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SCENE

The octagon roomat Sir Robert Chiltern's house in G osvenor Square.

[The roomis brilliantly lighted and full of guests. At the top of
the staircase stands LADY CHI LTERN, a woman of grave G eek beauty,
about twenty-seven years of age. She receives the guests as they
come up. Over the well of the staircase hangs a great chandeli er
with wax lights, which illunmne a | arge eighteenth-century French
tapestry - representing the Triunph of Love, froma design by Boucher
- that is stretched on the staircase wall. On the right is the
entrance to the nusic-room The sound of a string quartette is
faintly heard. The entrance on the left |leads to other reception-
rooms. MRS. MARCHMONT and LADY BASILDON, two very pretty women, are
seated together on a Louis Seize sofa. They are types of exquisite
fragility. Their affectation of manner has a delicate charm

Watteau woul d have | oved to paint them]

MRS. MARCHMONT. Going on to the Hartlocks' to-night, Margaret?

LADY BASI LDON. | suppose so. Are you?

MRS. MARCHMONT. Yes. Horribly tedious parties they give, don't

t hey?

LADY BASI LDON. Horribly tedious! Never know why | go. Never know

why | go anywhere.

MRS. MARCHMVONT. | cone here to be educated

LADY BASI LDON. Ah! | hate being educat ed!



MRS. MARCHMONT. So do I. It puts one alnost on a level with the
comrerci al classes, doesn't it? But dear CGertrude Chiltern is always
telling ne that | should have sone serious purpose in life. So I

come here to try to find one.

LADY BASI LDON. [Looking round through her lorgnette.] | don't see
anybody here to-night whom one could possibly call a serious purpose.
The man who took me in to dinner talked to me about his wife the

whol e tine.

MRS. MARCHMONT. How very trivial of him

LADY BASI LDON. Terribly trivial! Wat did your man tal k about?

MRS. MARCHMONT. About nysel f.

LADY BASI LDON. [Languidly.] And were you interested?

MRS. MARCHMONT. [ Shaking her head.] Not in the smallest degree.

LADY BASI LDON. What nartyrs we are, dear Margaret!

MRS. MARCHMONT. [Rising.] And howwell it beconmes us, divial

[ They rise and go towards the nusic-room The VI COMTE DE NANJAC, a
young attache known for his neckties and his Angl omani a, approaches

with a | ow bow, and enters into conversation.]

MASON. [ Announci ng guests fromthe top of the staircase.] M. and

Lady Jane Barford. Lord Caversham

[Enter LORD CAVERSHAM an old gentl enan of seventy, wearing the

riband and star of the Garter. A fine Wiig type. Rather like a



portrait by Law ence.]

LORD CAVERSHAM Good evening, Lady Chiltern! Has ny good-for-

not hi ng young son been here?

LADY CHILTERN. [Smiling.] | don't think Lord Goring has arrived

yet.

MABEL CHI LTERN. [Coming up to LORD CAVERSHAM ] Wiy do you call Lord

Gori ng good-f or-not hi ng?

[ MABEL CHILTERN is a perfect exanple of the English type of
prettiness, the apple-blossomtype. She has all the fragrance and
freedomof a flower. There is ripple after ripple of sunlight in her
hair, and the little mouth, with its parted lips, is expectant, like
the mouth of a child. She has the fascinating tyranny of youth, and
t he astoni shing courage of innocence. To sane people she is not
rem ni scent of any work of art. But she is really |like a Tanagra

statuette, and would be rather annoyed if she were told so.]

LORD CAVERSHAM Because he | eads such an idle life.

MABEL CHI LTERN. How can you say such a thing? Wy, he rides in the
Row at ten o'clock in the norning, goes to the Opera three tines a
week, changes his clothes at least five times a day, and di nes out
every night of the season. You don't call that leading an idle life,

do you?

LORD CAVERSHAM [Looking at her with a kindly twinkle in his eyes.]

You are a very charning young | ady!

MABEL CHI LTERN. How sweet of you to say that, Lord Cavershaml Do

come to us nore often. You know we are always at honme on Wednesdays,



and you |l ook so well with your star!

LORD CAVERSHAM Never go anywhere now. Sick of London Society.
Shoul dn't nind being introduced to ny own tailor; he always votes on
the right side. But object strongly to being sent down to dinner

with ny wife's milliner. Never could stand Lady Caversham s bonnets.

MABEL CHILTERN. Oh, | love London Society! | think it has inmmensely
improved. It is entirely conposed now of beautiful idiots and
brilliant lunatics. Just what Society should be.

LORD CAVERSHAM  Huml  Which is Goring? Beautiful idiot, or the

ot her thing?

MABEL CHI LTERN. [Gravely.] | have been obliged for the present to
put Lord Goring into a class quite by hinmself. But he is devel oping

char m ngl y!

LORD CAVERSHAM I nto what ?

MABEL CHILTERN. [Wth a little curtsey.] | hope to let you know

very soon, Lord Cavershan

MASON. [ Announci ng guests.] Lady Markby. Ms. Chevel ey.

[Enter LADY MARKBY and MRS. CHEVELEY. LADY MARKBY is a pl easant,

ki ndly, popular woman, with gray hair e la marqui se and good | ace.
MRS. CHEVELEY, who acconpanies her, is tall and rather slight. Lips
very thin and highly-coloured, a line of scarlet on a pallid face.
Venetian red hair, aquiline nose, and long throat. Rouge accentuates
the natural pal eness of her complexion. Gay-green eyes that nove
restlessly. She is in heliotrope, with dianmonds. She | ooks rather
Iike an orchid, and nakes great demands on one's curiosity. |In all

her novements she is extrenmely graceful. A work of art, on the



whol e, but showi ng the influence of too nmany school s. ]

LADY MARKBY. Good evening, dear Gertrude! So kind of you to let ne
bring ny friend, Ms. Cheveley. Two such charm ng wonen shoul d know

each ot her!

LADY CH LTERN. [Advances towards MRS. CHEVELEY with a sweet smile.
Then suddenly stops, and bows rather distantly.] | think Ms.
Chevel ey and | have net before. | did not know she had married a

second tine.

LADY MARKBY. [Cenially.] Ah, nowadays people narry as often as they
can, don't they? It is nost fashionable. [To DUCHESS OF
MARYBOROUGH.] Dear Duchess, and how is the Duke? Brain still weak,

| suppose? Well, that is only to be expected, is it not? Hi s good

father was just the same. There is nothing like race, is there?

MRS. CHEVELEY. [Playing with her fan.] But have we really net
before, Lady Chiltern? | can't remenber where. | have been out of

Engl and for so | ong.

LADY CHI LTERN. W were at school together, Ms. Chevel ey.

MRS. CHEVELEY [ Superciliously.] |Indeed? | have forgotten all about

my school days. | have a vague inpression that they were detestable.

LADY CHILTERN. [Coldly.] | amnot surprised!

MRS. CHEVELEY. [In her sweetest manner.] Do you know, | amquite

| ooking forward to neeting your clever husband, Lady Chiltern. Since
he has been at the Foreign Office, he has been so nuch tal ked of in
Vienna. They actually succeed in spelling his name right in the

newspapers. That in itself is fane, on the continent.



LADY CH LTERN. | hardly think there will be much in conmon between

you and ny husband, Ms. Cheveley! [Myves away. ]

VI COMTE DE NANJAC. Ah! chere Madane, queue surprise! | have not

seen you since Berlin!

MRS. CHEVELEY. Not since Berlin, Vicome. Five years ago!

VI COMTE DE NANJAC. And you are younger and nore beautiful than ever.

How do you manage it?

MRS. CHEVELEY. By meking it a rule only to talk to perfectly

charning people like yourself.

VI COMTE DE NANJAC. Ah! you flatter ne. You butter nme, as they say

her e.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Do they say that here? How dreadful of them

VI COMTE DE NANJAC. Yes, they have a wonderful |anguage. It should

be nore w dely known.

[SIR ROBERT CHI LTERN enters. A man of forty, but |ooking somewhat
younger. O ean-shaven, with finely-cut features, dark-haired and
dark-eyed. A personality of mark. Not popular - few personalities
are. But intensely admred by the few, and deeply respected by the
many. The note of his nmanner is that of perfect distinction, with a
slight touch of pride. One feels that he is conscious of the success
he has nmade in life. A nervous tenmperament, with a tired |ook. The
firmy-chiselled nmouth and chin contrast strikingly with the ronmantic
expression in the deep-set eyes. The variance is suggestive of an

al rost conpl ete separation of passion and intellect, as though

t hought and enotion were each isolated in its own sphere through sone



viol ence of will-power. There is nervousness in the nostrils, and in
the pale, thin, pointed hands. It would be inaccurate to call him
pi cturesque. Picturesqueness cannot survive the House of Commons.

But Vandyck woul d have liked to have painted his head.]

SI R ROBERT CHI LTERN. Good eveni ng, Lady Markby! | hope you have

brought Sir John with you?

LADY MARKBY. On! | have brought a nuch nore charmni ng person than
Sir John. Sir John's tenper since he has taken seriously to politics
has become quite unbearable. Really, now that the House of Conmons

is trying to becone useful, it does a great deal of harm

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | hope not, Lady Markby. At any rate we do our
best to waste the public tinme, don't we? But who is this charning

person you have been kind enough to bring to us?

LADY MARKBY. Her name is Ms. Cheveley! One of the Dorsetshire
Chevel eys, | suppose. But | really don't know. Fanmilies are so
m xed nowadays. Indeed, as a rule, everybody turns out to be

somebody el se.

SIR ROBERT CHI LTERN. Ms. Cheveley? | seemto know the nane.

LADY MARKBY. She has just arrived from Vi enna.

SI R ROBERT CHI LTERN. Ah! yes. | think I know whom you mnean.

LADY MARKBY. Onh! she goes everywhere there, and has such pl easant
scandal s about all her friends. 1 really nust go to Vienna next

winter. | hope there is a good chef at the Enbassy.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. If there is not, the Anbassador will certainly

have to be recalled. Pray point out Ms. Cheveley to ne. | should



like to see her.

LADY MARKBY. Let ne introduce you. [To MRS. CHEVELEY.] M dear

Sir Robert Chiltern is dying to know you!

SIR ROBERT CHI LTERN. [Bowing.] Every one is dying to know the
brilliant Ms. Cheveley. Qur attaches at Vienna wite to us about

not hi ng el se.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Thank you, Sir Robert. An acquaintance that begins
with a conplinent is sure to develop into a real friendship. It
starts in the right manner. And | find that | know Lady Chiltern

al r eady.

SIR ROBERT CHI LTERN. Really?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Yes. She has just reminded ne that we were at schoo
together. | renmenber it perfectly now She always got the good
conduct prize. | have a distinct recollection of Lady Chiltern

al ways getting the good conduct prize!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. [Snmiling.] And what prizes did you get, Ms.

Chevel ey?

MRS. CHEVELEY. M prizes cane a little later oninlife. | don't
think any of themwere for good conduct. | forget!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | amsure they were for somnething charning

MRS. CHEVELEY. | don't know that wonen are always rewarded for being
charnming. | think they are usually punished for it! Certainly, nore

worren grow ol d nowadays through the faithfulness of their admirers

than through anything elsel! At least that is the only way | can



account for the terribly haggard | ook of npbst of your pretty wonen in

London!

SI R ROBERT CHI LTERN. What an appal li ng phil osophy that sounds! To
attenpt to classify you, Ms. Chevel ey, would be an inpertinence.
But may | ask, at heart, are you an optinist or a pessinist? Those

seemto be the only two fashionable religions |eft to us nowadays.

MRS. CHEVELEY. OCh, I'mneither. Optinismbegins in a broad grin,
and Pessim smends with blue spectacles. Besides, they are both of

them nerely poses

SI R ROBERT CHI LTERN. You prefer to be natural ?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Sonetines. But it is such a very difficult pose to

keep up.

SI R ROBERT CHI LTERN. What woul d those nodern psychol ogi ca

novel i sts, of whom we hear so nuch, say to such a theory as that?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Ah! the strength of wonen cones fromthe fact that
psychol ogy cannot explain us. Men can be anal ysed, wonen .

merely ador ed.

SI R ROBERT CHI LTERN. You think science cannot grapple with the

probl em of wonmen?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Science can never grapple with the irrational. That

is why it has no future before it, in this world.

SI R ROBERT CHI LTERN. And wonen represent the irrational

MRS. CHEVELEY. Well-dressed wonen do



SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. [Wth a polite bow.] | fear | could hardly
agree with you there. But do sit down. And nowtell ne, what makes
you | eave your brilliant Vienna for our gloony London - or perhaps

the question is indiscreet?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Questions are never indiscreet. Answers sonetines

are.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Well, at any rate, may | know if it is politics

or pleasure?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Politics are ny only pleasure. You see nowadays it
is not fashionable to flirt till one is forty, or to be romantic til
one is forty-five, so we poor wonen who are under thirty, or say we
are, have nothing open to us but politics or philanthropy. And
phil ant hropy seens to ne to have becone sinply the refuge of people
who wi sh to annoy their fellowcreatures. | prefer politics. |

think they are nore . . . becom ng!

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. A political life is a noble career

MRS. CHEVELEY. Sonetimes. And sonetines it is a clever gane, Sir

Robert. And sonetines it is a great nuisance.

SI R ROBERT CHI LTERN. VWhich do you find it?

MRS. CHEVELEY. 1? A conbination of all three. [Drops her fan.]

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. [Picks up fan.] Al ow ne!

MRS. CHEVELEY. Thanks.

SI R ROBERT CHI LTERN. But you have not told ne yet what nakes you

honour London so suddenly. CQur season is al nbst over



MRS. CHEVELEY. Oh! | don't care about the London season! It is too
matrinonial. People are either hunting for husbands, or hiding from
them | wanted to neet you. It is quite true. You know what a
worman's curiosity is. A npbst as great as a man's! | wanted

i mensely to nmeet you, and . . . to ask you to do sonething for ne.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | hope it is not alittle thing, Ms. Chevel ey.

| find that little things are so very difficult to do.

MRS. CHEVELEY. [After a noment's reflection.] No, | don't think it

is quite alittle thing.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. | amso glad. Do tell nme what it is.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Later on. [Rises.] And now may | wal k through your
beautiful house? | hear your pictures are charmng. Poor Baron
Arnheim - you renmenber the Baron? - used to tell ne you had sone

wonder f ul Cor ot s.

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. [Wth an alnost inperceptible start.] Did you

know Baron Arnhei mwel | ?

MRS. CHEVELEY. [Smiling.] Intimately. Did you?

SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. At one tine.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Wbnderful man, wasn't he?

SIR ROBERT CHI LTERN. [After a pause.] He was very renarkable, in

many ways.

MRS. CHEVELEY. | often think it such a pity he never wote his

menoirs. They woul d have been nobst interesting.



SIR ROBERT CHI LTERN. Yes: he knew nen and cities well, |like the old

G eek.

MRS. CHEVELEY. W thout the dreadful disadvantage of having a

Penel ope waiting at home for him

MASON. Lord Gori ng.

[Enter LORD GORING  Thirty-four, but always says he is younger. A
wel | - bred, expressionless face. He is clever, but would not like to
be thought so. A flaw ess dandy, he woul d be annoyed if he were
considered romantic. He plays with life, and is on perfectly good
terns with the world. He is fond of being m sunderstood. It gives

hima post of vantage.]

SI R ROBERT CHI LTERN. Good evening, ny dear Arthur! Ms. Chevel ey,

allow ne to introduce to you Lord CGoring, the idlest nan in London.

MRS. CHEVELEY. | have net Lord Goring before.

LORD GORING. [Bowing.] | did not think you would remenber ne, Ms.

Chevel ey.

MRS. CHEVELEY. M menory is under admirable control. And are you

still a bachel or?

LORD GORING | . . . believe so.

MRS. CHEVELEY. How very romanti c!

LORD GORING. Cn! | amnot at all romantic. | amnot old enough. |

| eave romance to ny seniors.



SIR ROBERT CHILTERN. Lord Goring is the result of Boodle's C ub,

Ms. Chevel ey.

MRS. CHEVELEY. He reflects every credit on the institution.

LORD GORING. May | ask are you staying in London | ong?

MRS. CHEVELEY. That depends partly on the weather, partly on the

cooking, and partly on Sir Robert.

SI R ROBERT CHI LTERN. You are not going to plunge us into a European

war, | hope?

MRS. CHEVELEY. There is no danger, at present!

[She nods to LORD GORING, with a | ook of anusenent in her eyes, and
goes out with SIR ROBERT CH LTERN. LORD GORI NG saunters over to

MABEL CHI LTERN. ]

MABEL CHI LTERN. You are very latel

LORD GORING. Have you m ssed ne?

MABEL CHI LTERN. Awful | y!

LORD GORING. Then | amsorry | did not stay away longer. | Ilike

bei ng m ssed.

MABEL CHI LTERN. How very sel fish of you!

LORD GORING. | amvery selfish.

MABEL CHI LTERN. You are always telling ne of your bad qualities,

Lord Gori ng.



