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Jack – Importance of Being Ernest 

It pains me very much to have to speak frankly to you, Lady Bracknell, about your nephew, 

but the fact is that I do not approve at all of his moral character. I suspect him of being 

untruthful. I fear there can be no possible doubt about the matter. This afternoon during my 

temporary absence in London on an important question of romance, he obtained admission to 

my house by means of the false pretence of being my brother. Under an assumed name he 

drank, I’ve just been informed by my butler, an entire pint bottle of my Perrier-Jouet, Brut, 

’89; wine I was specially reserving for myself. Continuing his disgraceful deception, he 

succeeded in the course of the afternoon in alienating the affections of my only ward. He 

subsequently stayed to tea, and devoured every single muffin. And what makes his conduct 

all the more heartless is, that he was perfectly well aware from the first that I have no brother, 

that I never had a brother, and that I don’t intend to have a brother, not even of any kind. I 

distinctly told him so myself yesterday afternoon. 

  



Doolittle Pygmalion 

Don't say that, Governor. Don't look at it that way. What am I, Governors both? I ask you, 

what am I? I'm one of the undeserving poor: that's what I am. Think of what that means to a 

man. It means that he's up agen middle class morality all the time. If there's anything going, 

and I put in for a bit of it, it's always the same story: "You're undeserving; so you can't have 

it." But my needs is as great as the most deserving widow's that ever got money out of six 

different charities in one week for the death of the same husband. I don't need less than a 

deserving man: I need more. I don't eat less hearty than him; and I drink a lot more. I want a 

bit of amusement, cause I'm a thinking man. I want cheerfulness and a song and a band when 

I feel low. Well, they charge me just the same for everything as they charge the deserving. 

What is middle class morality? Just an excuse for never giving me anything. Therefore, I ask 

you, as two gentlemen, not to play that game on me. I'm playing straight with you. I ain't 

pretending to be deserving. I'm undeserving; and I mean to go on being undeserving. I like it; 

and that's the truth. Will you take advantage of a man's nature to do him out of the price of his 

own daughter what he's brought up and fed and clothed by the sweat of his brow until she's 

growed big enough to be interesting to you two gentlemen? Is five pounds unreasonable? I 

put it to you; and I leave it to you. 

  



 

Higgins Pygmalion 

There! That's all you get out of Eliza. Ah—ah—ow—oo! No use explaining. As a military 

man you ought to know that. Give her her orders: that's what she wants. Eliza: you are to live 

here for the next six months, learning how to speak beautifully, like a lady in a florist's shop. 

If you're good and do whatever you're told, you shall sleep in a proper bedroom, and have lots 

to eat, and money to buy chocolates and take rides in taxis. If you're naughty and idle you 

will sleep in the back kitchen among the black beetles, and be walloped by Mrs. Pearce with 

a broomstick. At the end of six months you shall go to Buckingham Palace in a carriage, 

beautifully dressed. If the King finds out you're not a lady, you will be taken by the police to 

the Tower of London, where your head will be cut off as a warning to other presumptuous 

flower girls. If you are not found out, you shall have a present of seven-and-sixpence to start 

life with as a lady in a shop. If you refuse this offer you will be a most ungrateful and wicked 

girl; and the angels will weep for you. Now are you satisfied, Pickering? Can I put it more 

plainly and fairly, Mrs. Pearce? 

  



Higgins Pygmalion 

I have never sneered in my life. Sneering doesn't become either the human face or the human 

soul. I am expressing my righteous contempt for Commercialism. I don't and won't trade in 

affection. You call me a brute because you couldn't buy a claim on me by fetching my 

slippers and finding my spectacles. You were a fool: I think a woman fetching a man's 

slippers is a disgusting sight: did I ever fetch YOUR slippers? I think a good deal more of 

you for throwing them in my face. No use slaving for me and then saying you want to be 

cared for: who cares for a slave? If you come back, come back for the sake of good 

fellowship; for you'll get nothing else. You've had a thousand times as much out of me as I 

have out of you; and if you dare to set up your little dog's tricks of fetching and carrying 

slippers against my creation of a Duchess Eliza, I'll slam the door in your silly face. 

  



Doolittle Pygmalion 

It ain't the lecturing I mind. I'll lecture them blue in the face, I will, and not turn a hair. It's 

making a gentleman of me that I object to. Who asked him to make a gentleman of me? I was 

happy. I was free. I touched pretty nigh everybody for money when I wanted it, same as I 

touched you, Henry Higgins. Now I am worrited; tied neck and heels; and everybody touches 

me for money. It's a fine thing for you, says my solicitor. Is it? says I. You mean it's a good 

thing for you, I says. When I was a poor man and had a solicitor once when they found a 

pram in the dust cart, he got me off, and got shut of me and got me shut of him as quick as he 

could. Same with the doctors: used to shove me out of the hospital before I could hardly stand 

on my legs, and nothing to pay. Now they finds out that I'm not a healthy man and can't live 

unless they looks after me twice a day. In the house I'm not let do a hand's turn for myself: 

somebody else must do it and touch me for it. A year ago I hadn't a relative in the world 

except two or three that wouldn't speak to me. Now I've fifty, and not a decent week's wages 

among the lot of them. I have to live for others and not for myself: that's middle class 

morality. You talk of losing Eliza. Don't you be anxious: I bet she's on my doorstep by this: 

she that could support herself easy by selling flowers if I wasn't respectable. And the next one 

to touch me will be you, Henry Higgins. I'll have to learn to speak middle class language 

from you, instead of speaking proper English. That's where you'll come in; and I daresay 

that's what you done it for. 

  



Algernon Importance of Being Ernest 

I haven't the smallest intention of dining with Aunt Augusta. To begin with, I dined thereon 

Monday, and once a week is quite enough to dine with one's own relations. In thesecond 

place, whenever I do dine there I am always treated as a member of the family,and sent down 

with either no woman at all, or two. In the third place, I know perfectlywell 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 is not very pleasant. Indeed, it is not even decent . 

. . and that sort of thing is enormously on the increase. The amount of women in London who 

flirt with their own husbands is perfectly scandalous. It looks so bad. It is simply washing 

one's clean linen in public. 

 

 


