have their mothers and their manners.  

HESTER: The English aristocracy supply us with our curiosities, Lady Caroline. They are sent over to us every summer, regularly, in the steamers, and propose to us the day after they land. As for ruins, we are trying to build up something that will last longer than brick or stone. [Gets up to take her fan from table.] We are trying to build up life, on a better, truer, purer basis than life rests on here. This sounds strange to you all, no doubt. You rich people in England, you don't know how you are living. You shut out from your society the gentle and the good. You laugh at the simple and the pure. Living, as you all do, on others and by them, you sneer at self-sacrifice, and if you throw bread to the poor, it is merely to keep them quiet for a season. With all your pomp and wealth and art you don't know how to live. You love the beauty that you can see and touch and handle, the beauty that you can destroy, and do destroy, but of the unseen beauty of life, of the unseen beauty of a higher life, you know nothing. Oh, your English society seems to me shallow, selfish, foolish. It has blinded its eyes, and stopped its ears. It is all wrong, all wrong.  

LADY STUTFIELD: I don't think one should know of these things. It is not very, very nice, is it?   

LADY HUNSTANTON: My dear Miss Worsley, I thought you liked English society so much. You were such a success in it. And you were so much admired by the best people. I quite forget what Lord Henry Weston said of you but it was most complimentary, and you know what an authority he is on beauty.  

HESTER: Lord Henry Weston! I remember him, Lady Hunstanton. A man with a hideous smile and a hideous past. He is asked everywhere. No dinner party is complete without him. What of those whose ruin is due to him? They are outcasts. They are nameless. If you met them in the street, you would turn your head away. I don't complain of their punishment. Let all women who have sinned be punished.  

[MRS. ARBUTHNOT enters from terrace behind unseen. She hears the last words and starts.]

LADY HUNSTANTON: My dear young lady!  

HESTER: It is right that they should be punished, but don't let them be the only ones to suffer. If a man and woman have sinned, let them both go forth into the desert to love or loathe each other there. Let them both be branded. Set a mark, if you wish, on each, but don't punish the one and let the other go free. You are unjust to women in England














Audition Piece 7- Hester

HESTER: The English aristocracy supply us with our curiosities, Lady Caroline. They are sent over to us every summer, regularly, in the steamers, and propose to us the day after they land. As for ruins, we are trying to build up something that will last longer than brick or stone. [Gets up to take her fan from table.] We are trying to build up life, on a better, truer, purer basis than life rests on here. This sounds strange to you all, no doubt. You rich people in England, you don't know how you are living. You shut out from your society the gentle and the good. You laugh at the simple and the pure. Living, as you all do, on others and by them, you sneer at self-sacrifice, and if you throw bread to the poor, it is merely to keep them quiet for a season. With all your pomp and wealth and art you don't know how to live. You love the beauty that you can see and touch and handle, the beauty that you can destroy, and do destroy, but of the unseen beauty of life, of the unseen beauty of a higher life, you know nothing. Oh, your English society seems to me shallow, selfish, foolish. It has blinded its eyes, and stopped its ears. It is all wrong, all wrong




















Audition Piece 8- Mrs Arbuthnot & Lord Illingworth

LORD ILLINGWORTH: Rachel, Gerald knows everything about you and me now, so some arrangement must be come to that will suit us all three. I assure you, he will find in me the most charming and generous of fathers.  

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: My son may come in at any moment. I saved you last night. I may not be able to save you again. My son feels my dishonour strongly, terribly strongly. I beg you to go.  

LORD ILLINGWORTH: [Sitting down.] Last night was excessively unfortunate. That silly Puritan girl making a scene merely because I wanted to kiss her. What harm is there in a kiss?   

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: [Turning round.] A kiss may ruin a human life, George Harford. I know that. I know that too well.  

LORD ILLINGWORTH: We won't discuss that at present. What is of importance to day, as yesterday, is still our son. I am extremely fond of him, as you know, and odd though it may seem to you, I admired his conduct last night immensely. He is just what I should have liked a son of mine to be. Now, what I propose is this.  

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Lord Illingworth, no proposition of yours interests me.  

LORD ILLINGWORTH: According to our ridiculous English laws, I can't legitimise Gerald. But I can leave him my property. Illingworth is entailed, of course, but it is a tedious barrack of a place. He can have Ashby, which is much prettier, Harborough, which has the best shooting in the north of England, and the house in St. James Square. What more can a gentleman require in this world?   

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: Nothing more, I am quite sure.  

LORD ILLINGWORTH: As for a title, a title is really rather a nuisance in these democratic days. As George Harford I had everything I wanted. Now I have merely everything that other people want, which isn't nearly so pleasant. Well, my proposal is this.  

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: I told you I was not interested, and I beg you to go.  

LORD ILLINGWORTH: The boy is to be with you for six months in the year, and with me for the other six. That is perfectly fair, is it not? You can have whatever allowance you like, and live where you choose. As for your past, no one knows anything about it except myself and Gerald. There is the Puritan, of course, but she doesn't count. She couldn't tell the story without explaining that she objected to being kissed, could she? And all the women would think her a fool and the men think her a bore. And you need not be afraid that Gerald won't be my heir. I needn't tell you I have not the slightest intention of marrying.  

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: You come too late.  My son has no need of you. You are not necessary.  

LORD ILLINGWORTH: What do you mean, Rachel?   

MRS. ARBUTHNOT: That you are not necessary to Gerald's career. He does not require you.  

