from LADY WINDEMERE’S FAN (Aurora Trevino)
Believe what you choose about me.  I am not worth a moment's sorrow.  But don't spoil your beautiful young life on my account!  You don't know what may be in store for you, unless you leave this house at once.  You don't know what it is to fall into the pit, to be despised, mocked, abandoned, sneered at--to be an outcast!  to find the door shut against one, to have to creep in by hideous byways, afraid every moment lest the mask should be stripped from one's face, and all the while to hear the laughter, the horrible laughter of the world, a thing more tragic than all the tears the world has ever shed. You don't know what it is.  One pays for one's sins, and then one pays again, and all one's life one pays. You must never know that.--As for me, if suffering be an expiation, then at this moment I have expiated all my faults, whatever they have been; for to-night you have made a heart in one who had it not, made it and broken it.--But let that pass.  I may have wrecked my own life, but I will not let you wreck yours.  You--why, you are a mere girl, you would be lost.  You haven't got the kind of brains that enables a woman to get back. Y ou have neither the wit nor the courage.  You couldn't stand dishonor!  No!  Go back, Lady Windermere, to the husband who loves you, whom you love. You have a child, Lady Windermere.  Go back to that child who even now, in pain or in joy, may be calling to you.  God gave you that child.  He will require from you that you make his life fine, that you watch over him.  What answer will you make to God if his life is ruined through you?  Back to your house, Lady Windermere--your husband loves you!  He has never swerved for a moment from the love he bears you.  But even if he had a thousand loves, you must stay with your child.  If he was harsh to you, you must stay with your child.  If he ill-treated you, you must stay with your child.  If he abandoned you, your place is with your child.
Duchess of Berwick from LADY WINDEMERE’S FAN (Anna Smiley) 

Ah, what indeed, dear? That is the point. He goes to see her continually, and stops for hours at a time, and while he is there she is not at home to anyone.  Not that many ladies call on her, dear, but she has a great many disreputable men friends--my own brother particularly, as I told you--and that is what makes it so dreadful about Windermere.  We looked upon him as being such a model husband, but I am afraid there is no doubt about it.  My dear nieces--you know the Saville girls, don't you?--such nice domestic creatures--plain, dreadfully plain,--but so good--well, they're always at the window doing fancy work, and making ugly things for the poor, which I think so useful of them in these dreadful socialistic days, and this terrible woman has taken a house in Curzon Street, right opposite them--such a respectable street, too!  I don't know what we're coming to!  And they tell me that Windermere goes there four and five times a week--they see him.   They can't help it--and although they never talk scandal, they--well, of course--they remark on it to everyone. And the worst of it all is that I have been told that this woman has got a great deal of money out of somebody, for it seems that she came to London six months ago without anything at all to speak of, and now she has this charming house in Mayfair, drives her ponies in the Park every afternoon and all--well, all--since she has known poor dear Windermere.  It's quite true, my dear. I assure you, my dear, that on several occasions after I was first married, I had to pretend to be very ill, and was obliged to drink the most unpleasant mineral waters, merely to get Berwick out of town.  He was so extremely susceptible.  Though I am bound to say he never gave away any large sums of money to anybody.  He is far too high-principled for that!

Mabel Chiltern from AN IDEAL HUSBAND (Faith Winkley)

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 toz 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.
Raina Petkoff from ARMS AND THE MAN (Ella Waggoner)

What will he care for my poor little worship after the acclamations of a whole army of heroes?  But no matter: I am so happy -- so proud!  It proves that all our ideas were real after all.  Our ideas of what Sergius would do -- our patriotism -- our heroic ideals.  Oh, what faithless little creatures girls are! -- I sometimes used to doubt whether they were anything but dreams.  When I buckled on Sergius’ sword he looked so noble:  it was treason to think of disillusion or humiliation or failure.  And yet -- and yet -- Promise me you’ll never tell him. Well, it came into my head just as he was holding me in his arms and looking into my eyes, that perhaps we only had our heroic ideas because we are so fond of reading Byron and Pushkin, and because we were so delighted with the opera that season in Bucharest.  Real life is so seldom like that -- indeed never, as far as I knew it then.  Only think, mother, I doubted him:  I wondered whether all his heroic qualities and his soldiership might not prove mere imagination when he went into a real battle.  I had an uneasy fear that he might cut a poor figure there beside all those clever Russian officers.  Yes, I was only a prosaic little coward. Oh, to think that it was all true -- that Sergius is just as splendid and noble as he looks -- that the world is really a glorious world for women who can see it’s glory and men who can act its romance!  What happiness!  What unspeakable fulfillment!
Millamant from THE WAY OF THE WORLD (Victoria Gonzales and Ava Neilsen))
Vanity!  No- I’ll fly and be followed to the last moment; though I am upon the very verge of matrimony, I expect you should solicit me as much as if I were wavering at the grate of a monastery, with one foot over the threshold.  I’ll be solicited to the very last; nay, and afterwards.  Oh, I hate a lover that can dare to think he draws a moment’s air independent on the bounty of his mistress.  There is not so impudent a thing in nature as the saucy look of an assured man confident of success:  the pedantic arrogance of a very husband has not so pragmatical an air.  Ah, I’ll never marry, unless I am first made sure of my will and pleasure.  I’ll like a-bed in a morning as long as I please.  And d’ye hear, I won’t be called names after I’m married; positively I won’t be called names- Ay, as “wife”, “spouse”, “my dear,” “joy,” “jewel,” “love,” “sweet-heart,” and the rest of that nauseous cant, in which men and their wives are so fulsomely familiar- I  shall never bear that. Good Mirabelle, don’t let us be familiar or fond, nor kiss before folks, like my Lady Fadler and Sir Francis; nor go to Hyde Park together the first Sunday in a new chariot, to provoke eyes and whispers, and then never be seen there together again, as if we were proud of one another the first week, and ashamed of one another ever after.  Let us never visit together, nor go to a play together, but let us be very strange and well-bred.  Let us be as strange as if we had been married a great while, and as well-bred as if we were not married at all.  I must be at liberty to pay and receive visits to and from whom I please; to write and receive letters, without interrogatories or wry faces on your part; to wear what I please, and choose conversation with regard only to my own taste; to have no obligation upon me to converse with wits that I don’t like, because they are your acquaintance, or to be intimate with fools, because they may be your relations.  And lastly wherever I am, you shall always knock at the door before you come in.  These articles subscribed, if I continue to endure you a little longer, I may by degrees dwindle into a wife. 
 Collins from GETTING MARRIED (Eric Larson)
No, ma’am; marriage didn't come natural.  My wife had to break me into it.  It came natural to her: she's what you might call a regular old hen.  Always wants to have her family within sight of her.  Wouldn't go to bed unless she knew they was all safe at home and the door locked, and the lights out.  Always wants her luggage in the carriage with her.  Always goes and makes the engine driver promise her to be careful.  She's a born wife and mother, maam.  That's why my children all ran away from home.  I very often felt inclined to run away myself, but when it came to the point I couldn't bear to hurt her feelings.  She's a sensitive, affectionate, anxious soul; and she was never brought up to know what freedom is to some people.  You see, family life is all the life she knows:  she's like a bird born in a cage, that would die if you let it loose in the woods.  When I thought how little it was to a man of my easy temper to put up with her, and how deep it would hurt her to think it was because I didn't care for her, I always put off running away till next time; and so in the end I never ran away at all.  I daresay it was good for me to be took such care of; but it cut me off from all my old friends something dreadful, maam: especially the women, maam.  She never gave them a chance; she didn't indeed. She never understood that married people should take holidays from one another if they are to keep at all fresh.  Not that I ever got tired of her, maam; but my! how I used to get tired of home life sometimes.  I used to catch myself envying my brother George: I  positively did, maam.  He married a very fine figure of a woman; but she was that changeable and what you might call susceptible, you would not believe.  She didn't seem to have any control over herself when she fell in love. She would mope for a couple of days, crying about nothing; and then she would up and say--no matter who was there to hear her--"I must go to him, George!"; and away she would go from her home and her husband without with-your-leave or by-your-leave.  She done it five times to my own knowledge; and then George gave up telling us about it, he got so used to it.
AGENT from SWEET AND TWENTY (Gillian Griffis)
Marriage, my young friends, is an iniquitous arrangement devised by the Devil himself for driving all the love out of the hearts of lovers.  They start out as much in love with each other as you two are today, and they end by being as sick of the sight of each other as you two will be five years hence if I don't find a way of saving you alive out of the Devil's own trap.  It's not lack of love that's the trouble with marriage--it's marriage itself.  And when I say marriage, I don't mean promising to love, honour, and obey, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health till death do you part--that's only human nature to wish and to attempt.  And it might be done if it weren't for the iniquitous arrangement of marriage.  Ah, that's the trouble!  You'll go ahead and try it out, 

and find out what all the unhappy ones have found out before you.  Listen to me, children.  Did you ever go on a picnic?  Of course you have.  Everyone has.  There is an instinct in us which makes us go back to the ways of our savage ancestors--to gather about a fire in the forest, to cook meat on a pointed stick, and eat it with our fingers.  But how many books would you write, young man, if you had to go back to the campfire every day for your lunch?  And how many new dances would you invent if you lived eternally in the picnic stage of civilization?   No! the picnic is incompatible with everyday living.  As incompatible as marriage… Do you understand?  You think you want a fellow student of economics.  You are wrong.  You think you want a dancing partner.  You are mistaken.  You want a revelation of the glory of the universe.  A kiss is always 

the first kiss and the last--or it is nothing!  
Harpargon from THE MISER (Kamryn Morales)
Stop thief!   Stop thief!  Stop assassin!   Stop murderer!  Justice!  Divine justice!   I am ruined!    I've been murdered!  He cut my throat!   He stole my money!  Who can it be?  What's become of him?   Where is he? Where is he hiding?  What shall I do to find him?   Where shall I run?  Where shall I not run?  Isn't that he there?  Isn't this he here?   Who's this?  Stop!  Give me back my money, you rogue.  Ah!  It is myself!  My mind is unhinged, and I don't know where I am, who I am, or what I am doing.   Alas!  My poor money, my poor money, my dear friend, they have taken you from me.  And since they carried you off, I've lost my support, my consolation, my joy.   Everything is at an end for me; I have no more to do in this world!  I cannot live without you!  It's finished.  I can do no more.  I am dying.  I am dead.  I am buried!   Isn't there anybody who would like to bring me back to life by returning my dear money or by telling me who took it?  What did you say?  It was nobody.  Whoever did the job must have watched very closely for his chance; for he chose exactly the time when I was talking to my treacherous son.   I'll go and demand justice.  I'll order them to torture everyone in my house for a confession:  the maids, the valets, my son, my own daughter and myself too!  What a crowd of people!  Everybody I cast my eyes on arouses my suspicion, and everything seems to be the thief.  Eh!  What are you talking about there?   About the man that robbed me?  Why are you making that noise up there?  Is my thief there?   Please, if anyone has any information about my thief, I beg you to tell me.  Are you sure he isn't hidden there among you?  They all look at me and laugh.  You will probably sec that they all had a part in this robbery.  Here, quick, commissaries, archers, provosts, judges, tortures, scaffolds, and executioners!   I want to have everybody hanged!  And if I don't recover my money, I'll hang myself afterward.
Dorian from THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY (Chris Lamm)
This play was good enough for us, Harry.   It was Romeo and Juliet.   I must admit that I was rather annoyed at the idea of seeing Shakespeare done in such a wretched hole of a place.   There was a dreadful orchestra, presided over by a young Hebrew who sat at a cracked piano.  Romeo was a stout elderly gentleman, with corked eyebrows, a husky tragedy voice, and a figure like a beer-barrel.   Mercutio was almost as bad.  He was played by the low-comedian, who had introduced gags of his own and was on most friendly terms with the pit. But Juliet!  Harry, imagine a girl, hardly seventeen years of age, with a little flower-like face, a small Greek head with plaited coils of dark-brown hair, eyes that were violet wells of passion, lips that were like the petals of a rose.   And her voice—I have never heard such a voice.  It was very low at first, with deep, mellow notes, that seemed to fall singly upon one's ear.  In the garden scene it had all the tremulous ecstasy that one hears just before dawn when nightingales are singing.  There were moments, later on, when it had the wild passion of violets.  Oh, why should I not love her?  Harry, I do love her.   Night after night I go to see her play.  One evening she is Rosalind, and the next she is Imogen.  I have seen her die in the gloom of an Italian tomb, sucking the poison from her lover's lips.  I have watched her wandering through the forest of Arden, disguised as a pretty boy in hose and doublet and dainty cap.  I have seen her in every age and in every costume. Ordinary women never appeal to one's imagination.   No glamour ever transfigures them.  But an actress!  How different an actress is!  Harry!  Why didn't you tell me that the only thing worth loving is an actress? 
Mrs. Cheveley from  AN IDEAL HUSBAND (Liz Cluchey)
My dear Sir Robert, you are a man of the world, and you have your price... Everybody has nowadays.   The drawback is that most people are so dreadfully expensive.  I know I am.  I know the real origin of your wealth and I’ve got your letter, too...And now I am going to sell you that letter, and the price I ask is your support of the Argentine scheme… Supposing you refuse - You are ruined...In the old days nobody pretended to be a bit better than his neighbors.   In fact, to be a bit better than one’s neighbors was considered exclusively vulgar and middle-class.  Nowadays, with our modern mania for morality, everyone has to pose as a paragon of purity, incorruptibility.  Scandals used to lend charm, or at least interest, to a man-now they crush him.  And yours is a very nasty scandal.  If it were known that as a young, secretary to an important minister, you sold a cabinet secret for a large sum of money, and that that was the origin of your wealth you would disappear completely...You have a splendid position, but this is what makes you so vulnerable...Suppose that  I drive down to some newspaper office, and give them the scandal and the proofs of it!... Even you are not rich enough, to buy back your past.  No man is...I intend to play quite fairly with you.  One should always play fairly…When one has the winning cards.
Mrs. Allonby from A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE (Ashlyn Dahl)

The Ideal Man!  Oh, the Ideal Man should talk to us as if we were goddesses, and treat us as if we were children.  He should refuse all our serious requests, and gratify every one of our whims.  He should encourage us to have caprices, and forbid us to have missions.  He should always say much more than he means, and always mean much more than he says.  He should never run down other pretty women.  That would show he had no taste, or make one suspect that he had too much.  No; he should be nice about them all, but say that somehow they don't attract him.  If we ask him a question about anything, he should give us an answer all about ourselves.  He should invariably praise us for whatever qualities he knows we haven't got.  But he should be pitiless, quite pitiless, in reproaching us for the virtues that we have never dreamed of possessing. He should never believe that we know the use of useful things.  That would be unforgivable.  But he should shower on us everything we don't want.  He should persistently compromise us in public, and treat us with absolute respect when we are alone.  And yet he should be always ready to have a perfectly terrible scene, whenever we want one, and to become miserable, absolutely miserable, at a moment's notice, and to overwhelm us with just reproaches in less than twenty minutes, and to be positively violent at the end of half an hour, and to leave us for ever at a quarter to eight, when we have to go and dress for dinner.  And when, after that, one has seen him for really the last time, and he has refused to take back the little things he has given one, and promised never to communicate with one again, or to write one any foolish letters, he should be perfectly broken-hearted, and telegraph to one all day long, and send one little notes every half-hour by a private hansom, and dine quite alone at the club, so that every one should know how unhappy he was.  And after a whole dreadful week, during which one has gone about everywhere with one's husband, just to show how absolutely lonely one was, he may be given a third last parting,  in the evening, and then, if his conduct has been quite irreproachable, and one has behaved really badly to him, he should be allowed to admit that he has been entirely in the wrong, and when he has admitted that, it becomes a woman's duty to forgive, and one can do it all over again from the beginning, with variations.
