Сценарий. 
[Кафе. За столиком сидят Бернард Шоу и Оскар Уайльд.] 

O: Do you remember I’ve told you about an actress who wants to play in Pygmalion?

B: Yes

O: I invited her, so she must come soon.

Oh, here she is
[Входит Jane Stones]

O: I’d like to introduce miss…miss…

J: Miss Jane Stones, sir.

O: Jane, meet Mister Bernard Show.

B: I’m very glad to meet you, miss.

O: Jane is going to be an actress. She would like to play the part of Elise Dulittle in your play. Can you help her?

B: With pleasure. What is your favourite scene, miss?

J: With slippers.

B: The same with me. You have a good taste, Jane.

The test of a man or woman breading – is how they behave in a quarrel. 

[сценка из «Пигмалиона»]
Pygmalion.

by Bernard Shaw

Forth Act

(extract)
 HIGGINS [following him] Good-night. [Over his shoulder, at the door] Put out the lights, Eliza; and tell Mrs. Pearce not to make coffee for me in the morning: I'll take tea. [He goes out]. 

Eliza tries to control herself and feel indifferent as she rises and walks across to the hearth to switch off the lights. By the time she gets there she is on the point of screaming. She sits down in Higgins's chair and holds on hard to the arms. Finally she gives way and flings herself furiously on the floor raging.
  HIGGINS [in despairing wrath outside]. What the devil have I done with my slippers? [He appears at the door].
 

  LIZA [snatching up the slippers, and hurling them at him one after the other with all her force]. There are your slippers. And there. Take your slippers; and may you never have a day's luck with them!
 

  HIGGINS [astounded]. What on earth—! [He comes to her]. What’s the matter? Get up. [He pulls her up]. Anything wrong?
 

  LIZA [breathless] Nothing wrong—with y o u. I’ve won your bet for you, haven’t I? That’s enough for you. I don’t matter, I suppose.


  HIGGINS. You won my bet! You! Presumptuous insect! I won it. What did you throw those slippers at me for?
 

  LIZA. Because I wanted to smash your face. I'd like to kill you, you selfish brute. Why didn’t you leave me where you picked me out of—in the gutter? You thank God it's all over, and that now you can throw me back again there, do you? [She crisps her fingers frantically].
 

  HIGGINS [looking at her in cool wonder]. The creature is nervous, after all.
 

  LIZA [gives a suffocated scream of fury, and instinctively darts her nails at his face]  

  HIGGINS [catching her wrists] Ah! would you? Claws in, you cat. How dare you show your temper to me? Sit down and be quiet. [He throws her roughly into the easy-chair].

  LIZA  [crushed by superior strength and weight]. What’s to become of me? What’s to become of me?
 

  HIGGINS. How the devil do I know what’s to become of you? What does it matter what becomes of you?
 

  LIZA. You don’t care. I know you don’t care. You wouldn’t care if I was dead. I'm nothing to you—not so much as them slippers.
 

  HIGGINS [thundering]. Those slippers.
 

  LIZA [with bitter submission]. Those slippers. I didn’t think it made any difference now. 

A pause. Eliza hopeless and crushed.
B: Yes, there are two tragedies in life, one is not to get your heart's desire, the other is to get it.

I think, you’ll be a wonderful actress, Miss Jane.

J: I don’t think it was very good. May be in future, when I’ll have more experience. 

O: Experience is the name everyone gives to his mistakes. 

B: You’re absolutely right, Mister Oscar Wilde. 

O: When people agree with me, I always feel that I must be wrong.

B: Each time I meet you, Mr. Wilde, I think about the importance of being earnest. 

O: I hope you don’t mean my character, but my play. Ernest is not only the name of one of the characters in my play, but also a feature of character - serious.
J: Oh, your play is fantastic; I would really like to see it one more time. 
O: No problem. It’s performed at the theater right now. Let’s go and may be we’ll be in time.
[переходят из одной части сцены в другую]

B: Unfortunately we’re late.

O: But it’s my favourite scene.

[сценка из «Как важно быть серьезным»]

The importance of being earnest.

by Oscar Wilde
First Act

(extract)
Jack. Charming day it has been, Miss Fairfax.

Gwendolen. Pray don’t talk to me about the weather, Mr. Worthing. Whenever people talk to me about the weather, I always feel quite certain that they mean something else. And that makes me so nervous.

Jack. I do mean something else.

Gwendolen. I thought so. In fact, I am never wrong.

Jack. And I would like to be allowed to take advantage of Lady Bracknell’s temporary absence…

Gwendolen. I would certainly advise you to do so. Mamma has a way of coming back suddenly into a room.

Jack. [Nervously.] Miss Fairfax, ever since I met you I have admired you more than any girl… I have ever met since… I met you.

Gwendolen. Yes, I am quite well aware of the fact. And I often wish that in public, at any rate, you had been more demonstrative. For me you have always had an irresistible fascination. Even before I met you I was far from indifferent to you. [Jack looks at her in amazement.] We live, as I hope you know, Mr Worthing, in an age of ideals. And my ideal has always been to love some one of the name of Ernest. The moment Algernon first mentioned to me that he had a friend called Ernest, I knew I was destined to love you.

Jack. You really love me, Gwendolen?

Gwendolen. Passionately!

Jack. Darling! You don’t know how happy you’ve made me.

Gwendolen. My own Ernest!

Jack. But you don’t really mean to say that you couldn’t love me if my name wasn’t Ernest?

Gwendolen. But your name is Ernest.

Jack. Yes, I know it is. But I don’t think the name suits me at all.

Gwendolen. It suits you perfectly. It is a divine name. It has a music of its own. It produces vibrations.

Jack. Well, really, Gwendolen, I must say that I think there are lots of other much nicer names. I think Jack, for instance, a charming name.

Gwendolen. Jack?… No, there is very little music in the name Jack, if any at all, indeed. It does not thrill. It produces absolutely no vibrations… 
Jack. Gwendolen, I must get christened at once—I mean we must get married at once. There is no time to be lost.

Gwendolen. Married, Mr. Worthing?

Jack. [Astounded.] Well… surely. You know that I love you, and you led me to believe, Miss Fairfax, that you were not absolutely indifferent to me.

Gwendolen. I adore you. But you haven’t proposed to me yet. Nothing has been said at all about marriage. The subject has not even been touched on.

Jack. Well… may I propose to you now?

Gwendolen. I think it would be an admirable opportunity. And to spare you any possible disappointment, Mr. Worthing, I think it only fair to tell you quite frankly before-hand that I am fully determined to accept you.

Jack. Gwendolen!

Gwendolen. Yes, Mr. Worthing, what have you got to say to me?

Jack. You know what I have got to say to you.

Gwendolen. Yes, but you don’t say it.

Jack. Gwendolen, will you marry me? [Goes on his knees.]
Gwendolen. Of course I will, darling. How long you have been about it! What wonderfully blue eyes you have, Ernest! They are quite, quite, blue. I hope you will always look at me just like that, especially when there are other people present. [Enter Lady Bracknell.]
Lady Bracknell. Mr. Worthing! Rise, sir, from this semi-recumbent posture. It is most indecorous.

Gwendolen. Mamma! [He tries to rise; she restrains him.] I must beg you to retire. This is no place for you. Besides, Mr. Worthing has not quite finished yet.

Lady Bracknell. Finished what, may I ask?

Gwendolen. I am engaged to Mr. Worthing, mamma. [They rise together.]
Lady Bracknell. Pardon me, you are not engaged to any one. When you do become engaged to some one, I, or your father, should his health permit him, will inform you of the fact. An engagement should come on a young girl as a surprise, pleasant or unpleasant, as the case may be. It is hardly a matter that she could be allowed to arrange for herself… And now I have a few questions to put to you, Mr. Worthing. While I am making these inquiries, you, Gwendolen, will wait for me below in the carriage.

Gwendolen. [Reproachfully.] Mamma!

Lady Bracknell. In the carriage, Gwendolen! [Gwendolen goes to the door. She and Jack blow kisses to each other behind Lady Bracknell’s back. Lady Bracknell looks vaguely about as if she could not understand what the noise was. Finally turns round.] Gwendolen, the carriage!

Gwendolen. Yes, mamma. [Goes out, looking back at Jack.]
Lady Bracknell. [Sitting down.] You can take a seat, Mr. Worthing.

[Looks in her pocket for note-book and pencil.]

Jack. Thank you, Lady Bracknell, I prefer standing.

Lady Bracknell. [Pencil and note-book in hand.]  I’ve got some questions to put to you. Do you smoke?

Jack. Well, yes, I must admit I smoke.

Lady Bracknell. I am glad to hear it. A man should always have an occupation of some kind. There are far too many idle men in London as it is. How old are you?

Jack. Twenty-nine.

Lady Bracknell. A very good age to be married at. I have always been of opinion that a man who desires to get married should know either everything or nothing. Which do you know?

Jack. [After some hesitation.] I know nothing, Lady Bracknell.

Lady Bracknell. I am pleased to hear it. I do not approve of anything that tampers with natural ignorance. Are your parents living?

Jack. I have lost both my parents.

Lady Bracknell. To lose one parent, Mr. Worthing, may be regarded as a misfortune; to lose both looks like carelessness. Who was your father? 
Jack. I am afraid I really don’t know. The fact is, Lady Bracknell, I said I had lost my parents. It would be nearer the truth to say that my parents seem to have lost me… I don’t actually know who I am by birth. I was… well, I was found.

Lady Bracknell. Found!

Jack. The late Mr. Thomas Cardew, an old gentleman of a very charitable and kindly disposition, found me, and gave me the name of Worthing, because he happened to have a first-class ticket for Worthing in his pocket at the time. Worthing is a place in Sussex. It is a seaside resort.

Lady Bracknell. Where did the charitable gentleman who had a first-class ticket for this seaside resort find you?

Jack. [Gravely.] In a hand-bag.

Lady Bracknell. A hand-bag?

Jack. [Very seriously.] Yes, Lady Bracknell. I was in a hand-bag—a somewhat large, black leather hand-bag, with handles to it—an ordinary hand-bag in fact.

Lady Bracknell. In what locality did this Mr. James, or Thomas, Cardew come across this ordinary hand-bag?

Jack. In the cloak-room at Victoria Station. It was given to him in mistake for his own.

Lady Bracknell. The cloak-room at Victoria Station?

Jack. Yes. The Brighton line.

Lady Bracknell. The line is immaterial. Mr. Worthing. You can hardly imagine that I and Lord Bracknell would dream of allowing our only daughter to marry into a cloak-room, and form an alliance with a parcel. Good morning, Mr. Worthing!
(Lady Bracknell sweeps out in majestic indignation)
J: It was amazing. 

O: I’m glad you enjoyed it. [к зрителям] I hope you liked it, too.
