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Pygmalion

by George Bernard Shaw

Preface

In the preface Shaw describes the Oxford phonetician Henry Sweet, on
whom Professor Higgins is modeled, but warns usthat Higgins is not a portrait of
Sweet. Shaw says that he wrotethe play in order to make the English aware of the
importance of phonetics, and he is grateful that the play has been a great success on
the stage. He complains that the way English is written haslittle to do with the way

it is pronounced, and he pleads for a newalphabetand a reform in spelling.

Act One

On a rainy night after an opera performance in Covent Garden, London,
Mrs. Eynsford Hill takesshelter with her daughter Clare in a church doorway while
here son Freddy is trying to get a cab.He doesn't succeed sinceit is raining and
everyone wants a cab.He accidentally knocks down Eliza Doolittle, a poor, duty
girl who sells penny bunches of flowers for a living. While Eliza is trying to sell
flowers to a military gentleman (Colonel Pickering) who has also taken shelter
there, a by-stander warns her that someone is writing downeverything she says.
The crowd turns against the note-taker (Professor Higgins), accusing him of being
a police informer, until Higgins beginsto amuse them bytelling everyone which
part of England, or even which street in London,he comes from. Everybody likesit.
Thdlower girl is stillangryand keeps saying that he hasn't the right to write down
what she says. When Pickering andHiggins discover each other names they are

both delighted since they both wanted to visit each other. They go off to have
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dinner together. Eliza makes a last attempt to sell them some flowers. Higgins
arrogantly throws her a handful of money. For the first time in her life, Eliza rides

home to her shabby room ira taxicab.

Act Two

Higgins and Pickering aretalking in Higgins' 'laboratory' in Wimpole Street
when Eliza appears. She has dressed herselfupashest as she can and has come to
ask Higginsto give her speech lessons, because she wants to become a lady in a
flower shop. Elizahad heard Higginstell Pickering that with a good pronunciation
you can become'everything'. Higgins, who thought that she was just acommon girl
and that she was only useful for his collection of 'spoken language’, fightens her
wth his abrupt, unfeeling manner but Pickering is kind to her. Although Higgins'
housekeeper, Mrs. Pearce, objects at first, it is decides that Eliza will stay in the
house for six months. Eliza had offered her 2/5 of her wage. Higginsknows that
that is very much. He only wants to use her as anexperiment and he bets with
Pickering that at the end of his time he will be able to pass her off in society as a
great lady.Mrs. Pearce shows Eliza to her room and makes her take the first bath
she has ever had. Eliza starts crying sinceshe has always slept in her underclothes.
Mrs. Pearce asks Higgins to be a good example for the girl. Meanwhile Eliza's
father, the dustman Alfred Doolittle hasheard that his daughter is being kept, and
he comes to demand five pounds in payment for her. Higgins is at first indignant,
but he is impressed by the natural eloquence with which Doolittledefends his
position asoneof the 'undeserving poor’, andfinally gives him themoney.For the
next few months, Higgins gives Eliza elocution lessons twice a day. The lessons
areanordeal for both of them: for Eliza because Higgins is a bully anddoes not
consider her as a person; for Higgins because of the terrible sounds Eliza makes.
But she hasa good ear andlearns quickly. Only Pickering and Mrs. Pearce remain
kind to her.



Act Three

Higgins brings Eliza to his mother's house to try her out in society. His
mother isn't very happy of this because Higgins is always rude and she is afraid
that her guests won’t? come again. The guests are Chara and Freddy Eynsford Hill
and their mother. Although they have already seenEliza in Covent Garden, they do
not recognizeher now, beautifully dressed andspeaking the perfectly pronounced
English that Higgins has taught her. The trouble is, as Higgins foresees, that Eliza
knows how to speak but not what to say. Her grammar is incorrect, and she uses
the vocabulary andthe subject matter of the street, not of high society. Higgins
calls it the new small talk.Freddy andClara bath admire Eliza very much Freddy
falls head over heels in love with her and Clare decides to imitate Eliza's
unconventional conversation (they both think it's her style). A few months later, at
a reception at anembassy in London, Eliza causes agreat stir with her beauty, her
graceful manners and her lovely speech. The renowned phonetician Nepommuck, a
former pupil of Higgins', is convinced that she is a Hungarian princess. Higgians
has won his bet (if Nepommuck had discovered that she was only a common girl
that Higgins would have lost., but Higginsremains calm). The flower girl has been

transformed into afine lady.

Act Four

Coming home after the Ambassador's reception, Higgins and Piekering
discuss Eliza's success as if shewere not a person at all, but just something that
Higgins has created. Higginsmakes it clear that he is tired ofthe whole thingand
glad that it is all over- Higgins and Pickering leave but Higgins returnsfor his
slippers. Eliza gets very angry; she throws Higgins' slippers at him and they shout
at each other, each accusing the other of having no feelingEliza feels that after
being transformed by Higgins, she is now unfit for any useful employment.She

sees that Higginsis not interested in her asa person, but only in what he bas made



fightsfor her independence. Pickering and Doolittle leave for the church for his
marriage and Mrs. Higgins also leaves so Higgins and Eliza are alone. Higgins
wants Eliza tocome backbecause they have grown accustomed teeach other, he is

imitated when she says she maymarry Freddy. But Eliza finally wins his respect by
declaring her ateacher of phonetics. Higgins is not pleased that she wants to help
Nepommuck. As the play ends, everybody except Higgins is on his way to
Doolittle's wedding. Eliza says she will not see Higgins again, and tells him that he

will belost without her but Higgins laughs at her.



of her. Elizais furious that Higginsreallydoesn't carea bit for her feelings. After
returning her belongings, such as a ring, Eliza leaves the house, planning to throw
herselfin the river. But in the street she meets the love-sick Freddy and they go off
in a &da together.

Act Five

Higgins calls the police that a girl is missing. He goes to his mother to
informher that Eliza is missing. He is amazedto find Eliza there. Mrs. Higgins,
calm and competent and understanding as always, explainsto Higgins and
Pickering that they did not pay enough attention to Eliza after her success of the
previous day. MrDoolittle appears and angrily accuses Higginsof malang him
into a middle-class gentleman against her will. Higgins has said that Alfred
Doolittle was the most original moralist at present in England. He has written a
note to Mr. Wannafeller, a rich American and told him that. Wannafeller died and
left Doolittle a share worth a thousand dollar a year on condition that he'd lecture
for his Wannafeller Moral Reform World Leagueas often as they'd ask him to, up
to 6 times a year. Doolittle doesn't mind the lectures, but he hates of being a
gentlemen now (middle class morality). He seesthat he has to live for others now,
not for himself (suddenly he will have many relatives). He could have rejected the
‘offer' but hewas intimidated. Higgins hasto learn himspeak proper English. He
doesn't like it at all and blames Higginsfor it. He doesn't want to keepEliza, since
he already got money for her, Doolittle also haso many the woman with whom he

basbeen living for years.

Eliza angers Higgins by telling Colonel Pickering that his gentlemanly
manners have meant more to her than Higgins' teaching. She says that the
difference betweena lady anda flower girl isn't the way how she behaves but how
she is treated.She knows that Pickering will always treat her asa lady and that she

will always be a flower girl to Higgins. Higgins tries to get Eliza back but Eliza
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PYGMALION

Ty navcnT ik, No. Jve nothing smaller than sixpence.

THE FLoWER Gt [hopefully] T can give you change for a
tanner, kind lady.

tiE MoTutr| Clara] Give it to me. [Clara parts reluctantly).
Now [to the girl] This is for vour flowers.

THE FI.OWER GIRL. Thank vou kindly, lady.

tur pavcnTrr. Make her give you the change. These
things are only a peuny a bunch.

Tie morTner. Do hold your tongue, Clara. [ To the girl] You
can keep the chiange.

T rrowkr ¢, Oh, thank you, lady.

Ty MmoTHer. Now tell me how you know that young
gentleman’s naumne.

THE FLOWER ctrL. T didnt,

e morueR, I heard vou call him oy it. Dont try to
deceive me.

T FLOWER GIRL| prafesting] Who's trying to deccive you?
1 called hitn Freddy or Charlic same as you might yoursell
if you was talking to a stranger and wished to be pleasant.

THE DAUGHTER. Sixpence thrown away! Really, mamma,
you might have sparcd Freddy that. [She retreals in disgust
behind the pitlar].

An elderly gentleman of the amiable military type rushes into the
shelter, and closes a dripping umbrella. He is in the same plight as
Freddy, very wet about the ankles. He is in evening dress, with a
light ovcrcoat. He lakes the place left vacant by the daughter.

THE GENTLEMAN. Phew!

THE MOTHER [lo the gentleman] Oh, sir, is there any sign of
its stopping? '

THE GENTLEMAN. I'm afraid not. It started worse than
cver about two minutes ago [he goes lo the plinth beside the
Sflower girl; puts up his foot on it; and stoops to turn down his
trouser ends].

THE MOTHER. Oh dcar! [She retires sadly and joins her
daughter]. :
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PYGMALION

TUE GENTLEMAN. I'm sorry. I havnt
any change.

THE FLOWER GIRL. I can give you
change, Captain.

THE GENTLEMAN. For a sovereign?
Ive nothing less.

TUE FLOWER GIRL. Garn! Oh do
buy a flower off me, Captain. I can
change hall-a-crown. Take this for
tuppence.

THE GENTLEMAX., Now dant be troublesome: theres a good
@ivl. | Toping his packets) 1 really havnt any change -Stop:
heres three hapencee, if thats
any use ta you [he retreats to the
other pillar}.

THE FLOWER GIRL [disappointed,
but thivking three halffence better
than  wnothing]  Thank  you,

s,

T wvsvaxonewr o the girll
You be carcful: give him a
flower for it. Theres a bloke here behind taking down every
blessed word youre saving. [All turn to the manr who is taking
nates). !

THE FLOWER G1v L{springing up lerrified] 1 aint done nothing
wrang by speaking to
the gentlenun, Tve a
right to sell flowers if
1 keep off the kerb.
[1ystertcally) T'm a
respectable  girl: so
help me, I never
spoke to him except
to ask him to buy a
flower ofl e,
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PYGMALION

General hubbub, mostly sympathetic to
the flower girl, but deprecaling her excessive
sensibility. Cries of Dont start hollerin,
Who's hurting you? Nobody’s going to
touch you. Whats the good of fussing?
Steady on. Easy easy, ctc., come from the
elderly staid spectalors, who pat her comfort-
ingly. Less patient ones bid her shut her
head, or ask her roughly what is wrong with
her. A remoler group, not knmwing what the
maltler is, crowd in and tncrease the noise
with question and ansiver: Whats the
row? What-she-do? Where is he? A tec
taking her down. What! him? Yes:
him over there: Took meney off the
gentleman, cte.

THE FLOWER GIRL [breaking through
them to the gentleman, crying wildly] Oh, sir, dont lct him
charge me. You dunno what it means to me. Theyll take
away my character and drive inc on the streets for speaking
to gentlemen. They -

THE NOTE TAKER [coming forward on her right, the rest crowding
afler him} There! there! there! there! who's hurting you.
you silly girl? What do you take me for?

THE BYSTANDER. It'saw rawt: ¢'s a genleman: look at his
ba-oots. [Explaining lo the note taker] She thought you was
a copper’s nark, sir.

THE NOTE TAKER [with quick inlerest} Whats a copper's nark?

THE BYSTANDER [inapt at definition] It's a ~ well, it’s a cop-
per’s nark, as you might say. What elsc would you call i?
A sort of informer.

THE FLOWER GIRL [still hysterical] T take my Bible oath I
ncver said a word -

THE NOTE TAKER [overbearing but good-humored) Oh, shut up,
shut up. Do I look like a policeman?
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THE NOTE TAKER. 1 can. [Reads, reproducing her pronunciation
exactly] ‘Cheer ap, Keptin; n’ baw ya flahr orf a pore
gel.’

THE FLOWER GIRL {much distressed] {t's because I called him
Captain. I meant no harm. [ To the gentleman] Oh, sir, dont
let him lay a charge agen me for a word like that. You -

THE GENTLEMAN. Charge! I make no charge. { To the note
taker] Really, sir, if you arc a detective, you need not begin
protecting me against molestation by young women until
I ask you. Anyhody could sec that the girl tncant no harm.

THE BYSTANDERS GENERALLY [demonstrating against police
espionage] Course they could. What business is it of yours?
You mind your own aflairs. He wants promotion, he does.
Taking down people’s words! Girl never said a word to
him. What harm if she did? Nicc thing a girl cant shelter
from the rain without being insulted, cte., cte., cte. [She is
conducled by the more sympathetic demonstrators back to her plinth,
where she resumes her seat and struggles with her emotion).

THE BYSTANDER., Heaintatec. He's a blooming busybody:
thats what he is, I tell you, look at his ba-oots.

THE NOTE TAKER [turning on hiin genially} And how are all
your pcople down at Selsey?

THE BYSTANDER [suspiciously] Who
told you my pcople come {rom
Selscy?

THE NOTE TAKER. Never you
mind. They did. { 7o the girl]] How
do you come to b up so far cast?
You were born in Lisson Grave.

THE FLOWER GIRL [appalicd] Oh,
what harm is there in my leaving
Lisson Grove? It wasnt fit for a
pig to live in; and I had to pay
four-and-six.a week. [In tears] Oh,
boo - hoo ~ 0o -
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THE NOTE TAKER. Live
where  you  like; but
stop that noisc.

THE GENTLEMAN [lo the
girl] Come, come! he
cant touch vou: you
have a right to live
where you please.

-

SARCASTIC BYSTAN-
DER [thrusting  himself
betiveen the note taker and
the genileman] Park Lane,
for instance. I'd like to
go into the Housing
Question with you, 1
would.

THE FLOWER GIRL {subsiding into a brooding melancholy over
her hastet, and talking very low-spiritedly to herself ] I'm a good
girl, T am.

THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER (nof attending to her] Do you
know where [ come from?

THE NOTE TAKER [promptly] Hoxton.

Tilterings. Popular inlerest in the note
taker's performance tncreases.

THE SARCASTIC ONE [amazed] Well, who
said I didnt? Bly me! you know every-
thing, you do.

THE FLOWER GIRL [still nursing her sense
of injury} Aiut no call to meddle with me,
he aint.

e nysTasnrr{toher} Of course he aint.
Dont you stand it from him. [ To the nate
laker] Sec here: what call have you to
know about peaple what never offered
to meddle with you?
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To the daughier) You want 2 cab,

ofa name! Excusc me. L

do you?
THE D AUGKTER Dont dare speak to ™
THE MOTHE Oh pleast, please,
pudiates her wzih an angry shrug an

should beso gratc
note taker produces ¢ whis

daughter}
The note take
C1E SARGASTIC
lain-clothics €OP
STANDER:
ustle.
ER GIRL {still preoccupied with her
¢ to take away my character.

d retircs haughuly]

tla] Oh thank

r blows @ picreing blast.
‘Ther

pYSTANDER
per.
That at

el 1 knowed he was 2

THE BY int a police whistle: thats & sport-
ing wi
quE FLOW
He's 0O righ
¢ to me as any lady’
THE .R. } dont \mo « whether youv
but the rain s\oppcd about two minutes ag0
STANDER. So it has. Why didnt you say SO pefore?
and us losing our tune listening 10 your silliness! [ He walks
) he Strand).
THE SARC §TANDFER . Jcan tell where
e from An\x e\\ Go back there
awell.

wounded fcclings]
My charactet is

¢ noticed ity

you come

sT A\DBR [aﬂ'cclmg great distinction of
cher. Haw haw! So long Lhe touches

speech) Thenk you, teac
i ¢ (md Jtrolls of ).
peo

ple like that! How

like it \nmsclf
1 E MOTHER: 1¢'s quite finc NOW, Clara. Wecant walk to 2
kirts above her ankles and

mator bus- Come.
hurries off towards the Stmndl.
— {her mother is out of

LHE D AUGUTER:
Oh, bhow Gircsome: L[ She follous angriby}-
ept the nole taker, the gentleman and

‘ All the rest have gone ¢x¢
25
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PYGMALION

"H1GGINS [brusquely, recognizing her with unconcealed disappoint-
ment, and at once, babylike, making an intolerable grievance of if]
Why, this is the girl I jotted down last night. She’s no use:
I’ve got all the records I want of the Lisson Grove lingo;
and I'm not going to waste another cylinder on it. {To the
girl]:Be off with you: I dont want y, Yregaicn

THE FLOWER GIRL. Dont you be so saucy. You aint heard
what I come for yct. [ To Mrs Pearce, who is waiting at the door
Jor further instructions] Did you tell him I come in a taxi?

MRS PEARCE. Nonsense, girl! what do you think a gentle-
man like Mr Higgins cares what you came in?

THE FLOWER GIRL. Oh, we are proud! He aint above giv-
ing lessons, not him: I heard him say so. Well, I aint come
here to ask for any compliment; and if my moncy’s not
good enough I can go elsewhere.

H1G0INs. Good enough for what? You

THE FLOWER OIRL. Good enough for ys-co. Now you
know, dont you? I'm come to have lessons, I am. And to’
pay for em t2-30: make no mistake. ' .

HIGGINS [stupent] Well!l! [Recovering his breath with a gasp] -
What do you expect me to say to you? .

THE FLOWER GIRL. Well, if you was a gentleman, you :
might ask me to sit down, I think. Dont I tell you I'm °
bringing you business? oo

HIGOINS. Pickering: shall we ask this baggage to sit down,
or shall we throw her out of the window? .

THE FLOWER OIRL [running away in lerror lo the piano, where -
she turns at bcy] Ah-ah-oh-ow-ow-owtoo! [Wounded and *
whimpering] 1 wont be called a baggage when Ive offered to’
pay like any lady. S

Motionless, the two men stare at her from the other side of the:";

: room, amazed. : e

*- PICKERING [gently] But what is it you want? . 7.7 -5)

v THE FLOWER GIRL. I want to be a lady in a flower shop

: stcad of sellin at the corner of Tottenham Court Road. R

37
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.. Liza, reassured, steals back to her chair.
MRS PEARGCE [to Pickering] Well, did you cver hear anything
- like that, 'sir?

PICKERING [laughing heartily] Never, Mrs Pearce: never.

HIGGINS [patiently] Whats the matter?

MRS PEARCE. Well, the matter is, sir, that you cant take a
girl up like that as if you were picking up a pebble on the
beach.

H1GGINS. Why not?

MRs pEARCE. Why not! But you dont know anything about

s heri: What about her parents? She may be married.
' uu.' ‘Garnl.

_f;}uooms ‘There! As the girl very propcrly says, Garn!

- Married indeed! Dont you know that a woman of that class

- «- looks a worn out drudge of fifty a year after she’s married?

L1zA. Whood marry me?

H1GGINS [suddenly resorting (o the most thrillingly beautiful low
tones in his best elocutionary style] By George, Eliza, the streets
will be strewn with the bodies of men shooting themselves
for your sake before Ive done with you.

MRS PEARCE. Nonsense,sir. Youmustnt talk like that to her.

L1z A [rising and squaring herself determinedly] I'm going away.

" He's off his chump, he is. I dont want no balmies teaching
.me,

_H1061N8 [wounded in his tenderest point by her insensibility to his

. elocution) Oh, indeed! I'm mad, am I? Very well, Mrs
"'Pearce: you neednt order the new clothes for her. Throw
" her out,
L1z & [whimpering] Nah-ow. You got no right to touch me.
MRS 'Pz,uzoz You sec now what comes of being saucy.

i [Indzca!mg the door] This way, pleasc.
3 LIz A [almost in uar:] I didnt want no clothes. 1 wouldnt have

takcn them [she throws away the handkerchief}M can buy my
‘pwn clothes.

mdoms [deﬂly rel‘nwmg the handkerchief and intercepting her on
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dont care; and I wont be put upon; and I have my feelings
the same as anyone else - .

Mts Pearce shuts the door; and Eliza's plaints are no longer
audible. -

* * *

Eliza is taken upstairs to the third floor greatly to her
surprise; for she expected to be taken down to the scullery.
There Mrs Pearce opens a door and takes her into a spare
bedroom.

MRrs PEARCE. [ will have to put you here. This will be your
bedroom.

L1za. O-h, I couldnt slecp here, missus. It’s too good for the
likes of mec. I should be afraid to touch anything. I aint a
duchess yet, you know.

MRS PEARCE. You have got to make yourself as clean us the
room: then you wont be afraid of it. And you must call me
Mrs Pearce, not missus. [She throws open the door of the dressing-
room, now modernized as a bathroom].

Liza. Gawd! whats this? Is this where you wash clothes?
Funny sort of copper I call it..

MRS PEARCE. Itisnota copper. Thisis where we wash our-
selves, Eliza, and where I am going to wash you.

L1z . You expect me to get into that and wet myself all over!
Not me. I should catch my death. I knew a woman did it
ever Saturday night; and she died of it.

MRS PEARCE. Mr Higgins has the gentlemen's bathroom
downstairs; and he has a bath every morning, in cold water.

Liza. Ugh! He's made of iron, that man.

MRS PEARCE. Ifyou are tosit with him and the Colonel and
be taught you will have to do the same. They wont like the
smell of you if you dont. But you can have the water as hot
as you like. There are two taps: hot and cold.

viz A [weeping] 1 couldnt. I dursat. Its not natural: it would
kill me. Ive never had a bath in my life: not what youd call
a proper onc.
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out of her way deferentially and apologizes]. Beg pardon, miss.

THE JAPANESE LADY. Garn! Dont you know your own
daughter?,

DOOLITTLE (exclaimingy Bly me! it's Eliza!

HIGGINS { :imul-g} Whats that? This!

PICKERING \ taneously ] By Jove!

Lr1zA. Dont I look silly?

HrooINs. Silly?

MRS PEARCE [at the door] Now, Mr Higgins, pleasc dont say
anything to make the girl conceited aliout herself.

HI1GGINS [conscientiously] Oh! Quite right, Mrs Pearce. [To
Eliza] Yes: damned silly.

MRS PEARCE. Please, sir.

H1GGINS [correcting himself] 1 mean extremely silly.

L1z A. Ishould look all right with my hat on. [She takes up her
hat; puts it on; and walks across the room lo the fireplace with a
Sashionable air].

HIGGINS. A new fashion, by George! And it ought to look
horrible!

DOOLITTLE [with fatherly pride] Well, I never thought she’d
clcan up as good looking as that, Governor. She’s a credit
to me, aint she?

L1z A I tell you, it’s easy to clean up here. Hot and cold
water. on tap, just as much as you like, there is. Woolly
towels, there is; and a towel horse so hot, .it burns your
fingers. Soft brushes to scrub yourself, and a wooden bowl
of soap smelling like primroses. Now I know why ladies is
80 clean. Washing's a treat for them. Wish they could see
what it is for the like of me!

n1eoIns. I'm glad the bathroom met with your approval

L1z A.. It didnt: not all of it; and I dont care who hcars me
say it. Mrs Pearce knows.

H16GINs. What was wrong, Mts Pearce?

MRS PEARGE [blandly] Oh, nothing, sir. It doesnt matter. -

LizA. I had a good mind to break it. I didnt know which
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way to look. But I hung a towel over it, I did.

r1oaINs. Over what?

MRs PEARCE. Over the looking-glass, sir.

H10GINs. Doolittle: you have brought your daughter up too
strictly.

pooLITTLE. Me! I never brought her up at all, except to
give her a lick of a strap now and again. Dont put it on me,
Governor, She aint accustomed to it, you see: thats all.
But she’ll soon pick up your free-and-casy ways.

L1za. I'magood girl, I am; and I wont pick up no free-and-
casy ways.

H1GGINs. Eliza:if you say again that youre a good girl, your
father shall take you home.

L1zA. Not him. You dont know my father. All he come here
for was to touch you for some money to get drunk on.
pooriTTLE. Well, what else would I want money for? To
put into the plate in church, I supposc. [She puts out her
tongue at him. He is so incensed by this that Pickering presently
Jinds it necessary lo step between them]. Dont you give me

none of your lip; and dont let me hear you giving this-

gentleman any of it neither, or youll hear from me about
it, See?

H160INs. Have you aay further advice to give her bcforc

you go, Doolittle? Your blessing, for instance. SRS
pooLI1TTLE. No, Governor: I aint such a mug as to put. upy

my children to all I know myself. Hard enough to. hold.

them in without that. If you want Eliza’s mind 1mprovcd

f('

Governor, you do it yourself with a strap. So long, gcntlc-'

men. [He turns to go].

H1GOINS [impressively] Stop. Youll come regularly tosee your
daughter. It's your duty, you know. My brother is a clergy-
man; and he could help you in your talks with her.

DOOLITTLE [evasively] Certainly, I'll come, Governor. Not

just this week, because I have a job at a distance. But later

oa you may depend on me. Afternoon, gentlemen. After-
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noon, maam. [ He touches his hat to Mrs Pearce, who disdains the
salutation and goes oul. HHe winks at Higgins, thinking him prrob-
avly a _fellow-sufferer from Mrs Pearce's difficult disposition, and
Sollows her).

L1zA. Dont you believe the old liar, He'd as soon you set a
bulldog on him as a clergyman. You wont sec him again in
a hurry.

H1aGiNs. I dont want to, Eliza. Do you?

r1zA. Not me. I dont want never to scc him again, I dont.
He'sa disgrace to me, he s, collecting dust, instcad of work-
ing at his tradc.

pickERrRING. What is his trade, Eliza?

L1z a. Talking mouey out of other people’s pockets into his
own. His proper trade’s a navvy; and he works at it some-
titnes too ~ for exercisc - and carns good money at it. Aint
you going to call me Miss Doolittle any more?

PICKERING. I beg your pardon, Miss Doolittle. It was a
slip of the tongue.

L1z . Oh, I dont mind; only it sounded so genteel. I should

-just like to take a taxi to the corner of Tottenham Court
Road and get out there and tell it to wait for me, just to put
the girls in their place a bit. I wouldnt speak to them, you
know.

PICKERING. Better wait til we get you something really
fashionable.

H1GGINS. Besides, you shouldnt cut your old friends now
that you have risen in the world. Thats what we call
snobbery.

L1zA. You dont call the like of them my friends now, I
should hope. Theyve took it out of me often enough with
their ridicule when they had the chance; and now I mean
to get a bit of my own back. But if I'm to have fashionable
clothes, I'll wait. I should like to have some. Mrs Pearce
says youre going to give me some to wear in bed at
night different to what I wear in the daytime: but it do
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L1zA. Oh well, if you put it like that - Ahyee, bayee, coyee,
dayee -

H1GGINS [with™the roar of a wounded lion) Stop. Listen to this,
Pickering. This is what we pay for as elementary educa-
tion. This unfortunate animal has been locked up for nine
years in school at our expense to teach her to speak and
read the language of Shakespear and Milton. And the
result is Ahyee, Bo-yce, Ca-yee, Da-vee. [To [liza] Say

"A,B,C,D. '

L1Z A [almost in tears] But I'm sayin it. Ahvee, Bayee, Ca-yce -

HIGGINS. Stop. Say a cup of tea.

LIZA. A cappats-ce.

HIGGINS. Put your tongue forward until it squeezes against
the top of your lower teeth. Now say cup.

LizA. C-c-c -1 cant. C-Cup.

PICKERING. Good. Splendid, Miss Doolittle.

H1aGINs. By Jupiter, she’sdoneit at the first shot. Pickering:
we shall make a duchess of her. [To Lliza} Now do you
think you could possibly say tea? Not ta-yee, mind: if you
ever say ba-yee c3-yee da-yce again you shall be dragged
round the room three times by the hair of your hcad.
[Fortissimo] T, T, T, T.

L1z A [weeping] T cant hear no difference cep that it sounds
maoare genteel-like when you say it.

utociIns. Well, if you can hear that difference, what the
devil are you crying for? Pickering: give her a chocolate.

pIckERING. No, no. Never mind crying a little, Miss Doo-
little: you are doing very well; and the lessons wont hurt. I
promise you I wont let him drag you round the room by
your hair.

H1601INSs. Beoff with you to Mrs Pearce and tell her about it.

. Think about it. Try to do it by yourself: and keep your
tongue well forward in your mouth instead of trying to roll ’
it up and swallow it. Another lesson at half-past four this

afternoon. Away with you.
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H1GG1INS [suddenly] By George, yes: it all comes back to me!
[They stare at him). Covent Garden! [Lamentably] What a
damned thing!

MRS HIGOINS. Henry, please! [He is about to sit on the edge of
the table] Dont sit on my writing-table: youll break it.

H1G oINS [sulkily] Sorry.

He goes to the divan, stumbling into the fender and over the
fire-irons on his way; extricating himself with mutlered impreca-
tions; and finishing his disastrous journey by throwing himself so-
Impatiently on the divan that he almost breaks it. Mrs Higgins

- logks at him, but controls herself and says nothing.

%74 long and painful pause ensues.

MRs;:x_ix:do_LNs [at last, conversationally]) Will it rain, do you

’ think? ;771' -

L1z A.-The shallow depression in the west of these islands is

* likely to move slowly in an easterly direction. There are no
indications of any great change in the barometrical sitia-
tion...-- - o .

FREDDY. Ha! ha! how awfully funny!

TR - L1zA. What is wrong with that,
young man? I bet I got it right.

FrReDDY. Killing!

MRS EYNSFORD HILL. I'm sure I
hope it wont turn cold. Theres so
much influenza about. It runs

‘right through our whole family
regularly every spring.

L1z A [darkly] My aunt died of in-
fluenza: so they said.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL [clicks her
longue sympathetically)!1!

" LI1ZA {in the same tragic tone] But it’s
my belief they done the old wo-
man in.

B I MRS H16GINs[puzzled]Done herin?
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L1zA. Y-e-c-c-es, Lord love you! Why should
she die of influenza? She come through diph-
theria right enough the year before. I saw her
with my own eyes. Fairly blue with it, she
was. They all thought she was dead; but my
father he kept ladling gin down her throat til
she came to so sudden that she bit the bowl off
the spoon. o

MRS EYNSFORD HILL [startled] Dear me!

L1z A [piling up the indictment] What call would a
woman with that strength in her have to die of influenza?
What become of her new straw hat that should have come
to me? Somebody pinched it; and what I say is, them as
pinched it done her in. o

MRS EYNSFORD HILL. What does doing her in mean?

HIG GINSs [Aastily] Oh, thats the newsmali talk. Todoa person
in means to kill them. _
MRS EYNSFORD HILL [to Eliza, horrified] You surely dont

believe that your aunt was killed?

Liza. Do I not! Them she lived with would have killed her

for a hat-pin, let alone a hat.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL. But it cant have been right for your
father to pour spirits down her throat like that. It might
have killed her.

L1zA. Not her. Gin was mother’s milk to
her. Besides, he’d poured so much down
his own throat that he knew the good of
it.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL. Do you mean that
he drank?

Liza. Drank! My word! Something
chronic. ]
MRS EYNSFORD HiLL. How dreadful for

you!

L1z a. Not a bit. It never did him no harm
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- wfmt 1 'could se¢. But then he did not keep it
fup rcgular [Cheerfully] On the burst, as you
. mlght say,.from time to time. And always
; miorc agrecable when he had a drop in. When
:'he ‘was out-of work, my mother used to give
“him fourpence and tell him to go out and not
come back until he'd drunk himself cheerful
and loving-like. Theres lots of women has to
make their husbands drunk to make them fit
to live with. [Now quite at her ease] You sce, it's
like this. If 2 man has a bit of a conscience, it
always takes him when he’s sober; and then it makes him
- low-spirited. A drop of booze just takes that off and makes
him happy. [To Freddy, who is in convulsions of suppressed -
laughter] Herel what are you sniggering at?
FREDDY, The new small talk. You do it so awfully well.
LizA. If I was doing it proper, what was you laughing at?
[ To.Higgins] Have I said anything I oughtnt?
MRS -HIGGINS [interposing} Not at all, Miss Doolittle.
'LliK ' Wcll thats a mercy, anyhow. [Expansively] What 1
L + o always say is -
- H1GGINS [rising and looking at his watch] Ahem!
- L1z A [looking round at him; taking the hint; and
" rising] Well: I must go. [They all rise. Freddy
goes Lo the door]. So pleased to have met you.
- Goodbye. [She shakes hands with Mrs Higgins].
MRS H160INS. Goodbye.
v1zA. Goodbye, Colonel Pickering.
PICKERING. Goodbye, Miss Doolittle. [ They
- shake hands}.
L1z A [nodding to the others] Goodbye, all.

' RREDDY [opening the door for her] Are you walk-
"ing across the Park, Miss Doolittle? If so -
L1z A [with perfectly elegant diction] Walk! Not
bloody likely. [Sensation]. I am going in a
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4 pause. Higgins-throws back his head; stretches out his, legs,

and begins to whistle.

MRrs 11acins. Henry, dearcest, you dont look at all nice in
that attitude.

a1ccins{pulling himself together] T was .ot trying to look mcc,
mother.

MRS H100INs, [t doesnt matter, dear. 1 only wantcd to .
make you speak.

H1GGINS, Why?

MRS HIGGINS. Because you cant speak and
whistle at the same time.

23]

: A .‘;»

Higgins groans. Another very trymg pau.\‘c. o

5 ""‘Qé,':’i

HIGGINS [springing up, out of patience] Where. * 5

oot

2‘%-’:\*@

the devil is that girl? Are we to wait here all”
day? '
" Eliza enlers, sunny, self-possessed, and giving a-
staggeringly convincing exhibition of ease of man-.
ner. She carries a little work-basket, and is very.
much at home. Pickering is too much taken aback':
" to rise. :
L1z a. How do you do, Professor nggms’ Arc
you quite wclP =

. you atram, Colonel Plckcrmg [H e
shake hands). Quite chilly this morning 1§
on his left. He sits beside her]. ‘:,'_’:} ;; ?
' mooms. Dont you dare try this’ ga c.on

: 'you and it doesnt take me in. € et}

-Eltza takes a [uece of needlework ﬁ'am heribas

.mtch at it, without lal.tng the lea:t i fiéi
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