
AUDITION SIDES

LORD CAVERSHAM/MABEL

*Mabel please prepare scene & monologue

LORD CAVERSHAM. Good evening! Has my good-for-nothing young son been here?

MABEL CHILTERN. Why do you call Lord Goring good-for-nothing?

LORD CAVERSHAM. Because he leads such an idle life.

MABEL CHILTERN. How can you say such a thing? Why, he rides in the Row at ten
o’clock in the morning, goes to the Opera three times a week, changes his clothes at
least five times a day, and dines 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
charming young lady!

MABEL CHILTERN. How sweet of you to say that, Lord Caversham! Do come to us
more often. You know we are always at home on Wednesdays, and you look so well
with your star!

LORD CAVERSHAM. Never go anywhere now. Sick of London Society. Shouldn’t mind
being introduced to my own tailor; he always votes on the right side. But object strongly
to being sent down to dinner with my wife’s milliner. Never could stand Lady
Caversham’s bonnets.

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

LORD CAVERSHAM. Hum! Which is Goring? Beautiful idiot, or the other thing?

MABEL CHILTERN. [ Gravely.] I have been obliged for the present to put Lord Goring
into a class quite by himself. But he is developing charmingly!

LORD CAVERSHAM. Into what?

MABEL CHILTERN. [With a little curtsey.] I hope to let you know very soon, Lord
Caversham!



MABEL

MONOLOGUE/ACT 2

Well, Tommy has proposed to me again. Tommy really does nothing but propose to me.
He proposed to me last night in the music-room, when I was quite unprotected, as there
was an elaborate trio going on. I didn’t dare to make the smallest repartee, I need hardly
tell you. If I had, it would have stopped the music at once. Musical people are so
absurdly unreasonable. They always want one to be perfectly dumb at the very moment
when one is longing to be absolutely deaf. Then he proposed to me in broad daylight
this morning, in front of that dreadful statue of Achilles. Really, the things that go on in
front of that work of art are quite appalling. The police should interfere. At luncheon I
saw by the glare in his eye that he was going to propose again, and I just managed to
check him in time by assuring him that I was a bimetallist. Fortunately I don’t know what
bimetallism means. And I don’t believe anybody else does either. But the observation
crushed Tommy for ten minutes. He looked quite shocked. And then Tommy is so
annoying in the way he proposes. If he proposed at the top of his voice, I should not
mind so much. That might produce some effect on the public. But he does it in a horrid
confidential way. When Tommy wants to be romantic he talks to one just like a doctor. I
am very fond of Tommy, but his methods of proposing are quite out of date. I wish,
Gertrude, you would speak to him, and tell him that once a week is quite often enough
to propose to any one, and that it should always be done in a manner that attracts some
attention.


