
AN IDEAL HUSBAND AUDITION SIDES

MRS. CHEVELEY/LORD GORING ACT 3

MRS. CHEVELEY. [With a mock curtsey] Good evening, Lord Goring!

LORD GORING. Mrs. Cheveley! Great heavens! ... May I ask what you were doing in my
drawing-room?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Merely listening. I have a perfect passion for listening through keyholes. One
always hears such wonderful things through them.

LORD GORING. Doesn’t that sound rather like tempting Providence?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Oh! surely Providence can resist temptation by this time. [Makes a sign to
him to take her cloak off, which he does.]

LORD GORING. I am glad you have called. I am going to give you

some good advice.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Oh! pray don’t. One should never give a woman anything that she can’t wear
in the evening.

LORD GORING. I see you are quite as wilful as you used to be.

MRS. CHEVELEY. Far more! I have greatly improved. I have had more experience.

LORD GORING. You have come here to sell me Robert Chiltern’s letter, haven’t you?

MRS. CHEVELEY. To offer it to you on conditions. How did you guess that?

LORD GORING. Because you haven’t mentioned the subject. Have you got it with you?

MRS. CHEVELEY. [Sitting down.] Oh, no! A well-made dress has no pockets.

LORD GORING. What is your price for it?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Why, my dear Arthur I have very much more money than you have, and
quite as much as Robert Chiltern has got hold of. Money is not what I want.

LORD GORING. What do you want then, Mrs. Cheveley?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Why don’t you call me Laura?

LORD GORING. I don’t like the name.

MRS. CHEVELEY. You used to adore it.

LORD GORING. Yes: that’s why. [MRS. CHEVELEY motions to him to sit down beside her. He
smiles, and does so.]



MRS. CHEVELEY. Arthur, you loved me once.

LORD GORING. Yes.

MRS. CHEVELEY. And you asked me to be your wife.

LORD GORING. That was the natural result of my loving you.

MRS. CHEVELEY. And you threw me over because you saw, or said you saw, poor old Lord
Mortlake trying to have a violent flirtation with me.

LORD GORING. I am under the impression that my lawyer settled that matter with you on
certain terms ... dictated by yourself.

MRS. CHEVELEY. At that time I was poor; you were rich.

LORD GORING. Quite so. That is why you pretended to love me.

MRS. CHEVELEY. I loved you, Arthur.

MRS. CHEVELEY. I did love you. And you loved me. You know you loved me; and love is a very
wonderful thing. I suppose that when a man has once loved a woman, he will do anything for
her, except continue to love her? [Puts her hand on his.]

LORD GORING. [Taking his hand away quietly.] Yes: except that.

MRS. CHEVELEY. [After a pause.] I am tired of living abroad. I want to come back to London. I
want to have a charming house here. I want to have a salon. If one could only teach the English
how to talk, and the Irish how to listen, society here would be quite civilised. Besides, I have
arrived at the romantic stage. When I saw you last night at the Chilterns’, I knew you were the
only person I had ever cared for, if I ever have cared for anybody, Arthur. And so, on the
morning of the day you marry me, I will give you Robert Chiltern’s letter. That is my offer. I will
give it to you now, if you promise to marry me.

LORD GORING. Now?

MRS. CHEVELEY. [Smiling.] To-morrow.

LORD GORING. Are you really serious?

MRS. CHEVELEY. Yes, quite serious.

LORD GORING. I should make you a very bad husband.

MRS. CHEVELEY. I don’t mind bad husbands. I have had two. They

amused me immensely.


