
Algernon Sides

SIDE 1 

Act 1 (pg. 4 - pg. 5) Algernon and Jack  

Algernon. Ernest! What brings you up to town? 
Jack. Oh, pleasure, pleasure! What else should bring one anywhere? Eating as 
usual, I see, Algy! 
Algernon. [Stiffly] I believe it is customary in good society to take some slight 
refreshment at five o’clock. Where have you been since last Thursday? 
Jack. [Sitting down on the sofa.] In the country. 
Algernon. What on earth do you do there? 
Jack. When one is in town, one amuses oneself. When one is in the country, one 
amuses other people. It is excessively boring. 
Algernon. And who are the people you amuse? 
Jack. Oh, neighbours, neighbours. 
Algernon. Got nice neighbours in your part of Shropshire?  
Jack. Perfectly horrid. Never speak to one of them. 
Algernon. How immensely you must amuse them. [Goes over and takes a pile of 
sandwiches.]  
Jack. Hallo! Why cucumber sandwiches? Who is coming to tea? 
Algernon. Oh! Aunt Augusta and Gwendolen. 
Jack. I say! Jolly good! [Boyishly happy; clears throat, straightens tie.] 
Algernon. [Surprised by the outburst.] Yes, that is all very well; but I am afraid 
Aunt Augusta won’t quite approve of your being here.  
Jack. May I ask why? 
Algernon. My dear fellow, the way you flirt with Gwendolen is perfectly 
disgraceful. It is almost as bad as the way Gwendolen flirts with you. 
Jack. I am in love with Gwendolen. I have come up to town expressly to propose 
to her. 
Algernon. I thought you had come up for pleasure?…I call that business. 
Jack. How utterly unromantic you are! 
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Algernon. I really don’t see anything romantic in proposing. It is very romantic to 
be in love. But there is nothing romantic about a definite proposal. Why, one may 
be accepted. One usually is, I believe. Then the excitement is all over.  
[Jack puts out his hand to take a sandwich. Algernon at once interferes.]  
Algernon. Please don’t touch the cucumber sandwiches. They are ordered 
specially for Aunt Augusta. [Takes one and eats it.] 
Jack. Well, you have been eating them all the time. 
Algernon. That is a different matter-she is my aunt. Anyway, I don’t think that 
you’ll ever be married to Gwendolen. 
Jack. Why on earth do you say that? 
Algernon. Well, in the first place, girls never marry the men they flirt with. 
Jack. Oh, that is nonsense! 
Algernon. In the second place, I don’t give my consent. 
Jack. Your consent! 
Algernon. Gwendolen is my first cousin. And before I allow you to marry her, you 
will have to clear up the whole question of Cecily. [Rings bell.] 
Jack. Cecily? I don’t know anyone named “Cecily.” 
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SIDE 2 

Act One (pg. 7 - pg. 9) Algernon and Jack  

Algernon. Here it is. [Hands cigarette case.] Now produce your explanation- and 
pray make it improbable. [Sits on sofa.] 
Jack. Old Mr. Thomas Worthing, who adopted me when I was a little boy, made 
me, in his will, guardian to his granddaughter, Miss Cecily Cardew. Cecily, who 
addresses me as her uncle from motives of respect that you could not possibly 
appreciate, lives at my place in the country under the charge of her admirable 
governess, Miss Prism. 
Algernon. Go on. 
Jack. A guardian always has to be quite serious.  It is terribly boring. So, in order 
to get up to town and have some fun, I have always pretended to have a younger 
brother named Ernest, who gets into the most horrible scrapes. [Raises eyebrows 
up and down] That, my dear Algy, is the whole truth pure and simple. 
Algernon. The truth is rarely pure and never simple. Modern life would be very 
tedious if it were either, and modern literature a complete impossibility! 
Jack. That wouldn’t be such a bad thing. 
Algernon. Literary criticism is not your forte, my dear fellow. Don’t try it. You 
should leave that to people who haven’t been at a University. They do it so well in 
the daily papers. What you really are is a Bunburyist. I was quite right in saying 
you were a Bunburyist. You are one of the most advanced Bunburyists I know. 
Jack. What on earth do you mean? 
Algernon. You have invented a very useful younger brother called Ernest, in order 
that you may come up to town as often as you like. I have invented a permanent 
invalid called Bunbury, in order that I may be able to leave town whenever I 
choose. Bunbury is perfectly invaluable. If it wasn’t for Bunbury’s extraordinary 
bad health, for instance, I wouldn’t be able to dine with you tonight, for I had 
promised to attend Aunt Augusta’s dinner party. 
Jack. I haven’t asked you to dine with me tonight. 
Algernon. I know. You are absurdly careless about sending out invitations. 
Jack. You had much better dine with your Aunt Augusta. 
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Algernon. I haven’t the smallest intention of doing anything of the kind. To begin 
with, I dined there on Monday, and once a week is quite enough to dine with one’s 
own relations. 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. I’m not a “Bunburyist.” [Quotation fingers.] If Gwendolen agrees to marry 
me, I am going to get rid of my fictitious brother. Cecily is a little too interested in 
him.  I strongly advise you to do the same with Mr. Bunbury. 
Algernon. Nothing will induce me to part with Bunbury, and if you ever do get 
married, you will be very glad to know him.  
Jack. If I get married, I certainly won’t want to know Bunbury. 
Algernon. Then your wife will. [The sound of an electric bell is heard.] Ah! that 
must be Aunt Augusta. Now, if I get her out of the way so that you can propose to 
Gwendolen, may I dine with you tonight? 
Jack. No. Oh, alright, fine. [Annoyed.] 
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SIDE 3 

Act 2 (pg. 21- pg. 22) Cecily and Algernon 

Algernon. [Raising his hat.]  You are my cousin Cecily, I’m sure. 

Cecily.  And you are Uncle Jack’s brother, my wicked cousin Ernest.  

Algernon.  Oh! I am not really wicked at all, cousin Cecily.  You mustn’t think that 
I am wicked. 

Cecily.  If you are not, then you have certainly been deceiving us all in a very 
inexcusable manner. I hope you have not been leading a double life, pretending to 
be wicked and being really good all the time.   

Algernon.  [Looks at her in amazement.] Oh! Of course I have been rather 
reckless. 

Cecily. I am glad to hear it.  

Algernon. In fact, now you mention the subject, I have been very bad in my own 
small way.  

Cecily. I don’t think you should be so proud of that, though I am sure it must have 
been very pleasant.  

Algernon. It is much pleasanter being here with you.  

Cecily. I can’t understand how you are here at all. Uncle Jack won’t be back till 
Monday afternoon.  

Algernon. That is a great disappointment. I am obliged to go up by the first train 
on Monday morning. I have a business appointment that I am anxious . . . to miss?  

Cecily. Couldn’t you miss it anywhere but in London?  

Algernon. No: the appointment is in London.  

Cecily. Well, I know, of course, how important it is not to keep a business 
engagement, if one wants to retain any sense of the beauty of life, but still I think 
you had better wait till Uncle Jack arrives. I know he wants to speak to you about 
your emigrating.  
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Algernon.  About my what? 

Cecily. Your emigrating.  He has gone up to buy your outfit. 

Algernon. Well I certainly wouldn’t let Jack buy my outfit.   

Cecily.  He said at dinner on Wednesday night that you were moving to Australia.  

Algernon.  Oh, he did, did he? Australia indeed. I’m not going anywhere. 

Cecily. You’re going to stay? [Looks deeply into his eyes.] 

Algernon. [Growls lustfully.] You’re damn right. 

Cecily. Rowr, rowr! [She chases him into the house.] 
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SIDE 4 

Act One (pg. 1- pg. 2) Algernon and Lane 

Morning-room in Algernon’s flat in Half-Moon Street. The room is luxuriously and 
artistically furnished. The sound of an electric guitar is heard offstage. 
[Lane is arranging afternoon tea on the table, and after the music has ceased, 
Algernon enters.] 
Algernon. Did you hear what I was playing, Lane? 
Lane. I didn’t think it polite to listen, sir. 
Algernon. I’m sorry for that, for your sake. I don’t play accurately- anyone can 
play accurately- but I play with wonderful expression. 
Lane. Yes, sir. 
Algernon. [Picks up a newspaper.]  Have you heard the news, Lane? 
Lane. No sir. 
Algernon. There’s a new play at the Savoy, complete with “boys of chorus.” 
[Raises an eyebrow.] 
Lane.  Sir? 
Algernon. [Reads paper.] It says here that the choristers appear to be enjoying 
themselves onstage. How preposterous! [Chortles, can’t believe it.]  
Lane. Unthinkable sir.  
Algernon. The theatre is a very serious place, Lane. Especially when the play is a 
comedy.  
Lane. Yes, sir.  
Algernon. [Reading.] It seems that one of the choristers was shot as he exited the 
stage last night. Not much wonder, considering the reviews.  
Lane. I see. [Disturbed.] Did it mention the name of the man shot? 
Algernon. [Dismissively.] No one I’ve heard of. Have you got the cucumber 
sandwiches cut for Lady Bracknell? 
Lane. Yes, sir. [Hands them on a salver. Picks up the paper, reads.] 
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Algernon. [Inspects them, takes two, and sits down on the sofa.] Oh! by the way 
Lane, I see from your book that on Thursday night, when Mr. Worthing was dining 
with me, eight bottles of champagne are entered as having been consumed. 
Lane. Yes, sir; eight bottles and a pint. 
Algernon. Why is it that in a bachelor’s home the servants invariably drink the 
champagne? I merely ask for information. 
Lane. I attribute it to the superior quality of the wine, sir. I have often observed 
that in married households the champagne is rarely of a first-rate brand. 
Algernon. Good Heavens! Is marriage so demoralizing as that? 
Lane. I wouldn’t know, sir. I’ve only been married once, and that was in 
consequence of a misunderstanding between myself and a young person.  
Algernon. I don’t know that I am much interested in your family life, Lane. [Said 
as though about personal hygiene or intimate details.] 
Lane. No sir; it is not a very interesting subject. I never think of it myself. 
Algernon. Very natural, I am sure. That will do, Lane, thank you.  
[The sound of an electric bell is heard.] 
Lane. Thank you, sir. [Lane goes out.] 


