Lorenzo:
In such a night

Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew,

And with an unthrift love did run from Venice,

As far as Belmont.

Jessica:
In such a night

Did young Lorenzo swear he loved her well,

Stealing her soul with many vows of faith,

And ne’er a true one.

Lorenzo:
In such a night

Did pretty Jessica (like a little shrew)

Slander her love, and he forgave it her.

Jessica:
I would out-night you did nobody come:

But hark, I hear the footing of a man.

Cecily:
Uncle Jack would be very much annoyed if he knew you were staying on till next week, at the same hour.

Algernon:
Oh, I don’t care about Jack. I don’t care for anybody in the whole world but you. I love you, Cecily. You will marry me, won’t you?

Cecily:
You silly boy! Of course. Why, we have been engaged for the last three months.

Algernon:
For the last three months?

Cecily:
Yes, it will be exactly three months on Thursday.

Algernon:
But how did we become engaged?

Cecily:
Well, ever since dear Uncle Jack first confessed to us that he had a younger brother who was very wicked and bad, you of course have formed the chief topic of conversation between myself and Miss Prism. And of course a man who is much talked about is always very attractive. One feels there must be something in him, after all. I daresay it was foolish of me, but I fell in love with you, Ernest.

Algernon:
Darling! And when was the engagement actually settled?

Cecily:
On the 14th of February last. Worn out by your entire ignorance of my existence, I determined to end the matter one way or the other, and after a long struggle with myself I accepted you under this dear old tree here. The next day I bought this little ring in your name, and this is the little bangle with the true lover’s knot I promised you always to wear.

Algernon:
Did I give you this? It’s very pretty, isn’t it?

Cecily:
Yes, you’ve wonderfully good taste, Ernest. It’s the excuse I’ve always given for your leading such a bad life. And this is the box in which I keep all your dear letters. [Kneels at table, opens box, and produces letters tied up with blue ribbon.]
Algernon:
My letters! But, my own sweet Cecily, I have never written you any letters.

Cecily:
You need hardly remind me of that, Ernest. I remember only too well that I was forced to write your letters for you. I wrote always three times a week, and sometimes oftener.

Algernon:
Oh, do let me read them, Cecily?

Cecily:
Oh, I couldn’t possibly. They would make you far too conceited. [Replaces box.] The three you wrote me after I had broken of the engagement are so beautiful, and so badly spelled, that even now I can hardly read them without crying a little.

Algernon:
But was our engagement ever broken off?

Cecily:
Of course it was. On the 22nd of last March. You can see the entry if you like. [Shows diary.] ‘To-day I broke off my engagement with Ernest. I feel it is better to do so. The weather still continues charming.’

Algernon:
But why on earth did you break it off? What had I done? I had done nothing at all. Cecily, I am very much hurt indeed to hear you broke it off. Particularly when the weather was so charming.

Cecily:
It would hardly have been a really serious engagement if it hadn’t been broken off at least once. But I forgave you before the week was out.

Algernon. [Crossing to her, and kneeling.] What a perfect angel you are, Cecily.

Maryia:
For some reason you don’t like listening when I talk. Forgive my saying so, Jean, but you’ve changed so much in the last year or so that I positively don’t recognise you … You used to be a man with definite convictions, an inspiring personality …

Voinitsky:
Oh, yes! I used to be an inspiring personality who never inspired anybody! … (a pause) I used to be an inspiring personality … You could hardly have made a more wounding joke! I’m forty-seven now. Up to a year ago I tried deliberately to pull the wool over my eyes – just as you do yourself with the aid of all your pedantic rubbish – so that I shouldn’t see the realities of life … and I thought I was doing the right thing. But now – if you only knew! I lie awake, night after night, in sheer vexation and anger – that I let time slip by so stupidly during the years when I could have had all the things from which my age now cuts me off.

Sonia:
Uncle Vanya, this is boring!

McGloin (with a huge sentimental sigh – and a calculating look at Hope):  Poor old 

Bessie. You don’t find her like in these days. A sweeter woman never drew 

breath.

Hope (mournfully):
Twenty years and I’ve never set foot out of this house since the day I 

buried her. Didn’t have the heart. Once she’d gone, I didn’t give a damn for anything. I lost all my ambition. Without her, nothing seemed worth the trouble. You remember, Ed, you, too, Mac – the boys was going to nominate me for Alderman. It was all fixed. Bessie wanted it and she was all proud.  But when she was taken, I told them “No, boys”. I can’t do it. I simply haven’t the heart. I’m through. I would have won the election easy, too. (He says this a bit defiantly.) Oh I know there was jealous wise guys said the boys was giving me the nomination because they knew they couldn’t win that year in this ward. But that’s a lie! I knew every man, woman and child in the ward, almost. Bessie made me make friends with everyone, helped me remember all their names. I’d have been elected easy.

McGloin:
You would, Harry. It was a sure thing. 

Mosher:
A dead cinch, Harry. Everyone knows that.

Nell:
No (Pause) Have you anything to say to me?

Nagg:
Do you remember - ?

Nell:
No.

Nagg:
When we crashed on our tandem and lost our shanks.

(They laugh heartily)

Nell:
It was in the Ardennes 

 (They laugh less heartily)

Nagg:
On the road to Sedan 

 (They laugh even less heartily) 

Are you cold?

Goldberg:
… Anyway, I’d leave her with a little kiss on the cheek – I never took liberties 

– we weren’t like the young men these days in those days. We knew the 

meaning of respect. So I’d give her a peck and I’d bowl back home. Humming 

away I’d be, past the children’s playground. I’d tip my hat to the toddlers, give 

a helping hand to a couple of stray dogs, everything came natural.  

Goldberg:
You know one thing Uncle Barney taught me? Uncle Barney taught me that 

the word of a gentleman is enough. That’s why, when I had to go away on 

business I never carried any money. One of my sons used to come with me. He 

used to carry a few coppers. For a paper, perhaps, to see how the M.C.C. was 

getting on. Overseas. Otherwise my name was good. Besides, I was a very 

busy man.




