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The writer on writing

Shaw on drama

In 1898 the foriy-two-year-old George Bernard Shaw published nis first
volume of plays, comaining Widowers® Houses, The Philanderer and
Mrs Warren's Profession. These plays tend to attack a lot of what Shaw feit
were the bad elements in his soclety and so from the start of his playwriting
carser Shaw buill up a reputation for making his audiences fee! uncom-
fortabie watching his plays. Above all he wanted to make people #hink at the
theatre rather than just sit watching something quite forgsttabla.

To make sure actors represented his views correctly and so that anyons
reading his plays understood exactly what he meant, Shaw preceded every
play by a Preface which gave his views on the play's themes and his aims in
writing the play in the first ptace. Thase Prefaces wers sometimes as long {or
gven longer in the case of Androcles and the Lion) as the plays them-
selves, although most of the plays were writter: long before the Prefaces.
Shaw intended each Preface and each play to be a complete work in itseff.

This is how Shaw started his Preface to that first 1858 volume:

There is an old saying that if a man has not fallen in love before forly, he had
beiter not fall in fova affer ! long age perceived that ihis rule applied to many
olher malfers as well: lor example, to the writing of plays, and | made a rough
memorandum for my own guidance thal unless | could produce at least half a
dozen plays before | was forty | had better lot playwriting afone. it was nof so easy
to comply wilh this provision as might be supposed. Not that | lacked the
dramatists gift. [but] | had no taste for what is called popular art. no respect for
popular merality, no belief in popular religion. no admiration for popular heroics.

As a Niimane person | defested violence and slaughier, whather in war, sport, or
the buichers yard. | was g Socialist, defesting our scramble for monay, and
believing m egqualily as the only passible permanent basis of social organisation,
discipling, good manners, and selection of it persans for high functions.

THE WRITER ON WRITING

Apart from continuing with an account of his history as a writer, Shaw also
explained why he called this first volume Plays Unpleasant (at the same
time he published a companion volume as Plays Pleasant):

The reason is prefly obvious: their dramatic power Is used to force the speciator to
face unpleasant facts. No doubt all plays which deal sincerely with humanily must
waund the monstious concel! fimagination] which it is the business of romanice fo
flafter But hare we are confronted. . with those social horrors which arise from the
fact thal ihe average homebred Englishman, however honorable and goodnaiured
fe may be in his privale capacity, Is a citizen, a wielched creature who. . will shuf
his eyes to the most villainous abuses if the remedy threalens to add another penny
[o the rales and faxes which he has 1o be half chealed, half coerced into paving.

it is hardly surprising, therefore, that Shaw was labelled a dramatist of /deas.
He insisied that plays had to be about ideas — fhe drama can never be
anything more — and he thought nothing of writing pages in trving to find
remedies for ary prablems which came to mind.

In the Preface of 1903 to one of his longest plays, Man and Superman,
Shaw addressed nis words to Arthur Bingham Walkley, a respected theatre
critic, and again deseribed the kind of plays he was trying to write:

It Is your favourite jibe at me that what | call drama s nolfing bul explanation. But
you must nof expect me o adopt your ways: you must lake me as am, a reason-
able, patient, consistent, apologalic, laborious person. .. I have a consclence; and
COASCIENce is always expianaiory. .. My conscience is the genuine puioit articls:
it annays me to see peaple comiforiable when ey ought to be uncomioriable;
and finsist o making them think. . If you don't like my preaching you must lump
jt | really cannot help it

{tis quite clear that Shaw was prepared to 9o against public apinion and even
oftend people as long as he could write what he believed to be the right thing.
Shaw could write masses on anything — from how a government should fun a
country to the shape of a character’s moustache in ong of his plays!

Born in Irefand in 1856, and Jeaving school at the age of fifteen to work as an
office boy in a Land Agents firm, Shaw wrote four novels {which he had
difficutty publishing), over fifty plays of varying lengths, hundreds of political,
literary and economic pamphiets, criticai essays which became hooks in their
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own right, and what must have amounted o thousands of letiers, He also
spcke fo every organisation and society possidle as he ¢iaimed to have an
opinion on everything — an baing a vegelarian or a teetolaler, on animal rights
or human rights, on the language both spoken and written, on politics or
domestic matters, on the theatre or personal hobhies.

At his death at the age of ninety-four in 1950 many thealres observed a two-
minute silence and the lights of New York's Broadway were swilched off as a
mark of respect for a man who had become a British institution, recognised
just by those famous initials GBS.

His career as a playwright started well afier his move fo Londen in 1876 10
join his mother, who had left Shaw's father and followed her singing ieacher
to London. Following a time of unemployment, unsuccessful novel writing
and almost non-stop reading of all kinds of literary and political works
{including Karl Marx's Das Kapital), he started reviewing arl, music and
drama in famous lournals of the time - The Pall Mall Gazette, The World,
The Star and The Saturday Review. Only In 1884 did he begin to write

plays.

It became clear that he wanted {0 write a different kind of play from the
Vigtorian plays which he saw in London and which he considered to be irivial
and without meaning:

The playgoer. . wanls lo drink, lo smoke, o change the speciacle, fo gef rid of ihe
middle-aged aclor and aclress who are boring him, and lo see shanely youny
dancing girls and acrobals doing more amusing things.... In short he wanls the
music hall. .. And so we must conclude that the theatre Is a place which people
can endure only when they forgef themselves. . Imaging, then, the resuit of
conducting theatres an the principle of appealing exclusively 1o ihe instinct of
seif-gralffication in people without brains or hearf. That is how they were
congucled whilst { was writing about them and that is how they nearly killed me.
Preface to Three Plays for Puritans

Shaw fgli Theatr should be rauch more important:

The thealre is growing in imporfance 35 a social organ. Bad lhealres are as
mischievous as bad schaols or bad churches.. . The kruth is that dramalic inven-
tion Is the first efforf of man fo become inlellectually conscious. . .ife nafional

Vi
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imporiance of the theatre will be as unguestioned as that of the Ammy. .., the
Church, the law and ihe schools.
Preface to Plays Pleasant

Clearty, Shaw had ideas for the theatre and he held up as an example the
great ninetesntn-century Norwegian dramatist Hearik Ibsen whose plays stch
as Hedda Gablerand Ghosts began to be performad towards the end of that
century, causing a sensation among audiences. In Shaw's book The
fiuintessence of Ibsenism he tried to show the public that drama must be
concernad with conflict and ideas — nothing less would do. Shaw felt that
Ibsen’s influence was beginning to seep into tha English playwright's mind:

Playwrights who formerly only compounded plays according fo the received
prescriptions for producing lears or laughter are already faking their profession
seriousty fo the full extent of their capacily, and veniuring more and more fo
Substitute the Incidents and catasirophes of spiritual fistory for {that Is, insiead
off the swoons, surprises, discoveries, murders, duels, assassinafions, and
intrigues which are the commonplaces of the thealre at present. What Is wanted is
the entire abolition of the censorship and ihe astablishment of Free Art .

Shaw was & man with strong conviclions about ihe theatre and a hatred for
what he fait was unimportant Drama: he wanted to be considared as a reatist
in his writing. Replying o the famous writer and critic William Archer in
1895 Shaw wrote in Our Thaalres in the Minetiss (1895):

For him [William Archer] there is Musion in the theatre. for me there is none. . for
me the play s not the thing, but its thought, fis purposa, ifs feeling and 15
execution. ... To him acting, like scene-painting, is merely a means fo an end, that
end being (o enable him to make believe. To me the play is only the means, the
end being the expression of feeling by the arts of the actar, the poel, the musician
Anyihing that makes ihis expression more vivid Is so mueh to the good for me.

Shaw on language

Throughout his life Shaw fought long and difficult baitles to change the
spelling system of the English language. He thought that most English
spelling was ridicuious because it had nothing to do with the way words were
aronounced.

vii
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Shaw wrole more on practical grounds rather than with regard for the
historical development of the language. To make his point he gave a famous
and clever illustration: he took the word rish and claimed that it could easily
be spelt as GHom. This was his expianation: GH together coutd be pronounced
as the last two letters in the word laugh; o would have the sound of the first
vowel in the word women: T would be pronounced as the Lin the word nalion.
So when the letters ware all put together they would speil:

GH the £ sound in faugh
athe 1 sound in women
71 the g4 sound in nation

Using this example Shaw wanted to show that the English language was in
need of great reform and the only way to succeed, he thought, would be to
have a new phonstic alphabst.

in Pygmalion Shaw makes his main male character a professor of phonefics.
Phanetics is the study of the sound of language and the science of putting
down all the different sounds into a system of written signs. The International
Phonetic Association has devised a phonetic alphabet although some of the
signs do not look at ail fike letters from the English language. Look at these
lines written in the Universal Phonetic Alphabet where each phonetic latter
represents a sound. This is followed by the same lines in ordinary spelling:

and Sen mai hat with plezs filz
and dansiz wid fia dafadilz.

And then my heart with pleasure fills
And dances with the daffodls.
Wordsworth

With a completely new phonetic alphabet Shaw felt problems could be solved
such as those created by the existence of words that contained the same
combination of latters but were pronounced differently, for example: ought,
though, thorough, frough, Sfough. 1t was silly, Shaw thought, to have the
same letters all pronounced in different ways. There was a similar problem
with ietters such as pH and £, ¢ and K, sH and T. There was in existence a
Simplified Spetling Society (run by Danie! Jones and Sir Isaac Fitman) which

THE WRITER ON WRITING

wanted to parfect an alternative alphabetic system but Shaw wanted to go one
stage further and base an alphabet on many more letters than we use now:

We cannot get away from phonelic spelling, because spelling is as necessarily
and inevilably phonelic as moisture fs damgp. .. Unless we adopt & sysfem of
Chinese ideographs, and learn by haart 2 separate arbitrary symbol of every word
in the dictionary we must spefl phonetically

Shaw thought-that speliing and prenounciation would suffer:

If we will not spefl as we pronounce, ihe world will end by pronouncing as we
spell

In his will, Shaw |sft a large amount of money for the introduction of a new
alphabet so that alt the masterpiecas of the English language could be
transliterated (rewritten in letters of a new alphabet) and people would be able
to start reading phonetically. Any new alphabet would need at least forty
letiers, he thought, rather than our twenty-six; in fact he worked out & system
using forty-two |etters.

Al the beginning of Pygmalion Shaw tries 1o wrile the words of Eliza
Doolittie phonetically and uses a symbal looking like a back to front e’ 1o
help him: =. This symbol is called a scHwa and represents a very neutral
sound; about the nearest scund to it Is the 1 in absurd, or the Lin bird. Also
in the play he avoids many aposirophes claiming most of them areint
nacessary: and he uses American-siyle spellings for some words, for
example, color instead of colour

Although Shaw's wishes were not able fo he carried ouf, his will was
important and in 1962 his play Androcies and ihe Lionwas published with
the Shaw Alternarive Alphabet version alongside. This version does not just
look like a different alphabet, it appears to be a new language.

Shaw on politics

Much of Pygmalion revolves around a very divided class system. One of the
nlay's themes is close to Shaw's beliefs — that people should not be limited by
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their birth or environment or even their speech. |t was fitting, therefore, that
Shaw became ong of the first members of The Fabian Socigty founded in
1884, This is a socialist saciety committed to social iustice, equality, and the
need for the individual to strive for some kind of perfection. Hard work,
speeches and pamphiets were the order of the day 1o try and change the
system - rather than revolution. This is how Shaw described the Society:

The Fabian Socigty seeks to establish equalily as the universal relation betwesn
cifizens without distinction of sex, cofodr, occugalion, age, {alent characier,
fieradity or whal not. . The Fabian Sociely not only aims at compiete politica
equalily as between the sexes, but their economic indgpendence. Il advocales the
explicit recognition by Jegally secured rights or payments of the value of the
domestic work of women fo their immediate domestic partners and fo the Stale as
houseksspers, child bearers, mirses and matrons.

It is guite apt, then, ithat Shaw shauld have as the central plot of one of his
plays a bet as lo whether a teacher of phonetics can teach a flower girf to pass
for a duchess in six months.

introduction

The play

Saturday, 11 Aprit 1514, the first performance in England of Pygrmalion, was
ong of the most memorablz nights on the London stage. Untii then Shaw hac
written over two dozen plays: many were praised by critics but failed to attract
gecd audiences and so san for limited performances. Twe plays (Press
Cuttings and Mrs Warren's Profession) were even banned by the Lord
Chamberlain who had the power to censor or ban plays for various reasons —
in Shaw's case for what was considerad to be immoral content.

Pygmalion, however, became something of an overnight success and
ramains the outstanding example of a Shaw play fo have been made infto both
a fitm (for which Shaw wrote the screenplay) and a stage musical in 1956 as
the re-named My Fair Lady, writien by Alan Jay Lerner and Frederick Loewe.
This musical ran for over six and a half years in America and was in tum
produced as a film starring Rex Harrison and Audrey Hepburn. How the play
ever reached an audience in the first place s almost a fairy-tale in itself and
needs retelling,

In one of his countless leiters to the ackress Ellen Terry, Shaw wrole as early
as 8 September 1857 that he wanted to wrile a play for the famous actress
Mrs Patrick Campbell to whom he referred In the letter as thal rapscaliionly
fiower giri and added Caesar and Cleopatra [another play by Shaw] fas
haen driven clean out of my head by a play | want to wrile for them [the actor
Forbes Robertson and Mrs Patrick Campbelt] in which he shall be a west end
gentleman and she an east end donna in an apron and red ostrich feathers.

Mothing happened for fiftleen years but one evening while Shaw was ai the St
James's Theatre the actor-manager there, George Alexander, asked him to wiite
a play for his theatre. When Shaw eventually wrole Pygmalion, Alsxander
thought it would be a great theatrical hit and went so far as to tell Shaw he
would offer the actress of Shaw's choice any salary. The ony problem was
that Alexander refused o engage Mrs Patrick Carmpbell whose reputation asa
temperamental and flery actress put him off staging the play.

Xi
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The correspondence between Shaw and Mrs Patrick Campbell shows that,
although he wanted her for the part he wondered whether she would ever play
Etiza as he wished. She too worried about how to approach the role and just
hoped she would be able to please Shaw and play his prefty siuf It was
difficult to imagine who might play Higgins — / must have a baroic Higgins. ..
name your man, Shaw wrote 10 her in July 1912, Fipally Sir Herbert
Beerbohm Tree who san His Majesty's Theatre was chosen, aithough while al
these negotiations were faking place Pygmalion had been translated into
(German and was performed suceessfully in Vienna in 1913,

The London rehearsals were far from smooth and on some days they became
almost vioient. Tree and Shaw oiten disagreed about how the play should be
performed. Tree wanted spectacular scenes for his audiences and was dater-
mined to act with far more gestures, movements and facial expressions than
Shaw wanted. Shaw and Mrs Palrick Campbeli argued as well, Tres com-
plaining that Mrs Patrick Campbell often became carried away with her role.
Shaw once wrote of an extreme exampie of the problem:

When we rehearsed this [ihe moment Eliza thiows 2 pair of slippers at Higgins] 1
had faken care fo have a very soft pair of velvet slippers pravided: for | kmew that
Mrs P C was very dextrous, very sirong and a dead shot And sure anolgh, when
we reached this passage, Tree got the siippers well and iy delivered with
unerring aim bang in his face. The sifact was appaliing. He had lotally fargoften
that there was any such incident in the play; and Jt sesmed fe him that Mis P C,
suddenly giving way fo an impuise of diabolical wrath and hatred, had committed
an unprovoked and brufal assault on him. .. He collapsed in tears on the nearest
chair, and left me standing in amazement, whilst the entire personnel of the theale
crowded round fiim, explaining ihat the incident was part of the play,

As if that were not enough, in the middle of the final rehsarsals Mrs Patrick
Campbel disappeared to gel married again on 6 April and did not reappear
until the dress rehearsal which lasted from 10.30pm to 3am

Letters between Shaw and Mrs PC becarne frantic, Shaw writing Final Orders
just before the performance, explaining that a good deal will dapend on
whether you are inspired at ie last moment, and fesfing that the whale play
could collapse after the third act. This letter must have concerngd Mrs P C as
in 1938 she recalted it with pain:

iINTRODUCTION

| was 25 years too old for the part .. something about my figurs, my movements,
my voice, my natural grace anioyed you, you wanted fo break if up — the girl
wasn't cominon enough to amuse you — or it may be you wanted to lake me up in
your arms and kiss me, and as you couldn't you buffied me unmercitlly. | was
having infinite trouble with the accent,.... | have one lefter of yours, wrillen fust
before the first might, that would have made a weaker woman comemit $Uicids.

Still, the play did reach the stage and the first night audisnce went mad with
delight, giving Mrs Pairick Campbsll one of her greatest successes. Shaw,
however, left the theatre early as he could not bear the way Tree was acling
(Tree had tried to suggest a remantic ending between Eliza and Higgins}, and
also because he felt there was teo much audience laughter al the wrong place.

Shaw suddenly becams financially securs with qusues ferming round the
theatre all day o see the play; only the outbreak of the First World War
nrevenied a long tour of the play. Although Shaw was pleased that it became
sticcessful he felt compelled to write an epilegue in case anyone should get
the wrong idea about his intended ending. Perheps the sharp interchange
hetween Shaw and Trae sums up the different atfitude towards the play from
both men: when Trea rebuked Shaw for all the criticisms by telling him, My
ending makes money; you ought fo be grateful, Shaw simply replied, Your
ending is damnable; you ought fo be shol.

Gritical reaction

The reviews following Pygmafior’s first performance in 1914 reveal the
impact made by the play. Apart from writing about the production itself, news-
papers concentrated on the then infamous three words with which Eliza
shacks the other characters in Act 3 — Nof bloody likely — some papers dedi-
cating front pages or long articles fo a discussion of Shaw’s language. Of the
play as a whole the journatists wiofe:

1t is just a caprice, and one of the airiest, wittiest and most impudent Mr Shaw has
ever compased. . 1he wholg thing is just a burst of high spirifs from an infellectual
man who knows a good deal about lite; and those who can thus accept it will find
if a rare enteriainment.

Pall Mall Gazette
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A comedy of modern manniers, tinged with social salire, but free from any easiy
recognisable didactic purpose, there runs a vein of exaggerations bordering 60
caricatire. . .. Laughter reigns suprems.

Daity Mail

I a fiouse so full of well known peopie that it locked as ff everybody who is
anybody had stayed in London over Fasler on purpose fo see this play, iis
reception was ong thal promised well for the new alfiance between MMr Shaw and
Sir Herbert Tree, The piay is cailed a romance but those who expect passion o
wedding bells will be disappoinited

Observer

A distinctly amusing first act, brisk, new, and with all its exaggeration, saved by a
graim of truth, The rain s gspecially well done.... As for the play, it is certainly to
be seen; but it will live (if it fives) for its parts rather than its whole,

The Times

The play as a whole is a joyiul piece of work. There is an abundant vigowr in if
and fhe best things come with such force, and the worst have so much spirit and
the ihing marches on with such gafely that you cannot resist it nor do you want fo.
Itis a great joke. ... It debates and dallies with all sorts of solermn subjects in the
midst of fts fun. i suggests alf sorts of problems, problems of our social state, of
sthics, of hiuman nature, even of scholarship, and having suggestad them, drops
therm and goes gaily on.

Daily Telegraph

Such was the impact of the first bloody to be uttered an the stage that some
papers had front line headlines daclaring what had happened at His Majesty's
Theatre — The Pygmalion Sensation! Mrs Patrick Campbell swears on stage
and cultured Londen roars with lavghter, headlined the Dafly Skeich and
arogeeded to cover its page with piciures, comments and information about a
debate between various vicars as fo whether the word should have been used
at all. The Skeich continued: Mrs P C utfersd the Unpriniable Swearword at
His Majasty’s Theatre on Saturday night and the play stopped for a full minute
tifl the audience had done laughing. SOme NEwWSpapers were more cynical and
felt that the play became successtul only because of the swear word:
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O greatly daring Mr Shaw! You will be able to boast that you are the first modern
dramatist fo use the word on stage. But really was it worlhwhile?
The Times

I you omit the swearing and the Distman’s audacious philesophy there is not
much left. Pygmalion will probably be a success if only for fis audacily in the use
of naughly swear words.

Daily News and Leader

The critics universally praised Mrs Patrick Campbell as the friumoh of the
ptay and a magnificent piece of camedy, but Tree did not fare so well, most
journalists choosing o commend Edmund Gurney who played Dooiittle
instead.

The Daily Express went one stage further than the other papers by claiming
to have trealed a Charing Cross flower girl called Eliza Kaefe fo a seat al the
theatre and then printing her reaction to the play trying to caplure her accent!:

Well fve never ad such a night in all me naiural. ... Yer see, | never fought |
should be so conspic — conspic - well yer knows what | maan. ... | really enjoved
meself and wen [ 'eard the langwidge it was quite like ‘ome. Iigver loughi as ow
they afowed sich fangwidge on the siage.. . | thoughi Mrs P C was fist luvly, but
she was not aifogeiher wol you would call lrop fo [ife. As fer this Mr Bernard Shaw
— well he finks a bloomin’ sight foo much ov imself, ‘e does. There were fols of
things woi reglar put me back up. Does ihis ‘ere Mr Shaw fink flower ginls are
dirt?. . No sefi-respecting flower girl would say such a word wen she was on er
best behaviour, ‘spesully if she was suppased ter be eddicated and speakin' in a
drorin’ toom. St on the ‘ofg, | liked the play. It wes funny — wol | understood of
it ..t wish e'd fahned a belfer tile. Whos ler know thal Pygmalion 'as anyfink o
do with a flower ginl? ‘£ mile ‘ave called it ‘From fower Girl 1o Duchiess. We
should ‘ave known wol it was abaht then. Mr Shaw can ave this as a lip if ‘e likes,
Tree, gralis, and fer nuffink.

The myth

Shaw took the title for his play from the name of Pygmalion (King of Cyprus),
a scuiptor in Greek mythology. Pygmalion lived in the village of Amathus and
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was devoted fo fis statues as fie felt they were the only beautiful things
around him, He was renowned as a man who disliked all other company,
particutarly the women of Amathus whose general conduct disgusted him.
These women (known as the Propostides) denied the divinity of Aphrodite
{goddess of Love) and so Aphrodite punished them by making them lose all
sense of shame so that they gained bad reputations for themsalves.

Pygmalion believed in Aphrodite as a goddess and he prayed to her to breathe
life into one of his statues. It was an ivory staiue which he called Galates and
one he spent a long time making. He fell so much in love with this statue that
Aphrodite gave it life. The statue then became a beautiful woman (as created
by Fygmalion} and Pygmation married her,

Historical backaround

The First World War

Barely four months after Pygmalfion's first performance, Britain daclared war
on Germany. This was the start of the First World War (1914-1918). The
events leading up to its outbreak began same time before.

In the Eastern part of Europe (the Balkans) there was a great spread of
naticnalism in four countries — Greece, Serbia, Montenegro and Bulgaria, The
acute problems there led to great unrest cutminating in the event said 1o have
sparked the war: the Austrian Archduke (nephew to the reigning Austrian
Emperar) and his wife were assassinated by a Serbian student in Sarajevo,
the capital city of Bosnia {part of Yugoslavia) on 28 June 1914. One month
fater in July, Austria declared war on Serbia and the following day Russian
forces began to mobilise along the German and Austrian borders. On 1
August Germany declared war on Russia and two days later on France. So
many millions of people lost their lives during those four years that the war
became known as The Great War — a war to end all wars,

Britain

Shaw's Britain at the time of writing Pygmalion in 1912 was alive with new

INTRODUCTION

evenis and achievements. In the so-called Edwardian period {up to the death
of Edward Vit in 1910) and the few ysars before the First World War it was
thought that 1 per cent of the poputation owned nearly 70 per cent of the
country's wealth — such was the division between what came to be called the
upper class and ofhar cfasses, Shaw's play looks at some of the divisions of
this class system in the shape of Eliza, her father, Higgins and his mother.

in the early vears of the century the Libaral Government of Prime Minister
Asquith attempled to redress some of the balance with the infroductior of
reforms including school meals, old-age pensions, labour sxchanges and
National Insurance to help those with less money pay small regular
contributions to insure against any future THness. Asquith received much
opposition and he found himself facing MPs who did not want such reforms
and a country suffering from industriat problams, the difficulties in ireland
from the Home Rule proposals, the suffragette struggles, the mounting
European tensions, and the awarenass of German re-armament,

Shaw and ihe Suffrageties

Members of the Women's Sccial and Political Unian (known as Suffrageties)
fought to allow women to have the right to vole in the first two decades of the
twentieth century. Cnly in 1918 were women over the age of thirty given the
vote and it took until 1928 for women over twenty-ong t0 be anfranchised.
The founder of the Union, Mrs Emmeline Pankhurst, had been arrested in
1908, 1909, 1911, 1912 and again in 1913 for what was termed civil dis-
gbedience.

Whilst in prison she and many others in favour of women's suffrage went on
hunger sirike and were often forcibly fed with extramely harmiuf con-
sequences. In 1913 the Government introduced the Prisoners’ Temporary
Discharge for Health Act (called the Cat and Mouse Act by those oppasad to
1) whereby women who refused food In prison could be reisased on a licence
which meant that as soon as they repeated their original offence they would
be taken back to prison immediately. As can be imagined this was very
urpopular and was oriticised by many prominent people, amongst them
Shaw:
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In the debale on the Dickensian Biil Mr Asquith for the first time apposed ihe
franchise-for women explicitly on the grounds that woman is not ihe famale of the
fuman species, but a distinct and inferior species, naturally disqualified from
voling as & rabbit Is disqualified irom voling. It makes it very difficult fo vote for
the Liberal Farty and then ook the women of ang's household in the face.

This letter o The Times written in June 1913 was one example of the way
Shaw attacked the Government. Earlier that year he mada a speech objecting
strengly 1o the torture of forced feeding:

| cortend that this forcible feeding s filegal [ conlend that if the Goevernment
wanis fo break paopie’s feeth with chisels, and force food into the lungs and run
the risk of killing them, fo inflict what is unquestionably torture on them, their
busingss is {o bring in a bill legalising fhese aperations. They have no shame in
doing it without the law. Why should they be ashamed of doing it with the law?

Londen thealres

Eliza Dootittle is a flower girl in the Covent Garden area. In 1631 work began
here and it was the first part of London to be laid out to a regular plan; the
Piazza became the first designed square in the capital, | socon developed into
a fashionable meeting place and thoroughfare, and went on to house the
largest fruit and vegetable market. Mowadays there is no sign of the old
market, which moved to Nine EIms in Vauxhall in 1973, Just as the South-
wark area south of the Thames became the birthplace of theatres such as The
Rose, The Globe and The Swan in the time of Shakespeare, so the Covent
Garden area was used for the building of new theatres after The Restoration
from 1660 onwards, following an sighteen-year closure for all theatres during
the rule of Cromwell,

The Theatra Rovat in Drury Lane was built in 1683 and the {irst opara house
was opened in 1732, His Maiesty's Thealre (where Pygraafion was first
performed) was designed for a wide road to the west of Covent Garden, calied
The Haymarket. First buift In 1705, the present theaire opened in 1898,
following fires and complete demolition.

Nowadays this area of what people refer to as London's West End houses
more than twenty theatres. Covent Garden's Piazza has been modernised and
is now a lively place of sheps, restaurants, open-air enterfainment and
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theatre. At 11.15 pm 1t is just as busy today as it was on that rainy summer
evening when Efiza Doolittle met Henry Miggins.

A nole on money

In Pygmalion there are many references to old British currency which
consisted of pounds, shillings and pence — abbreviated to £30 from the Latin
names for each: Libras, Solidi and Denaril. This currancy was used unti!
1971 when decimal currency became iegal tender. Below is a list of different
coins in use for the old money and their equivaient worth in decimal currency.

o farthing: 1d, a guarter of an old penny. In 1912 when Shaw wrole the
play sweets could be bought for a farthing. No eguivaient.

s falfoenny: 1d, a half of an old penny. referred o as ha' penny. No
equivalent.

e penny. 1d, the coin was called a penny but anything above one penny
was referrec to as pence, e.g. 2d = two-pence, pronounced ‘tuppence’.
Equivalent of ; new pence.

e {hreapenity-piece: 3d, pronounced ‘thrupence’. Equivalent of between 1
and 15 new pence.

® s{xpennywieca: 6d, sixpsnce, in slang called a tanner'. Equivalent of
25D

®  shiffing: 1s, wrillen as 1/-, in slang called a ‘bob’. Fquivalent of 4p.

@ fwo-shilling-piece: 2/-, also called a florin, Equivalent of 10p.

e half-a-crown: 2/6d; quite a large coin. Equivalent of 124 .

There were 12 pannies in a shifing; 20 shillings in & pound; 240 pennies in
apound. Pound coins were cafled 'soversigns'. There were also pound notes,
and aten-shilling note instead of the 50p piece.

1o give an idea of just how much the cost of living has changed, in the
programme for the first performance of Pygmation someone going 10 a
matines performance could have tea, bread and butter and cakes all for
sixpence, the equivalent of 2 p! Nowadays, in the 1390s, this could cost well
over £2.50.
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1 Reading log

One of the easiest ways of keeping lrack of your reading is to keep a log baok.
This can be any sxercise book or folder that you have to hand. but make sure
you raserve it exclusivaly for reflecting on your reading, both at home and in
schoal.

As

you read the play, stop from time fo time and think back over what you

nave read.

Is there anyihing that puzzles you? Note down some questions that you
might want to research, discuss with your friends, or ask a teacher. Also
note any guotations which strike you as important or memarasle.,

Does your reading remind you of anyihing else you have read, heard or
seen on TV or at the cinema? Jol down what it is and where the similari-
ties lie.

Have you had any similar experiences o these occurring in the play? Do
you find yowself identifying closely with one or more of the characiers?
Record this as accurately as you can.

Do you find yourself really liking, or really loathing, any of the characters?
What is it about them that makes you feef so strongly? Make noles that
you can add to.

Can you picture the locations and settings? Craw maps, plans, diagrams,
drawings, in fact any doodle that helps you make sense of these things.

Now and again try to predict whal will happen next in the play. Use what
you already know of the author and the characters to help you do this.
Later record how close you were and whether you are surprisad at the
outcome.

Write down any feelings that you have about the play. Your reading {og
should help you make sense of your own ideas alengside those of the
author.




Note For Trcunicians. A complete representation of the play as
printed in this edition is 1echnically possible only on the cinema screen
or on stages furnished with exceptionally elaborate machinery. For
ordinary theatrical use the scenes separated by rows of asterisks are to
be omited.

In the dialogue an e upside down indicates the indefinite vowel,
sometimes calied obscure or neutral, for which, thongh it is one of the
commonest sounds in English speech, our wretched alphaber has no
lester,

PREFACE TO PYCMALION
A Proresson oF ProwzTics

As will be seen later on, Pygmalion needs, not a preface, but a
sequel, which I have supplied in its due place.

The English have no respect for their language, and will not
teach their children to speak it. They cannot spell it because they
have nothing 1o spell it with but an old foreign alphabet of which
only the consonanis——and not all of them—have any agreed
speech value. Consequenily no man can teach himself what it
should sound like from reading it; and it is impossible for an
Englishman to open his mouth without making some other
Englishman despise him. Most European languages are now
accessible in black and white 1o foreigners: English and French
are not thus accessible even 1o Englishmen and Frenchmen. The
reformer we need most today is an energetic phonetic enthusiast:
that is why I have made such a one the here of a popular play.

There have been heroes of that kind crying in the wilderness
for many years past. When I became interested in the subject
towards the end of the eightesn-seventies, the illustrious Alex-
ander Melville Bell, the inventor of Visible Speech, had emigrated
to Canada, where his son invented the telephone; but Alexander
J. Ellis was still a London patriarch, with an impressive head
always covered by a velver skull cap, for which he would
apologize to public meetings in 2 very courtly manner. He and
Tiro Pagliardini, another phonetic veteran, were men whom it
was impossible to dislike, Henry Sweet, then a young man, lacked
their sweetness of character: he was about as conciliatory to con-
ventional mortals as Ibsen or Samuel Butler. His great abiliry as
a phonetician (he was, I think, the best of them all at his job)
would have entitled him to high official recognition, and perhaps
enabled him to popularize his subject, but for his Satanic contempt
for all academic dignitaries and persons in general who thoughe
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more of Greek than of phonetics. Once, in the days when the
Imperial Institute rose in South Kensingron, and Joseph Chamber-
lain was booming the Empire, I induced the editor of 3 leading
monthly review to commission an article from Sweet on the im-
perial importance of his subject. When it arrived, i contained
nothing but a savagely derisive attack on a professor of language
and Hiterature whose chair Sweet regarded as proper to a phonetic
expert only. The ariicle, being libellous, had to be returned as
impossible; and I had to renounce my dream of dragging its
author into the limelight. When I met him afterwards, for the first
tirne for many years, | found to my astonishment that he, who
had been a quite tolerably presentable young man, had actually
managed by sheer scorn to alter his personal appearance until he
had become a sort of walking repudiation of Oxford and 2l ite
traditions. It must have been largely in his own despite thathe was
squeezed into something called a Readership of phonetics there,
The furure of phonetics rests probably with his pupils, who all
swore by him; but nothing could bring the man himself into any
sort of compliznce with the university 1o which he nevertheless
clung by divine right in an intensely Oxonian way. | daresay his
papers, if he has left any, include some satres that may be pub-
lished without too destructive results fifty years hence. He was, |
believe, not in the least an illnatured man: very much the op-
nosite, T should say; but he would not suffer foels gladly; and w
him all scholars who were not rabid phoneticians wers fools.

Those who knew him will recognize in my third act the allusion
to the Current Shorthand in which he used to write postcards. It
may be acquired from a four and sixpenny manual published by
the Clarendon Press. The postcards which Mrs Higgins describes
are such as I have received from Sweet. [ would decipher a sound
which 2 cockney would represent by zerr, and a Frenchman by
seu, and then write demanding with some heat what on earth it
meant. Sweet, with boundless contempt for my stupidity, would
reply that it not only meant but obviously was the word Result,
2
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as no other word containing that sound, and capable of making
sense with the context, existed in any language spoken on earth.
That less expert mortals should require fuller indications was
beyond Sweet’s patience. Therefore, though the whole point of
his Current Shorthand is that it can express every sound in the
language perfectly, vowels as well as consonants, and that your
hand has to make no stroke except the easy and current ones with
which you write m, n, and u, |, p, and g, scribbling them at whas-
ever angle comes easiest to you, his unformnate determination to
make this remarkable and quite legible script serve also as a shors-
hand reduced it in his own practice to the most inscruzable of
cryptograms. His true objective was the provision of a full,
accurate, legible script for our language; but he was led past that
by his contempt for the popular Pitman system of shorthand,
which he called the Pitfall systern. The triumph of Pitman was a
triurph of business organization: there was a weekly paper to
persuade you o learn Pitman: there were cheap textbooks and
exercise books and transcripts of speeches for you to copy, and
schools where experienced teachers coached you up to the neces-
sary proficiency. Sweet could not organize his market in that
fashion. He might as well have been the Sybil who tore up the
leaves of prophecy that nobody would atiend to. The four and
sixpenny manual, mostly in his lithographed handwriting, that
was never velgarly advertized, may perhaps some day be taken
up by a syndicate and pushed upon the public as The Times
pushed the Encyclopzdia Britannica; but undl then it will cer-
tainly not prevail against Pirman. [ have bought three copies of it
during my Hfetime; and I am informed by the publishers that its
cloistered existence is still a steady and healthy one. [ actually
learned the system two several times; and vet the shorthand in
which I am writing these lines is Pigman’s. And the reason is,
that my secretary cannot transcribe Sweet, having been perforce
taught in the schools of Pitman. In America [ could use the com-
mercially organized Gregg shorthand, which has taken a himg
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from Sweet by making its letters writable (current, Sweet would
have called them) instead of having to be geometrically drawn
like Pitman’s; but all these systems, including Sweet’s, are spoilt
by making them available for verbatim reporting, in which com-
plete and exact spelling and word division are impossible. A
complete and exact phonetic script is neither practicable nor
necessary for ordinary use; but if we enlarge our alphabet to the
Russian size, and make our spelling as phonetic as Spanish, the
advance will be prodigions.

Pygmalion Higgins is not a portrait of Sweet, to whom the
adventure of Eliza Doclitile would have been impossible; stll,
as will be seen, there are touches of Sweet in the play. With
Higgins's physique and temperament Sweet might have set the
Thames on fire. As it was, he impressed himself professionally on
Europe to an extent that made his comparative personal ob-
scurity, and the failure of Oxford to do justice to his eminence, a
puzzle to foreign specialists in his subject. I do not blame Oxford,
because I think Oxford is quite right in demanding a certain social
amendity {rom its nurslings (heaven knows it is not exorbitant in
its requirements!); for although 1 well know how hard itis for a
man of genius with a seriously underrated subject to maintain
serene and kindly reladons with the men who underrate it, and
who keep all the best places for less important subjects which
they profess without originality and sometmes without much
capacity for them, sdll, if he overwhelms them with wrath and
disdain, he cannot expect them to heap honors on him.

Of the later generations of phoneticians I know litile. Among
themn towered Robert Bridges, to whom perhaps Higgins may
owe his Miltonic sympathies, though here again I must disclaim
all portraiture. But if the play makes the public aware that there
are such people as phoneticians, and that they are among the most
imporiant people in England ar preseny, it will serve its turn.

I wish 10 boast that Pygmalion has been an extremely successfil
play, both on stage and screen, all over Europe and North
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America 28 well as at home. It is so intensely and deliberately
didaciic, and its subject is esteemed 80 dry, that I delight in
throwing it at the heads of the wiseacres who repeat the parrot
cry that art should never be didactic. It goes to prove my con-
tention that great art can never be anything else.

Finally, and for the encouragement of people troubled with
accents that cut them off from all high employment, T may add
that the change wrought by Professor Higgins in the fower-girl
is neither impossible nor uncommon. The modern concierge's
daughter who fulfils her ambition by playing the Queen of Spain
in Ruy Blas at the Theatre Francais is only one of many thousands
of men and women who have sloughed off their native dialects
and acquired a new tongue. Our West End shop assistants and
dormnestic servanis are bi-lingual. But the thing has 1o be done
scientifically, or the last state of the aspirant may be worse than
the first. An honest slam dialect is more tolerable than the
attempts of phonetically untaught persons to imitate the pluso-
cracy. Ambitious flower-girle who read this play must not im-
agine that they can pass themselves off as fine ladies by untutored
imitation. They must learn their alphabet over again, and differ-
ent, from a phoneic experi, Imitation will only make them
ridiculous,




CHARACTERS
m the order of thewr appearance

THE DAUGHTER fCLARA EYNSFORD HILL
THE MOTHER fMRS EYNSFORD HILL

A BYSTANDER

FREDDY EYNSFORD HILL

THE FLOWER GIRL/‘ELIZA DOOLITTLE
THE GEN'I‘LEM.’—\N]’COLONEL PICKERING
THE NOTE '1"AKER[‘PROFRSSOR HENRY HIGGINS
BYSTANDERS

SARCASTIC BYSTANDER

TAKIMAN

MRS PEARCE

ALFRED DOGLITTLE

MRS HIGGINS

THE PARLORBR-MAID

WHISKERS f\E POMMUCK

FOOTMAN

FIRST LANDING FOOTMAN

SECOND LANDING FOOTMAN

HOSTESS

HOST

CONSTABLE

SECGOND CONSTABLE

ACT 1

London at 11.15 pon. Torrents of heawy summer rain. Cab
whistles blowing frantically in all directivns. Pedestrians running for
shelrer inzo the portico of St Paul’s church {nov Wrew's cathedrad but
Inigo Jones's church in Covent Garden vegetable market), among
them a lady and her daughter in evening dress. All are peering ows
gloomily at the rain, except one inan with his back turned to the ress,
wholly preoccupied with a notebook in which ke is writing.

The church clock strikes the firse quarter.

THE DAUGHTER [in the space between the censral piflars, close 1o
the one on ker left] U'm geting chilled o the bone. What can
Freddy be doing all this time? He's been gone rwenty minutes.

tHE MOTHER [on her doughiess right] Notso long. But he ought
to have got us a cab by this.

A BYSTANDER [on the lady’s right] He wont get no cab not uasil
half-past eleven, missus, when they come back after dropping
their theatre fares.

THE MOTHER, But we must have a cab. We cant stand here unsl
half-past eleven. It's too bad.

THE BYSTANDER. Well, it aint my fauls, missus,

ToE pavenrsr. If Freddy had a bit of gumptiion, he would
have got one at the theatre door.

THE MOTHER. YWhat could he have done, poor boy?

THE paventer. Other people got cabs. Why couldnt he?

Freddy rushes in out of the rain from the Southampton Street
side, and comes between them closing a dripping umbrella, He is
a young man of twenty, in evening dress, very wes round the

ankles.
THE DAUGHTER. Well, havnt you got a cab?
FREDDY. Theres not one to be had for love or money.
tue MOTHER. Oh, Freddy, there must be one. You cant have

tried.
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THE DAUGHTER. It's too tiresome. Do you eXpect 1S 1o go and
get one ourselves?

FREDDY. { tell you theyre all engaged. The rain was so sudden:
nobody was prepared; and everybody had 10 take 2 cab. Tve been
to Charing Cross one way and nearly to Ludgate Circus the
other; and they were all engaged.

THE MOTHER. Did you try Trafalgar Souare?

FREDDY. 1 here wasnt one at Trafalgar Square,

THE DAUGHTER. Did you ory?

FREDDY. I tried as far as Charing Cross Station. Did you ex-
pect me 1o walk to Hammersmich?

THE DAUGHTER. You havnt tried at all,

THE MOTHER. You really are very helpless, Freddy. Go again;
and dont come back until you have found a cab.

FREDDY. I shall simply get soaked for nothing.

THE DAUGHTER. And what abour us? Are we 10 stay here all
night in this draughe, with next to nothing on? You selfish pig—

FREDDY. Oh, very well: I'll go, I'll go. [He opens Ais umbrell
and dashes off Swrandwards, but comes into collision with a flower
girl who is hursying in for shelter, knocking her basker out of her
hands, A blinding flask of lightning, followed instantly by a rattling
peal of thunder, orchesirates the incident].

THE FLOWER GIRL. MNzh then, Freddy: look wh’ v gowin, deah.

FREDDY. Sorry {de rushes off 1.

THE FLOWER GIRL [ picking up her scattered flowers and replacing
them in the basker] Theres menners ” yer! To-o0 banches o voy-
lets trod into the mad. [Ske sits down on the plinth of the column,
sorting her flowers, on the Jady’s right. She is not at all @ romantic
Sigure. She is perhaps eighteen, perhaps wwenvy, hardly older. She
wears @ fittle sailor hat of black straw that kas long been exposed to
the dust and soot of London and has seldom if ever been brushed.
Her hair needs washing rather badly: its mousy color can hardly be
natural. She wears a shoddy black coas thar reaches nearly to her
knees and is shaped 1o her waist. She has a brown skivt with a coarse
8
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apron. Her boots are much the worse for wear. She is no doubt as
elean as she can afford o be; but compared o the ladies she is wery
direy. Her features are no worse than theirs; but their condition leaves
somerhing to be desired; and she needs the services of a dentist).

THE MOTHER. How do you know that my son’s name is Freddy,
pray?

THE FLOWER GIRL. Ow, eez y3-00z san, is ¢ Wal, fewd dan v’
da-coty bawmz a mather should, eed now bettern to spawl a pore
gel's flahrzn then ran awy athaht pyin. Will ye-o0 py me £'them?
[ Here, with apologies, this desperate attempt to represens her dialec
without @ phonetic alphaber must be abandoned as unintelligible ous-
side London).

THE pavGHTER. Do nothing of the sort, mother. The ideal

THE MorHER. Please allow me, Clara. Have vou any pennies?

THE DAUGHTER. MNo. Ive nothing smalier than sixpence.

THE FLOWER SIRL [Aopefuliy] I can give you change for a ranmer,
kind lady.

iE MorEER [0 Cleral Give it to me. [Clare pores relucrantly).
Mow [to the girl] This is for your flowers.

THE FLOWER GIRL. ©hank you kindly, lady.

THE DaUGHTER, Make her give you the change. These things
are only 2 penny a bunch.

THE MOTHER. Do hold your tongue, Clara, [To the girl] You
can keep the change.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Dh, thank you, lady.

Tue MoTHER. Now !l me how you know that young gente-
man’s name.

THE FLOWER GIRL. [ didnt.

THE MOTHER. ] heard you call him by it. Dont wy to deceive

rne.

THE FLOWER GIBL [ protesting] Who's trying to deceive you? |

called him Freddy or Charlie same as you might yourself if you
was talking to a stranger and wished to be pleasant.

THE DAUGHTER, Sixpence thrown away! Really, mamma, you
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mighs have spared Freddy that [She retreaes in disgust behind the
pillar].

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 anfles. He is in evening dress, with a
light overcoas. He takes the place left vacant by the daughter.

THE GENTLEMAN. Phew!

THE MOTHER (o the gentieman] Oh, sir, is there any sign of its
stopping?

THE GENTLEMAN. I'm afraid not. It started worse than ever
about two minutes ago [ke goes o the plinth besids the flower girl;
puts up kis foot on ir; and stoops o turn down his rrouser ends).

TrE MOTHER. Oh dear! [She retires sadly and joins her daughter).

THE FLOWER GIRL [saking advantage of the military gentleman's
proximity to establish friendly relations with him] If 1t's worse, it's 2
sign it's nearly over. So cheer up, Captain; and buy a flower offa
poor girl.

THE GENTLEMaN. I'm sorry. [ havnt any change.

THE FLOWER GIRL. | can give you change, Caprain.

THE GENTLEMAN. For a soversign? Ive nothing less.

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

THE GEWTLEMAN. Now dont be wroublesome: theres » gond
girl. [ Trying Ais pockets] I really havnt any change—Stop: heres
three hapence, if thats any use 10 you [he retrears to the other
pillar}.

THE FLOWER GIRL [disappointed, but thinking three halfpence
berrer than nothing} Thank you, sir.

THE BYSTANDER [0 the girl/] You be careful: give him a flower
for it. Theres a bicke here behind wking down every blessed
word youre saying. [ AN wura to the man who is taking notes).

THE FLOWER GIRL [springing up terrified] I aint done nothing
wrong by speaking to the genileman. Ive a right to seli flowers if
I keep off the kerb. [Hysterically] I'm a respectable girl: so help

10
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e, I never spoke to him except to ask him to buy 2 flower off me.

General hubbub, mostly sympathetic to the flower girl, bur de-
precaring her excessive sensibilizy. Cries of Dont start hollerin,
Who's hurting you? Nobody’s going to touch you. Whars the
good of fussing? Sweady on. Easy easy, etc., come from che elderly
staid spectators, who pat her comfortingly. Less patient ones bid her
shut her head, or ask her roughly what is wrong with her. A4 remoter
group, not knowing what the marter is, crowd in and increass the
noise with guestion and answer: Whats the row? What-she do?
Where is he? A tec taking her down. What! him? Yes: him over
there: Took money off the gentleman, ete.

THE FLOWER GIRL [breaking through them to the gentieman, cry-
ing wildly] Oh, sir, dont let him charge me. You dunno what it
means 1o me. Theyll take away my character and drive me on the
streets for speaking to gentlemen, They—

THE NOTE TAKER [coming forward on her right, the rese crowding
after him] Therel there! therel there! who’s hurting you, you silly
girl? What do you ke me for?

THE BYSTANDER. It's aw rawn e’s a genleman: look at his
bo-oots. {Explaining to the note taker] She thought you was a
copper’s nark, sir.

THE NOTE TAKER [with quick interest] Whats a copper’s nark?

THE BYSTANDER {inapt at definition] It's a~—well, it’s 2 copper’s
nark, as you might say. What else would vou call it? A sory of
informer.

THE FLOWER GIRL [stif] hyseerical] T take my Bible carh I never
said a word—

THE NOTE TAKER [overbearing bur good-humored) Oh, shut up,
shut up. Do I look like a policeman?

THE FLOWER GIRL [ far from reassured] Then what did you mke
down my words for? How do I know whether you took me
down right? You just shew me what youve wrote about me. { The
nvte taker opens his bookand holds it steadify under hernose, shough the
pressure of the mob irying to read it over his shoulders would upset a

I




PYGMALION

weaker man], Whats that? That aint proper writing. I cantread that.

THE NOTE TAKER. I can. [Reads, reproducing her pronunciation
exaetly] “Cheer ap, Keptin; o’ baw ya flahr orf a pore gel.”

THE FLOWER GIRL [much distressed] It’s because I called him
Captain. 1 meant no harm. [To the gentleman] Oh, sir, dont et
him lay a charge agen me for a word like that. You—

1rE cENTLEMAN, Charge! I make no charge. [ 7o the note taker]
Really, sir, if you are a detective, you need not begin protecting
me against molestation by young women untl I ask you. Any-
body could see that the girl meant no harm.

THE EYSTANDERS GENERALLY [demonserating against police es-
pionage] Course they could, What business is it of yours? You
mind your own affairs. He wants promotion, he does. Taking
down people’s words! Girl never said 2 word to him. What harm
if she did? Nice thing a girl cant shelter from the rain without
being insulted, etc., etc., etc. [Ske is conducted by the more sym-
pathetic demonstrators bock to her plinth, where she resumes her seat
and struggles with her emotion].

THE BYSTANDER. He aint a2 tec. He's a blooming busybody:
thats what he is. I tell you, lock at his be-oots.

THE NOTE TAKER | turning on him genially) And how are all your
people down at Selsey?

THE BYSTANDER [suspicicusly] Who told you my people come
from Selsey?

THE NOTE TAKER. Never you mind. They did. [ 7o the gir/] How
do you come to be up so far east® You were born in Lisson Grove.

THE FLOWER GIRL [appalled] Oh, what harm is there in my
leaving Lisson Grove? It wasnt fit for a pig to Hve in; and Thad to
pay four-and-six a week. [/ tears] Oh, boo—hoo—oo—

THE NOTE TAXER. Live where you like; but stop that noise.

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

A SARCASTIC BYSTANDER [thrusting himself besween the note taker
and the gentleman) Park Lane, for instance. I'd like to go into the
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Housing Question with you, I would,

THE FLOWER GIRL [subsiding inte a brooding melancholy over her
baskes, and ialking very low-spiritedly to herself ] I'm a good gicl,
Tam,

THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER [not attending 10 her] Do you know
where { come from?

THE NOTE TAKIR | prompify] Hoxton,

Titterings. Popular interest in the note taker’s performance in-
€reases.,

THE SARCASTIC ONE [amaged] Well, who said I didnt? Bly mel
you know everything, you do.

THE FLOWER GIRL [sril nursing her sense of injury] Aint no call
ro meddle with me, he aint.

THE BYSTANDER [t5 Aer] Of course he aint. Dont you stand it
from him. [ 7o the noce raker] See here: what call have you to know
abour people what never offered 1o meddie with you?

THE FLOWER GIRL. Let him say what he likes.  dont want 1o
have no wruck with him,

THE BYSTANDER. ¥ou take us for dirt under your feet, dong
youl' Catch you tzking liberties with 2 gentleman

THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER. Yes: tell him where he come from
if you want to go fortune-telling,

THE NOTE TAKER. Cheltenham, Harrow, Cambridge, 2nd India.

THE GENTLEMAN. Quite right,

Greas laughter, Rearrion in the nove takers fevor, Exclamarions
of He knows all about it. Told him proper. Hear him tell the toff
where he come from? etc.

THE GENTLEMAN. May [ ask, sir, do you do this for your living
at a music hall?

THE NOTE TAKER. ['ve thought of that. Perhaps I shall some day.

The rain has stopped; and the persons on the outside of the crowd
begin so drop off.

THE FLOWER GIRL {resenting the reaction] He's no gentleman, he
aint, to interfere with a poor girl
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THE DAUGHTER [ouz of patience, pushing her way rudely to the
fromt and displacing the geneleman, who politely retires to the other
side of the pillar] What on earth is Freddy doing? I shall get
pneumownia if I stay in this draught any longer.

THE NOTE TAKER {10 himself, hastily making a note of her pro-
aunciation of “monia’”’| Earlscourt,

THE DAUGHTER [violently] Will you please keep your imperti-
nent remarks to yourself.

THE NOTE TAKER. Did I say that out loud? I didnt mean to. I beg
vour pardon. Your mother’s Epsom, unmistakeably.

THE MOTHER [advancing between her daughier and the note taker)
How very curious! I was brought up in Largelady Park, near
Epsom.

THE NOTE TAKER [uproaricusly amused] Hal hal What a devil
of a name! Excuse me. [To the daughier] You want a cab, do
your

THE DAUGHTER. Dont dare speak to me.

TiE MOTHER. Oh please, please, Clara. [ Her daughrer repudiates
her with an angry shrug and retives haughuly]. We should be so
grateful 1o you, sir, if you found us a cab. [ The nose taker produces
a whistle]. Oh, thank vou. [She joins ker dougher].

The note taker blows a piercing blast.

THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER. There! I knowed he was a plain-
clothes copper.

THE BYSTANDER. | hat aint 2 police whistle: thats a sporting
whistle,

THE FLOWER GIRL [still preoccupied with her wounded feelings)
He’s no right to take away my character, My character is the same
10 me as any lady’s.

uE WoTE TAKER. ] dont know whether youve noticed It but
the rain stopped about two minutes ago.

THE BYSTANDER. 90 it has. Why didnt you say so before? and
us losing our time listening to your silliness! [He walks off to-
wards the Strand].

14
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THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER. I can tell where you come from.
You come from Anwell. Go back thers,

THE NOTE TARER [helpfully} Hanwell.

THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER [affecting great distincrion ofspeech]
Thenk you, teacher. Haw haw! So long [Ae touches his har with
maock respect and strolis off |+

THE FLOWER GIRL. Frightening people like that! How would
he like it himself?

THE MOTHER. It's quite fine now, Clara. We can walk to a
motor bus. Come. [$4e gothers her skires above her ankies and
hurries off towards the Strand.

THE DAUGHTER. But the cab—{er mother is out of hearing]. Oh,
how tiresome! [Ske follows angrify].

All the rest have gone except the nove taker, the genilemon, and
the flower girl, who sits arranging her baskez, and siill pivying her-
seff in murmurs,

THE FLOWER GIRL. Poor girtll Hard enocugh for her o live
without being worrited and chivied.

THE GENTLEMAN [resurning to his former place on the note taker's
leftl How do you do it, if | may ask?

THE NOTE TAKER, Simply phonetes. The science of speech.
Thats rmy profession: also my hoebby. Happy is the man who can
make a living by his hobby! Y ou can spot an [rishman ora York-
shireman by his brogue. J can place any man within six miles, 1
can place him within two miles in London. Sometmes within two
streets.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Ought to be ashamed of himself, unmanly
coward!

THE GENTLEMAN. But is there a living in that?

THE HoTE TaxER, (h yes, Quite a fat one. This is an age of
upstaris. Men begin in Eentish Town with £ 80 a year, and end
in Park Lane with a2 hundred thousand. They want to drop
Kentish Town; but they give themselves away every time they
open their mouths, Now 1 can teach thern-—

]
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THE FLOWER GIRL. Let him mind his own business and leave 2
poor girl—

THE NOTE TAKER [explosively] Woman: cease this detestable
bochooing instantly; or else seek the shelter of some other place
of worship.

THE FLOWER GIRL [with feeble defiance] Ive a right to be here if 1
like, same as you.

THE NOTE TAKER. A woman who utters such depressing and dis-
gusting sounds has no right to be anywhere-—no right to live.
Remember that you are a human being with a soul and the divine
gift of articulate speech: that your native language is the language
of Shakespear and Milton and The Bible; and dont sit there croon-
ing like a bilious pigeon.

THE FLOWER GIRL [quite overwhelmed, looking up at him in
mingled wonder and deprecation without daring to raise her head]
Ah-ah-zh-ow-ow-ow-oo!

THE NOTE TAKER [whipping out his book] Heavens! whata sound!
[He wrises; then holds out the book and reads, reproducing her vowels
exactly] Ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-ow-o0!

THE FLOWER GIRL [sickled by the performance, and laughing in
spite of herself} Garn!

THE NOTE TAKER. You see this creature with her kerbstone
English: the English that will keep her in the guster to the end of
her days. Well, siz, in three months I could pass that girl off asa
duchess at an ambassader’s garden party. | could even get hera
place as lady’s maid or shop assistant, which requires better
English.

THE FLOWER GIRL. What's that you say?

THE NOTE TAKER. Yes, you squashed cabbage leaf, you disgrace
to the noble architecture of these columns, you.incarnate insuit
to the English language: I could pass you off as the Queen of
Sheba. [To the Gentlernan] Can you believe that?

THE GENTLEMAN, Of course I can. I am myself a student of
Endian dialects; and—
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THE NOTE TAKER [eagerfy] Are you? Do you know Colonel
Pickering, the author of Spoken Sanscrit?

TRE GENTLEMAN. | am Colonel Pickering. Who are you?

THE NOTE Taker. Henry Higgins, author of Higgins’s Uni-
versal Alphabet.

PICKERING {with enthusicsm} I came from India 1o meet you

HIGGINS. [ was going to India to meer you,

PICKERING. Where do you live?

HIGGINS. 274 Wimpole Street. Come and see me tomorrow,

pickErING. I'm at the Carlion. Come with me now and lets
have a jaw over some supper.

uiGGINs. Right you are.

THE FLOWER GIRL [20 Pickering, as he passer her] Buy a flower,
kind gentleman. F'm short for my lodging,

PICKERING. I really havnt any change. I'm sorry [4e goes away].

HIGGINS [shocked az the girl’s mendaciey] Liar. You said you
could change half-a-crown.

THE FLOWER GIBL | rising in desperasion] You ought to be stuffed
with naile, you ought. [Flinging the basker ar his feer] Take the
whole blooming basket for sixpence.

The church clock strikes the second quarter.

Hiceins [hearing in it the voice of God, rebuking Aim for his
Pharisaic want of charity to the poor girl] A revvinder. [He raises Ais
hae solemnly; then throws a handful of monzy into the bosker and
follows Pickering).

THE FLOWER GIRL | picking up & half-crown] Ah-ow-och! [Pick-
ing up a couple of florins] Aaah-ow-ooh! [ Picking up several coins’
Azazaah-ow-ooh! [Picking up a half-sovereign] Aaaaaaaaasash-
ow-oohk!i!l

FREDDY [springing out of @ taxicab] Got one at last. Hallo! [T
the girl] Whers are the two ladies that were here!

THE FLOWER GIRL. They walked 1o the bus when the rain
stopped.

FrEDDY. And left me with 2 cab on my hands! Damnation!
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THE FLOWER GIiRL [wilh grandeur] Never mind, young man.
I’ going home i a tax:. [She sails off to the cab. The driver puls
his hand behind fim and holds the door firmly shut against her. Quile
understanding s mistrusl, she shews fim her handful of mones]. A
taxi fare aint to object to me, Charlie. [He grins and opens the
doorl. Here. What about the baske:?

THE TAXmAN. Give it here. Tuppence extra.

THE FLOWER GIRL. No: [ dont want nobody to see it, [She
crushes i wnto the cab and gels in, continuing the conversation through
the window ] Goodbye, Freedy.

FREDDY [dazedly raising his hat] Goodbye.

TAXIMAN, Where to?

THE FLOWER GIRL. Bucknam Pellis [Buckingham Palacel.

TaxiMaN. What d’ve mean-—Bucknam Pellis?

THE FLOWER GIRL. Ldont you know where it is? In the
Green Park, where the King lives. Goodbye, Freedy. Dont
let me keep vou standing there, Goodbye.

FREDDY. Goodbve. [He goes].

taxiMan. Here? Whats this about Bucknam Pellis? What
business have you at Bucknam Pellis?

THE TLOWER GIRL. (f course I havnt none. But I wasat
going o let him know that. You drive me home.

TAXIMAN. And wheres home?

THE FLOWER GIRL. Angel Court, Drury Lane, next Meikle-
john’s oil shop.

taxmman. That sounds more like it, Judy. [He drives off 1.

+* 3 * * #* ®

Let us follow the taxi to the entrance to Angel Court, a
narrow little archway between two shops, one of themn Meikle-
john’s cil shop. When it stops there, Eliza gets out, dragging
her basket with her.

THE FLOWER GIRL. FHow much?

TAXIMAN [indicating the taxtmeter | Cant you read? A shilling,

THE FLOWER GIRL. A shilling for two minutes!!

TaxMaN. Two minutes or ten: it’s all the same.
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THE FLOWER oIrL. Well T dont call it right.

TaxiMan, Ever been in a taxi before?

THE FLOWER GIRL [wilh dignity] Hundreds and thousands of
times, young man.

TAXIMAN [laughing at her) Good for you, Judy. Keep the
shilling, darling, with best love from all at bome. Good luck!
[ e drives off }.

THE FLOWER GIRL [fumiliated | Impidence!

She picks up the basket and trudges up the alley with it to her
lodging : @ small room with very old wall paper hanging loose in ike
damp places. A broken pane in the window is mended with paper. A
porirait of a popular acter and a fashion plate of ladies’ dresses, all
wildly bevond the poor flower girl’s means, both torn from newspapers,
are pinned up on the wall. A birdeage hangs in the window ; bui s
tenant died long ago : 1t vemains as a memorial onfy.

These are the only wisible luxuries: the rest is the irreducible
minimum of poverty’s needs : a wreiched bed heaped with all soris of
coverings thai have any warmth in them, ¢ draped packing case with
a basin and jug on it and a little looking glass over tf, a chair and
table, the refuse of some suburban kiichen, and an American alarum
slock on the shelf above the unused fireplace: the whole [ighted wiih
a gas lamp with a penny in the slot meter. Rent: four shillings a
week.

Here the flower girl, chronically weary, but too excited to
go to bed, sits, counting her new riches and dreaming and
planning what to do with them, untl the gas goes out, when
she enjoys for the first time the sensation of being able to put
in another penny without grudging it. This predigal mood
does not extinguish her gnawing sense of the need for economy
sufficiently to prevent her from calculating that she can dream
and plan in bed more cheaply and warmly than sitting up
without a fire. 5o she takes off her shawl and skirt and adds
them to the miscellaneous bed-clothes. Then she kicks off her
shoes and gets inte bed without any further change.
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ACT I

Next day at 11 a.m. Higgins's laboratory in J¥, impole Strees. Ftis
a room on the first floor, looking on the streer, and was means Jor the
drawing room. The double doors are in the middle of the back wall;
and persons entering find in the corner to their right wwo 1ail file
cabinets at right angles to one another against the walls, In this corner
stands a flat writing-table, on which are a phonograph, a Jaryngo-
scope, @ row of tiny organ pipes with a bellows, a set of lamp chimnays
Jfor singing flames with burners attached 1o a gas plug in the wall by
an indiarubber tule, several tuning-forks of different sizes, a dife-size
image of half @ human head, shewing in section the vocal organs, and
a box containing a supply of wax cylinders for the phonograph.

Further down the reom, on the same side, is a fireplace, with a
comfortable leather-covered easy-chair at the side of the hearth
nearest the door, and a conl-scuztle. There is @ clock on the mantel-
piece. Between the fireplace and the phonograph table is a stand for
Agwspapers.

On the other side of the central door, 10 the left of the visitor, is a
cabinet of shallow drawers. On it is @ telephone and the telephone
directory. The corner beyond, and most of the side wall, is occupied
by a grand piano, with the keyboard at the end furihest from the
door, and a bench for the player extending the full length of the key-
board. On the piano is a dessert dish heaped with fruit and sweets,
mostly chocolazes.

The middle of the room is clear. Besides the easy-chair, the piano
beneh, and wwo chairs at the phonograph iable, there is one stray
chair. It stands near the fireplace. On the walls, engravings: mostly
Piranesis and megpotint portraits. No painsings.

Pickering is seated at the table, pustting down some cards and a
tuning-fork whick he has been using. Higgins is standing up near
him, closing two or three file drawers which are hanging our. He
appears in the morning fight as a robust, vital, apperiying sort of
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man of forty or thereabouss, dressed in a professional-looking black
Sfrock-coat with a white linen collar and black silk tie. He is of the
energeric, scientific type, keartily, even violently inserested in every-
thing that can be siudied as a sciensific swbject, and careless about
himself and other people, including their feelings. He is, in fact, bu
for kis years and sige, rather ke a very impetuous baby “raking
notice” eagerly and loudly, and reguiring almoss as muck waiching
1o keep him out of unintended mischief. His manner varies from
genial bullying when he is in a good humor to stormy petulance when
anything goes wrong; but he is so entirely frank end void of malice
thar ke remuoins likeable even in his least reasonable moments.

miGGING [as he shuts the Jase drower] Well, I think thats the whole
show.

PIckERING. It's really amazing. I havnr taken half of it in, you
know.

wicGins. Would you like to go over any of it again?

PICKERING [rising and coming to the fireplace, where he plonss
himself with his back to the fire] Wo, thank you: not now. I'm quite
done up for this morning.

HIGGINS [ following him, and standing beside him on his lfi}
Tired of listening o sounds?

PICKERING. Yes, It's a fearful strain. I rather fancied myself
because I can pronounce rwenty-four distinct vowel sounds; but
your hundred and thirty beat me. I cant hear a bit of difference
between most of them.

WIGGINS [chuckiing, and going over to the piano to eat sweets] Oh,
that comes with practice. You hear no difference at firsg; but you
keep on listening, and presently you find theyre all as different as
A from B. [Mrs Pearce looks in: she is Higgins's housekeeper].
Whats the matter?

MRS PEARCE [hesiraning, evidenily perplexed] A young woman
asks to see you, sif.

HIGGINS, A young woman! What does she want?
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MRS PEARCE. Well, sir, she says youll be glad to see her when
you know what she’s come about. She’s quite a common girl, sir.
Very common indeed. I should have sent her away, only I thought
perhaps you wanted her to talk into your machines. I hopelve not
done wrong; but really you see such quesr people sometimes-—
youll excuse me, I'm sure, sir—

HiGGINS, Oh, thats all right, Mrs Pearce. Has she an interesting
accent?

MRS PEARCE. Oh, something dreadful, sir, really. I dont know
how you can take an interest in it.

HIGGINS [to Pickering] Lets have her up. Shew her up, Mrs
Pearce [Ae rushes across 1o his working table and picks our a cylinder
to use on the phonograph).

MRS PEARCE [only half resigned t0 it] Very well, sir. If's for you
to say. [She goes downseairs].

Hiceins. This is rather a bit of luck, Tl shew you how I make
records. We'll set her ralking; and T'll take it down first in Bell's
visible Speech; then in broad Romic; and then we'll ger her on
the phonograph so that you can tum her on as often as you like
with the written transeript before you.

MRS PRARCE [returning] This is the young woman, sir.

The flower girl enters in state. She has a hat with three osirich
feathers, orange, sky-blue, and red. She has a nearly clean apron, and
the shoddy coar has been vidied a little. The pathos of this deplorable
Jigure, with its innocent vanity and consequensial air, wouches Picker-
ing, who has afready straightened himself in the presence of Mrs
Pearce. But as to Higgins, the only distinction he makes between men
and women is that when he is neither bullying nor exclaiming to the
heavens against some feather-weight cross, he coaxes women as a
child coaxes its aurse when it wants to ger anything our of her.

HIGGINS [brusquely, recogniping her with unconcealed disappoine-
ment, and at once, babylike, making an intolerable grievance of it}
Why, this is the girl T jorted down last night. She’s no use: Ive got
all the records 1 want of the Lisson Grove lingo; and I'm not
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going to waste another cylinder on it [7o zhe girl/] Be off with
your 1 dont want you.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Diont you be so saucy. You aint heard what
1 come for vet. [To Mrs Pearce, who is waiting ar the door for
further instructions] Did you tell him [ come in a taxi?

MRS PEARCE. Nonsense, girll what do you think a gentleman
like Mr Higgins cares what you came in?

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

niccins. Good enough for what?

THE FLOWER GinL. Good encugh for ye-00. Now you know,
dont you? I'm come to have lessons, [ am. And to pay for em
ta-00: make no mistake.

uicoins [seupent] Welllll [Recovering his breath with a gasp}
What do you expect me 1o say to you?

tHE rroweR cikL. Well, if you was a gentleman, you might
ask me to sit down, [ think. Dont I tell you Pm bringing you
business?

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

THE FLOWER GIRL [running away in terror to the piano, where she
turns at bay| Ali-ah-oh-ow-ow-ow-oo! [ Founded and whimper-
ing] I wont be called a baggage when Ive offered to pay like any
fady.

Motionless, the two men stare as her from the other side of the
reoim, amazed.

PICKERING [gently] But what is it you want?

THE FLOWER GIRL. I want to be a lady in a flower shop stead of
sellin at the corner of Tottenham Court Road. Bur they wont
take me unless I can talk more genteel. He said he could teach me.
Well, here T am ready to pay him--not asking any favor—and
he treats me zif I was dirt.
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MRS PEARCE. How can you be such a foolish ignorant girl as to
think you could afford to pay Mr Higging?

THE FLOWER GIRL. Why shouldnt 12 T know what lessons cost
as well as you doj and I'm ready 1o pay.

urcciNs, How much?

THE FLOWER GIRL [coming back to him, triumphant} Now youre
talking! T thought youd come off it when you saw a chance of
getting back a bit of what you chucked at me last night. [Con-
Jfideruially] Youd had a drop in, hadnt you?

HIGGINS [ peremprorily] Bit down.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Oh, if youre going to make a compliment
of it—

HIGGINS [thundering et her] Sit down.

MRS PEARCE [severely] Sit down, girl. Do as youre old.

THE FLOWER GIAL. Ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-ool [Ske stonds, half re-
bellious, half bewildered).

PICKERING [very courteous] Wont you sit down? [He places the
siray chair near the hearthrug berween himself and Higgins].

THE FLOWER GIRL {covly] Dont mind if I do. {8he sits down.
Pickering returns lo the heavthrug |,

HIGGINS. Whats your name?

THE FLOWER GIRL. Liza Doolitte.

HIGGINS [declaiming gravely]

Eliza, Elizabeth, Betsy and Bess,
They went to the woods to get 2 bird’s nes™
prckErRING, They found a nest with four eggs in iu

HIGGINS. They took one apiece, and left three in it

They leugh heariily et their own fun.

riza. Oh, dont be silly.

MRS PEARCE [ placing herself behind Eliza’s chair] You mustnt
speak to the genteman like thar

L1za. Well, why wont he speak sensible to me?

H166INs, Come back to business. How much do you propose
to pay me for the lessons?
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viza. Oh, T know whats right. A lady friend of mine geis
French lessons for eighteenpence an hour from a real French
gentleman. Well, you wouldnt have the face 10 ask me the same
for teaching me my own language as you wonld for French; so [
wont give more than a shilling. Take it or leave it.

HIGGINS [walking up and down the room, rauling his keys and his
cash in his pockets] You know, Pickering, if you consider ashilling,
not as a simple shilling, but as 3 percentage of this girl’s income,
it works out as fully equivalent to sixty or seventy guineas from a
millionaire.

PICKERING. How sof

HIGGINS. Figure it out. A millionaire has about £150 a day.
She earns about half-a-crown.

11z [haugheily] Who told vou I only—

HIGGINS [consinuing] She offers me two-fifths of her day’s in-
come for a lesson. Two-fifths of a millionaire’s income for a day
would be somewhere about £6o. It’s handsome. By George, it's
enormous! it’s the bigpest offer 1 ever had.

Liza [rising, serrified] Sixty pounds! What are you talking
about? I never offered you sixty pounds. Where would I
get—

HIGEINS. Hold vour tongue,

L1za [weeping] But I aint got sixty pounds. Oh-—

mrs PEARCE. Dont ory, you silly girl Sit down. Nobedy is
going to touch your money.

HIGGINS. Somebody is going to touch you, with a hroomstick,
if you dont stop snivelling. Sit down.

Liza [obeying slowly] Ah-ah-ah-ow-o0-0! One would think
you was my father.

uigeing. If I decide to teach you, I'll be worse than two
fathers to you. Here [Ae offers her his silk handkerchief !

riza. Whats this for?

HIGGINS. To wipe your eyes. To wipe any part of your face
that feels moist. Remember: thats your handkerchief; and thats
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your sleeve. Dont mistake the one for the other if you wish to
become a lady in a shop.

Liza, utterly bewildered, stares helplessly at him.

MRS PEARCE. It's no use talking to her like thar, Mr Higgins:
she doesnt understand you. Besides, youre quite wrong: she
doesnt do it that way at all [she takes she Aandkerchicf ).

L1z [snasching it] Herel You give me thar handkerchief. He
gev it to me, not (0 you.

PICKERING [laughing] He did. | think it must be regarded as her
property, Mrs Pearce.

MRS PEARCE [resigning herself | Serve you right, Mr Higgins.

picKERING. Higgins: I'm interested. What about the ambas-
sador’s garden party? I'll say youre the greatest reacher alive if
you make that good. I'll bet you all the expenses of the experi-
ment you cant do it. And I'll pay for the lessons.

Liza. Oh, you are real good. Thank you, Caprtain.

HIGGINS [tempted, looking ws her] It's almost irresistible. She's
5o deliciously low—so horribly dirgy—

1174 [protesting extremely] Ah-ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-oo-oo!l! I
aint dirty: I washed my face and hands afore I come, 1 did.

PICKERING. Youre certainly not going to tum her head with
fHattery, Higgins.

MRS PEARCE [uneasy] Oh, dont say tha, sir: theres more ways
than one of mrning a girl’s head; and nobody can do it better than
Mr Higgins, though he may not always mean it. I do hope, sir,
you wont encourage him to do anything foolish.

HIGGINS [becoming excited as the idea grows on him] What is life
but a series of inspired follies? The difficulty is to find them 1o do.
Mever lose a chance: it doesnt come every day. I shall make 2
duchess of this draggletailed gurtersnipe.

LIZ4 [strengly deprecating this view of fer] Ah-zh-ah-ow-0w-col

HIGGINS [carried away] Yes: in six months—in three if she has
a good ear and a quick tongue—T'll take her anywhere and pass
her off as anything. We'll start today: now! this moment! Take
2

PYGMALION

her away and clean her, Mrs Pearce. Monkey Brand, if it wont
come off any other way. Is there a good fire in the kitchen?

MRS PEARCE [ protesting] Yes; bue—

H1GGINS [scorming on] Take all her clothes off and burn them.
Ring up Whiteley or somebody for new ones. Wrap her up in
brown paper til they come.

1iza. Youre no gentleman, youre not, to talk of such things.
I'm a good girl, I am; and I know whar the like of you are, | do,

HIGGINS. We want none of your Lisson Grove prudery here,
young woman. ¥ ouve got to learn to behave like a duchess, Take
her away, Mrs Pearce. If she gives you any trouble, wallop her.

Liza [springing up and rusning between Pickering and Mrs
Pearce for protection] Nol I'll call the police, T will,

MRS PEARCE. But Ive no place to put her.

HIGGINS. Pug her in the dustbin,

Liza. Ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-ool

pickERING. Oh come, Higgins! be reasonable.

MRS PEARCE [resofurely] You must be reasonable, Mr Higgins:
really you must. You cant walk over everybody like this,

Higgins, thus scolded, subsides. The hurricane is succeeded by o
vephyr of amiable surprise.

uicGiNg [with professional exquisiteness of modulasion] T walk
over everybody! My dear Mrs Pearce, my dear Pickering, I never
had the slightest intention of walking over anyone. AL propose
is that we should be kind to this poor girl. We must help her o
prepare and fit herself for her new stadon in life. If I did not
express myself clearly it was because I did not wish to hurt her
delicacy, or yours.

Lira, reassured, steals back to her chair,

MRS PEARCE [20 Pickering] Well, did you ever hear anyihing
like that, sir?

PICKERING [laughing hearsily] Never, Mrs Pearce: never,

HIGGINS [ patienily] Whats the matter?

MRS PEARCE. Well, the marter is, sir, that you cant take a girf up
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like that as f you were picking up a pebble on the beach.

HIGGINS, Why not?

MRS PEARCE. Why not! But you dont know anything about her.
What about her parents? She may be married.

Liza, Garn!

socins. There! As the girl very properly says, Garn! Married
indeed! Dont you know that a woman of that class fooks a worn
out drudge of fifty a year after she’s married?

11za. Whood marry me?

HIGGING [suddenly resorting to the most thrillingly beautifid fow
tones in his best elocutionary seyfe] 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. You mustnt talk like that to her,

viz4 [rising and squaring herself determinedfy] I'm going away.
He’s off his chump, he is. I dont want no balmies teaching me.

HIGGINS [wounded in his wenderest poine by her insensibilivy ro his
elocution] Oh, indeed! I'm mad, am I? Very well, Mrs Pearce:
you neednt order the new clothes for her. Throw her out,

L1za [whimpering} Nah-ow. You got ne right to touch me.

MRS PEARCE. Y ou see now what comes of being saucy. { Iadicar-
ing the door] This way, please.

11Z4 {almost in tears| | didnt want no clothes. | wouldng have
taken them [she throws away the handkerchizf | 1 can buy my own
clothes.

HIGGING [defely resrieving the handherchief and intercepting her
on her reluctant way to the door} Youre an ungrateful wicked girl.
This is my return for offering to take you out of the guiter and
dress you beautifully and make a lady of you.

MRS PEARCE. Stop, Mr Higgins. { wont allow ir. It’s you that
are wicked, Go home to your parents, gizl; and tell them to rake
better care of you. o

iza. I aint got no parents. They told me 1 was big enough to
earn my own living and turned me out.
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MRS PEARCE. Wheres your mother?

L1za. I aint got no mother, Her that turned me out was my
sixth stepmother. But I done without them. And I'm a good girl,
Tam.

H1GGINS. Very well, then, what on earth is all this fuss abour?
The girl doesnt belong to anybody—is ne use to anybody bt
me. [Fe goes 1o Mrs Pearce and begins coaxing]. You can adopt
her, Mrs Pearce: I'm sure a daughter would be a great amusement
to you. Now dont make any more fuss. Take her downstairs;
and—

mrs PEARCE. But whats to become of her? Is she to be paid
anything? Do be sensible, sir,

H1GGINs. Oh, pay her whatever is necessary: put it down in the
housekeeping book. [Jmpatiensly] What on earth will she want
with money? She’ll have her food and her clothes. She’ll only
drink if you give her money.

L1za [turning on him] Oh you are abrute. It's 2 lier nobody ever
saw the sign of liquor on me. [To Pickering] Oh, sir: youre a
gentlernan: dont let him speak to me like that

PICKERING [in good-humoured remonstrance] Does it occur to
you, Higgins, that the girl has some feelings?

HIGGING [looking critically at her] Oh no, [ dont think so. Not
anty feelings that we need bother about. {Cheerily] Have you,
Eliza?

Liza. I got my feelings same as anyone else.

HIGGINS [to Pickering, reflectively] You see the difficulty?

prekerING, Eh? What difficulty?

#H16GINS, To get her to talk grammar. The mere pronunciation
is easy enough.

viza. [ dont want to talk grammar. I want to talk like a lady in
a fltower-shop.

MRS PEARCE. Will you please keep to the point, Mr Higgins. I
want to know on what terms the girl is to be here. Is she to have
any wages? And what is to become of her when youve finished
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your teaching? You must fock ahead a litde.

HIGGINS [impatiently] Whats to become of her if I leave her in
the gutter? Tell me that, Mrs Pearce.

MRS PEARCE. Thats her own business, not yours, Mr Higgins.

uiceins, Well, when Ive done with her, we can throw her
back into the gutter; and then it will be her own business again;
so thats all right.

1iza. Oh, youve no feeling heart in you: vou dont care for
nothing but yourself. [Ske rises and takes the floor resolutely].
Here! Ive had enough of this. I'm going [making for the door].
You ought to be ashamed of yourself, you ought.

HIGGINS [snatching a chocolate cream from the piano, his eyes
suddenly beginning o swinkle with mischief | Have some chocolates,
Eliza.

Liza [halting, tempted] How do I know what might be in them?
Ive heard of girls being drugged by the like of you.

Higgins whips out his penknife; cuts a chocolate in two; puts ons
half inso his mouth and bolts it; and offers her the other half.

mices. Pledge of good faith, Eliza. 1 eat one half: vou eat the
other. [Zira opens her mouth so retore: he paps the half chocolase
inzo it]. You shall have boxes of them, barrels of them, every day.
You shall ive on them. Eh?

1124 [who has disposed of the chocolate afier being nearly choked
&y ir] T wouldnt have ate it, only I'm too ladylike to iake it out of
my mouth.

uigoins, Listen, Eliza, I think you said you came in a taxi.

viza. Well, what if T did? Ive as good a right 1o take a taxi as
anyone else.

HIGGINS. You have, Eliza; and in future you shall have as many
taxis as you want. Y ou shall go vp and down and round the town
in a taxi every day. Think of tha:, Eliza,

MRs PEARCE. Mr Higgins: youre tempiing the girl, It's not
right. She should think of the future.

HiGGINS, At her age! Nensense! Time enough to think of the
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future when you havnt any future to think of. No, Eliza: do as
this lady does: think of other people’s futures; but never think of
your own. Think of chocolates, and taxis, and gold, 2nd diamonds.

riza. No: I dont want no gold and no diamonds. I'm a good
girl, L am. [Ske sits down again, with an attempt ar dignity].

HIGGINS. You shall remain so, Eliza, under the care of Mrs
Pearce. And you shall marry an officer in the Guards, with a
beautiful moustache: the son of a marquis, who will disinherit him
for marrying you, but will relent when he sees your beauty and
goodness—

PICKERING, Excuse me, Higgins; but T really must interfere.
Mre Pearce is quite right. If this girl is to put herself in your
hands for six months for an experiment in teaching, she must
understand thoroughly what she’s deing.

H1GGNs. How can she? She’s incapable of understanding any-
thing, Besides, do any of us understand what we are doing? If we
did, would we ever do it?

picKERING. Very clever, Higgins; but not to the present point.
{0 Elira] Miss Doclittle—

L1z {overwhelmed] Ah-ah-cw-oo!

uiaGins. There! Thats ali youll get ourof Eliza. Ah-ah-ow-o0i
No use explaining. As a military man you ought 1o know that,
Give her her orders: thats enough for her. Eliza: yvou are to live
here for the next six months, learning how to speak beawiifully,
like a lady in a florist’s shop. If youre good and do whatever
youre told, you shall sleep in a proper bedroom, and have lots to
eat, and meney 10 buy chocolates and take rides in raxis. If youre
naughty and idle you will sleep in the back kitchen among the
black beetles, and he walloped by Mrs Pearce with a broomstick.
At the end of six months you shall go to Buckingham Palace ina
carriage, beautifully dressed. If the King finds out youre not a
lady, you will be taken by the police to the Tower of London.
where your head will be cut off as a warning 1o other presumptu-
ous flower girls. If you are not found out, vou shall have a
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present of seven-and-sixpence to start life with as a lady in 2 shop.
If you refuse this offer you will be a most ungrateful wicked girl;
and the angels will weep for you. [Tb Pickering] Now are you
satished, Pickering? {70 Mrs Pearce] Can 1 put it more plainly
and fairly, Mrs Pearce?

MRS PEARCE [ patfent/y] I think youd better let me speak to the
girl properly in private. T dont know that I can take charge of her
or consent to the arrangement at all. Of course I know you dont
mean her any harm; bat when you get what you call interested in
people’s accents, you never think or care what may happen to
them or you. Come with me, Eliza.

HiGGiNs. Thats all right. Thank you, Mrs Pearce. Bundle her
off to the bath-room.

L1zA [rising reluctantly and suspiciousfy] Youre a great bully,
you are. I won stay here if I dont like. I wont let nobody wallop
me. I never asked to go to Bucknam Palace, I didnt. T was never
in trouble with the police, not me. I'm a goad girl-—

MRS PEARCE. Dont answer back, girl. You dont understand the
gentleman. Come with me. [She leads the way to the door, and holds
i¢ apen for Elizal.

L1z4 [as she govs o] Well, what I say is right. I wont go near
the King, not if I'm going to have my head cut off. If I'd known
what I was letting myself in for, I wouldnt have come here, 1
always been a good girl; and I never offered to say a word to him
and I dont ewe him nothing; and I dont care; and I wont be put
upon; and [ have my feelings the same as anyone else—

Mrs Pearce shurs the door; and Fliza’s plaints are no longer
audible.

= &= = & A &

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.

MRS PEARCE. [ will have to put you here, This will be your bed-
room,
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tiza. O-h, T couldnt sleep here, missus. [¢'s too good for the
likes of me. I should be afraid to touch anything. I aint a duchess
vet, you know.

MRS PEARCE. You have got to make yourselt as clean as 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 dressingroom,
now modernized as a bathroom).

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

MRS PEARCE. 1t is not a copper. This is where we wash our-
selves, Eliza, and where I am going to wash you. '

L1ZA. 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 every
Saturday night; and she died of i1

1Rs PEARCE. Mr Higgins has the gentlemen’s bathroom down-
stairs; and he has a bath every morning, in cold water.

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

RS PEARCE. If you are to sit with him and the Colonel and be
raught you will have 10 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.

L1z4 [weeping} I couidnt. T dursat. Its not nateral: it would kifl
me. Ive never had a bath in my life: not what youd call a proper
one.

MRS PEARCE. Well, dont you wans to be clean and sweet and
decent, like a lady? You know you cant be 2 nice girl inside if
youre a dirty stue outside.

11Z4. Boohoo!!!!

MRS PEARCE. Now stop crying and go back into your room and
rake off all your clothes. Then wrap yourself in this [ Taking
down a gown from its peg and handing it to her] and come back 1o
me. T will get the bath ready.

11z4 [a/l tears] I cant. I wont. I'm not used to it. Ive never took
off all my clothes before. It’s not right: it’s not decent,
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MRS PEARCE. Nonsense, child. Dont you ke off all your
clothes every night when you go to bed?

uiza {emazed] No. Why should I? T should carch my death.
Of course [ take off my skirt.

MRS PEARCE. Do you mean that you sleep in the underclothes
you wear in the daytime?

11z4. What else have I o sleep in?

MRS PEARCE. You will never do that again as long as you live
here. I will get you a proper nightdress.

L1za. 2o you mean change into cold things and lie awake
shivering half the night? You want to kill me, you do.

MRS PEARCE. | want to change you from a frowzy slut to a
clean respectable girl fit to sit with the gentlemen in the study.
Are you going to trust me and do what I tel! you or be thrown
out and sent back to your flower basket?

L1za. But you dont know what the cold is to me. You dont
know how I dread it

MRS PEARCE. Your bed wont be cold here: T will put a hot water
bottle in it. [Pushing her inte the bedroom] OF with you and
undress,

11z4. Oh, if only I'd a known what a dreadful thing it is to be
clean I'd never have come. I didnt know when I was well off, I—
[Mrs Pearce pushes her through the door, but leaves it partly open
lest her prisoner should take to flight].

Mrs Pearce puts on a pair of white rubber slesves, and fills the
bath, mixing hot and cold, and testing the result with the batk ther-
momerer. She perfumes it with a bandful of bath salts and adds a
palmful of mustard, She then takes a formidable looking long handled
scrubbing brush and soups it profusely with a ball of scented seap.

Eliza comes back with nothing on bur the bath gown huddied
tightly round her, a piteous spectacle of abject terror.

MRS PEARCE. Now come along. Take that thing off.

11z4. Oh I couldnt, Mrs Pearce: 1 reely couldnt. I never done
such a thing.
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MRS FEARCE. Nonsense. Here: step in and tell me whether its
hot encugh for you.

L1za. Ah-oo! Ah-oo! It's too hot.

MRS PEARCE [ deftly snatching the gown away and throwing Eliza
down on her back] It wont hurt you. [She sets to work with che
scrubbing brushl.

Elizd's screams are heartrending.

%* * # * & &

Meanwhile the Colonel has been having it our with Higgins
about Eliza. Pickering has come from the hearth to the chair and
seated himself astride of it with his atmns on the back to cross-
examine him.

PICKERING. Excuse the straight question, Higgins. Are you a
man of good character where women are concerned?

HIGGINS [moedily] Have you ever met a man of good character
where wormen are concerned?

PICKERING. Yes: very frequeatly.

HIGGINS {dogmatically, lifting himself on his hands 1o the level of
the piano, and sitting on it with o bounce] Well, T havrer. I find that
the moment [ let 2 woman make friends with me, she becomes
jealous, exacting, suspicious, and a damned nuisance. ] find that
the moment I ler myself make friends with 2 woman, T become
selfish and ryrannical. Women upset everything. When you let
them into your life, you find that the woman is driving at one
thing and youre driving at another.

pICKERING. At what, for example?

HIGGINS [coming off the piano restlessly] Oh, Lord knows! I
suppose the woman wants to live her own life; and the man wants
to live his; and each tries to drag the other on to the wrong track.
One wants 10 go north and the other south; and the resulr is thae
both have to go east, though they both hate the east wind. [He
sits down on the bench at the keyboard]. So here I am, a confirmed
old bachelor, and likely to remain so.

PICKERING [rising end standing over him gravely] Come, Hig-
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gins! You know what I mean, [f U'm to be in this business I shall
feel responsible for that girl. Thope it's understood that no advan-
tage is to be raken of her position,

miceins, What! That thing! Sacred, 1 assure you. [Rising s
explain] You see, she’ll be a pupil; and teaching would be impos-
sible unless pupils were sacred. Ive tanght scores of American
millionairesses how to speak English: the best looking women in
the world. I'm seasoned. They might as well be blocks of wood.
£ might as well be a block of wood. It's—

Mrs Pearce opens the door. She has Eliza’s hat in her hand.
Fickering retives 10 the easy-chair az she hearth and sits down.

HIGGINS [eagerly] Well, Mrs Pearce: is it all righe?

MRS PEARCE [a¢ the door] I just wish to trouble you with a word
if I may, Mr Higgins.

#1eGINs. Yes, certainly. Come in. [She comes forward). Dont
burn that, Mrs Pearce. I'll keep it as a curiosity. [He rakes the hat].

MRS PEARCE. Handle it carefully, sir, please. I had to promise
her not 1o burn it; but I had better put it in the oven for a while.

HIGGINS [ putring it down hasiily on the piano] Oh! thank you.
Well, what have you to say to me?

PICKERING. Am [ in the way?

MRS PEARCE, Not at all, sir. Mr. Higgins: will you please be
very particular what you say before the girl?

H1GGINS [sternly] Of course. I'm always particular about what
I say. Why de you say this to me?

MRS PEARCE [unmoved] No, sir: youre not at ali particular when
youve mislaid anything or when you get a little impatient. Now
it doesnt matter before me: P'm used to it. But you really must
not swear before the girl,

ai1GeiNs Lindignantly] 1 swear! [Most emphatically] 1 never
swear. I detest the habit. Whar the devil do you mean?

MRS PEARCE {sz0lid]y] Thats what I mean, sir. You swear a great
deal too much. I dont mind your damning and blasting,and what
the devil and where the devil and who the devil—
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nigcins. Mrs Pearce: this language from your lips! Really!

MRS PEARCE {not so e put off |-—bur there is 2 certain word 1
must ask you not to use. The girl used it herself when she began
to enjoy the bath. It begins with the same letter as bath. She
knows no better: she learnt it at her mother’s knee. But she must
not hear it from your lips.

siIGGINs [lofily] T cannot charge myself with having ever
uttered it, Mrs Pearce. [She looks at him steadfastly, e adds, biding
an uneasy conscience with a judicial air] Except perhaps in a
moment of extreme and jusiifiable excitement,

#rs PEARCE. Only this morning, sir, you applied &t 1o vour
boots, to the butter, and o the brown bread.

micains. Oh, that! Mere alliteration, Mrs Pearce, natural o a
poet. ,

s PEARCE. Well, sir, whatever you choose o call it, T beg you
not 10 let the gird hear you repeat it.

sigeins. Oh, very well, very well, Is that ali?

Mas PEARCE. No, siv. We shall bave 10 be very particular with
this giel as 1o personal cleanliness,

wiaeINs. Certainly. Quite right. Most important.

MRS PEARCE, [ mean not to be slovenly about her dress or un-
tidy in teaving things abous.

BIGGINS [ going to her solemndy] Jusi so. [ intended to call your
attention o that. [He posses on to Pickering, who is enjoying the
conversation immensely]. It is these Hule things that marter,
Pickering. Take care of the pence and the pounds will take care of
themselves is as true of personal habits as of money. [He comes
t0 anchor on the hearthrug, with the cir of a maon in an unassailable
positiont.

MRS PEARCE. Ves, sir. Then might [ ask you not to come down
to breakfast in your dressing-gown, 0r at any rate not to use it as
a napkin to the extent you do, sir. And if you would be so good
as not to eat everything off the same plate, and 10 remember not
to put the porridge saucepan out of your hand on the clean zble-
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cloth, it would be a better example to the girl. You know you
nearly choked yourself with a fishbone in the jam only last
week.

RIGGINS [routed from the hearthrup and drifting back to the piano)
I may do these things sometimes in absence of rmind; but surely [
dont do them habitwally., [Angrify] By the way: my dressing-
gown smells most damnably of benzine,

mRrs PEARCE. No doubt it does, Mr Higgins. Butif you will wipe
your fingers—

HIGGINS [ yelling] Oh very well, very well: I'll wipe them in my
hair in future,

MRS PEARCE. { hope youre not offended, Mr Higgins,

HIGGINS [shocked ar finding himself thought capable of an un-
amiable sensiment] Not at all, not at all. Youre quite righs, Mrs
Pearce: I shall be particularly careful before the girl. Is that all?

MES PEARCE. Mo, sir. Might she use some of those Japanese
dresses you brought from abroad? I really cant put her back into
her old things.

mooins. Certainly, Anything you like. Is that all?

MRS PEARCE. Thank you, sir. Thats all. [She goes ou].

HIGGINS. You know, Pickering, that woman has the most
extraordinary ideas about me. Here I am, a shy, difident sort of
mari. [ve never been able 1o feel really grown-up and remendous,
like other chaps. And yet she's firmly persnaded thar I'm an
arbitrary overbearing bossing kind of person. I cant account for it.

MJ"S Pearce FELUTFLE.

MRS PEARCE. If you please, sir, the rouble’s beginning already.
‘Theres a dustman downstairs, Alfred Doolitde, wants to see you.
He says you have his daughter here.

PICKERING {rising] Phew! I sayl

HIGGINS | prompely] Send the blackguard up.

Mes PEARCE. Oh, very well, sir. [She goes ouz].

PICKERING. He may not be 2 blackguard, Higgins.

HIGGINS. Nonsense. Of course he’s a blackguard.
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prcEERING, Whether he is or not, ’'m afraid we shall have some
trouble with him.

HIGGINS [confidently] Oh no: I think not. If theres any mouble
he shall have it with me, not I with him. And we are sure 10 get
something interesting out of him.

PICKERING. About the girl?

ricciNs. No. I mean his dialect.

PIcKERING. Ohl

MRS FPEARCE [az the door] Doolittle, sir. [She admits Doolitels
and retires].

Alfred Doolistle is an elderly but vigorous dusiman, clad in the
costume of kis profession, including a har wirh a back brim covering
his neck and shoulders. He has well marked and rather inreresting
feasures, and seems equally free from fear and conscience. He has a
remarkably expressive voice, the result of a hobit of giving vent fo
his feelings without reserve. His presen: pose is that of wounded
honor and stern resolution.

DOOLITTLE [as the door, uncertain which of the vwo gendemen is
his man] Professor Igging!

HIGGING, Here. Good morning. 5it down.

pooLTTLE. Morning, Governor. [#e sits down magisterially] 1
come ahout a very serious matter, Governor,

wiGGiINs (i Pickering] Brought up in Hounslow. Mother
Welsh, I should think. [ Doedittle opens Ais mouth, amaged, Higgins
consinues] What do you want, Dooliule?

DOOLITTLE [menaringly| I want my daughter: thats whatI want,
See?

migeins. Of course you do. Youre her father, arnt you? You
dont suppose anyone else wants her, do you? I'm glad 0 see you
have some spark of family feeling left. She's upstairs. Take her
away at once.

DOOLITTLE [rising, fearfully taken aback] What.

HIGGINS. Take her away. Do you suppose I'm going to keep
your daughter for you?
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DOOLITTLE [remonstrating] Mow, now, look here, Governor. Is
this reasonable? Is it fairity to take advantage of a man like this?
The girl belongs to me. You got her. Where do [ come in? [He
sits down again].

H1GGINS, Your daughter had the audacity to come to my house
and ask me to teach her how 10 speak properly so that she could
get a place in a flower-shop. This gentleman and my housekeeper
have been here all the time. {Bullying him] How dare you come
here and attemnpt 1o blackmail me? You sent her here on purpose.

DOOLITTLE | protesting] No, Goveraor,

Hi¢GiNs. You must have, How else could you possibly know
that she is here?

pooLiTTLE. Dont take a man up like that, Governor.

HIGGINS, | he police shall take you up. This is a plant-—a plot
to extort money by threats. I shali telephone for the police [Ae goes
resolutely v the telephone and opens the divectory).

pooLiTTLE, Have 1 asked you for 2 brass farthing? [leave it to
the gentleman here: have I said 2 word about money?

HIGGINS [throwing the book aside and marching down on Doolitele
with a poser] What else did you come for?

DOOLITTLE {sweeely] Well, what would 2 man come for? Be
human, Governor,

HIGGINS {disarmed | Alfred: did you put her up 10 it?

DOOLITTLE. 30 help me, Governor, I never did. T iaks my
Bible oath I aint seen the girl these rwo months past.

HIGGINS. I hen how did you know she was here?

DOOLITTLE [“most musical, most melancholy”] T'11 tell vou,
Governer, if youll only let me get 2 word in. P'm willing to tell

you. Pm wanting to tell you. U'm waiting to tell you.

HIGGINS. Pickering: this chap has a certain narural gify of
rhetoric. Observe the rhythm of his native woodnotes wild. “I'm
willing to tell you: I'm wanting to teli you: I'm waiting to tell
you.” Sentimental rhetoric! thats the Welsh strain in him. It also
accounts for his mendacity and dishonesty.
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picreRING. Oh, please, Higgins: I'm west country myself. [ 7o
Doofizele] How did you know the girl was here if you didnt
send her?

DOOLITTLE. It was like this, Governor. The girl tcok a boy in
the taxi to give him a jaunt. Son of her landlady, he is. He hung
sbout on the chance of her giving him another ride home. Well,
she sent him back for her luggage when she heard you was willing
for her to stop here. I met the boy at the corner of Long Acre and
Endell Street.

micGINs. Public house. Yes?

pooLITTLE. The poor man’s club, Governor: why shouldnt I?

prcrerinG. Do let him tell his story, Higpins.

pooLITTLE. He told me what was up. And I ask you, what was
my feelings and my duty as a father? I says 1o the boy, “You
bring me the luggage,” 1 says—

PICKERING., Why didnt you go for it yourself?

pooLitTiE. Landlady wouldnt have trusted me with if
Governor. She’s that kind of woman: you know. I had to give
the boy a penny afore he trusted me with it, the lirde swine. I
broughi it to her just to oblige you like, and make myself agree-
able. Thats all.

mracins. How much luggage?

pooLrTTiE. Musical instrumment, Gevernor. A few pictares, 2
trifie of jewlery, and a bird-cage. She said she didnt want no
clothes. What was I to think from that, Governor? [ ask you asa
parent what was [ to think?

HIGGINS. S0 you came to rescue her from worse than death,
eh?

DOCLITTLE {appreciatively: relieved at being so well understood]
Just so, Governor. Thats right.

pickERING. But why did you bring her luggage if you inrended
to take her away?

pooLTTLE Have I said a word about taking her away? Have l
now?
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#160INS [determinedly] Youre going to take her away, double
quick. [He crosses to the hearth and rings the bell].

DOOLITTLE [rising] No, Governor. Dont say that. I'm not the
man to stand in my girl's light. Heres a career opening for her,
as you might say; and—

Mrs Pearce opens the door and awaits orders.

migoins. Mrs Pearce: this is Eliza’s father. He has come to take
her away. Give her to him. [He goes back 10 she piano, with en air
of weshing his honds of the whole affair}.

pooLITTLE. No. This is 2 misunderstanding, Listen here—

mRs PEARCE. He cant take her away, Mr Higgins: how can he?
You told me 1o burn her clothes.

pooLrTrLE. Thats right. [ cant carry the girl through the streets
like a blooming monkey, can I? T put it to yon.

#1GeINs. You have put it to me thar you want your daughter.
Take your daughter. If she has no clothes go out and buy her
some.

DOCLITTLE {desperate] Wheres the clothes she came in? Did I
burn them or did your missus here?

MRS PEARCE. | am the housekeeper, if you please. I have sent
for some clothes for your girl. When they come you can take her
away, You can wait in the kitchen, This way, please.

Doolivele, much troubled, accompanies her ro the door; then hesi-
tates; finally turns confidentially o Higgins.

DOOLITTLE. Listen here, Governor. You and me is men of the
world, aint we?

uiceins, Ohl Men of the world, are we? Youd better go, Mrs
Pearce.

mRs PEARCE. [ think so, indeed, sir. [$4e goes, with digniey].

rickERING, The floor is yours, Mr Doolittle,

poOLITTLE (20 Pickering] I thank you, Governor. [To Higgins,
who takes refuge on the pians bench, a lirle overwhelmed by the
proximity of his visitor, for Doolirele has a professional flavor of dust
abour him], Well, the ruth is, Jve taken a sort of fancy to you,
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Governor; and if you want the girl, 'm not so set on having her
back home again but what | might be open to an arrangement.
Regarded in the light of a2 young woman, she’s a fine handsome
girl. As a daughter she’s not worth her keep; and so I eell you
straight. All T ask is my rights as a father; and voure the last man
alive to expect me o let her go for nothing; for I can see youre
one of the straight sort, Governor, Well, whats a Aive-pound note
1o you? and whats Eliza 10 me? [He turns 10 his chair ond sivs
down judicially},

PICKERING. | think you ought wo know, Doolitde, that Mr
Higgins’s intentions are entirely honorable.

pooLiTrLE. Course they are, Governor. If T thought they
wasnt, I'd ask fifty.

HiGGINS [revolted| Do you mean to say thar you would sell
vour danghter for £50?

pOOLITTLE. Not in a general way I wouldnt; but to oblige a
gentleman like you I'd do a good deal, I do assure you.

PiCKERING. Have you no morals, man?

DOOLITTLE [unabashed] Cant afford them, Governor. Neither
could you if you was as poor as me. Mot that I mean any harm,
you know. Bur if Liza is going to have a bit out of this, why not
me toof

HIGGING {rroubied ] | dont know what o do, Pickering. There
can be no question that as a matter of morals it's a positive crime
to give this chap a farthing: And yee I feel a sort of rough justice
in his claim.

DOOLITTLE. Thats it, Governor. Thats all T say. A father’s
heart, as it were.

PICKERING, Well, T know the feeling; but really it seems hardly
right—

pooLiTTLE. Dont say that, Governor. Doatlook at it that way.
What am [, Governors both? I ask you, what am I? I'm one of
the undeserving poor: thats what I am, Think of what that means
to a man. [t means that he’s up agen middle class morality all the
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time. If theres anything going, and I put in for a bit of it, it's
always the same story: “Youre undeserving; se you cant have it.”
But my needs is as great as the most deserving widow’s that ever
got money out of six different charities in one week for the death
of the same hushand. I dont need less than a deserving man: I
need more. I dont ea less hearty than him; and I drink a lot more.
1 want a bit of amusement, cause I'm a thinking man. 1 want
cheerfulness and a song and a band when I feel low. Well, they
charge me just the same for everything as they charge the deserv-
ing. What is middle class morality? Just an excuse for never
giving me anything. Therefore, I ask you, as two gentlemen, not
to play that game on me. I'm playing straight with you. I aint
pretending to be deserving. I'm undeserving; and I mean 10 go
on being undeserving. I like it; and thats the truth, Will you rake
advantage of a man’s nature to do him out of the price of his own
daughter what he’s brought up and fed and clothed by the sweat
of his brow uniil she’s growed big enough to be interesting t
you two gentlemen? Is five pounds unreasonable? I putiteo you;
and I leave it to you.

HIGGINS [rising, and going over to Pickering] Pickering: if we
were to take this man in hand for three months, he could choose
between a seat in the Cabinet and a popular pulpit in Wales.

PICKERING. What do you say to that, Doolirtle?

DoOLITTLE. Not me, Governor, thank you kindly. Ive heard
all the preachers and all the prime ministers—for I'm a thinking
man and game for politics or religion or social reform same as all
the other amusements—and I tell you it’s a dog’s life any way
you look at it. Undeserving poverty is my line. Taking one
station in society with another, i’s—it’s—well, it's the only one
that has any ginger in it, to my taste.

HIGGINS. I suppose we must give him a fiver.

PICKERING. He'll make a bad use of it, I'm afraid,

pooLrrTLE. Not me, Governor, so help me I wont. Dont you
be afraid that I'll save it and spare it and live idle on it. There
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wont be a penny of it left by Monday: I'll have to go to work
same as if I'd never had it. It wont pauperize me, you bet. Just
one good spree for myself and the missus, giving pleasure to our-
selves and employment to others, and satisfaction to you to think
it’s not been throwed away. You couldnt spend it better,

HIGGINS [taking out his pocker book and coming berween Doo-
firrle and the piono) This is irresistible. Lets give him ten. [He offers
fwo notes to the dustman).

poorITrLE. Mo, Govemner. She wouldnt have the heart w0
spend ten; and perhaps I shouldnr neither. Ten pounds is a lot of
money: it makes a man feel prudent like; and then goodbye 1o
happiness. You give me what I ask you, Governor: not a penny
more, and not a penny less.

PICKERING. Why dont you marry that missus of yours? I rather
draw the line at encouraging that sort of immorality.

pooLiTTLE. Teli her so, Governor: tell her so. /'m willing, It’s
me that suffers by it. Ive no hold on her. T got to be agreeable 1o
her. I got to give her presents. I got to buy her clothes something
sinful. I'm a slave to that woman, Governor, just because I'm not
ber lawful husband. And she knows it too. Catch her marrying
me! Take my advice, Governor: marry Eliza while she’s young
and dont know no better. If you dont voull be sorry for i afier,
If you do, she’il be sorry for it after; but better her than you,
because youre a man, and she’s only 2 woman and dont know
how to be happy anvhow.

niGGeIns. Pickering: if we listen to this man another minute, we
shall have no convictions left. [ 7o Doolitile] Five pounds I think
you said.

pooiITTLE. Thank vou kindly, Governor,

HIGGINS. Youre sure you wont take ten?

DOOLITTLE. Not now. Another time, Governor.

ATGGINS [handing him a five-pound note] Here you are.

DoOLITTLE. Thank you, Governor. Good morning, [He hurries
to the door, anxious to get away with his booty, When he opens it he
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is confronted with a dainty and exguisively clean young Japanese
lady in e simple blue cotton kimono printed cunningly with small
white jasmine blossoms. Mrs Pearce is with her. He gets out of her
way deferentially and apologizes). Beg pardon, miss.

THE JAPANESE LADY. Garn! Dont you know your own

daughter?
DOOLITTLE | exclaiming [ Bly me! it’s Eliza!
HIGGING  paimud- Whats that? This!

PICEERING | tancously |By Jove!

riza. Dont T leck silly?

HIGGINS. Silly?

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

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

MES PEARCE. Please, sir.

HIGGINS [correcting himself | 1 mean excremely silly.

1324, I should ook all right with my hat on. [She rakes up her
hat; purs it on; and walks across the room to the fireplace with a
fashionable airl.

Hiceins. A new fashion, by George! And it ocught o look
horrible!

pooLiTTLE [with fatherly pride] Well, I never thought she'd
clean up as good looking as that, Governor. She's a credit to me,
aing she?

viza. I tell you, i's easy to clean up here, Hot and cold water
on 1ap, 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 smeiling like prim-
roses. Now I know why ladies is so clean, Washing’s a treat for
thers, Wish they could see what it is for the like of me!

mcoINs. 'm glad the bathroom met with your approval.

11za. It didnt: not all of it; and I dont care who hears me say it.
Mrs Pearce knows.
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HIGGINS. %W hat was wrong, Mrs Pearce?

MRS PEARCE [blandly] Oh, nothing, sir. It doesnt martter.

Liza. I had a good mind to break it. I didnt know which way
to lock. But I hung a towel over iy, T did.

niGGINS, Over what?

MRS PEARCE. Over the looking-glass, sir.

mi6Gins. Doolirtle: you have broughe your daughter up wo
strictly.

pooLiTTLE. Me! I never brought her up ar 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 fres-and-easy ways.

1124, I'm a good girl, T am; and I wont pick up no free-and-
€asy ways.

H15GINS, Eliza: if you say again that youre a good girl, your
father shall take you home.

11za. Not him. You dont know my father. All he come here
for was 1o touch you for some money to get drunk on.

pooLiTTLE. Well, what else would [ want money {os? To pu
into the plate in church, I suppose. [ She puts out her rongue ar him,
He is 5o incensed by this thar Pickering presently finds it necessary
to srep 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 roe about it. See?

niGGINS, Have you any further advice to give her before you
g0, Doolinie? Your blessing, for instance.

pooLirrLe. No, Governor: 1 aint such a mug as wo put up my
children to all T know myseilf. Hard enough 1o hold them in with.
out that. f you want Eliza’s mind improved, Governor, you do
it yourself with a strap. So long, gentlemen. [He turns 20 go).

HIGGINS [impressively] Swop. Youll come regularly to see your
daughter. It’s your duty, you know. My brother is a clergyman;
and he could help you in your talks with her.

DOOLITTLE [evasively| Certainly, I'll come, Governor. Not just
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this week, because [ have a job at a distance. But later on you may
depend on me. Afternoon, gentlemen. Afternoon, maam. [He
touches his has 1o Mrs Pearce, whe disdains the salutation and goes
out. He winks ar Higgins, thinking him probably a fellow-sufferer
from Mrs Pearce’s difficult disposition, and follows herl.,

niza. Dont you believe the old Har. He'd as soon you ser a
bulldog on him as a clergyman. You wont see him again in a
hurry.

HIGGINS. [ dont want 1o, Eliza. Do vou?

v1zs. Not me. I dont want never to see him again, I dont. He's
a disgrace 10 me, he is, collecting dust, instead of working at his
trade.

PICKERING. What is his trade, Eliza?

riza. Talking money out of other people’s pockets into his
own. His proper trade’s a navvy; and he works at it sometimes
too-—for exercise—and earns good money at it. Alnt you going
to call me Miss Doolitile any more?

prckERING, | beg vour pardon, Miss Doclittde. Tt was a slip of
the tongue,

Liza. ©Oh, I dont mind; only it sounded so genteel. Tshould
just like to take a taxi to the corner of Tottenham Court Road
and get out there and tell i 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 fashion-
able.

m16GiNs, Besides, you shouldnt cut your old friends now that
vou have risen in the world. Thats what we call snobbery.

viza. 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 1 mean 10 getabitof my own
back. But if P'm to have fashionable clothes, I"ll wait. I should
like to have some. Mrs Pearce says youre geing 1o give me some
to wear in bed at night different to what I wear in the daytime;
but it do seem a waste of money when you could get something
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to shew. Besides, I never could fancy changing into cold things
on & winter night.

MRS PEARCE [coming bock] Now, Eliza. The new things have
come for you to try on.

Liza. Ah-ow-oo-ooh! [She rushes our].

MRS PEARCE | following Aer] Oh, dont rush about like thar, gisl.
[She shuts the door bekind her],

HIGCINS, Pickering: we have taken on a stiff job.

PICKERING [with comviction] Higgins: we have,

ks * +#+ &* & k3

There seems to be some curiosity 28 1o what Higgins's lessons
o Eliza were like. Well, here is a sample: the first one.

Picture Eliza, in her new clothes, and feeling her inside pu
out of step by a lunch, dinner, and breakfast of a kind 10 which
it is unaccustomed, seated with Higgins and the Colonel in the
stucly, feeling Iike a hospital out-patient at a first encounter with
the doctors.

Higgins, constitutionally unable to sit still, discomposes her
still more by striding resdessly about. But for the reassuring
presence and quistude of her friend the Colonel she would run
for her life, even back to Drury Lane.

HIGGINS. Say your alphabet.

piza. I know my alphabet. Do you think I know nothing? 1
dont nead to be taught kike a child.

HIGGINS [thundering] Say your aiphabet.

PICKERING. Say it, Miss Doolinde. You will understand
presently. Do what he telis you; and et him teach you in his
own way.

Liza. Ch well, if you put it like that—~Ahyee, bovee, cayes,
deyee—

HIGGINS [with the roar of a wounded fion] Stop. Listen to this,
Pickering. This is what we pay for as elementary education. This
unfortunate animal has been Jocked up for nine years in school at
our expense to teach her to speak and read the language of
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Shakespear and Milton. And the result is Ahvee, Bo-vee, Ca-yee,
Diao-yee. [To £lizal Say A, B, C, D,

iza [almost in rears| But P sayin it. Ahyee, Boyee, Ca-yee—

HIGGINS. Stop. Say a cup of tea.

Liza. A cappate-ee.

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

r1za. C-c-c—1 cane. C-Cup.

piCKERING. Good. Splendid, Miss Doolittle,

Hicoins. By Jupiter, she’s done it at the first shot. Pickering;
we shall make a duchess of her. [Fo Flire] Now do you think
you could possibly say tea? Not wo-vee, mind: if you ever say
ba-yee ra-yee do-yee again you shall be dragged round the room
three times by the hair of your head, [Fortissime] T, T, T, T,

Liz4 [weeping} I cant hear no difference cep that it sounds more
genteel-like when you say it

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

pickERING. No no. Never mind crying a little, Miss Doolittle:
you are doing very well; and the lessons wont hurt. I promise you
I wont ler him drag you round the roem by your hair

micGins. Be off with you 1o Mrs Pearce and tell her about in.
Think about it. Try o do it by yoursel: and keep your ongue
well forward in your mouth instead of wying w0 roll it up and
swallow it. Another lesson at half-past four this afternvon. Away
with you.

Elira, still sobbing, rushes from the room.

And that is the sort of ordeal poor Eliza has to go through for
months before we meet her again on her first appearance in
London society of the professional class.
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ACT I
It is Mrs Higgins's at-home day. Nobody has yet arrived. Her

drawing room, in a flat on Chelsea Embankment, has three windows
looking on the river; and the ceiling is not so lofty as it would be in
an older house of the same pretension. The windows are open, giving
access 1o a balcony with flowers in pots. If you stand with your face
t0 the windows, you have the fireplace on your left and the door in the
right-hand wail close to the corner nearest the windows.

Myrs Higgins was brought up on Morris and Burne Jones; and
her room, whick is very uniike her son’s room in Wimpole Street, is
not crowded with furniture and listle tables and nicknacks. In the
middle of the room there is a big ottoman; and this, with the carpes,
the Morris wall-papers, and the Morris chinty window curtains and
brocade covers of the sttoman and its cushions, supply alf the orna-
menz, and are much too handsome to be hidden by odds and ends of
wseless things. A few good oil-paintings from the exhibitions in the
Grosvenor Gallery thirey years ago (the Burne Jones, not the
Whistler side of them) are on the walls. The only landscape is a
Cecil Lawson on the scale of a Rubens. There is a portrair of Mrs
Higgins as she was when she defied fashion in her youth in one of the
beautiful Rossertian costumes which, when caricatured by people who
did not understand, led to the absurdities of popular esthesicism in
the eighteen-seventies.

In the corner diagonally opposite the door Mrs Higgins, now over
sixty and long past taking the trouble to dress out of the fashien, sits
writing at an elegantly simple writing-table with a bell buston within
reach of her hand. There is a Chippendale chair further back in the
room berween her and the window nearest her side. At the other side
of the room, further forward, is an Elizabethan chair roughly carved
in the taste of Inigo jones. On the same side a piano in a decorated
case. The corner between the fireplace and the window is occupied by
a divan cushioned in Morris ching.

5T



PYGMALION

Tz is berween four and five in the afterncon.
The door is opened violently; and Higgins enters with kis hat on.

MRS HIGGINS [dismayed} Henry! [Scolding him] What are vou
doing here today? It is my at-home day: you promised not to
come. | As ke dends 1o kiss her, she takes his hat off, and presencs is
to him].

wigoins. Oh bother! [He throws the har down on the table).

MRS HIGGINS, o home at onge.

WIGGINS [kissing her] I know, mother. | came on purpose.

MAS HIGGINS. But you musint. I'm serions, Menry. You offend
ail my friends: they stop coming whenever they meet you.

riceins, Nonsensel [ know I have no small talk; but people
dont mind. [He sits on the scrtee].

mms HiceIns, Oh! dont they? Small wmlk indeed! What about
vour farge talk? Really, dear, you mustnt stay,

miGG s, [ must, Ive a job for you. A phonetic job.

MRS HI16GINS. Mo use, dear. I'm sorry; bue 1 cant get round
your vowels; and though I like to get pretty postcards in your
patent shorthand, I always have o read the copies in ordinary
writing vou so thoughtfuily send me.

HIGGINS. Well, this isnt a phonetic job.

MES HIGGINS, You said it was.

HiGoins. Mot your part of it. [ve picked up a gith,

MRS HIGGINS, [Yoes that mean tiiat some girl has picked youup?

uicgins. Not at all. T dont mean a love affair.

MRS HIGGINS. What a piry!

mGeINs. Why?

MRS HIGGINS, Well, you never fall in love with anyone under
forty-five, When will you discover that there are some rather
nice-looking voung women about?

miGcains. Oh, I cant be bothered with young women. My idea
of a lovable woman is somebody as like you as possible. I shall
never get into the way of seriously liking young women: some
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habiss lie too deep to be changed. [Rising abruptly and walking
about, jingling his money and his keys in his trouser pockers] Besides,
theyre all idios,

MRS HIGGINS. Do vou know what you would do if you really

loved me, Henry?

siecms, Oh bother! Whar? Marry, T suppose.

MRs HIGGINS. No. Stop fidgering and ke your hands out of
vour pockets, [Fiek o geseure of despair, ke obeys and sits down
again]. Thats a good boy. Now tell me about the girl.

HicGiNg. She's coming to see you

MRS HIGGINS, | dont remember asking her.

miGeINs. You didnt 7 asked ber. If youd known her you
wouldnt have asked her.

wes Higeins, Indeed! Why?

uiGeINs, Well, if's like this. She’s a common fower girl. 1
picked her off the kerbstone.

MRS HIGGINS. And invited her to my at-home!

HIGGINS [rising and coming 0 her to coax her] Uh, thatll be all
right. Ive wught her to speak properly; and she has strict orders
2s to her behavior, $he's to keep to two subjecis: the weather and
everybody’s health—TFine day and How do you do, you know
—and not to let herself go on things in general. That will be
safe,

mes #igeins, Safel To lk about our health! about our in-
sides! perhaps about our outsides! How could you be so silly,
Henry?

HIGGINS [impariently] Well, she must alk about something,
[He consrols himself and sits down again]. Oh, she’ll be all righe:
dont you fuss. Pickering is in it with me. Ive a sort of bet on that
P’li pass her off as a duchess in six months. I started on her some
months ago; and she’s getting on like 2 house on fire. [ shall win
my bet. She has a quick ear; and she’s been easier to teach than
my middle-class pupils because she’s had o learn a complete new
language. She ralks English almost as you talk French.
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MBS HIGGINS. Thats satsfactory, at all events,

niceins, well, it is and it isat.

MRS HicGINs. What does that mean?

HIGGINS, You see, Ive got her pronunciadon all right; but you
have to consider not only how a girl pronounces, but what she
pronounces; and that’s where—

They are interrupted by the porfor-maid, announcing gueses.

THE PARLOR-MAID. Mrs and Miss Eynsford Hill. [5ke witk-
draws].

uigeiNs, Oh Lord! [He rises; snazches his kar from the table;
and makes for the door; buz before he reaches it his mother introduces
hizm].

Mrs and Miss Eynsford Hill are the mother and daughier who
sheltered from the rain in Covens Garden. The mother is well bred,
quiet, and has the kabitual anxiety of straitened means. The daughser
has acquired a gay air of being very much ar kome in sociery: the
bravado of genteel poverty.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL {20 Mre Hipgins] How do you do? [ They
shake hands).

IS8 EYNSFORD HILL. How d'you do? [She shakes].

MRS HIGGINS [meroducing] My son Henry.

MRS EVNSFORD HILL. Your celebrated son! I have so longed o
meet you, Professor Higgins.

HIGGINS [glumly, making no mavement in her direction] De-
tighted. [ e dacks against the piano and bows brusquelyl.

MISS EYNSFORD HILL [going to Aim with confident familiarity]
How do you do?

HIGGINS [staring at her] Ive seen vou before somewhere. 1
havnt the ghost of a notion where; but Ive heard your voice,
[Drearily| It doesnt matier. Youd better sit down.

RS HigeINs, I'm sorry 1o say that my celebrated son has no
manners. You mustnt mind him.

MI1S$ EYNSFORD HILL [gaily] 1 dont, [Ske sits in the Elizcbethan
chair),
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MRS EYNSFORD HILL [a firtle bewildered] Not at all. [Ske sits on
the ottoman berween her daugheer and Mrs Higgins, who has turned
her chair away from the writing-table].

H16GINS. Oh, have T been rude? I didnt mean to be.

He goes 1o the censral window, through which, with his back io the
company, he contemplates the river and the flowers in Battersea Park
on the opposite bank as if they were a frozen desert.

The parior-maid returns, ushering in Pickering.

THE Pavior-MaID. Colonel Pickering, [She withdraws],

PICKERING, How do you do, Mrs Higgins?

MRS HIGGINS. 50 glad vouve come. Do you know Mrs Eyns-
ford Hili—Miss Eynsford Hill? [ Exchenge of bows. The Colonel
brings the Chippendale chair a little forward berween Mrs Hill and
Mrs Higgins, and sits downl).

pickERING. Has Heney cold you what weve come for?

HIGGINS [over Ais shoulder] We were interrupted: damn itl

mrs HIgGNs, Oh Henry, Henry, really!

MRS EVNEFORD HILL [Aalf rising] Are we in the way?

MRS HIGGINS [rising and making her sit down again] No, no.
You couldnt have come more fortunately: we want you to meet
a friend of ours.

HIGGING [turning hopefilly] Yes, by Georgel We want rwo or
three people. Youll do as well as anybody else.

The parfor-maid returns, ushering Freddy.

THE PARLOBR-MAID. Mr Evnsford Hill.

RIGGINS [almost audibly, past endurance] God of Heaven! an-
other of them.

FREDDY [shaking hands with Mrs Higgins] Ahdedo?

MRS HIGGINS. Very good of you to come. [fnrroducing] Colonel
Pickering.

FREDDY {sowing] Ahdedo?

uRrs HiceINs, | dont think you know my son, Professor
Higgins.

FREDDY [going to Higgins] Ahdedo?
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HIGGINS [looking ar him much as {f he were a pickpocker] U1l take
my oath Ive met you before somewhere, Where was it?

FREDDY. I dont think so.

HIGGINS [resignedly] It dont mateer, anyhow. Sit down,

He shakes Freddy's hand, and almost slings him on 1o the ortoman
with his face to the windows; then comes round o the other side o f it

miscins. Well, here we are, anyhow! [ He sits down on the otto-
mar next Mrs Eynsford Hill, on her left]. And now, what the devil
are we going to talk about until Eliza comes?

Mrs HIGGINS. Henry: you are the life and soul of the Royal
Soclety’s soirees; but really youre rather trying on more common-
place occasions.

HiceINs, Am I? Very sorry. [ Beaming suddendy I supposeIam,
you know. | Uproariously] Ha, ha!

#1858 EYNSFORD BILL [who considers Higgins quite eligible mauri-
monially] I sympathize. / havnt any small wlk. If people would
only be frank and say what they really think!

RIGGINS [relapsing into gisom} Lord forbid!

MRS EYNSFORD HiLL [soking up her douphter’s cue] But why?

HIcGINS. What they think they ought to think is bad enough,
Lord knows; bu: what they really think would break up the
whole show. Do you suppose it would be really agreesble if 1
were t0 come out now with what J really think?

WISS EYNSFORD HILL {gaily] Is it so very cynical?

HiGGINs, Tynicall Who the dickens said it was cynicai? [ mean
it wouldnt be decent.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL [serfously] Oh! I'm sure you dont mean
that, Mr Higgins.

HIGGINS. You see, we're all savages, more or less. We're sup-
posed to be civilized and cultured—to know all about poetry and
philosophy and art and science, and so on; but how many of us
know even the meanings of these names? [ 7o Miss Hill] What
do you know of poetry? [To Mrs Hill] What do you know of
science? [Indicating Freddy] What does he know of art or science
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or anything else? What the devil do you imagine I know of
philosophy?

MRS HIGGINS [warnimgly] Or of manners, Henry?

THE PARLOR-MAID [opening the door] Miss Doolittle. [She with-
Qirﬂw.f}.

HioGINs {rising hasily and rumning w Mrs Higgins] Here she
is, mother. [He scands on tiptoe and makes signs over his mother's
kead o Eliza to indicate to her which lady is her hostess).

Flize, who is exquisitely dressed, produces an impression of such
remarkable distinction and beauty as she enters that they all rice,
quite fluttered, Guided by Higgins's signals, she comes to Mrs
Higgins with studied grace,

Liza [speaking with pedantic correctness of promunciation and
greas beauty of tone] How do you do, Mrs Higgins? [She gasps
slightly in making sure of the H in Higgins, but is quire successful].
Mr Higgins told me I might come.

MRS HIGGING [cordialfy] Quite right: I'm very glad indeed 1o
868 YOuL.

rrckeriNG. How de you do, Miss Doolittle?

1174 [shaking hands with him] Colonel Pickering, is it not?

MRS EYNSFORD HILL. 1 fzel sure we have met before, Miss
Doolittle. I remember your eyes.

Liza. How do you do? [She sits down on the ottoman gracefully
in the place just left vacant by Higgins).

MRS EYNSFORD HILL {introducing| My daughter Clara,

rizi. How do you do?

cLARA [impulsively] How do you do? [She sizs down on she
orzoran beside Eliva, devouring her with her eyes).

FREDDY [coming to their side of the ottoman] Ive certainly had
the pleasure.

MR$ EYNSFORD HILL [fnzroducing] My son Freddy.

Liza. How do you do?

Freddy bows and sits down in the Elizabothan chair, infatuated.

HIGGINS [suddeniy] By George, ves: it all comes back to me!
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[They sware at him]. Covent Garden! [Lamensably] What a
damned thing]!

MRS HIGGINS. Henry, please! [He is adout 0 sit on the edge of
the table] Dont sit on my writing-table: youll break it.

HI1GGINS [sudkily] Sorry.

He goes to the divan, stumbling into the fender and over the fire-
irons on his way; extricating himsel{with murtered imprecations; and
finishing his disastrous journgy by throwing himself so impatiently
on the divan that he almost breaks ir. Mrs Higgins looks at him, but
controls herself and says nothing.

A long and painful pause ensues.

MRS HIGGINS [at sy, conversationally] Will it rain, do you
think?

tiza. The shallow depression in the west of these islands is
likely to move slowly in an easterly direction. There are no in-
dications of any great change in the barometrical situation.

FREDDY. Hal ha! how awfully funny!

11z4. What is wrong with that, young man? I bet I gotit righe,

rFreEDDY. Killing!

MRS EYNSFORD HILL. I'm sure [ hope it wont turn cold. Theres
so much influenza about. It runs right through our whole family
regularly every spring.

Liza [darkly] My aunt died of influenza: so they said.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL [clicks her tongue sympatherically}ll}

L1z [in the same tragic tone] But it’s my belief they done the
old woman in.

MRS HIGGINS [ puzpled] Done her in?

1iza. Y -e-e-e-es, Lord love you! Why should she die of influ-
enza? She come through diphtheria 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 ¢l she came to so sudden that she bit the bowl off the
spoon.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL [startfed] Dear me!
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L124 [ 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.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL. What does doing her in mean?

HIGGINS [Aaseily] Oh, thats the new small walk. To do a person
in means to kill them.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL [to £fiya, horrified] Y ou surely dont believe
that your aunt was killed?

Liz4. Do I not! Them she lived with would have killed her for
a hat-pin, let alone a hat.

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

Liza. Not her. Gin was mother’s milk 10 her. Besides, he'd
poured so much down his own throat that he knew the good of it.

MRS EYNsFoRD HiLLt, Do you mean that he drank?

L1za, Drank! My word] Something chronic.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL. How dreadful for youl

L1za. Nota bit. It never did him no harm what T could see. Bue
then he did not keep it up regular, [Cheerfidly] On the burst, as
you might say, from time to time. And always more agresable
when he had a drop in. When he was cut of work, my mother
used 1o give him fourpence and tell him w0 go cut and not come
back until he'd drunk himself cheerful and loving-like. Theres
lots of women has to make their hushands drunk to make them
fit 10 live with, [MNow quite at her ease] You see, it’s like this. If a
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. [Fo Freddy, who is in con-
vulsions of suppressed laughrer] Herel what are you soiggering at?

FREDDY. The new small talk. You do it so awiully well.

Liza. If I was doing it proper, what was you laughing at? [ 75
Higgins] Have T said anything I cughme?
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MRS HIGGINS [interposing] Not at all, Miss Doolitde,

tiza. Well, thats 2 mercy, anyhow. [Expensively] What 1
always say is—

HIGGINS [rising and looking at Ais watck] Ahem!

Lza [looking round at Aim; eaking the hint; and rising] Well: I
must go. [ They all rise. Freddy goes to the door]. So pleased to have
met you. Goodbye. [She shakes kands with Mrs Higgins).

uas Hiccins. Goodbye.

w1z4. Goodbye, Colonel Pickering,

pIcKERING. Goodbye, Miss Doolittle. [ They shake hands].

L1z [nedding to0 the others] Goodbye, all.

FREDDY [opening ihe door for her] Are you walking across the
Park, Miss Doolittle? If so—

viza [with perfectly elegant diction] Walk! Not bloody likely.
[Sensasion]. I am going in a taxi. [She goes outl.

Pickering gasps and sits down. Freddy goes out on the balcomy so
catch another glimpse of Eliza.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL [suffering from shock] Well, I really cant
get used to the new ways.

CLARA [throwing herself discontentedly into the Blizabethan chair)
Oh, it's all vight, mamma, quite right. People will think we never
go anywhere or see anybody if you are so old-fashioned.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL. § daresay I am very old-fashioned; but I
do hope you wont begin using that expression, Clara. [ have got
accustomed to hear you talking about men as rotters, and calling
everything filthy and beastly; though I do think it horrible and
unladylike. But this last is really too much. Dont you think so,
Colonel Pickering?

SICKERING. Dont ask me. Ive been away in India for several
vears; and manners have changed so much that I sometimes dont
know whether I’m at a respectable dinner-table or in a ship’s fore-
castle. )

cLARA. It's all a maiter of habit. Theres no right or wrong in it.
Mobody means anything by it. And it’s so quaint, and gives such
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a smart emphasis to things that are not in themselves very witty.
I find the new small talk delightful and quite innocent.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL [rising] Well, after that, I think it's rime
for us to go.

Pickering and Higgins rise.

cLARA [rising] Oh yes: we have three at-homes to go to sl
Goodbye, Mrs Higgins. Goodbye, Colonel Pickering. Goodbye,
Professor Higgins,

HICGINS [coming grimly az her from the divan, and accompanying
ker t0 the door] Goodbye. Be sure you try on that small talk at the
three at-homes. Dont be nervus about it. Pitch it in strong,

cLara [l smiles] 1 will. Goodbye. Such nonsense, all this early
Victorian prudery!

HIGGINS [termpting her] Such damned nonsense!

crara. Such bloody nonsense!

MRS EYNSFORD HiLL [convulsively] Claral

crana. Hal hal [She goes our radiant, conscious of being thor-
oughly up to date, and is heard descending the stairs in a stream of
sifvery lnugheer]. ‘

FREDDY [¢0 the heavens ot large] Well, T ask you— [ He gives it
up, and comaes o Mrs Higgins), Goodbye.

MRS HIGGINS, [shaking Aands] Goodbye. Would you like w
meet Miss Doolirtle again?

FREDDY [eagerly] Yes, T shounld, most awfully.

MRS Hicens, Well, you kaow my days.

FREDDY. Yes, Thanks awfully. Goodbye. [He goes out],

MRS EYNSFORD HitL. Goodbye, Mr Higgins,

Hi6GiNs. Goodbye. Goodbye,

MRS EYNSFORD HILL [¢0 Pickering] 1¢'s no use. I shall never be
able to bring myself to use thar word.

pICKERING. Dont. It’s not compulsory, you know. Youll get
on guite well without it.

MESs EYNSFORD HILL. Only, Clara is so down on me if I am not
positively reeking with the latest slang. Goodbye,
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piceErING. (Goodbye [They shake hands).

MRS EYNSFORD HILL [t0 Mrs Higgins] You mustnt mind Clara.
[ Pickering, catching from her lowered tone thar this is not meant for
Aim to hear, discreetly joins Higpins ar the window]. We're so poor!
and she gets so few parties, poor child! She doesnt quite know.
[Mrs Higgins, secing that her eyes are moist, takes her hand sym-
pathetically and goes with her to the door]. But the boy is nice.
Dont you think so?

MRS H16GINS. Oh, quite nice. I shall always be delighted to see
him,

MRS EYNSFORD HILL, Thank you, dear. Goodbye. [She goes
outl.

HIGGINS [eagerly] Well? Is Eliza presentable {4e swoops on his
mother and drags her to the ottoman, where she sits down in Elizd’s
place with her son on her left]?

Pickering returns 1o his chair on ker righe.

mas Hiceins. You silly boy, of course she’s not presentable.
She’s a triumph of your art and of her dressmaker’s; but if you
suppose for a moment that she doesnt give herself away in every
sentence she utters, you must be perfectly cracked about her.

PICKERING. But dont you think something might be done? I
mean something to eliminate the sanguinary element from her
CONVErsation.

MRS HIGGINS. Mot as long as she is in Henry's hands.

HIGGINS [aggrieved] Do you mean that my language is im-
proper?

MRS HIGGINS. No, dearest: it would be quite proper—say on 2
canal barge; but it would not be proper for her at a garden party.

HIGGING [deeply imjured] Well T must say——

PICKERING [interrupting him] Come, Higgios: you must learn
to know yourself. I havat heard such language as yours since we
used to review the volunteers in Hyde Park twenty years ago.

H1GGINS [sulkily] Oh, well, if you say so, 1 suppose I dont
always talk like a bishop.
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MRS HIGGINS [quieting Henry with a touch] Colonel Pickering:
will you tell me what is the exact state of things in Wimpole
Strest?

PICKERING [cheerfilly: as if this completely changed the subject)
Well, I have come to live there with Henry, We work together
at my Indian Dialects; and we think it more conveniens—

MRS HIGGINS. Quite so. I know all about that: ir's an excellent
arrangement. But where does this girl live?

HIGGINS. With us, of course. Where should she lver

MRS HIGGINS, But on what terms? Is she a servant? If not, what
is she?

PICKERING [slowfy] 1 think [ know what you mean, Mrs
Higgins.

areeins. Well, dash me # 7 do! Ive had w0 work at the girl
every day for months to get her to her present pitch. Besides,
she’s useful. She knows where my things are, and remembers my
appointments and so forth,

uRs HiGins, How does your housekeeper ger on with
her?

HiGGINS. Mrs Pearcer Oh, she’s jolly glad to get so much taken
off her hands; for before Eliza came, she used to have to find
things and remind me of my appointments. But she’s got some
silly bee in her bonnet about Eliza. She keeps saying “"You domt
think, sir': doesnt she, Pick?

PICKERING. Yes: thats the formula. “You dont think, sir.”
Thats the end of every conversation about Eliza.

Hi1GGINS. As if I ever stop thinking about the girl and her con-
founded vowels and consonants. I'm worn out, thinking abour
her, and watching her lips and her teeth and her tongue, not to
mention her soul, which is the quaintest of the lot.

MRS HIGGINS. You certainly are a prerty pair of babies, play-
ing with vour live doll.

H16GINS. Playing! The hardest job I ever tackled: make no
mistake about that, mother. But you have no idea how frightfully
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interesting it is to take a human being and change her into a quite
different human being by creating a new speech for her. Ir's
filling up the deepest guif that separates class from class and soul
from soul.

PICKERING [drawing his chair closer to Mrs Higgins and bending
over to her eagerly} Yes: it's enormously interesting, I assure you,
Mrs Higgins, we take Eliza very seriously. Every week—every
day almosi—there is some new change. [Closer again] We keep
records of every stage-—dozens of gramophone disks and photo-
graphs—

HIGGINS [assailing her at the other ear] Yes, by George: it’s the
most absorbing experiment [ ever tackled. She regularly Alls our
fives upr dossnt she, Pick?

PICKERING. We're always talking Eliza,

#16GINS, Teaching Eliza.

pickEaING. Diressing Eliza.

MRS HIGGINS, Whatl

HiceINs. Inventing new Elizas,

HIGGINS. {You know, she has the most extra-

[speaking| ordinary quickness of ear:

PICEERING. | together] iI assure you, my dear Mrs Higgins, that

girl

HIGGINS. just like a parrot. Ive wied her with

every
PICKERING. is a genius. She can play the piano quite
beautifully.
HIGGINS. possible sort of sound that a human
being can make—
We have taken her to classical concerts
and to music
Continental dialects, African dialects,
Houentot
hails; and it’s all the same to her: she
plays everything

PICKERING.
HIGGINS.
PICKERING.
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c licks, things it toock me years to get
{speaﬂzmg hold of; and
;ogez/zer} she hears right off when she comes
home, whether i's

HIGGINS. v}
HIGGINS, } she picks them up like s shot, right

PICKERING.

away, as if she had

PICEERING. Beethoven and Brahms or Lehar and
Lionel Monckron;

HIGGINS. been at it all her life.

PICKERING, though six months ago, she'd never as

much zs touched a pianc—

MRS HICGING [ pusiing her fingers in her ears, us they are by this
¢ime shouting one another down with an intolerable noise] Sh-sh-sh
—sh! [They stop].

PICKERING. | beg vour pardon. [He draws his chair back apolo-
geticallyl.

HIGCINS. Sorry. When Pickering starts shouting nobody can
get 2 word in edgeways.

ues Hicoivs. Be quiet, Heney. Colonel Pickering: dont you
realize that when Zliza walked into Wimpole Street, something
walked jan with her?

pickerING. Her father did. But Henry soon got rid of him,

MBS HiGGINS. it would have been more to the point if her
mother had. But as her mother didnt something else did.

PICKERING. But what?

MRS HIGGINS [unconsciously dating herself by the word] A
problem.

pickERING. Oh, 1 see. The problem of how 1o pass heroff ag a
tady.

uiceins, Il solve that problem. Ive half solved it already.

uers micems, No, you two infinitely stupid male creatures:
the problem of what is 0 be done with her afterwards.

H1GGINS. [ dont see anything in that. She can go her own way,
with all the advantages I have given her.
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MRS HIGGINS, The advantages of that poor woman who was
here just now! The manners and habits that disqualify a fine lady
from earning her own living withour giving her a fine lady’s
income! Is that what you mean?

PICKERING [induigently, being rather bored] Oh, that will be all
right, Mrs Higgins. [He rises 20 go].

niGGINS [rising also] We'll find her some light employment.

PICKERING. She’s happy enough. Dont you worry about her.
Goodbye. [He shakes hands as if he were consoling a frightened
child, and makes for the door).

HIGGINS. Anvhow, theres no good bothering now. The thing’s
done. Goodbye, mother. [He kisses her, and follows Pickering|.

PICKERING [surning for a final consolation] There are plenty of
openings. We'lt do whats right. Goodbye.

HIGGING [to Pickering as they go out together] Lets take her o
the Shakespear exhibition at Earls Court.

PICKERING. Yes: lets. Her remarks will he delicious.

miGGiNs. She'll mimic all the people for us when we get home.

PICKERING. Ripping. [Foth are heard loughing as they go down-
stairsl.

MRS MIGGINS [rises with an impasient bounce, and returns to her
work at the writing-rable. She sweeps a litter of disarranged papers
ous of her way; snatches a sheet of paper from her stationery case;
and wries resolutely to write, At the third line she gives it up; flings
down her pen; grips the table angrify and exclaims| Oh, men! menl!
men! !

& @ ¥ # & &

Clearly Eliza will not pass as a duchess yet; and Higgins’s bet
remains unwon. But the six months are not yet exhausted; and
just in time Eliza does actually pass as a princess. For a glimpse
of how she did it imagine an Embassy in Loaden one summer
evening after dark. The hall door has an awning and a carpet
across the sidewalk to the kerb, because a grand reception is in
progress. A smali crowd is lined up to see the guests arrive.
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A Rolls-Royee car drives up. Pickering in evening dress, with
medals and orders, alights, and hands out Eliza, in opera cloak,
evening dress, diamonds, fan, flowers and all accessories. Higgins
follows. The car drives off; and the three go up the steps and into
the house, the door opening for them as they approach.

Inside the house they find themselves in a spacious hail from
which the grand staircase rises. On the left are the arrangements
for the gentlemen’s cloaks. The male guests are depositing their
hats and wraps there,

On the right is a door leading to the ladies’ cloakroom. Ladies
are going in cloaked and coming out in splendor. Pickering
whispers to Eliza and points out the ladies’ room. She goes inte
it. Higgins and Pickering take off their overcoats and take Hekess
for them from the attendant.

One of the guests, occupied in the same way, has his back
trned. Having raken his ticker, he funs round and revesls him-
self as an important locking young man with an astonishingly
hairy face. He has an enormous moustache, fowing our into
luxuriant whiskers. Waves of hair cluster on his brow, His hair is
cropped closely at the back, and glows with oil. Otherwise he is
very smart. He wears several worthiess orders. He is evidently 2
foreigner, guessable as a whiskered Pandour from Hungary; but
in spite of the ferccity of his moustache he is amiable and genially
voluble,

Recognizing Higgins, he flings his arms wide apart and ap-
proaches him enthusiastically,

WHISKERS. Maestro, maesiro [Ae embraces Hipgins and Kisses
kim on both cheeks]. You remember me?

HicGINs. No I dont. Who the devil are you?

WHISKERS. [ am your pupil: your first pupil, your best and
greatest pupil. I am little Neporrnuck, the marvellous boy. I have
made your name famous throughout Europe. You teach me
phonetic. You cannot forget ME.

HIGGING. Why dont you shave?
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NEPOMMUCK. I have not your imposing appearance, your chin,
vour brow. Nobody notice me when I shave. Now I am famous:
they call me Hairy Faced Dick.

maoiNs. And what are you doing here among all these swells?

NEPOMMUCK. I am interpreter. I speak 12 languages. I am indis-
pensable at these international parties, You are great cockney
specialist: you place a man anywhere in London the moment he
open his mouth. I place any man in Europe.

A foorman hurries down the grand staircase and comes fo
Nepommuck.

FOOTMAN. You are wanted upstairs. Her Excellency camnot
understand the Greek gentleman.

wepommuck. Thank vou, yes, immediately,

The footman goes and is lose in the crowd.

NEPOMMUCK [r0 Higgins] This Greek diplomatist pretends he
cannot speak nor understand English. He cannot deceive me. He
is the son of a Clerkenwell watchmaker. He speaks English so
villainousty that he dare not utter a word of it withont betraying
his origin. I help him to pretend; but [ make him pay through the
nose. I make them all pay. Ha ba! [He hurries upstairs).

prerERING. Is this fellow veally an expere? Can he find out Eliza
and blackmail her?

HiGGINS. We shall see. If he finds her out I lose my bet

Eliza comes from the cloakroom and joins them.

pickERiNG. Well, Eliza, now for it. Are you ready?

11za. Are you nervous, Colonel?

pICKERING. Frightfully. I feel exactly as I felt before my first
battle. It’s the first time that frightens.

Liza. It is not the first time for me, Colonel. | have done this
fifey times—hundreds of times—in my livle piggery in Angel
Court in my day-dreams. [ am in a dream now. Promise me not
to let Professor Higgins wake me; for if he does I shall forge:
everything and talk as ¥ used to in Drury Lane.

pickeRiNG, Not a2 word, Higgins. [To Efiga] Now, ready?
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riza. Ready.

PICKERING. Go,

They mount the seairs, Higgins lase. Pickering whispers to the
Jootman on the firs: landing.

FIRST LANDING FooTMaN. Miss Doolitile, Colonel Pickering,
Professor Higgins.

SECOND LANDING FoOTMAN, Miss Dioolitde, Colonel Pickering,
Professor Higgins.

Ar the top of the siaircase the Ambassador end his wife, with
Nepommuck ar her elbow, are receiving,

HOSTESS {taking £liyc’s hand] How d'ye do?

HOST [same play] How d'ye do? How d'ye do, Pickering?

L1zA [with @ beautifil gravivy that awes her hostess) How do you
do? [$he pusses on to the drawing room).

HosTESS. s that your adopted daughter, Colenel Pickering?
She will make a sensation.

PICKERING. Most kind of you to invite her for me. [He passes
ont].

HOSTESS {10 Nepommuck] Find cut all about her.

NEPOMMUCK fbowing] Excellency—{Ae goes into the crowd].

nost. How d’ye do, Higgins? You have a rival here ronigh.
He introduced himself as your pupil. Is he any good?

oINS, He can learn a lanpuage in a formight—knows
dozens of them. A sure mark of a fool. As a phonetician, no good
whatever,

HosTESS. How d’ye do, Professor?

HiceIns. How do you do? Fearful bore for you this sort of
thing. Forgive my part in it. [He passes on).

I the drawing room and its suite of salons the raception is in
full swing. Eliza passes through. She is so intent on her ordeal
that she waiks like a somnambulist in a desert instead of a débu.
tante in a fashionable crowd. They stop talking o look at her,
admiring her dress, her jewels, and her strangely attractive self.
Some of the younger ones at the back stand on their chairs to s2a.
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The Host and Hostess come in from the staircase and mingle
with their guests. Higgins, gloomy and contemptuocus of the
whole business, comes into the group where they are chatting.

nosTESS. Ah, here is Professor Higgins: he will tell us. Tell us
all about the wonderful young lady, Professor.

HIGGINS [almost morosely] What wonderful young lady?

HOSTESS. You know very well. They tell me there has been
nothing like her in London since people stood on their chairs to
look at Mrs Langury.

Nepommuck joins the group, full of news.

HOosTESS. Ah, here you are at last, Nepommuck. Have you
found oug 2ll abour the Dioolitde lady?

wEPOMMUCK. | have found out all about her. She is a fraud,

#osTESS. A frand! Ch no.

NEPOMMUCK. YES, ves. She cannot deceive me. Her name
cannot be Doolitile.

HIGGINS. Why?

wEpOMMUCK. Becavse Doolittde is an English name. And she is
not English.

mostess. Oh, nonsense! She speaks English perfectly.

nepoMmuck. Too perfectly, Can vou shew me any English
woman who speaks English as it should be spoken? Only
foreigners who have been taught to speak it speak it well.

HostEss. Cerrainly she terrified me by the way she said How
d’ve do. I had a schoolmistress who talked like that; and I
was mortally afraid of her. But if she is not English what is
she?

NEPOMMUCK. riungariamn,

aLL THE REST. Hungarian!

nEpommMuck. Hungarian, And of royal blood. T am Hungarian.
My blood is royal.

uiceIns. Did you speak to her in Hungarian?

nepoMMUCKE. [ did. She was very clever. She said ‘Pleass
speak to me in English: I do not understand French.” French!
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She pretend not to know the difference between Hungarian and
French. Impossible: she knows both.

HIGCINS. And the blood royal? How did you find that out?

NEPOMMUCK. Instinct, maestro, instinct. Only the Magyar races
can produce that air of the divine right, those resolute eyes, She
is a princess,

HosT. What do you say, Professor?

#1661ws, I say an ordinary London gitl out of the gutter and
taught to speak by an expert. I place her in Drury Lane.

nEpoMMUCK. Ha ha ha! Oh, maesiro, maestro, you are mad on
the subject of cockney dialects. The London gutter is the whole
world for you.

HIGGINS {20 the Hostess] What does your Excellency say?

1osTESS. Oh, of course L agree with Nepommuck. She must be
a princess at least.

uosT. Not necessarily legitimate, of course. Morganatic pes-
haps. But that is andoubtedly her class.

HigGINs. I stick to my opinion.

wasTEss. Oh, you are incorrigible.

The group breaks up, leaving Higgins isolated. Pickering joins
i

PICKERING. Where is Eliza? We must keep an eye on her.

Lliza joins therm.

Liza. § dont think T can bear much more. The people all stare
5o at me. An old lady has just rold me thai [ speak exzctly kke
Queen Victoria. T am sorry if I have lost your bet. § have done
my best; but nothing can make me the same as these people.

FICKERING. You have not lost it, my dear. You have won it
ten times over.

HiGeINS, Let us get out of this. I have had enough of chatter-
ing to these {ools.

picKERING. Eliza is tired; and I am hungry. Let us clear out
and have supper somewhere,

71




ACT IV
The Wimpole Street laboratory. Midnighe. Nobody in the room.

The clock on the mantelpiece strikes vwelve, The Jfire is not alighe:
it ir a swnmer nighe.
Bresently Higgins end Pickering are heard on the stairs.

HIGGINS [calling down to Pickering] 1 say, Pick: lock up, will
vou? [ shant be going cut again.

PICEERING. Right. Can Mrs Pearce go o bed? We dont want
anything more, do we?

Hicaing, Lord, nol

Eliza opens the door and is seen on the Lighted landing in all the
fimery in which she has juss won Higgins's bet for him. She comes
i the hearth, and switches on the electric lghts shere. She is tired:
Aer pallor conirasts swrongly with her dark eyes and hair; and her
expression is almost tragic. She takes off her cloak; puts her fan and
gloves an the pianc; and sits down on the bench, brooding and silent,
Higgins, in evening dross, with overcoas and har, comes in, carrying
e smoking facker which he has picked up downseairs. He takes off
the hat and overcous; throws them cavelessly on the newspaper stand;
disposes of his coar in the same way; puts on the smoling jackes; and
theows himself wearily into the easy-chair at the hearth. Pickering,
similarly areired, comes in. He also iakes off his har and overcoar, and
is about to throw them om Higgins's when he hesirares,

PICKERING. | say: Mrs Pearce will row if we leave these things
fying about in the drawing room.

HIGGINS. Oh, chuck them over the banmisters info the hall.
She’ll find them there in the morning and put them away ali righ.
She’ll think we were drunk,

FICKERING. We are, slightly. Are there any letters?

miceins. I didnt look, [Pickering rakes the overcoars and hass
and goes downseairs, Higging beging half singing halfyawning an air
Srom La Fancivila del Golden West. Suddenly he stops and exclaims)
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I wonder where the devil my slippers are!

Eliza looks at him darkly; then rises suddenly and leaves the room.

Higgins yawns again, and resumes his song.

Pickering returns, with the contents of the letter-box in his hand.

PICKERING. Only circulars, and this coroneted biller-doux for
vou. [He throws the circudars into the fender, and poses himself o
the hearthrug, with his back o the grate].

uiGGINS [glancing at the biller-doux} Money-lender. [ He throws
the letser afier the circulars).

Eliya returns with a pair of large down-at-heel slippers. She places
them on the carper before Higgins, and sits as before withour a word.,

wiGGINS [ yawning again] Oh Lord] What an evening! What a
crew i What a silly tomfoolery! [ He raises his shoe to unlace ir, and
caiches sight of the slippers. He stops unlacing and looks at them os
if they had appeared there of their own accord]. Ohl theyre there,
are they?

PICKERING [stresching himself] Well, I feel a bit tired. It's been
a long day. The garden party, a dinner party, and the reception!
Rather too much of a good thing. But youve won your bet,
Higgins. Eliza did the trick, and something to spare, eh?

miceins | ferventdy] Thank God ic's over!

Elira flinches violently: but shey take no aotice of her; and she
recovers herself and sits stonily as before.

PICKERING. Were you nervous at the garden party? / was.
Eliza didnt seer a bit nervous.

micains. Oh, she wasnt nervous. I knew she’d be all right.
No: it's the strain of putting the job through all these months
that has told on me. It was interesting enough at first, while we
were at the phonetics; but after that I got deadly sick of it, If I
hadnt backed myself to do it I should have chucked the whole
thing up two months ago. It was a silly notion: the whole thing
has been a bore.

PIcKERING. Oh come! the garden party was frightfully excit-
ing. My heart began beating like anything.
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HIGGINS. Yes, for the first three minutes. But when I saw we
were going to win hands down, I felt like a bear in a cage, hang-
ing about doing nothing. The dinner was worse: sitting gorging
there for over an hour, with nobody but a damned fool of a
fashionable woman to taik to! I tell you, Pickering, never again
for me. No more artificial duchesses. The whole thing has been
simple purgatory.

PICKERING. Youve never been broken in properly to the social
routine. [Stroiling over o the piano] I rather enjoy dipping into it
occasionally myself: it makes me feel young again. Anyhow, it
was a great success: an immense success. | was quite frightened
once or twice hecause Eliza was doing it so well. You see, lots
of the real people cant do it at all: theyre such fools that they
think style comes by nature w0 people in their position; and so
they never learn. Theres always something professional about
doing a thing superlatively well.

HIGGINS, Yes: thats what drives me mad: the silly people dont
know their own silly business. [Rising] However, it’s over and
done with; and aow I can go to bed at last without dreading 1o-
MOrTOW.

Elizd's beaury becomes murderous.

pickeriNg. | think T shall turn in oo, Sdll, it's bean 2 great
cocagion: a wiumph for you. Goodnight. [He goes].

uieeINs | following him] Goodnight. [Over Ais shoulder, ar the
door] Put out the lights, Eliza; and tell Mrs Pearce not 1o make
coffee for me in the morning: T'Hl take tea. [He goes our].

Eliza eries to controf herself and feel indifferent as she rises and
walks across 1o the hearih to swirch off the Ights. By the time she
gets there she is on the point of screaming. Ske sits down in Higgins's
chair and kolds on hard 1 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 huriing them at him one
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after the ether 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 w0 ker]
Whats the matter? Get up. [He pulls her up]. Anything wrong?

L1z 4 [breashless] Nothing wrong—with you. Ive won your bet
for you, havat I? Thats enough for you. 7 dont matter, 1 suppose.

HI1GGINS. Y ou won my bet! You! Presumpruous insect! won
it. What did you throw those slippers at me for?

L1z4. Because I wanted to smash your face, I'd like to kil you,
you selfish brute. Why didnt 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 coof wonder] The creature is nervous,
afrer all. .

LIZA [ gives a suffocated scream of fury, and instinceively dares her
nails at Ais face]ll

HIGGINS [carching her wrises] Ahl would you? Claws in, you
cat. How dare you shew your temper to me? 3it down and be
quiet. [He throws her roughly inso the easy-chair),

1724 [crushed by superior strength and weight] Whats to become
of me? Whats to become of me?

aiceNs. How the devil do T know whats 1o become of you?
What does it matter what becomes of you?

Liza. You dont care. I know you dont care. You wouldnt care
if I was dead. I'm nothing to you-—-not so much as thern slippers.

HIGGINS [thundering] Those slippers.

Liza [with bitter submission] Those slippers. I didnt think it
made any difference now.

A pause. Eliza hopeless and crushed. Higgins o fitsle uneasy.

HIGGINS [In his loftiest manner] Why have you begun going on
like this? May I ask whether you complain of your treazment here?

L1z4, No.
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#1GGINS. Has anybody behaved badly to you? Colonel Picker-
ing? Mrs Pearce? Any of the servants?

Liz4. No.

meoIns. | presume you dont pretend that J have weated you
badiy?

riza. No.

H1GCINS. | am glad 1o hear it. {2 moderases his tone]. Perhaps
youre tired after the strain of the day. Will you have a glass of
charmmpagne? [He moves towards the door).

1iza. No. [Recollecting her manners] Thank you,

uiGGINS [goed-humored again) This has been coming on you
for some days. I suppose it was natural for you to be anxious
about the garden party. But thats all over now. [He pars Aer kindly
on the shoulder. She writhes). Theres nothing more to worry about,

Liz&. No. Nothing more for vou to worry about. [She suddendy
rises and gets away from him by going to the piano bench, where she
sits and hides her face]. Oh Godl T wish I was dead.

HIGGINS [staring after her in sincere surprise] Why? In heaven's
name, why? [Reasonably, going v her] Listen to me, Eliza. All
this irritation is purely subjective,

11za. I dont undesstand. 'm 100 ignorant.

HIGGINS. It's only imagination. Low spirits and nothing else.
Nobody’s hurting you. Nothing’s wrong. You go to bed like 2
good girl and sleep it off. Have a litde cry and say your prayers:
that will make you comformble.

1174, § heard your prayers. “Thank God it's all over!”

HIGGING (impasiently] Well, dont you thank Ged it’s all over?
Now you are free and can do what you like.

L1za [pulling herself together in desperation] What am 1 fir for?
What have you left me fit for? Where am I to go? Wharam I w
do? Whats to become of me?

HIGGINS [enfightened, buz not a2 oll impressed] O, thats whats
worrying you, is it? [He thruses his honds into his pockets, and
walks ahous in his usuel manner, rattling the contenes of his pockets,
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as if condescending o a trivial subject ous of pure kindness|. 1
shouldnt bother about it if I were you. I should imagine you
wont have much difficulty in settling yourself somewhere or
other, though I hadnt quite realized that you were going away.
[She dooks quickly ar him: he does not look az her, but examines the
dessert ssand on the piano and decides thar he will sar en apple].
You might marry, you know. [Fe bites a large plece out of the
apple and munches it noisily]. You see, Eliza, all men are not con-
firmed old bachelors like me and the Colonel. Most men are the
marrying sort (pocr devils!); and youre not bad-looking: it's
quite a pleasure to look ar you sometimes—not now, of course,
because youre crying and looking as ugly as the very devil; but
when youre all right and quire vourself, voure what T should call
atgractive. That is, 10 the people in the marrying line, vou under-
stand. You go 1o bed and have 2 good nice rest; and then get up
and ook at yourseli in the glass; and you wont feel so cheap.

Eliva again Jooks ar him, speechiess, and does not stir.

The lpok is quite lpsz on him: he eats his apple with ¢ dreamy
expression of happiness, as it is guite a good one.

HIGSINS [a genial afterthought occurring o him] I daresay my
mother could find some chap or other who would do very well.

Liza. We were above that at the comner of Totenham Court
Boad.

HIGGINS [woking up] What do you mean?

t1za. I sold flowers. T didne sell myself. Now youve made a
lady of me I'm not fir 10 sell anything else. I wish youd lefi me
where you found me.

HIGGINS [slinging the core of the apple decisively into the groe)
Tosh, Eliza. Dout you insult human relations by dragging all this
cant about buying and selling into it. You neednt marry the fellow
if you dont ke him,

11zA. What else am I 1o do?

m1cGINs. Oh, lots of things. What about your old idea of a
florist’s shop? Pickering could set you up in one: he has lois of
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money. | Chuckling] Fle’ll have 1o pay for all those togs you have
been wearing roday; and that, with the hire of the jewellery, will
make a big hole in two hundred pounds. Why, six months ago
you would have thought it the miilennium to have a flower shop
of your own. Come! youll be all right. I must clear off to bed:
I'm devilish sleepy. By the way, I came down for something: 1
forget what it was,

Liza. Your slippers.

#166INS. Oh yes, of course. You shied them at me. [He picks
them up, and is going out when she vises and speaks to him].

riza. Before you go, siv—

HIGCINS [dropping the slippers in Ais surprise at her calliing Aim
Sir] Eh?

Liza. Do my clothes belong 10 me or to Colonel Pickering?

HIGCINS [coming back into the roem as if her question were the
very cfimax of unreason} What the devil use would they be to
Pickering?

riza. He might want them for the next girl you pick up to ex-
periment on.

HIGGINS [ shocked and Aure} Is that the way youfeel towards us?

viza. I dont want to hear anything more about that. Al E wamt
10 know is whether anyihing belongs 1o me My own clothes
were burnt.

siceins, Bat what does ik matter? 'Why need you start bother-
ing about that in the middle of the nighe

11z4. I want to know what I may take away with me. I dont
want to be accused of stealing.

HIGGINS [now deeply woundzd] Srealingl You shouldnt have
said that, Eliza. That shews a want of fecling,

viza. I'm sorry. I'm only a common ignorant girl; and in my
station I have 1o be careful. There cant be any feelings between
the like of you and the like of me. Please will you tell me what
belongs to me and what doesnt?

HIGGINS [very sufty] You may take the whole damned house-
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ful if you like. Except the jewels, Theyre hired. Will that satisfy
you? [He turns on his heel and is about to go in extreme dudgeon).

1124 {drinking in his emotion like nectar, and nagging him to
proveke a further supply] Stop, please, [She sakes off her Jewels).
Wilt you take these to your room and keep them safe? 1 dont
want to run the risk of their being missing.

HIGGINS [ furious] Hand them over. [She puts them into his
hands]. If these belonged to me instead of to the jeweller, I'd ram
them down your ungrateful throat, [He perfuncrorily thruses them
into his pockers, unconsciously decorating himself with the protrud-
ing ends of the chains],

Liz4 [taking a ring off | This ring isnt the jewaller’s: it’s the one
you bought me in Brighton. I dont want it now. [Higgins dashes
the ring violently into the fireplace, and turns on her so threateningly
that she crouches over the piano with her hands over her face, and
exciaims] Dont you hit me.

mceiNs. Hit you! You infamous creature, how dare you
accuse me of such a thing? It is vor who have hit me. You have
wounded me to the heart.

viza [thrilling with hidden joy] P glad. Tve got 2 listle of my
own back, anvhow.,

HIGGINS [with dignity, in his finest professional style] You have
caused me 10 lose my remper: 2 thing that has hardly ever hap-
pened to me before. T prefer 1o say nothing more tonight. T am
zoing to bed.

11z [ pertly] Youd better leave 2 note for Mrs Pearce about the
coffee; for she wont be told by me.

HIGGINS [ formally] Damn Mrs Pearce; and damn the coffes;
and damn you; and [wildy] damn my own foily in having
lavished my hard-eamed knowledge and the treasure of my
regard and intimacy on a heartless guttersnipe. [He goes our with
impressive decorum, and spoils it by slumming the door savagely).

Lliza goes down on her knees on the hearthrug to look for the ring.
When she finds it she considers for a moment what w0 do with i,
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Finally she flings ir down on the dessere stand and goes upssairs in a
zearmg Fage.
Ed kS # E] E E

The furniture of Eliza’s room has been increased by a big
wardrobe and a sumpituous dressing-table. She comes in and
switches on the electric light. She goes to the wardrobe; opens iy
and pulls out a walking dress, a hat, and 2 pair of shoes, which
she throws on the bed. She takes off her evening dress and shoes;
then takes a padded hanger from the wardrobe; adjusts it care-
fully in the evening dress; and hangs it in the wardrobe, which
she shuts with 2 slam. She puts on her walking shoes, her walking
dress, and hat. She rakes her wrist watch from the dressing-table
and fastens it on. She pulls on her gloves; takes her vanity bag;
and looks into it to see that her purse is there before hanging it on
her wrist. She makes for the door. Every movement expresses her
furious resolution.

She takes a last Jook at herself in the plass.

She suddenly puts out her tongue at herself; then leaves the
room, switching off the electric light at the door.

Meanwhile, in the street outside, Freddy Eynsford Hill, love-
lorn, is gazing up at the second Aoor, in which one of the windows
is suill ligheed.

The light goes out,

FREDDY. Goodnight, darling, darling, darling.

Eliza comes oui, giving the door o considerable bang behind her,

11z4. Whatever are you doing here?

FREDDY, Nothing. I spend most of my nights here. It’s the only
place where I'm happy. Dont laugh at me, Miss Doolitde.

Liza, Dont you call me Miss Doolitile, do you hear? Liza's
good enough for me. [She édreaks down and grebs him by the
shoulders] Freddy: you dont think I'm a heartless guttersnipe, do
youd

FrREDDY. Oh no, no, darling: how can you imagine such a
thing? You are the loveliest, dearest—
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He loses all self-controf and smothers her with kisses. She,
hungry for comfors, responds. They stand there in one enother™s
arms.

An elderly police constable arrives.

CONSTABLE [scandelized] Now then! Now then!! Now then!!!

They release one anvther hasiily.

FREDDY. Sorry, constable. Weve only just become engaged.

They run away.

The constable shakes his head, reflecting on his own court-
ship and on the vanity of human hopes. He moves off in the
opposite direction with slow professional steps.

The flight of the lovers takes them 1o Cavendish Square. There
they halt to consider their next move,

Liza [ous of breath] He didnt half give me a frighe, that copper.
But you answered him proper.

FREDDY. | hope I havnr saken you oui of your way, Whers
were you going?

£1zA. To the river.

FREDDY. What for?

Lize. To make 2 hole in is

FREDDY [forrified] Bliza, darling. What do you mean® Whats
the matter?

Liza. Never mind. It doesnt matter now. Theres nobody in
the world now but you and me, is there!

FREDDY. Mot 2 soul.

They indulge in another embrace, and are again surprised by a
much younger constable,

SECOND CONSTABLE. Now then, you two! Whats this? Where
do you think you are? Move along here, double guick.

FREDDY. As you say, sir, double quick.

They run away again, and are in Hanover Scquare before they
stop for another conference.

FREDDY. I had no idea the police were so devilishly prudish.

tiza. It's their business to hunt girls off the streets.
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FREDDY. We must go somewhere. We cant wander about the
sireets all night.

11zA. Cant we? I think ie'd be lovely to wander about for ever.

FREDDY. Oh, darling.

They embrace again, oblivious of the arrival of a crawling taxi. It
ss‘.‘aps.

Taximan. Can I drive you and the lady anywhere, sir?

They sear: asunder.

L1za. Oh, Freddy, a taxi. The very thing,

FRERDY. But, damn it, Pve no money.

iza. { have plenty. The Colonel thinks you should never go
out without ten pounds in your pocket. Listen. We'll drive about
all night; and in the morning Il call on old Mrs Higgins and ask
her what I cught 1o do. T'll tell you all about it in the cab. And
the police wont touch us there,

FRepDY. Righto! Ripping. [ 70 the Taximan] Wimbledon Com-
mon. [They drive off |,

8e

ACT V

Mrs Higgins's drawing room. She is ai her writing-table as
before. The parior-maid comes in.

THE PARLOR-MAID {at the door] Mr Henry, maam, is downstairs
with Colonel Pickering,

MRS HIGGINS. Well, shew them up.

THE PARLOR-MAID. Theyre using the telephone, maam. Tele-
phoning to the police, I think,

MRS HigoINs. What!

THE PARLOR-MAID [coming further in and lowering her voice] Miv
Henry is in 2 state, maam, I thought I'd better tell you.

mRs HIGGINS. If you had told me that Mr Henry was notin a
state it would have been more surprising. Tell them to come up
when theyve finished with the police. I suppose he’s losi some-
thing,.

THE PARLOR-MAID. Yes, maam | going].

MRS HIGGINS. +Go upstairs and tell Miss Doolittle thar Mr
Henry and the Colonel are here. Ask her not to come down til I
send for her,

THE PARLOR-MAID. Yes, maam,

Higgins burses in. He is, as the perior-maid has said, in a
state.

Hi1GGINS. Look here, mother: heres a confounded thing!

MRS HIGGINS. Yes, dear. Good morning. [He checks his im-
patience and kisses her, whilst the parior-maid goes out]. What is it?

HIGCINS. Eliza’s bolted.

MRS HIGGINS [calmly cortinuing her writing] You must have
frightened her.

Higems. Frightened her! nonsense! She was left last night, as
usual, to mrn out the lights and all that; and instead of going 10
bed she changed her clothes and went righe offt her bed wasnt
slept in. She came in a cab for her things before seven this morn-
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ing; and that fool Mrs Pearce let her have them without telling me
a word about it. What am [ 1o do?

MRs HIGGINS. Do without, I'm afraid, Henry. The girl has a
perfect right to leave if she chooses.

HIGGINS [wandering distractedly across the room] But I cant find
anything. I dont know what appointments Ive got. U'm—{ Picker-
ing comes in. Mrs Higgins purs down her pen and surns away from
the writing-table].

PICKERING [shaking iands} Good morming, Mrs Higgins. Has
Henry told you? [He sits down on the sicoman).

Hi1GGINS. What does thar ass of an inspector say? Have you
offered a reward?

MRS HIGGINS [rising in indignant amagement] You dont mean
10 say you have set the police after Eliza.

siceins. Of course. What are the police for? What else could
we do? [He sizs in the Elizabethan chair),

PICKERING. Lhe inspector made a lot of difficulties, I really
think he suspected us of some improper purpose.

Mns HiGeNg. Well, of course he did. What right have you to
go to the police and give the girl’s name as if she were a thief, or
a iost umbrella, or something? Really! [She sizes down ogain, deeply
vexed .

HIGGINS. But we want 1o find her,

PICKERING. We cant let her go like this, you know, Mrs
Higgins, What were we to do?

MRS H1GGINS. You have no more sense, either of you, than two
children. Why—

The parlor-maid comes in and breaks off the conversation.

THE PARLOR-MAID, Mr Henry: a gentleman wants to see you
very particular. He's been sent on from Wimpole Street.

u1GeINs. Oh, bother! T cant see anyone now. Who is it?

THE PARLOR-MAID. A Mr Doolittde, sir,

PIckERING, Doolittle! Do you mean the dustman?

THE PARLOR-MAID. Dustman! Oh no, sir: a gentleman.
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HIGGINS [springing up excizedly] By George, Pick, it's some
relative of hers that she’s gone to. Somebody we know nothing
about. {To the parior-maid] Send him up, guick.

THE PARLOR-MAID. Yes, sir. [She goes].

HIGGINS [eagerly, going to his mother] Genteel relatives! now

we shall hear something. [He sits down in the Chippendale chair],

MRS EIGGINS. 20 you know any of her people?

PICKERING. Only her father: the fellow we told you about.

THE PARLOR-MAID [announcing] Mr Doolittle. {She withdraws].

Dooliriie enzers. He is resplendently dressed as for a fushionable
wedding, and might, in foce, be the bridegroom. A flower in his
buttonhole, a dagyling silk hat, and patent leather shoes complets the
effect. He is too concerned with the business he has come on 1o notice
Myrs Higgins. He walks straight to Higgins, and accoses him with
vehement reproach.

DOGLITTLE [indicasing his own person] See herel Do you see
this? You done this.

Hiceivs. Done what, man?

pooLrtriE. This, I tell you. Look at it Look at shis har. Lock
at this coat.

PICKERING. Has Eliza heen buving vou clothes!

pooLITTLE. Elizal not she. Why would she buy me clothes?

wrs miccins. Good morping, Mr Dioolinde. Wont you sit
down?

DOOLITTLE [taken aback as ke becomes conscious that he has for-
gotten his hostess] Asking your pardon, maam. [ He approaches her
and shakes her proffered hand). Thank you. [He sits down on the
ottoman, on Pickering’s right]. T am that full of what has happened
to me that [ cant think of anything else.

HIGGINS, What the dickens has happened to you?

pooLrTTLE. I shouldnt mind if it had only happened to me
anything might happen to anybody and nobody to blame but
Providence, as you might say. But this is something that you

done to me: yes, you, Enry Iggins.
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HIGGINS. Have vou found Eliza?

pooLrTTie. Have you lost her?

HIGGINS. Yes.

pooLITTLE. You have all the luck, you have. T aint found hey;
but she’ll find me quick enough now afier what you done to
me.

mnrs HIGGINS. But what has my son done to you, Mr Dooliude?

pooLirTLE Done to me! Buined me. Destwoyed my happiness,
Tied me vp and delivered me into the hands of middle class
morality.

HIGGINS [rising intolerantly and standing over Doolitile] Youre
raving. Youre drunk. Youre mad. 1 gave you five pounds. After
that I had two conversations with you, at half-a-crown an hour.
Ive never seen you since.

pooLitrLe. i0h! Drunk am [P Mad am I? Tell me ¢his. Did
vou or did you not write a letter to an old blighter in America
that was giving five millions to found Moral Reform Societies all
over the world, and that wanted you to invent a universal lan-
guage for him?

Hicens. What! Ezra D. Wannafeller! He’s dead. [He sits
down again carelessly],

DOCLITTLE. Yes: he’s dead; and I'm done for. Now did you or
did you not write a letter 10 him t0 say dhat the most original
moralist at present in England, to the best of your knowledge,
was Alfred Doolitrle, 2 common dustman?

HiaGInNs. Oh, after your first visit I remember making some
silly joke of the kind.

pooLITTLE. Ah! you may well call it a silly joke, It put the lid
on me right enough. Just give him the chance he wanted to shew
that Americans is not like us: that they reckonize and respect
merit in every class of life, however humble. Them words is in
his blooming will, in which, Henry Higgins, thanks 1o your silly
joking, he leaves me a share in his Pre-digested Cheese Trust
worth three thousand a year on condition that I lecture for his
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Warmafeller Moral Reform World League as often as they ask
me up to six times a yeat.

miges. The devil he does! Whew! [Brightening suddenly]
What a lark!

PICKERING. A safe thing for you, Doolittle, They wont ask
you twice.

DOOLITTLE, [t aint the lecturing I mind. T'll lecture them blue
in the face, I will, and not turn 2 hair. It's making a gentleman of
me that I object to, Who asked him to make a gentleman of me?
I was happy. I was free. I touched pretty nigh everybody for
money when I wanted it, same as I rouched you, Enry Iggins.
Now I am worrited; tied neck and heels; and everybody touches
me for money. 1t's a fine thing for you, says my seliciror, Is &
says 1. You mean i£'s a good thing for you, I says. Whenl wasa
poor man and had a solicitor once when they found a pram in
the dust cart, he got me off, and got shut of me and got me shut of
him as quick as he could. Same with the doctors: used to shove
me out of the hospital before I could hardly stand on my legs,
and nothing w pay. Now they finds cut that I'm not a healthy
man and cant live unless they locks after me twice a day, In the
house T'm not ler do a hand’s wn for myself: somebody else
must do it and touch me for ie. A year ago 1 hadnt a relative in the
world excent two or three that wouldn: speak 10 me. Now Ive
fifty, and not a decent week's wages among the lot of them. I have
1o live for others and not for myself: thats middle class moralicy.
You talk of losing Eliza. Diont you be anxicus: I bet she’s on my
doorstep by this: she that could support herself easy by selling
fiowers if I wasnt respectable. And the next one 1o touch me will
be vou, Enry Iggins. Tll have to learn to spesk middle class
language from you, instead of speaking proper English. Thats
where youll come in; and T daresay thais what you done it
for.

MRS HIGGINS. But, my dear Mr Doolittle, you need not suffer
all this if you are really in earnest. Nobody can force you o
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accept this bequest. You can repudiate it. Isnt that so, Colonel
Pickering?

FICKERING. 1 believe so.

DOOLITTLE [softening his manner in deference to her sex) Thats
the wragedy of it, maam. It's easy to say chuck it; but I havnt the
nerve. Which of us has? We're all intimidated. Intimidated,
maam: thats what we are, What is there for me if 1 chuck it but
the workhouse in my old age? I have 1o dye my hair already to
keep my job as a dustman. If T was one of the deserving poor, and
had put by a bit, [ could chuck it; but then why should I, acause
the deserving poor might as well he millionaires for all the happi-
ness they ever has. They dont know what happiness is. But I, as
one of the undeserving poor, have nothing between me and the
pauper’s uniform but this here blasted three thousand a year that
shoves me into the middle class. (Excuse the expression, maam;
yond use it yourself if you had my provocation.) Theyve got vou
every way you turn: it’s a choice berween the Skilly of the work-
house and the Char Bydis of the middle class; and I havar the
nerve for the workhouse. Intmidated: thats what I am. Broke.
Bought up. Happier men than me will call for my dust, and rouch
me for their tip; and T'll lock on helpless, and envy them. And
thats what your son has brought me to. [He is overcoms by
emotion].

MRS HigcINS, Well, P'm very glad youre not going to do any-
thing foolish, Mr Doolittle. For this solves the problem of Eliza’s
future. You can provide for her now.

DOOLITTLE [with melancholy resignation] Yes, maam: Pm ex-
pected to provide for everyone now, out of three thousand a
year.

HIGGINS [ jumping up] Nonsense! he cant provide for her. He
shant provide for her. She doesnt belong to him. I paid him five
pounds for her. Doolittle: either youre an honest man or a rogue.

DOOLITTLE [solerantly] A little of both, Heary, like the rest of
us: a lintle of both.
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HiceIns, Well, you took that money for the girl; and you have
no right to take her as well

MRS HIGGINS. Henry: dont be absurd. If you want to know
where Eliza is, she is upstairs.

HIGGINS [amaged] Upstairs1il Then 1 shall jolly scon ferch her
downstairs. [He makes resolutely for the door).

MRS HIGSING [rising and following him] Be quiet, Henry. Sit
dowit.

HIGCINS. I—

MRS HIGGINS. 3it down, dear; and listen 1o me.

HicGINs. Oh very well, very well, very well. [He throws Aim-
selfungraciously on the ottoman, with his face towards the windows].
But I think you might have told us this half an hour ago.

MRS HIGeINS, Eliza came (0 me this morning. She wld me of
the brutal way you rwo weated her.

HIGGING |bounding vp again} What!

PICKERING [rising also} My dear Mrs Higgins, she’s been relling
vou stories. We didnt trear her brutally. We hardly said & word
to her; and we parted on particolarly good terms. [ Turming on
Higgins] Higgins: did vou bully her after ¥ went to bed?

HIGGINS. just the other way about. She threw my slippers in
my face. She behaved in the most outrageous way. { never gave
her the slightest provocation. The slippers came bang into my
face the moment I entered the room—Dbefore T had uriered a word.
And used perfectly awful language.

PICKERING [astonished] But why? What did we do two her?

MRS HIGGINS. § think I know preuy well what you did. The
girl is naturally rather affectionate, I think. Isntshe, Mr Doolittle?

DOOLITTLE. Very tender-hearted, maam. Takes aflter me.

MRS HIGGINS, Just so. She had become amached to you both.
She worked very hard for you, Henry. I dont think you quite
realize what anything in the nature of brain work means to a gir
of her class. Well, it seems that when the great day of rial came,
and she did this wonderful thing for you without making a single
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mistake, you two sat there and never said a word to her, but
taiked together of how glad you were that it was all over and how
you had been bored with the whole thing. And then you were
surprised because she threw your slippers at you! 7 should have
thrown the fire-irons at you.

HIGGINS. We said nothing except that we were tired and
wanted to go to bed. Did we, Pick?

PICKERING {shrugging his shoulders] That was all,

MRS HIGGINS [ironically] Quite sured

PICKERING. Absolutaly. Really, that was all.

MRS HIGGINS. You didnr thank her, or pet her, or admire her,
or tell her how splendid she’d been.

HIGGINS [impaziently} But she knew all about that, Wa didm
make speeches 1o her, if thats what vou mean.

BICKERING [conscience siricken] Perhaps we were a litde incon-
siderate. Is she very angry?

MRS BIGGINS [returning io her place at the writing-table] Well,
'm afraid she wont go back 10 Wimpole Sweet, especially now
that Mr Doolittle is able to keep up the positdon you have thrust
on her; but she says she is quite willing to meet you on friendly
terms and to let bygones be bygones.

HIGGINS | furfous! Is she, by George? Hol

MRS HIGEINS. If you promise to behave vourself, Henry, I'l]
ask her to come down. If not, go home; for you have zken up
quite enough of my time.

HIGGINS. Oh, all right. Very well, Pick: you behave yourself.
Let us put on our best Sunday manners for this creature that we
picked out of the mud. [He flings himself sulkily into the Eliza-
bethan chair].

DOOLITTLE [remonsirating] MNow, now, Enry lggins! Have
some consideration for my feelings as a middle class man.

MBS HIGGINS, Remember your promise, Henry. [She presses
the bell button on the writing-table]. Mr Doolitle: will you be so
good as to step out on the balcony for 2 momene. I dont wamt
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Eliza to have the shock of your news until she has made it up
with these rwo gentlemen, Would you mind?

DOCLITTLE. As you wish, lady. Anything to help Henry 1o
keep her off my hands. [He disappears shrough the window}.

The parior-maid answers the bell, Pickering sits down in Doo-
lirtle’s place.

Mas HiceNs. Ask Miss Doolittle 1o come down, please.

THE PARLOR-MAID. Yes, maar. [She goes ouel.

MRS HIGGINS. Now, Henry: be good.

HiGeins. I am behaving myself perfecily.

PICKERING. He is doing his best, Mrs Higgins.

A pause. Higgins throws back his head: sevecches out bis fegs; and
beping o whistle.

MRS HIGGINS, Henry, dearest, vou dont look at all nice in tha
attitude,

HIGGINS [ pudiing himself together] 1 was not wying ro look nice,
mother.

MRS HIeGINS. It doesnt matter, dear. | only wanted to make
you speak.

HiGGINS, Why?

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

Higgins groans. Another very trying pause.

HIGGINS [springing up, out of patience] Where the devil is that
girl? Are we to wait here all day?

Liiza enters, sunny, self-possessed, and giving a staggeringly con-
vincing exhibition of ease of manner. She carries a lirele work-basker,
and is very much at home, Pickering is 100 much taken aback to rise.

Liza. How do you do, Professor Higgins? Are you quite well

HIGGINS [choking] Am I [He can say no more).

Liza. But of course you are: you are never ill. So glad to ses
you again, Colonel Pickering. [He rises hastily; and they shake
hands]. Quite chilly this morning, isnt it? [She sits down on his
left. He sits beside her].
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HIGeins. Dont you dare try this game on me. I taught it o
you; and it doesnt ake me in. Get up and come home; and dont
be a fool.

Eliza takes a piece of needlework from her basker, and begins to
seitch ar ir, withous taking the least notice of this outburst.

MRE HIGGINS, Yery nicely put, indeed, Henry, No woman
could resist such an invitation.

u1GGINs, You let her alone, mother, Let her speak for herself.
You will jolly soon see whether she has an idea that I havnt put
into her head or a word that I havnt put into her mouth. I tell you
I have created this thing out of the squashed cabbage leaves of
Covent Garden; and now she pretends io play the fine lady with
me.

MRS HIGGINS [ placidly] Yes, dear; but youll sit down, wont you?

Higgins sits down again, savagely.

L1zA {20 Pickering, taking no apparent notice of Higgins, and
working away defily] Will you drop me altogether now thar the
experiment is over, Colonel Pickering?

picKERiNG. Oh dont. You mustnt think of it as an experiment,
It shocks me, somehow.

vize. Ok, Fm only a squashed cabbage leaf—

PICKERING [impuliively] No.

Lz4 [consinuing quicdly] —but 1 owe so much 10 you thar 1
should be very unhappy if you forgot me.

PICKERING, 105 very kind of you to say so, Miss Doolitile.

£1zA. It's not because you paid for my dresses. | know you are
generous to everybody with money. But it was from you that
learnt really nice manners; and that is what makes one a lady,
isnt it? You see it was so very difficult for me with the example of
Professor Higgine always before me. I was brought up to be just
like him, unable o conirol myself, and using bad language on
the slightest provocation. And I should never have known that
ladies and gentlemen didnt behave like that if you hadnt been

there,
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HIGGINS, Welll]

PICKERING. Oh, thais only his way, vou know. He doesn:
mean it

riza. Oh, { didnt mean it either, when 1 was a flower girl. It
was only my way. But you see I did ix; and thats what makes the
difference after all.

PICKERING. Mo doubt. Sdll, he taught you to speak; and I
couldnt have done that, you know,

Liza [eriviaily] Of course: that is his profession,

HIGGINS, Dlamnation!

Liza [contimuang] It was just like learning to dance in the
fashionable way: there was nothing more than that in it, But do
you know what began my real education?

PICKERING, What?

L1z [stopping her work for @ moment] Your calling me Miss
Doolirtle that day when [ firse came to Wimpole Street, That was
the beginning of self-respect for me. [She resumes her stitching].
And there were a hundred little things vou never noticed, be-
cause they came naturally o you. Things abour standing up and
taking off your har and opening doors—

PICKERING, Oh, that was nothing.

tiza. Yes: things that shewed you thought and felt about me
as if I were something beuter than a scullery-maid; though of
course L know you would have been just the same 0 a scullery-
maid if she had been let into the drawing rvom. You never ook
off your boots in the dining room when I was there.

PICKERING. You mustnt mind that, Higgins takes off his boots
all over the place.

L1za. [ know. I am not blaming him. It is his way, isnt it But
it made such a difference to me that you didnt do it. You see,
really and truly, apart from the things anyone can pick up (the
dressing and the proper way of speaking, and so on), the differ-
ence between a lady and a flower giel is not how she behaves, but
how she’s treated. I shall zlways be a2 flower girl 1o Professor
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Higgins, because he always treats ma as a flower girl, and always
will; but I know I can be a lady to you, because you always treat
me as a lady, and always will.

MRS HIGGINS. Please dont grind your weeth, Henry.

pIckERING. Well, this is really very nice of you, Miss Doo-
lizdle.

1iz4. I should like you o call me Eliza, now, if you would,

pickeRING. Thank you. Eliza, of course,

Liza. And [ should like Professor Higgins to call me Miss
Dooclitile.

HiGGINS. I'll see you damned first.

uRs HIGGINS. Henry! Henry!

PICKERING [loughing] Why dont you slang back at him? Dont
stand it It would do him 2 lot of good.

riza. I cant. 1 could have done it once; but now I cant go back
t0 it. You told me, you know, that when a child is brought to a
foreign country, it picks up the language in a few weeks, and
forgets its own, Well, I am a child in your country. I have for-
gotien my own language, and can speak nothing but yours.
Thats the real break-off with the corner of Touenham Court
Road. Leaving Wimpole Street finishes it

PICKERING {much alarmed] Oh! but youre coming back o
Wimpole Street, arnt you? Youll forgive Higgins?

HIGeINS [rising] Forgivel Will she, by George! Let her go.
Let her find out how she can get on without us. She will relapse
into the gutter in three weeks without me at her elbow.

Doolittie appears at the centre window. With a look of dignified
reproach a:s Higgins, he comes slowly and silently 10 his daughter,
who, with her back to the window, is unconscious of his approach,

PICKERING. He's incorrigible, Eliza. You wont relapse, will
you?

Liza. No: not now. Never again. I have learnt my lesson. |
dont believe I could utter one of the old sounds if 1 tried. [Poo-
litele touches ker on her left shoulder. She drops her work, losing ker
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self-possession utterly at the spectacle of her father’s splendor}
A-a-a-a-a-ah-ow-och!

HIGGINS [with a crow of sriumph] Ahal Just so. A-a-a-a-
ahowooh! A-a-a-a-ahowooh! A-a-a-a-ahowooh! Victory! Vie-
tory! [He throws himself on the divan, folding his arms, and sprad-
dling arrogantly].

DOOLITTLE. {an you blame the girl? Dont look at me like that,
Eliza. It aint,my fault. Ive come into some money.

Lizi. You must have tonched a millionaire this time, dad.

vootrrTik. [ have. But I'm dressed something special today.
P'm going o St George’s, Hanover Square. Your stepmother is
going to marry me.

L1zA {angrily] Youre going to let yourself down to marry that
low common woman!

PICKERING [guiecly] He ought to, Eliza. [ 7o Doolirtle] Why has
she changed her mind?

DOOLITTLE {sadly] Intimidated, Governor. Intimidated. Middle
class morality claims its victim. Wont you put on your hat, Liza,
and come and see me wrned off?

uiza. If the Colonel says [ must, 111l {efmost sobbing) FlL de-
mean myself. And get insulted for my pains, like enough.

DOCLITTLE. 1Xont be afraid: she never comes to words with
anyone now, poor woman! respectability has broke all the spiri
out of her.

PICKERING [squeeying Eliza’s elbow gentiy} Be kind to them,
Eliza. Make the best of it.

L1za [ forcing a litele smile for him through her vexation] Oh well,
just to shew theres no ill feeling. I'll be back in a moment. [She
goes out].

DQOLITTLE [sitting down beside Pickering] 1 feel uncommon
nervous about the ceremony, Colonel. I wish youd come and see
me through it.

PICKERING. But youve been through it before, man. ¥You were
married to Eliza’s mother.
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DOOLITTLE. Who told you that, Colonel?

pickERING. Well, nobody told me. Bu: I concluded—natur-
ally—

pooLrrriE No: that aint the natural way, Colonel: it’s only
the middle class way. My way was always the undeserving way.
But dont say nothing to Eliza. She dont know: I always had a
delicacy about telling her.

PICKERING. Quite right. We'll leave it so, if vou dont mind.

pOCLITTLE. And youll come to the church, Colonel, and put
me through sitraigh?

PICKERING. With pleasure. As far as a bachelor can.

MRS HioGINs, May I come, Mr Doolittle? 1 should be very
sorry te miss your wedding.

pooLITTLE. [ should indeed be honored by your condescen-
sion, maamz and my poor old woman would take it as a tre-
menjous compliment, She’s been very low, thinking of the happy
days that are no more,

MRS HIGGINS [rising] I'll order the carriage and get ready. [The
men rise, except Higgins]. 1 shant be more than fificen minutes,
[As she goes to the door Eliya comes in, hatted and buttoning her
glovest. 'm going to the church 1o see your father married, Eliza.
Vou had better come in the brougham with me. Colonel Pickering
can go on with the bridegroom.

Mrs Higgins goes out. Eliza comes to the middie of the room
between the centre window and the oeroman, Pickering joins her.

DCOLITTLE, Bridegroom! What a word! It makes a man realize
his position, somehow. [He takes up his hat and goes towards the
door].

PICRERING. Before | go, Eliza, do forgive Higgins and come
back to us.

L1z, I dont think dad would allow me. Would you, dad?

DOCLITTLE [sad bus magnanimous] They played you off very
cunning, Eliza, them two sportsmen. If it had been only one of
them, you could have nailed him. But you see, there was two;
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and one of them chaperoned the other, as you might say. [T
Pickering] It was artful of you, Colonel; but I bear no malice: I
should have done the same myself. 1 been the victim of one
woman after another all my life; and I dont grudge you ewo
getting the better of Eliza. I shant interfere. It's time for us to 2o,
Coionei. S0 long, Henry. See you in St George’s, Eliza. [He goes
out].

PICKERING [coaxing] Do sty with us, Eliza, [He follows Doo-
lirsle].

Lliya goes out on the balcony 10 avoid being alone with Higgins,
He rises and joins ker sthere. She immediasely comes back into the
room and makes for the door; but ke goes along the balcony quickly
and gets kis back to the door before she reaches it

m16Gins. Well, Eliza, youve had a bit of your own back, as you
call it. Have you had enough? and are you going to be reason-
able? Or do you want any more?

Liza. You want me back only to pick up your slippers and pizt
up with your tempers and fetch and carry for you.

HIGGINS, I havar said I wanted you back at all.

viza. Oh, indeed. Then what are we talking about?

Hiceins, About you, not zbout me. If you come back I shali
treat you just as I have always weated you. I cant change my
nature; and I dont intend 1o change my manners. My manners are
exactly the same as Colonel Pickering’s.

tiza. Thats not true. He treats a flower girl as if she was 2
duchess.

#IGGINS, And I trear a duchess as if she was a flower girl,

LizA. L see. [She turns away composedly, and sits on the ottoman,
facing the window]. The same to everybody.

HIGGINS. Just so.

w1z, Like father.

HIGGINS [grinning, a little taken down] Without accepting the
comparison at all points, Eliza, it’s quite true that your father is
not a snob, and that he will be quite at home in any station of
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life to which his eccentric destiny may call him. [Seriowssy} The
great secret, Eliza, is not having bad manners or good manners
or any other particular sort of manners, but having the same
manner for all human souls: in short, behaving as if you were in
Heaven, where there are no third-class carriages, and one soul is
as good as another.

L1za. Amen. You are a born preacher.

HIGGINS [irritated] The question is not whether I treat you
rudely, but whether you ever heard me treat anyone else betzer.

11z [with sudden sincerity] I dont care how you treat me. I
dont mind your swearing at me. I shouldnt mind a black eye: Ive
had one before this. But [sranding up end facing him) I wont be
passed over.

mGeins. Then get out of my way; for I wont stop for you.
You talk abous me as if I were a motor bus.

L1ZA. So you are a motor bus: all bounce and go, and no con-
sideration for anyone. But I can do without you: dont think I
cant.

miseins. 1 know you can. I told you you could.

Liza [wounded, getting away from him o the other side of the
oetomarn with her face to the hearh] | know vou did, you brute,
You wanted 10 get rid of me.

#iceIns. Liar

Liza. Thank you. [She sizs down with dignizy].

HIGGINS. You never asked yourself, I suppose, whether £ could
do without you.

LizA [earnestly] Dont you try to get round me. Youll have to
do without me.

HIGGING [errogant] I can do without anybody. I have my own
souk my own spark of divine fire. But [with sudden humifity] 1
shall miss you, Eliza. [He sivs down near ker on the sitoman]. L have
learnt something from your idiotic notions: I confess that humbly
and gratefully. And I have grown accustomed 6 your voice and
appearance. I like them, rather.
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Liza, Well, you have both of them on your gramophone and
in your book of photographs. When you feel lonely withour me,
you can turn the machine on. It’s got no feelings to hurt

HiceIns. 1 cant rn your soul on, Leave me those feelings;
and you can take away the voice and the face. They are not
VO,

uiza. Ob, you are a devil. You can twist the heart in a girl as
easy as some could twist her arms to hurt her. Mrs Pearce warned
me. Time and again she has wanted to leave you; and you always
got round her at the last minute. And you dont care a bit for her.
And you dont care a bit for me.

HiGeNs. | care for life, for humanity; and you are a part of it
that has come my way and been built into my house. What more
can you or anyone ask?

tiza. I wont care for anybody that doesnt care for me.

#iceins. Commercial principles, Eliza. Like [reproducing her
Coven: Garden pronunciation with professional exacmess| 5'yollin
voylets {selfing violews], isnt ir?

L1za. Dont sneer at me. It's mean to sneer at me.

#icoins. | have never sneered in my life. Sneering doesnt be-
come either the human face or the human soul. I am expressing
my righteous contempt for Commercialism. I dont and wone
trade in affection. You call me a brute because you couldnt buy a
claim on me by ferching my slippers and finding my spectacles.
You were a fool: I think a woman fetching a man’s slippers is a
disgusting sight: did I ever ferch your slippers? I think a good
deal more of you for throwing them in my face. No use slaving
for me and then saying you want 10 be cared for: who cares fora
slave? If you come back, come back for the sake of good fellow-
ship; for youll get nothing else. Youve had a thousand times as
much out of me as I have out of you; and if you dare o set up
your little dog’s tricks of fetching and carrying slippers against
my creation of 2 Duchess Eliza, I'll slam the door in your silly
face.

39




PYGMALION

L1za. What did you do it for if you didnt care for me?

HIGGINS [Aeartily] Why, because it was my job.

Liza, You never thought of the rouble it would make for me.

HIGGINS. Would the world ever have been made if its maker
had been afraid of making trouble? Making life means making
trouble. Theres only one way of escaping trouble; and thats
killing things. Cowards, you notice, are always sheicking 1o have
troublesome people killed.

1124, I'm no preacher: I dont notice things like that. I notice
that you dont notice me.

WICGINS [ jumping up and walking ebour intolerantly] Eliza:
youre an idiot. | waste the treasures of my Milonic mind by
spreading them before you. Once for all, understand that I go my
way and do my work without caring twopence what happens to
either of us. 1 am not intimidated, like your father and your step-
mother. So you can come back or go to the devil: which you
please.

Liza. What am I 1o come back for?

HIGGINS [bouncing up on his knees on the ottoman and leaning
over it to her] For the fun of ir. Thats why I ook you on.

Liz4 [with averied face] And you may throw me out tomorrow
if I dont do everything you want me !

HIGGINS. Yes; and you may walk out tomorrow if I dont do
everyihing you want me to.

Liza. And live with my stepmother?

HIGGINS, Yes, or sell dowers.

1iza. OhlifTonly could go back 1o myflower basket! I should
be independent of both you and father and all the world! Why
did you take my independence from me? Why did I give it up?
t'm a slave now, for all my fine clothes,

#igems. Mot a bit. T'll adopt you as my daughter and sertle
money on you if you like. Or would you rather marry Pickering?

L1z [looking fercely round et kim] I wouldnt marry yow if you
asked me; and youre nearer my age than what he is.
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HIGGINS [gent/y] Than he is: not “than what he is.”

LIZA {losing her temper and rising] Tl talk as T like. Youre not
my teacher now.

HIGGINS {refleceively] I dont suppose Pickering would, though.
He’s 25 confirmed an old bachelor as I am.

t1za. Thats not what I wang; and dont you think it. Ive always
had chaps enough wanting me that way, Freddy Hill writes 10
me rwice and three times a day, sheets and sheets.

HIGGINS [disagreeably surprised] Damn his impudence! [He
recoils and finds himself siteing on his heels).

riza. He has a right to if he likes, poor lad. And he does love
me.

HIGGINS {gerting off the owtorman] You have uo right o en-
courage him,

L1za, Every girl has a right 1o be loved,

HiGGINS. What! By fools like thay

Liza. Freddy’s not a fool. And if he’s weak and poor and
wants me, may be he’d make me happier than my berters thar
bully me and dont want me,

71661Ms. Can he make anything of you? Thats the point.

L:za. Perbaps I could make something of him. But I never
thought of us making anything of one another; and vou never
think of anything else. I only want 10 be namral.

HIG61N8. In shore, you want me to be a5 infaruated about you
as Freddy? Is that i2?

L1z No 1 dont, Thats not the sort of feeling I want from vou.
And dont you be to0 sure of yourself or of me. I could have been
2 bad girl if I'd liked. Tve seen more of some things than you, for
all your learning. Girls like me can drag gentlemen down 1o make
love to them easy enough. And they wish cach other dead the
next minute,

HIGGINS, Of course they do, Then what in thunder are we
quarrelling abous?

LiZa [much wroubled] I want a linde kindness. I know I'm 2
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common ignorant girl, and you a book-learned gentleman; but
I'm not dirt under your feet. What I done [correceing Aerself’]
what I did was not for the dresses and the taxis: I did it because
we were pleasant together and 1 come-—came-—to care for you;
not to want you to make love to me, and not forgetting the differ-
ence between us, but more friendly like.

HicGins. Well, of course, Thats just how [ feel. And how
Pickering feels. Eliza: yvoure a fool.

11za. Thats not a proper answer to give me [she sinks on the
chair at the writing-tadle in tears).

HIGGINS. I's all youll get until you stop being a common idior.
I youre going to be a lady, youll have to give up feeling neg-
lected if the men you know dont spend half their time snivelling
over you and the other half giving you black eyes. If you cant
stand the coldness of my sort of life, and the swrain of it, go back
to the guster. Work il youre more 2 brute than 2 human being;
and then cuddle and squabble and drink 1l you fall aslesp, Oh,
it’s a fine life, the life of the gutter. It’s real: it’s warm: it’s violent:
you can feel it through the thickest skin: you can taste it and smell
it without any training or any work. Mot like Science and Litera-
ture and Classical Music and Philosophy and Art. You find me
cold, unfeeling, selfish, dont you? Very well: be off with you 1o
the sort of people you like. Marry some sentimental hog or other
with lots of money, and a thick pair of lips 1o kiss vou with and
a thick pair of boots 10 kick you with. If you cant appreciate
what youve got, voud better getr what you can appreciate.

riza [desperare] Oh, you are a cruel tyrant. I cant talk to you:
you turn everything against me: I'm always in the wrong. But
you know very well all the time that youre nothing but 2 bully.
You know I cant go back to the gutter, as you call it, and that I
have no real friends in the world but you and the Colonel. You
know well T couldnt bear to live with a low common man afrer
you two; and it’s wicked and cruel of you to insult me by pre-
tending I could. You think I must go back 10 Wimpole Street
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because I have nowhere else to go but father’s. But dont you be
too sure that you have me under your feet to be wampled on and
talked down. Il marry Freddy, I will, as scon as I'm able to
suppost him.

HIGGINS [thunderstruck] Freddy!!l that young fool! That poor
devil who couldnt get a job as an errand boy even if he had the
guts to try for it] Woman: do you not understand that I have
made you a consort for a king?

L1za. Freddy loves me: that makes him king enough for me. I
dont want him to work: he wasnt brought up 1o itas [ was. Iligo
and be a teacher.

miceiNs. Whatll yvou reach, in heaven’s name?

riza. What you taught me. I'll teach phonetics.

micomvs. Ha! ha! ha!

riza. Ul offer myself 25 an assistant to that hairyfaced
Hungarian.

HIGGINS [rising in 2 fury] What! That impostor! that humbug!
that roadying ignoramus! Teach him my methods! my dis-
coveries! You take one step in his direction and I'll wring your
neck. [He lays handy on her]. Do you hear?

1iz4 [defiantly nom-resistant] Wring away., What do [ care? |
knew youd strike me some day. [ He lezs her go, stamping with rage
at having forgotten himself, and recoils so Aasily thar ke stumbles
back inte his seat on the ottomen). Aha! Now know how to deal
with you. What 2 fool I was not to think of it before! You cant
take away the knowledge you gave me. You said | had a finer ear
than you. And I can be civil and kind to people, which is more
than you can. Ahal [Purpesely dropping ker aitches to anngy him]
Thars done you, Envy Iggins, it az. Now I dont care that [snap-
ping her fingers] for your bullying and your big talk. 'l advertize
it in the papers that your duchess is only a flower girl that you
taught, and that she’ll wach anybody to be a duchess just the
same in six months for a thousand guineas. Oh, when I think of
myself crawling under your feet and being trampled on and
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called names, when alt the time 1 had only to lift up my finger
10 be as good as you, I could just kick myself.

HIGGINS [wondering ar her] You damned impudent sluz, you!
But i’s better than snivelling; better than fetching slippers and
finding spectacles, isnt it? [Rising] By George, Eliza, 1 said I'd
make a woman of you; and I have. I like you like this.

L1Z4. Yes: you wrn round and make up to me now that I'm
not afraid of you, and can do without you.

uicsNs. Of course I do, you little fool. Five minutes ago you
were like 3 millsione round my neck. Now youre a tower of
swength: a consort battdeship. You and T and Pickering will be
three old bachelors ogether instead of only two men and 2 silly
girl,

Hre Higging veturns, dressed for the wedding. Fliga instantly be-
comes cooi and elegant.

MRS HIGGINS, The carriage §s waiting, Eliza. Are you ready?

Lizs. Quire. Is the Professor coming?

MES HiGGINS, Certainly not. He cant behave himsell in church,
He makes remarks out loud all the time on the dergyman’s pro-
nunciation.

wizs. Then I shall not see you again, Professer. Goodbye. [She
gogs to she door).

MRS HIGGING [coming to Higginsi Goodbye, dear.

uiseINs, Goodbye, mother. [He i abous to kiss her, when he
recolleces something). Oh, by the way, Eliza, order a ham and a
Sdlton cheese, will you? And buy me a pair of reindesr gloves,
number eights, and a tie to match that new suit of mine. You can
choose the color. [His cheerful, carsless, vigorous voice shews thar
ke i incorrigible].

LIZA [disduinfully] Number eights are too small for you if you
want them Hned with lamb's wool. You have three new tes that
you have forgotten in the drawer of your washstand. Colonel
Pickering prefers double Gloucester 1o Stilton; and you dont
notice the difference. 1 telephoned Mrs Pearce this morning not
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to forget the ham. What you are to do without me I cannot
imagine, [She sweeps out].

MRS HIGGINS. I'm afraid youve spoilt that girl, Henry. I should
be uneasy about you and her if she were less fond of Colonel
Pickering,

HicemNs. Pickering! Nonsense: she’s going to marry Freddy,

laughter as the play ends).
& M # L3 ® &

The rest of the story need not be shewn in acrion, and indeed,
would hardly need telling if our imaginations were not 50 en-
fesbled by their lazy dependence on the ready-mades and reach-
me-downs of the ragshop in which Romance keeps its stock of
“happy endings” to misfit all stories. Now, the history of Eliza
Doolittle, though called a romance because the transfiguration it
records seems exceedingly improbable, is common enough. Such
rransfigurations have been achieved by hundreds of resolutely
ambitious young women since Nell Gwynne set them the ex-
ample by playing queens and fascinating kings in the theatre in
which she began by selling oranges. Nevertheless, people in all
directions have assumed, for no other reason than that she be-
came the heroine of a romance, that she must have married the
hero of it. This is unbearable, not only because her listle drama,
i acted on such a thoughtless assumption, must be spoiled, but
because the true sequel is patent to anyone with a sense of human
nature in general, and of feminine instinct in particular.

Eliza, in telling Higgins she would not marry him if he asked
her, was not coguetting: she was announcing a well-considered
decision. When a bachelor interests, and dominates, and teaches,
and becomes important 1o 2 spinster, as Higgins with Eliza, she
always, if she has character enough to be capable of it, considers
very sericusly indeed whether she will play for becoming that
bachelor’s wife, especially if he is so little interested in marriage
that 2 determined and devoted woman might caprure him if she
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set herself resolutely to do it. Her decision will depend a good
deal on whether she is really free 1o choose; and that, again, will
depend on her age and incorne. If she is at the end of her youth,
and has no security for her livelihood, she will marry him because
she must marry anybody who will provide for her. Bur at Eliza’s
age a good-looking girl does not feel that pressure: she feels free
10 pick and choose. She is therefore guided by her instinct in the
matter, Eliza’s instinct tells her not to marry Higgins. It does not
tell her to give him up. It is not in the slightest doubt as to his
remaining one of the strongest personal interests in her life, It
would be very sorely strained if there was another woman likely
to supplant her with him. But as she feels sure of him on that last
point, she has no doubt at all as to her course, and would not have
any, even if the difference of twenty years in age, which seems so
great 1o youth, did not exist berween them.

As our own instincts are not appealed to by her conclusion, ler
us see whether we canmot discover some reason in it. When IHig-
gins excused his indifference to young women on the ground tha
they had an irresistible rival in his mother, he gave the clue to his
inveterate old-bachelordom. The case is uncommon only to the
extent that remarkable mothers are uncommon. If an imaginative
boy has a sufficiently rich mother who has intelligence, personal
grace, dignity of character without harshness, and a cultivated
sense of the best art of her time to enable her to make her house
beautiful, she sets a standard for him against which very few
women can struggle, besides effecting for him a disengagement of
his affections, his sense of beauty, and his idealism from his speci-
fically sexual impulses. This makes him a standing puzzle to the
huge aumber of uncultivated people who have been brought up
in tasteless homes by commonplace or disagreeable parents, and
to whom, consequently, literanure, painting, sculpture, music,
and affectionate personal relations come as modes of sex if they
come at all. The word passion means nothing else to them; and
that Higgins could have a passion for phonetics and idealize his
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mother instead of Eliza, would seem to them absurd and un-
natural. Nevertheless, when we look round and see that hardly
anyone is 100 ugly or disagreeable 0 find a wife or a hushand if
he or she wants one, whilst many old maids and bachelors are
above the average in quality and culture, we cannot help suspect-
ing that the disentanglement of sex from the associations with
which it is so commonly confused, a disentanglement which per-
sons of genius achieve by sheer intellectual analysis, is some-
times produced or aided by parental fascination.

Now, though Eliza was incapable of thus explaining o herself
Higgins's formidable powers of resistance to the charm that pros-
trated Freddy at the first glance, she was instinctively aware thag
she could never obtain a complete grip of him, or come berween
him and his mother (the first necessity of the married woman).
To put it shortly, she knew that for some mysterious reason he
had not the makings of a married man in him, according to her
conception of a husband as one to whom she would be his neares:
and fondest and warmest interest, Even had there been no mother-
rival, she would still have refused to accept an interest in hergelf
that was secondary to philosophic interests. Had Mrs Higgins
died, there would still have been Milton and the Universal Alpha-
bet. Landor’s remark that to those who have the greatest power
of loving, love is a secondary affair, would not have recom-
mended Landor to Eliza. Put that along with her resentment of
Higgins's domineering superiority, and her mistrust of his coax-
ing cleverness in getting round lier and evading her wrath when
he had gone too far with his impetuous builying, and you will see
that Eliza’s instinct had good grounds for warning her not 1o
marry her Pygmalion.

And now, whom did Eliza marry? For if Higgins was a pre-
destinate old bachelor, she was most cerrainly not a predestinate
old maid. Well, that can be told very shortly to those who have
aot guessed it from the indications she has herself given them.

Almost immediately after Eliza is stung into proclaiming her
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considered determination not 1o marry Higgins, she mentions die
fact that young Mr Frederick Eynsford Hill is pouring out his
love for her daily through the post. Now Freddy is young, prac-
tically rwenty vears younger than Higgins: he is a gentieman {or,
zs BEliza would qualify him, a toff}, and speaks like one. He is
nicely dressed, is treated by the Colonel as an equal, loves her un-
affectedly, and is not her master, nor ever likely to dominats her
in spite of his advantage of social standing. Eliza has no use for
the foclish romantic tradition thar all women love o be mastered,
if not actually bullied and beaten. “When you go to women”™ says
Nietzache “take vour whip with yon.” Sensible despots have
never confined that precanton o women: they have taken their
whips with them when they have dealt with men, and been
slavishly idealized by the men over whom they have fourished
the whip much more than by women. No doubt there are slavish
women as well as slavish men; and women, like men, admire
those that are stronger than themselves. But to admire a strong
person and to live under that strong person’s thumb are two
different things. The weak may not be adimired and hero-wor-
shipped; but they are by no meane disliked or shunned; and they
never seemt t0 have the least difficulty in marrving people who
are too good for them They may &il in emergencies; but life is
not one long emergency: it is mostly a sering of siwations for
which no exceptional swength is needed, and with which even
rather weak people can cope if they have a swonger partner 1o
help them out. Accordingly, it is a truth everywhere in evidence
that strong people, masculine or ferninine, not only do not marry
stronger people, but do not shew any preference for them in
selecting their friends. When a lon meets another with a louder
roar “the first Hon thinks the last a bore.” The man or woman
who feels strong enough for two, seeks for every other guality in
a partner than saength,

The converse is also true. Weak people want to marry strong
people who do not frighten them too much; and this often leads
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them to make the mistake we describe metaphorically as “biting
off more than they can chew.” They want too much for too litde;
and when the bargain is unreasonable beyond all bearing, rthe
union becomes impossible: it ends in the weaker party being
either discarded or borne as a cross, which is worse. People who
are not only weak, but silly or obtuse as well, are often in these
difficulties.

This heing the state of human affairs, what is Eliza fairly sure
to'do when she is placed between Freddy and Higging® Will she
look forward 10 3 lifetime of ferching Higgins's slippers or to a
lifetime of Freddy ferching hers? There can be no doubr abous
the answer, Usnless Freddy is biclogically repulsive 1o her, and
Higgins biologically attractive 1o a degree that overwhelms ali
her other instincts, she will, if she marries either of them, marry
Freddy.

And that is just what Eliza did.

Complicarions ensued; but they were economic, not romantc.
Freddy had no money and no occupation. His mother’s jointure,
a last relic of the opulence of Largelady Park, had enabled her 1o
struggle along in Barlscourt with an air of gentility, but not w
procure any serious secondary education for her children, much
less give the boy a profession. A clerkship ar thirry shillings a
week was beneath Freddy’s dignity, and extremely distastelul to
him besides, His prospects consiszed of a hope that if he keptup
appearances somebody would do something for him. The some-
thing appeared vaguely to his imagination as a private secretary-
ship or 2 sinecure of some sort. To his mother it perhaps ap-
peared 2s 2 marriage o some lady of means who could not resist
her boy’s niceness, Fancy her feelings when he married 2 fower
girl who had become disclassed under exwaordinary circum-
stances which were now notorious!

Ir is true that Eliza’s situation did not seem wholly ineligible.
Her father, though formerly a dustman, and now fantastically dis-
classed, had become extremely popular in the smartest society by
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a social talent which triumphed over every prejudice and every
disadvantage. Rejected by the middie class, which he loathed, he
had shot up at once into the highest circles by his wit, his dust-
manship (which he carried like a banner), and his Nietzschean
ranscendence of geod and evil. At intimate ducal dinners he sat
on the right hand of the Duchess; and in country houses he
smoked in the pantry and was made much of by the butler when
he was not feeding in the dining room and being consulted by
cabinet ministers. But he found it almost as hard to do all this on
four thousand a year as Mrs Eynsford Hill to live in Earlscourt
on an income so pitiably smaller that I have not the heart 1o dis-
close its exact figure. He absolutely refused to add the last straw
to his burden by coniributing to Eliza’s support.

Thus Freddy and Eliza, now Mr and Mrs Eynsford Hill, would
have spent a penniless honeymoon but for 2 wedding present of
L300 from the Colonel to Eliza, It lasted a long time because
Freddy did not know how to spend money, never having had
any to spend, and Eliza, socially trained by a pair of old bachelors,
wore her clothes as long as they held together and looked prenty,
without the least regard to their being many months out of
fashior. Siill, £ 500 will not last rwo young people for ever; and
they both knew, and Eliza felt as well, that they must shift for
themselves in the end. She could guarter herself on Wimpole
Sireet because it had come to be her home; but she was quite
aware that she ought not to quarter Freddy there, and that it
would not be good for his character if she did.

Not that the Wimpole Street bachelors objected, When she
consulted them, Higgins declined to be bothered about her hous-
ing problem when that solution was so simple. Eliza’s desire to
have Freddy in the house with her seemed of no more importance
than if she had wanted an extra piece of bedroom furniture. Pleas
as to Freddy’s character, and the moral obligation on him o earn
his own living, were lost on Higgins. He denied that Freddy had
any character, and declared that if he tried to do any useful work
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some competent person would have the trouble of undoing iz: a
procedure involving a net loss to the community, and great un-
happiness to Freddy himself, who was obviously intended by
Nature for such light work as amusing Eliza, which, Higgins de-
clared, was a much more useful and honorable occupation than
working in the city. When Eliza referred again to her project of
teaching phonetics, Higgins abated not a jot of his violent op-
position to it. He said she was not within ten years of being
qualified to meddle with his pet subject; and as it was evident that
the Colonel agreed with him, she felt she could not go against
them in this grave matter, and that she had no right, without
Higgins’s consent, to exploit the knowledge he had given her; for
his knowledge seemed to her as much his private property as his
watch: Eliza was no communist. Besides, she was superstitiously
devoted to them both, more entirely and frankly afier her mar-
riage than hefore it.

It was the Colonel who finally solved the problem, which had
cost him much perplexed cogitation. He one day ashed Eliza,
rather shyly, whether she had quite given up her notion of keep-
ing a flower shop. She replied that she had thought of iz, but had
put it out of her head, because the Colonel had said, that day ar
Mrs Higgins's, that it would never do. The Colonel confessed
that when he said that, ke had not quite recovered from the
dazzling impression of the day hefore. They broke the mater wo
Higgins that evening. The sole comment vouchsafed by him very
nearly led to a serious quarrel with Eliza. It was to the effect that
she would have in Freddy an ideal errand boy.

Freddy himself was next sounded on the subject. He said he
had been thinking of a shop himself; though it had presented jrself
to his pennilessness as a small place in which Eliza should sell
tobacco at one counter whilst he sold newspapers at the opposite
one. But he agreed that it would be extraordinarily jolly w go
early every morning with Eliza 1o Covent Garden and buy
flowers on the scene of their first meeting: a sentiment which
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earned him many kisses from his wife. He added that he had
always been afraid to propose anything of the sort, because Clara
would make an awful row abour a step that must damage her
matrimonial chances, and his mother could not be expected 1o
like it after clinging for so many vears to that step of the socdial
ladder on which retail trade is impossible.

This dificulty was removed by an event highly unexpected by
Freddy’s mother. Clara, in the course of her incursions into
those artistic circles which were the highest within her reach, dis-
covered that her conversational qualifications were expected to
include a grounding in the novels of Mr H. G. Wells. She bor-
rowed them in various directions so energetically that she swal-
lowed them all within two months. The result was a conversion
of a kind quite common today. A modern Acts of the Apostles
would fill fifty whole Bibles if anyone were capable of writing it.

Poor Clara, who appeared to Higgins and his mother as a dis-
agreeable and ridiculous person, and 1o her own mother as in
some inexplicable way a social failure, had never seen herself in
either light; for, though 10 some exrent ridiculed and mimicked
in West Kensington like everybody else there, she was accepted
as a rational and normal—or shall we say ineviteble’—sort of
human being. At worst they called her The Pusher; but w them
no more than to herself had it ever occurred thet she was pushing
the air, and pushing it in 2 wrong direction. 5tiil, she was not
happy. She was growing desperate. Her one asset, the fact that
her mother was what the Epsom greengrocer called a carriage
lady, had no exchange value, apparendy. It had prevented her
from getting educated, because the only education she could
have afforded was educadon with the Earlscourt greengrocer’s
daughter. It had led her to seek the society of her mother’s class;
and that class simply would not have her, because she was much
poorer than the greengrocer, and, far from being able 10 afford a
maid, could not afford even a housemaid, and had to scrape along
at home with an illiberaily treated general servant. Under such
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circurnstances nothing could give her an ajr of being 2 genuine
product of Largelady Park. And yet its tradition made her regard
a marriage with anyone within her reach as an unbearable humilia-
tion. Commercial people and professional people in a small way
were odious to her. She ran after painters and novelists; but she
did not charm them; and her bold attempts to pick up and prac-
tise artistic and literary talk irritated them. She was, in shor, an
utter failure, an ignorant, incompetent, pretentious, unwelcome,
penniless, useless little snob; and though she did not admit these
disqualifications (for nobody ever faces unpleasant truths of this
kind unil the possibility of 2 way out dawns on them) she fole
their effects 100 keenly to be satisfied with her position.

Clara had a stariling eyeopener when, on being suddenly
wakened o enthusiasm by a girl of her own age who dazsled
her and produced in her a gushing desire t ke her for 2 model
and gain her friendship, she discovered that this exquisite appari-
tion had graduated from the gutter in a few months time, Iy
shook her so violentdy, that when My H. G. Wells lified her on
the point of his puissant pen, and placed her at the angle of view
{rom which the life she was leading and the society to which she
clung appeared in its rrue relation to real human needs and wordhy
gocial siructure, he effected 2 conversion and 2 conviction of sin
comparable o the most sensational feats of General Booth or
Gypsy Smith, Clara’s snobbery went bang, Life suddenly began
to move with her. Without knowing how or why, she began
to make friends and enemies. Some of the acquaintances w whom
she had been a tedious or indifferent or ridiculous affliction,
dropped her: others became cordizl. To her amazement she
found that some “quite nice” people were saturated with Wells,
and that this accessibility to ideas was the secret of their niceness.
People she had thought deeply religious, and had tried 10 con-
ciliate on that tack with disasirous results, suddenly took an
interest in her, and revealed a hostility to conventional religion
which she had never conceived possible except among the most
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desperate characters, They made her read Galsworthy; and Gals-
worthy exposed the vanity of Largelady Park and finished her.
It exasperated her to think that the dungeon in which she had
languished for so many unhappy years had been unlocked alf the
time, and that the impulses she had so carefully struggled with
and stifled for the sake of keeping well with society, were pre-
cisely those by which alone she could have come into any sort
of sincere hutnan contact. In the radiance of these discoveries,
and the mumult of their reaction, she made a fool of herself as
freely and conspicuously as when she so rashly adopred Eliza’s
expletive in Mrs Higgins’s drawing room; for the new-born
Wellsian had o find her bearings almost as ridiculously as a baby;
but nobody hates a baby for its ineptitudes, or thinks the worse
of it for trying to eat the matches; and Clara lost no friends by
her follies. They laughed at her to her face this time; and she had
to defend herself and fight it out as best she could.

When Freddy paid a visit to Earlscourt (which he never did
when he couid possibly help it) ro make the desolaring announce-
ment that he and his Eliza were thinking of blackening the Large-
lady scutcheon by opening a shop, he found the little household
already convulsed by a prior announcement from Clara that she
aiso was going to work in an old furniture shop in Dover Sereer,
which had been started by a fellow Wellsian. This appointment
Clara awed, after all, 1o her old social accomplishment of Push,
She had made up her mind that, cost what it might, she would
see Mr Wells in the flesh; and she had achieved her end at a
garden party. She had better luck than so rash an enterprise
deserved. Mr Wells came up to her expectations. Age had not
withered him, nor could custom stale his infinite variety in half
an bour. His pleasant neamess and compacmess, his small hands
and feet, his teeming ready brain, his unaffected accessibility, and
a certain fine apprehensivensss which stamped him as susceptible
from his topmost hair to his tipmost toe, proved irresistible,
Clara talked of nothing else for weeks and weeks afterwards.
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And as she happened to talk to the lady of the furniture shop,
and that lady also desired above all things to know Mr Wells and
sell pretty things to him, she offered Clara a job on the chance
of achieving that end through her.

And so it came about thar Eliza’s luck held, and the expecred
opposition to the flower shop melted away. The shop is in the
arcade of a railway station not very far from the Victoria and
Albert Museum; and if you live in that neighborhood you may
go there any day and buy a buttonhole from Eliza.

Now here is a last opportunity for romance. Would you not
like to be assured that the shop was an immense success, thanks
to Eliza’s charms and her early business experience in Covent
Garden? Alas! the truth is the truth: the shop did not pay for a
long rime, simply because Eliza and her Freddy did not know how
to keep it. True, Eliza had not to begin ar the very beginning;
she knew the names znd prices of the cheaper flowers; and her
elation was unbounded when she found that Freddy, like all
youths educated at cheap, pretentious, and thoroughly inefficient
schools, knew a little Latin, It was very little, buz enough to make
him appear to her a Porson or Bentley, and o0 put him ar his
ease with botanical nomenclature. Unfortunately he knew noching
else; and Eliza, though she could count money up to eighreen
shillings or 0, and had acquired z certain familiarity with the
language of Milon from her struggles 10 gualify herself for
winning Higgins’s bet, could not write out a bill without utterly
disgracing the establishment. Freddy’s power of stating in Latic
that Balbus built 2 wall and that Gaul was divided into three
parts did not carry with it the slighrest knowledge of accounts
or business: Colonel Pickering had to explain to him what a
cheque book and a bank account meant. And the pair were by
no means easily teachable. Freddy backed up Eliza in her ob-
stinate refusal to believe that they could save money by engaging
2 bookkeeper with some knowledge of the business. How, they
argued, could you possibly save money by going to extra expense
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when you already could not make both ends meet? But the
Colonel, after making the ends meet over and over again, at last
gently insisted; and Eliza, humbled to the dust by having to beg
from him so often, and stung by the uproarious derision of
Higgins, to whom the notion of Freddy succeeding at anything
was a joke that never palled, grasped the fact that business, like
phonetics, has to be leamed.

On the piteous spectacle of the pair spending their evenings in
shorthand schools and polytechnic classes, learning bookkeeping
and typewriting with incipient junior clerks, male and female,
from the elementary schools, let me not dwell. There were even
classes at the London School of Economics, and 2 humble
personal appeal to the director of that instirution to recommend
a course bearing on the flower business. He, being a humorist,
explained to them the method of the celebrated Dickensian essay
on Chinese Metaphysics by the gentleman who read an article on
China and an article on Metaphysics and combined the informa-
tion. He suggested that they should combine the London School
with Kew Gardens. Eliza, to whom the procedure of the Dicken-
sian gentleman seemed perfecdy correct (as in fact it was) and not
in the least funny (which was only her ignorance), tock the
advice with entire gravicy. But the effort that cost her the deepest
humiliation was a request to Higgins, whose pet artistic fancy,
next to Milton's verse, was caligraphy, and who himself wrote a
most beautiful Ttalian hand, thet he would weach her 1o write. He
declared that she was congenitally incapable of forming a single
letter worthy of the least of Milton’s words; but she persisted;
and again he suddenly threw himself into the task of teaching her
with a combination of stormy intensity, concentrated patience,
and occasional bursts of interesting disquisition on the beauty
and nobility, the august mission and destiny, of human hand-
writing. Eliza ended by acquiring an extremely uncommercial
script which was a positive extension of her personal beauty,
and spending three times as much on stationery as anyone else
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because certain qualities and shapes of paper became indispens-
able to her. She could not even address an envelope in the usual
way because it made the margins all wrong.

Their commercial schooldays were a period of disgrace and
despair for the young couple. They seemed 1o be learning nothing
about flower shops. At last they gave it up as hopeless, and shook
the dust of the shorthand schools, and the polytechnics, and the
London School of Economics from their feet for ever. Besides,
the business was in some mysterious way beginning to take care
of itself. They had somehow forgotten their objections w em-
ploying other people. They came to the conclusion that their own
way was the best, and that they had really a remarkable mlent for
business. The Colonel, who had been compelled for some years
to keep a sufficient sum on current account at his bankers to
make up their deficits, found that the provision was unnecessary:
the young people were prospering. It is true that there was not
quite fair play between them and their competitors in trade. Their
week-ends in the country cost them nothing, and saved them the
price of their Sunday dinners; for the motor car was the Celonel’s;
and he and Higgins paid the hotel bills. Mr F. Hill, forist and
greengrocer (they soon discovered that there was money in
asparagus; and asparagus led w other vegetables), had an air
which stamped the business as classy; and in private life he was
still Frederick Eynsford Hill, Esquire. Mot thar there was any
swank about him: ncbody but Eliza knew that he had been
christened Frederick Challoner. Eliza herself swanked like any-
thing. :
That is all, That is how it has turned cut. It is astonishing how
much Hliza still manages 1o meddle in the housekeeping at Wim-
pole Street in spite of the shop and her own family, And it s
notable that though she never nags her husband, and frankly
loves the Colonel as if she were his favorite daughter, she has
never got out of the habit of nagging Higgins that was established
on the fatal night when she won his bet for him. She snaps his
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head off on the faintest provocation, or on none. He no longer
dares to tease her by assuming an abysmal inferiority of Freddy’s
mind to his own. He storms and bullies and derides; but she
stands up 10 him 50 ruthlessly that the Colonel has to ask her
from time to time to be kinder to Higgins; and it is the only
request of his that brings a mulish expression into her face.
Nothing but some emergency or calamity great enough to break
down all likes and dislikes, and throw them both back on their
commeon humanity—and may they be spared any such triall—
will ever alter this. She knows that Higgins does not need her,
just as her father did not need her. The very scrupulousness with
which he told her that day that he had become used to having
her there, and dependent on her for all sorts of litde services,
and that he should miss her if she went away (it would never
have cecurred to Freddy or the Colonel to say anything of the
sort} deepens her inner certainty that she is “no more to him
than them slippers”; yet she has a sense, too, that his indifference
is deeper than the infamation of commoner souls. She is immensely
interestzd in him. She has even secret mischievous moments in
which she wishes she could get him alone, on a desert island,
away from all ties and with nobody else in the world to consider,
and just drag him off his pedestal and see him making love like
any common man. We all have private imaginations of that sort.
But when it comes 0 business, to the life that she really leads as
distinguished from the life of drearns and fancies, she likes Freddy
and she likes the Colonel; and she does not Iike Higgins and Mr
Doolittle. Galatea never does quite Hke Pygmalion: his refation
1o her 15 too godlike 10 be aliogerher agreeable.

Glossary: reading the text

Praface

sequel  see pages 105-18 for Shaw’s long sequel to the play.
accessitle  within reach, available.
phongtic  concerning the sounds of spoken language.

Alexander Meivifle Belt (1819-1905) son of Alexander Graham Bell;
worked a [ot with deaf mutes.

Visible Spsech invention of Melville Bell: a type of alphabet using graphic
diagrams fo represent spesch,

Alexander J Effis English writer on phanstics who wanied to reform
English spelling.

Henry Sweet (1845-1912) British phonetician and philologist (one who
studies the science and background of language). Published many books
on language and grammar, devised iwo types of phonetic alphabet based
on the work of Bell and Eflis. Shaw points out later in this praface that
Higgins is not a porlrait of Sweet but there are fouches of Sweet in
Pygmalion.

concifiatory  hringing opposites together to agree to things.

ibsen  (1828-1906) Norwegian playwright who introduced many modern
glerments into lale nineteenth and early twentieth-century drama.

Samuel Butler (1835-1902) English satirist who spoke out against
hypocrisy in modern morals. -

Satanic contemnpt  devil-like scorn.

Joseph Chamberlain  (1836-1914) British statesman ; colonial secretary
in the Government who worked hard to promote imperial expansion,

darisive  mocking, scornful.
libelfous  falsely damaging a person's reputation in writing.
repudiation  denial, refusal to recognise.
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Readership  University post with specific responsibilities for research.
Current Shorthand  Sweels system of lines and strokes to reprasent
phonetics.

four and sixpenny manpal is would have been written as 4/6d, the
equivalent of 22§ new pence. See ‘A note on money’, page Xix.

Pitman  {1813-1897) the inventor of Sherthand — thirty-efght symbols to
reprasent sounds of vowels and consonanis,

Sybil Sibyls were women in Greek mythology who foreiold the future. The
most famous one wrcte her prophecies on leaves so peopls had to be
careful to read them before the wind blew them away,

Gregg shorthand 10 1888 John Robert Gregg published a different kind of
shorthand.

Russian size alphabet this Cyrillic alphabet has thirty-two leffers {the
English alphabet has twenty-six}; originally it had even more.

Robert Bridges (1844-1930) famous English poet who was also
interested in spelling and phonetics.

didactic  intended fo instruct.
wisgagre  silly parson who thinks she or he is clever.
Huy Bias  verse drama written in 1838 by the French writer Victor Hugo.

Aei

{ab  short for laxi cab.

St Paul’s church  designed by Inigo Jones (1573-1651) in the centra of
Covent Garden; known as The Aciors' Church, it is stil! used for memarial
services for people of the theatrs,

Covent Garden  see London theaires', pages xviii-xix,

He wont get no cab not undil in Slandard Englisn this would be: He
won't get a cab until. ..

half-past eleven most theatres closed at 11pm. Many people needed cabs
to take them home.

GLOSSARY

7 gumption sense, COurage.
Southampton Straet  in the Covent Garden area.

gvening dress  paople would dress up to go to the theatre — it was a formal
occasion for those siiting ir: the best seats. Men wore white tie and tails;
women wore long dresses.

Charing Cross, Ludgate Circus  famous landmarks at the west and east
ends of The Strand, which runs along the Covent Garden area i the south.

Hammersmith  in west London.
Strandwards  towards The Strand; see nate above.
flowesr girf - girls lixe Eliza sold bunches of flowers fo passers-hy.

Nah then, Freddy: look why’ gowin, deah now then Freddy, look
where you're going, dear.

Theres menners fyer! To-oo banches o voylsts trod info the
mad  there’s manners for you! Two bunches of violets troddan inio the
g,

pfinth  souare block at the base of a column, used as a pedestal.

Ow, ge7 vo-o0a san, is e ? Wal, fewd dan v’ ds-o0ty bawmz a mather
should, eed now beffern o spawl 2 pore gel’s fahrzn then ran
awy athaht pyin. Will yo-00 py me Fihem? oh, he's your son, is
he? Well, if you had dene your duty by him as a mother should, he would
know better than to spoil a poor gi!'s flowers and then run away without
paying. Wiil you pay ms for them?

sixpence  now the equivatent of 23 pence.

fanner slang word for sixpence. See also 'A nole 00 money', page xix.

sovereign, haif-a-crown, tuppence; hapsnce see ‘A note on money,
page xix.

fiubbul  confusion, noise.

depracaiing  showing disapproval.

hollerin - shouting.

fec  detective {slang).

aw rawt  alf right.
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11 bo-pots  boots (policemen’s feat were said to be large owing to walking the

beat).

copper’s nark police informer (the word ‘nark’ comes from the Romany
word 'nak’ meaning nose).

Cheer ap, Keptin; w'baw ya ffahr ori a pore gel - cheer up, Captain; and
buy a flowsr from a poor girl. (Captain here is just used as a mark of
raspect.)

agen  against.

molesiation  interference.

Seisey town in Sussex, on the south coast of England.

Lisson Grove west Londen, near Marylebong, a slum area at the time of
the play.

Paric Lane  strest running along one side of Hyde Park in Mayfair, the most
fashionahie part of London.

Hoxton &t that time slum area in north-gast London.

Aint no call to meddie with me, he aint  he has no reason to interfere
with me, he hasn'l.

i dont want to have no truck with him | don't want io have any
business with him.

Cheltenham, Harrow, Cambridgs, india ihe implication is that the
gentleman had & conventional upper-class upbringing and carser: born in
Chelienham, in Gloucestershire; sgucaied ai the public school, Harrow;
university at Cambridge and the Army in india (then part of the British
Empire).

foff  stang for gentleman.

DABUFTOWE  [NEUMONia.

Earlscourt  inwest London, at the time a middle-class area.

Fpsom  town in Surrey (south England), home of the famous Derby race.

Anwefl Hanwell - district in the western suburbs of London, where thers
was at the time an asylum for mentally disturbed people.

worrited and chivied warried and harassed.

GLOSSARY

brogue  accent,
Kentish Town in north-west London, a slum arez at that time.

Shakespear (1564-1616) English playwright, probably the greatest and
most fametts in the world (usually spelt 'Shakespeare’).

Milton (1608-1674) one of England's greatest poets whose most fameous
wark is Paradise Lost written when Milton was hlind.

Garni  slang for 'go on’,
Spoken Sanscrit Sanskrit is an ancient and sacred language of India.

Wimpole Street  in the centre of the doctors’ area near Harley Street, in the
West End of London.

Carfton famous hotel then in the Haymarket, near Piccadilly.

{81s have a jaw  let's have a chat.

mendacify  untruthfuiness.

a couple of floring - two-shiliing pieces; see ‘A note on monsy’, page xix.
Angel Court, Drury Lane  just round the corer from Covent Garden.

A shiffing see ‘A nole on money', page xix.

irredicible  incapable of being reduced.

prodigal lavish, wasteful.

miscelfaneous  consisting of several kinds.

1 Look carefully at the actions and words of The Daughter {Clara) and
Freddy. What are the differences in the way they both taik to and reagt
towards The Flower Girl (Eliza) ? Make a list first o help.

2 Wy do vou think the bystanders are important in the act?

3 How does The Note Taker (Higgins) behave towsrds Eliza from the
moment Eliza finds out someene has been listening fo her (from the
boitom of page 10)?

What good qualities do you feel Eliza has in this act?
5 From all the characters in this short act, who appears to you to have

the best manners? Give examples of their good manners.
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6 What do you think is going o happen to The Flower Girl in the rast of
the play? Which other characters will be imporfant to the main action?

7 Whny do you think Shaw wrote a lot of Eliza’s speeches phonetically
{(spelling words so that her dialect comes through fo the readen?
Would the opening of the play be betier with the words spell normatly?

Bt 2

20 phonograph first type of record player, Invented in 13863 by Thomas A

tddison,

faryrgoscope  apparatus which, by a combination of mirrors, makss i
possible to inspect a patient’s larynx and throatl.

singing flames  apparatus for creating and regulating sounds.
coal-scuitfe  container kesping coal to go on an open fire.
Piranasi (1720-1778) Italian engraver.

mezzotint method of engraving copper of steel.

frock-coat man's long double-breasted jacket — nearly knee langth.
petulance irmilation.

Bell's Visible Spesch  see note fo page 1.

FHomic  one of Sweet’s systems for a phonetic alphabet, See note {o page 1.
pathas  quality arousing pity.

fingo manner of speaking (slang).

baggage cheeky girl.

Totterrham Court Road  long road in London, now famous for music and
s0uUng systerm shops,

zif asil.
Youd had a drop in you'd been drinking.

gighteenpence this would have been written as 184 or 1/6d. Equivalent of
73 NEw pance.

GLGSSARY

have the face have the nerve.
shiffing ses 'A note on money’, page xix.

sixty or seventy puingas & guines was an English gold coin worlh 21
shillings. Seventy guineas was £73.10s {now the value would be nearer
£800).

Monkey Brand  very strong soap used for cleaning kitcher pots and pans.
Whiteley tamous London store of the day.

prudery  behaviodr of somaone who saubs anything that is net decent by
their stendards. {Higgins is suggesting thal Eliza’s lower-class back-
ground has given her the wrong sort of shame.)

zephyr westwind.

modulation  musical change in the voics.

elocutionary siyle  style of pronouncing things in Standard English.
off his churng out of his mind.

baimies mad men.

didnt want ng did not want any.

plaints  complaints.

copper  container for boiling and washing clothes by hand.

frowzy dirty, unpleasant smalling.

cerfain word  this would have referred fo the swear word bioody (see
‘Critical reaction’, pages xHi-xv).

judicial  concerning the Law.

affiteration  repetition of the same consonant at the beginning of a series of
words,

slovenly untidy.

benzine inflammable tiquid from petrol, used to remove grease stains.
diffident  modest.

arbitrary  not bound by rules.

blackguard  criminal {term of abuse).

magisterially ina masterful way.

Governor  Cockney expression for Sir.
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Hounslow west London suburh,

fairfty fair play.

audacity boldness, nerve.

rheteric  art of using language and making speeches.
mendacity  see noie to page 17,

Droximity  neamess.

rough justice  without recourse 1o the Law.

Cabinet committee of the most important Government ministers with the
Prime Minister al the head.

ginger spirit, e,

pauperize  turninio a beggar.

spree  outing, usually involving spending money.
prudent  careful.

deferentiafly  respectiutly.

coffecting dust  dust hers used as slang for money.
navyy  worker on roads o buildings.

cuf ignore.

cep  except

1 What methods does Higgins use to get Eliza to do what he wants {from
page 27 to page 32)7?
2 Why does Mrs Pearce think thal Higgins's plan will go wrong?

3 Do you think the act would have more or less dramatic effect f Higgins
ware more polite to Eiza? Give reasons for your point of view,

4 From this act what do you learn of Higoins's views about women?

After Doolitie’s long speeches why does Higgins end up giving him
the money?

The entrance of Doolittle is very sudden. What does his appearance
add {o the discussion on class?

GLOSSARY

7 How does Mrs Pearce treat:
e [liza?
» Higgins?

BAct 3

Chelsea Embankment long road overlooking the Thames in an arty area
of London.

Morris and Burne Jones  William Morris {1834-1896), artist, craftsman,
noet and designer of watlpaper, furniture and fabrics; Edward Burne Jonas
(1833-1898), artist who worked with Morris. Both had a lot of influence
on interior decorating and furnishing.

chiniz  cotton printed in several colours.

gitoman roughly circular type of sofa, without arms or back.

Whistler (1834-1903) American artist who lived in France and England.
Cecil Lawson  {1851-1882) landscape painter,

Rupens {1577-1640) Dulch painter.

Fossetfian long and flowing dresses as seen in the paintings of Dante
{3abriel Hossetti {1828-1882}.

gstheticisrm love of beautiful things. Shaw uses the American spalling;
English spelfing would be 'aestheticism’ .

Chippendale eighteenth-ceniusy furniture designer and maker, -

Inigo Jones (1573-1651) architect who designed many fine buiidings and
warked on the layout for the Covent Garden Plazza.

at-home day in ‘polite society’, a time set aside {or someone to receive
guests into their home.

small falk Hight conversatton, for example, about the weather.




GLOSSARY

getting on iike 2 house on fire  getling on very weli together.
bravade  boastful behaviour.

Battersea Fark large park in south-west London.

Ahdado ? how do you do? {said in very posh way).

Royal Society’s soirees social gatherings held ty the Royal Society
{founded in 1645 lo further scientific learning).

pedantic  Trying to be very precise in things,
divan  couch

fender firsguard.

baromeltrical  indicating weather changes.
done the ofd woman i killed the old woman.

she come through diptheria she survived diptheria, an infectious
disease.

themr as  those who.

sanguinary  referring to the word ‘tloody’

bee iz bonnet  obsession.

Heethoven and Brahms  famous nineteenth-cantury composers,

Lehar (1870-1948) Hungarian composer of light operas.

Lionef Manckton  (1862-1924) English composer of musical comedies.

Ripping  upper-class slang for excelient,

awning  covering lo act as shelter from sun and rain.

whiskered Pandour  mousiached eighteenth-century Hungarian soidier,

Maestro  master, teacher.

swelfs slang for rich people.

Clerkenwell  district of London which was a centre for watch and clock-
makers,

somnambulist  slespwalker

debutante  name given {o a younger woman during her first sccial season

- a {ime of going to the parties and functions for the upper classes for a
few months sach vear,

GLOSSARY

70 Mrs Langtry Lillie Langtry (1852-1829), famous actress and mistress of
King Edward Wi,

71 Magyar Hungarian.

Morganatic  marriage between people of unegual rank (used for a privale
marriage between a king and a commoner who is not elevated to queen).

1 At Mrs Higging's al-home day Miss Eynsford Hill says, /f people
would only be frank and say what they realfy think! Why does Eliza’s
small falk cause both amusement and shock?

What qualities does Mrs Higgins nave that maxe her appear fo have
MOTe Common sense and compassion than her son, Henry?

When Mrs Higgins says, No, you two Infiniiely stupid male creafures:
the problem of what is to be done with her afferwards, she is echeing
the thought of a character in Act 2. Who is that character? What are the
reactions of Higgins and Pickering to Mrs Higgins's commant?

How does Shaw make sure that there is a lot of dramatic tension inthe
embassy receplion scene, even though Eliza says very litie through-
out?

Look carefully at the character of Pickering here and in the previous
acts.

e How does he differ from Higgins?
@ What sort of man do you feel he is”?
e [oes he treal tliza any differently fram Higgins and Doolittle?

Act d

72 La Fancivita def Golden West “The Girl of the Golden West' — opera by
the ltatian composer Puccini (19103,

13 coroneted biflet-doux  personai fove letter with a printed crest.
tomfoolery foolishness.
T4 purgatory staie of pain, distress.
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superiatively  of the highest degree.
Presumptuous  torward, taking for granted.
condescending  offensively being nice; patronising.
Tosh  slang for rubbish.

fogs  slang for clothes.

milfennium  height of happiness (a time when all misery in the world will
supposedly end).

perfunctorily done as routing; carelessly.
decorum  correct behaviour.
To make a hole in it to jump into it and commit sticide by drowning.

Wimbledon Commeon open parkland in Wimbledon, south-west suburb
in Londen.

This act is very sharf. In the scene betwesn Eliza and Higgins there are
many stage directions which help to show the tensions between the
characters. Looking at the directions and the dialogue sxplain why
Eliza is s0 upset.

in this act Higgins refers to Eliza as a heartless guttersnipe; in Act 2 he
called her haggage What effect does Higgins's language and name-
calling have on Eliza and the readar or audience?

Do you think there is any future for Freddy and Fliza following their
meeting at the end of the act?

4 What do you predist will happen in the final act?

GLOSSARY

Providerice care of God.
blighter Cockney term: & scamp.
worrited  worried,

dye my hair dye his grey hair black — otherwise he might look too old for
work,

skilly grusl served to people in the workhouses in the nineteenth century.

Char Bydis Charybidis was & dangerous whirlpool opposite another one
called Scylla in the Straits of Messina (between laly and Sicily} in Gregk
mythology. Many sailors lost their lives there.

spraddling  sprawling.

5t George’s, Hanover Square Church used for fashionable weddings in
London's West End.

Brougham  early mator car or one-harse carmiage.
magnanimous  Generous.

chaperonsd  accompanied for sake of propristy.

0 gat round me  persuade me by being nice io me,
commercial  business.

ignoramus  ignorant person,

Acts

bolted  run off.
Genteel well-bred in manners.
resplendently  briltiantly, shining.

patent leather made of varnished soft black leather with a permanent
shine.

1 What do vou suppose Higgins told the police when informing them
Eliza had bofted?

Done to me! Ruined me. Destroyed my fiappinass, explains Doolitile to
Mrs Higgins on page 86. Why is Doolitiie more unhappy now han he
appeared to be in his first entrance in Act 27

3 Why is Doolittle so angry with Higgins?

4 What is different about Eliza in this act comparad with previous acls?

5 On page 97 Eliza comments that Higgins seems to treat her like her
father. What other similarities can you find between Higgins and
Doglitiie in this act and others?
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6 in the final scene beiween Eliza and Higgins (pages 97-103), they
argue about everything. Who do you think presents the betier
arguments ? Do you think either character ends up the winner?

Enifogue

Mefl Gwynne (1653-1687) orange seller who became an aclress in Drury
Lane Theatre and mistress {o King Charles 1.

coquetting  flirting.

Landor Walter Savage (1775-1864), poet and writer.

Nietzsche (1844-1900) German philosopher whose views were examined
a little in Shaw's play Man and Superman, in which the playwrignl
looked at the idea of what he called the life force.

obtuse  stupid.

jointure  property,

opiifence  wealth.

singcure  position held without any work to do.

H G Welis  (1856-1946) famous novelist and scierce fiction writer. Shaw
had a long standing disagresment with him over politics and other
matters,

West Kensington in west London; Earls Court is in the centre of the
district.

on the point of his puissant psn puissani means powerful. In one of
Wells's navels (Ann Veronica), he looked at the kind of woman Clara
wanted to be.

General Booth Willam Booth (1829-1912), founder of the Salvation
Army,

Gypsy Smith Rodnsy Smith (1860-1947), havelling preacher whose
parents were gypsies.

GLOSSARY

114 Galsworthy John (1867-1953), English novelist who wrote The Forsyle

Saga.
ianguished lay wasting.
expletive  swear word.
scutcheon  usually escutcheon; shield bearing the family's coat of arms.
Dover Stregt  between Victoria and Westminstar in London,

Age had not withersd him, nor cowld cusiom stale his infinite
variafy Shaw is making fun of Wells tiking women by changing part of
the famous lines from Shakespeare’s Arfony and {leopatra. Age cannot
wither her, nor custom stale/ Her infinile varisty.

Victoria and Athsrt Museum famous museum in South Kensington in
London.

Forson; Bentley  eighteenth-century scholars.

{ondon School of Economics  coflege of London University, founded in
1895 by Sidney and Beatrice Webb, friends and political colleagues of
Shaw.

Kew Gardens inwast London; home of the famous botanical gardens with
collections of planis and flowers from all pver the world,

caligraphy  beautiful handwriting {usually speit ‘calligraphy’).
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which character is speaking;

why they say what is quoted;

what part of the play the words come from;
General impressiﬁns e what their words tell you about the charactars.

Study programme

Look at the words and phrases listed below. Take ten (in any order) and
wrile two or three sentences to say why that word or phrase might have a
iof to do with Pygmalion:

clothes poverty
snobbery love

money funny accents
the class system London
behaviour wealth

a private bet fong words
control impressions
morals socisty
parents and children standards
small, local communities friendship
famities use of lanquage

Mow decide on no more than five of these words which you think best
sum up the main themes of Pygmalion. You need to think about the
main ideas which run througheut the play

When you have decided, write a paragraph for each word explaining why
you think it dascribes a main theme in the play. Each paragraph should
contain a minimum of four sentences, but you coutd weite a lot more if
you think about the whale play.

Characlers

The main characiers

Look af the words, phrases or sentences on pages 136-7 from each act.
Write down:

A chart may help.

Quots Characier

Reason

Part of play

What it reveals

Sixpence Clara
fhrown

away!

Reaily. ..

{marespect- Fliza
able girl: so
help me. ..

[ find ihat the  Higgins
moment | et

miyself make

friends with 4

woman, |

become

seffish and

tyrannical.

Doesn't
want her
mother to
spend maore
than the
flowers are
worth,

She wanis to
show that
she's honest
and has

not done any-
thing wrong.

He and
Pickering

are discussing
the character
of men once
they become
involved with
WOMmen.

Actd
in the rain.

Act

atter

ihe note
faker is
seenio be
writing
down her
words.

Act2
whilst
Elizais
having a
bath.

Clara is
behaving fiks
asngh, She
has in mind

a better use
for the money.
She has no
thought o
spare for those
poorer than
herself.

Eliza is doing
an honest job
and she does
nct wani people
1o think she is
not respectable.

Higgins would
much prefer lo
get on with his
life alone. He
thinks women
upsel and ruin
gverything.
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Now continue the chart using the foliowing quotations, which are in
chronclogical act order:
Act 2

e [ hopae its understood that no advantage is o be faken of her
position.

s ['mone of the undeserving poor : thats what | am.

e Now, Mir Higgins, please dont say anything fo make the girl conceit-
ed about herself

Act 3

s |f pecple would only be frank and say what they really think!

e The new small lalk. You do it so awfully well

® s no use. | shall never be able lo bring myself fo use that word,

e Buf she’s got some sifly bee in her bonnet about Eliza. She keeps
saying ‘You don't think, sir’- doesnt she, Pick?

®  Yoir certainly are a pair of pretly babies, playing with your live dolf

Act 4

s iVhy have you begun going on iike His? May 1 ask whather you
complaim of vour freaiment hiere?

You go o bed and have a good nice rest; and then get up and look
at yourselt in the giass; and you wont feel so cheap.

el drive about alf night, and in the morning il call on ofd Mrs
Higgins and ask her whal | ought to do.

Act b

e Who asked him io make a gentleman of me?

o | donf think you guite realize what anything in the nature of brain
wark means io a girf of her class.

So glad lo see you again, Colonel Pickering... Quite chilly this
morning, isnt it?

You musnt mind that. Higging takes off his bools all over the place.

... Vinow | can be a lady o you, because you always lreal me as a
lady, and afways will.
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e [canf ehange my nature; and | dont intend to change my manners.

Now write down some of your favourite Tings or speeches from the play.
Note who said them and try to explain why you thought they were
sffective. Perhaps they were amusing or sad or dramatic?

Compare your choices with a partner. Listen to what the other person has
chosen and discuss the reasons for each of your choices.

Secondary characiers

in a play or novel there are usually same main characters (also known as
rincipal or primary characters) and other characters who are important —
sometimes very impartant — but whom you could not describe as the main
ones. These are known as the secondary characters.

MRS PEARCE
She appears on pages 21-49 and has a loi to say to both Eliza and Higgins.
She i3 also referred o later by Higgins on page 63.

ALFRED DOQUITTLE
Yol may think he is a main character. Look at pages 39-49 and pages 85-97.

MAS HIGGING
Look at pages 51-66 and pages 83-105.

PICKERING
Look at pages 10-18, pages 21-32, pages 35-50, pages 55-74, pages 84-97.

THE EYNSFORD HILL FAMILY
Mrs Eynstord Hili pages 7-15 and pages 54-62
{lara pages 7-15 and pages 54-62

Freddy pages 7-18 and pages 55-61

Choose one or two of the following and write

e 3 conversation Mrs Pearce has with another housekaeper about the
events at the Higgins house;
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your opinion as to why these secondary characters (above) are used
in the play;

the speech Doolittle might have to make to the Wannafeller Moral
Reform League (see pages 85-8);

a series of letters Mrs Higgins might write to a friend about her son
and Eliza;

an essay on the importance of all of these characters in Pygmalion.

Behaviour and morais

Look at the following spider graph.

It givas examples of the behavisur of characters or their attitudes to life.
There are only z few exampies on this graph. Copy it out and add as
rnany other points as you can.

I'm a good girl. Put her in the dusibin.

A

ELIZA'S ATTITUDE
TO HAVING ABATH CLARA EYNSFORD HILL'S
TREATMENT OF ELIZA IN
HIGGINGS NOTICING ELIZA DID ACT 1 COMPARED WITH
HAVE CHANGE AFTER ALL LATER

HIGGINS LISTENING
TOPEGPLE'S MRS PEARCE'S ATTITUDE
CONVERSATIONS /\ TO ELIZA AND HIGGINS

=l BEHAVEOUR JMORALS |

.. you two infinitely stupid g/ \g ! sold flowers. | didn’t
male creatures: the problem sell myseff. Now you've
of what is fo be done with made a lady of me I'm not
her aftervards. fit to sell anything else.
(Mrs Higgins on page 65)

ELIZA'S SMALL TALK
...you cant take a girf up
like that as if you were DOOLITTLE: I'm playing
picking up a pebble on straight witty you. I ain't
the beach. {Mrs Pearce pretending 1o be desarving.
on page 27) I'm undeserving.
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When you have done this - you ought to be able to add at {east a dozen

examples of your own — share your ideas with others. Have a brain-
storming session o help yeu find ideas.

Use all the notes you make for an essay: How people behave in Shaw's
Pygmalion.

You could look at these points;

® characters who appear to behave properly;

& characters who seem crusl o others;

e views in fhe play about how people should behave:

s different scenas whers behaving properly is important.

Money and class

As in the work looking at behaviour and morals on page 138 fry to do the

same wilh the themes of money and class. Copy out this diagram and
acid mare of your own ideas and axamples from the play.

THE BARGAINING IN THE FIRST ACT OOOLITTLE'S LEGACY AND
o THE PROBLEMS OF BECOMING
RICH SUDDENLY

THE BET BETWEEN HIGGINS I wont be called a
AND PICKERING . baggage when lve offerad
i /" to pay like a lady.

[ MoNEY/CLASS |

DOOLITTLE'S SPEECHES # - HIGGINS FOR ELIZA
ABOUT MIDDLE-CLASS
MORALITY AND THE HIGGING EXPLAINING HOW MUCH
UNDESERVING POOR ELIZA IS FREPARED TO PAY

j COMPARED WITH A MILLIONAIRE

DOOLITTLE WANTING
MONEY FROM

TALK ABOUT THE MiDDLE CLASSES
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Now write about the impartance of money in Pygmalion, using inci-

dents from the play and what the different characters think and say about
money.

Difierent versions of the play

Shaw wrote Pygmalion in 1912. The version of Pygmalion in this edition is
the one Shaw ravised for the 1938 fitm. He changed some dialogues and
added complately new scenes which could be used in the film. Here is a list
of Shaw's additions lo the 1912 version:

1

Part of the Preface where Shaw gives instructions for technicians, and the
poini he makes in the second paragraph {page 1) about the English being
unable to spell.

The short scene where Fliza takes a taxi home and is then seen in her
room {pages 18-19}. The taxi cab had appearec in the 1912 version but
the dialogue was much shorter with Eliza giving the driver directions 1o
where she lived. She had then slammed the door and the scene had
ended with Freddy saying Well I'm dashed! There had been no real
conversation betwean Eliza and the driver and no glimpse of Eliza a
home in 1912.

The scene in Act 2 where Mrs Pearce fakes Eliza upstairs i have a bath
{pages 32-5),

At the end of Act 2 the scene which includes an axample of one of Eliza's
lessons (pages 49-50, from There seems fo be Some curiosily as fo what
Higgins's lessons to Fliza were like. .. 1o the end of the act).

in Act 3, all of the smbassy party scene (pages 66-71), from Clearly Hiza
will nof pass as a duchess vet... to the end of the act).

The scene at the end of Act 4 showing Eliza changing from her evening
dress, followed by the mesting between her and Freddy (pages 80-2).
Shaw also changed the stage directions just before that scene. In 1912
instead of the short paragraph beginning Eliza goes dovr on her knges
on the heartthrug (oottom of page 79), Shaw had written: Eliza smiles for
the first fime; expresses her feelings by a wild pantornime in which an
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imitation of Higgins's exit is confused with her own Iriumph, and finally
goes down o hier kneas on the hearihiug o look for the ring.

Shaw changed the very ending of the piay. In 1912, instead of the last few
lines beginning:

LIZA {disdainlully]l Mumber eighis are too small for you. .
pages 1G4-5

Shaw had writien the following.

LIZA {disdaintully] Buy them yourse!f {She sweeps out.)

MRS HIGGINS /' afraid vou've spoiled that girl Henry. But never ming,
dear: il buy vou the te and gloves.

HIGGINS isunnityl Oh don't bother. She'li buy ‘em all right enough.
Goodbye.
They kiss, Mrs Higgins runs oul. Higgins, left alons,
ratfles his cash in his pockets; chuckles; and disports
himsalf in a highly seff-satisfied manner,

Look carefully at all these additions and changes made by Shaw for the
revised edition of Pygmalion.

& Discuss what you think they add to the play.

= Wrile down all the advaniages sach addition has for the meaning and
success of the whoie play.,

Remember Shaw did nof want audiences to think that there wouid be a
romantic ending between Eliza and Higgins.

tf vou get a chance, walch either the original 1938 film version, starfing
Lestie Howard and Wendy Hiller, or the stage musical, My Fair Lady
{ses Infroduction, page xi} which was filmed. in the film of My Fair
Lady, apart from the addition of many songs, there are changes from the
original play:

® g scene af the Ascot races {instead of Mrs Higgins's at-home day), in
which Eliza shocks everyene there by some very colourful fanguage
shouting for a horse to move faster;
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e an extended language lesson scene which includes Eliza eventually
changing from saying The rine in Spine sties mingly in the pline to
The rain in Spain stays mainly in the plain.

# Doolitile preparing to get married;

e more scenes with Freddy.

Also in My Fafir Lady the ending is much more romantic: Eliza has

oromised to marry Freddy but when Higgins is alone listening to the

sound of her voice on his machinery she re-enters. Higgins looks content

and simpiy asks where his slippers are. Eliza then cries and stays. Not &
dry eye in the cinemall

Look at some lines of the songs used in My Fair Lady. Gan you work
out which character sang which?

1 Why can't the English leach their children how to speak?

2 Wouldntt it be loverly ?(The first line starts Alf / want is a room
somewhere far away from the cold night air.)

3 Just you wait ‘enry iggins, just you wart

4 ['m getting married in the morning. .. Get me fo the church on time.
5 Why can't a woman be more like a man?

6 Show me.

7 i've grown accusiomed fo her face.

3 On ihe streat where you live.

9 [ could have danced all might.

10 f'man ordinary man.

When you have worked out the characters (answers on page 154), ses if
you can decide with others just where in the play the songs might fit
Staging the play

If you had to cast the play for a performance what sort of actor or actress
would be right for each part? The thres most famous combinations playing
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Eliza and Higgins have been Mis Patrick Campbel! and Herbert Trae, Wendy
Hiller and Leslie Howard, Julie Andrews (stage) or Audrey Hapburn (film) and
Rex Harrison.

You shou!d be able 1o find piciures of all these actors but they may not match
your image of the characiers.

L] Braw up a chart of the characters in the play and then a list of qualities
you would ook for when casting. These qualities can be wide ranging -
from physical appearance to the way an actor should play the part,

Remember to check Shaw's own stage directions when each character
makes his or tier Tirst appearance.

Sequels

Shaw fait he had to write an epifogue so that all readers knew exactly what his
intentions were for all the characters. Read it through. You may feel that if you
had the chance you would not have that encing. Think about what could
happen fo the characters.

Write your own sequel 10 the play. You can do this in ordinary prose but
ses if you can contirue the play using as much of Shaw's siyle and the
gharacters’ voices and aclions as possible,

if you want, keep the ideas that Shaw has in his epilogue; otherwise you
can change them and substitute your own. Whatever you decide, remern-
ber the following points if you are going to continue by writing in play
form:

e you must decide how many scenes you are going to write;

= what has happened to the characters right up to Shaw's ending;

o the style of the dialogue (Higgins would speak in a different way from
Efiza or Freddy and 50 0n):

e whether some of the smaller characters might make more appear-
ances (for axample Mrs Pearce, Pickering, Clara);

143




STUDY PROGRAMME

 {he importance of convincing stage directions (keep in mind Shaw's
directions), especially those which help the reader see the way in
which a character says somethirg.

When you set out your play check how to write the play form by looking
gver the presentation in this edition.

1 Act out your secuel with others. This will need some rehearsal lime. One
of the groups will have to direct you.

1 you have a lot of time for this try to research the period of the play to
sec what people wore in 1912, Shaw gives a lot of set defail, especially at
the start of Acts 2 and 3. You might be able to find some appropriate or
aven authentic props to help your play.

El Use a video if you have the resources to film your sequel. Before you do
this you will need to make a story/film board to note down what you
intend to film, the action, diatogue and props USed.

it other groups have writien and performed their sequels watch them and
then all of you decide which is the best and nearest to Shaw's own style.

The play has been set to music once. Do you think you could write lyrics
and music for your own version?

Adding scenes

At some points in the play a certain amount of time clapses between one
soene and another,

Write the fallowing addiionai scenes where Eliza’s thoughis becoms
known. You can do this as 2 monologue (that is a speech just for Eiza,
with no other characters), or you can have her talking to other characters
as appropriate to the particular part of the play. When you are writing
these scenes try to keep the style of Eliza’s speech in mind so that your
style can foliow the play’s as much as possible.
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Scene 1: Eliza after she has returned home following Act 1 when she
decides to go to Higgins 0 ask for lessons.

Scene 2: Eliza in the bathroom, after Mrs Pearce has left — before £liza
reiurns downstairs to see Higgins, Pickering and, of course,
her father.

Scene 3. Bliza after she has fefi the al-home day of Mrs Higgins,
following her outburst in Act 2.

Scene 4: Eliza's thoughis as she lsaves the embassy party.

Scene 5: Eliza in her room ai Higging's house before she goes o meet
Freddy following her argument with Higgins (after page 79 in
this edition).

Scene 6 Eliza returning to meet some of her old friends in the Covent
Garden area.

-} Imagine Eliza keeps up a correspondence with some of her friends during
hier time with Higgins. As a groun, discuss the following peinis:

s What might she write?

& Wouid she reveal her true feelings?

» What does she think of Higgins?

o [Joes she really love Freddy?

& Were the al-home day and the embassy parly very difficult for her?

How the characlers develop

Eliza Dogliftle

Eliza changes a lot by the end of the play — and aot just in the way she
speaks. Here are seme of the things she says at different stages of the play:

®  'magood girl, {am.
pages 13, 29, 31,47
®  Hak no right o take away my characler. My characier s the same fo me as any
laays.
page 14
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You ought to be stuffed with nails, you ought.... Take the whole biooming basket
for sixpence.
page 17
if I'd known what | was lefting myseff in for, | wouldnt have come here. | aiways
Deen a good girl; and | never offered to say & word lo him, and | doni owe him
nothing; and | dont care; and | wont be put upon; and | have my feglings the
SAMe as anyone else —
page 32
Aini you going fo call me Miss Doolitife any morg ?
page 48
fve won your bet for you, havent [7 Thais enough for you. | dont matler, |
SUDPOSE.
page 75
Your calling me Miss Dooliltle that day when | first came to visit Wimpole Streel
That was the beginning of self-respeci for me.
page 93
. the difference befwean a lady and a flowsr girt is nof how she befiaves but fow
she’s trealed | shail always be a flower girf fo Professor Higgins, because fie
always treats me as a fiower girf, and atways will; but I know i can be a fady {0
you, because you always freat me as a lady, and aiways will
pages 93-4
Yau know ! cant go back to the gutter, as you call it and that I fiave no real friends
int the world but you and the Colonel.
page 102

You cant take away ihe knowledge you gave me... That’s dong you, Fniy lggins,
itaz.
page 103

Look carefully at these quotations from the play and, with a partner, find
more guotations and further points where you think Efiza has something
important to say. Remember her main scenes:

e seliing flowers
e gsking Higgins for lessons
s having a bath
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meeting her father
the lesson
Mrs Higgins's at-home day
the embassy party
back with Higgins after the party
e with Freddy
s speing Higgins again afier she has run away

Note down how she behaves in each of the scanes.

When you have made notes on her speaches and actions use all your
information fo write an essay on the character of Eliza with the fitle;
In what ways does £liza Doolfttle change in Pygmalion?

Use exampies from the play and guotations in this essay.

Hemry Higgins

At the beginning of the play Henry Higgins appears as just a figure in the
crowd but s00n makes his presence felt. He has no hesitation in lglling Fliza
just what he thinks about her and throughout the play seems fo treat her like
an object. The foliowing quotations give us an idea of his view on things:

@ Wall sii, in three months | could pass that gir! off as a duchess at an ambassador’s
garden party.
" page 16
It's handsome. By George, its enormous! its the biggest offer | ever had.
page 25
You shouldnt cut your old friends now that you have risen i ifie world That’s what
we call snobbery.
page 48
You see, were all savages, more or fgss. We're supposed fo be civilized and
cultured.
page 56
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if { hadnt backed myself to do it | should have chucked the whote thing up two
months age. It was a sifly notion: the whola ihing has been a bore.

page 73
| have created this thing out of the squashed cabbage leaves of Covent Garden;
and now sfie pretends to play the fing lady with me,

page 92
The question is nof whether | treat you nidely, but wheiher you ever hieard me ireat
anyone eise beller

page 98
Youve had a thousand times as much out of me as | have out of you.

page 99

If you cant aporeciate what youve got, voud betler gel what you can apprecials.
page 102

As with the piece on Eliza look for more exampies to show you the charac-
ter of Higgins in different parts of the play. Look at his long speeches. Ina
group, write down examples which you think are most important. Let each
member of the group take one act and then discuss your findings.

tse your notes for the following essay: Discuss whather you feel Henry
Higgins is really more concerned with Eliza or himself in Pygmalion.

Atired Doolilile

Look at two speeches made by Affred Doglittle. The first one is from Act 2
(pages 43-4), when he meets Higgins for the first time. [t begins:

Dont say that, Gevemner, Dont look at it that way, What am |, Governors both? |
ask you, what am 17 Iy one of the undeserving poor: thats what | am.

The second speech is in the last act (page 87), after Doolittle discovers he is
a mitlionairs, and beging:

It aint the lecturing | mind. [ lecture them blug fn the face, | will, and niot lurn 2
halr. Its making a genffernan of me that | object fo.
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These are wo long speeches — ong when Doolittie has no money and the
other when he suddanly has lots!

In a group, assian the following tasks to each member of e group:

1 Make a list of all the things Doolittle felt he could do as a member of
the undaserving poorin the fisst speach.

2 Note down all the words or phrases he repeats in the first speech.

3 Look at the rest of Doolitlle’s speeches in Act 2 and note down any-
thing that you think helps to reveal his thoughis and character.

4 Make a list of all the problems he has come across since he became
rich. {Remember fouchsd for means being asked for money).

5 Look at the other speeches on pages 86-8 and nole down any other
problems Doofitile feels he has.

Try learning one of these speeches — i will give you an idea of Shaw's
ythm and style and of how difficult it may be for an actor,

Exiension assignments

As a whele group, write down the advaniages and disadvaniages of
becoming rich very suddenly. You could eniarge this idea by making it
into a fuil-scale debate with written speeches for both sides of the
argument,

As a group, plan together and then write a piace on whethar you fesl there
is the same division of classes in England today a8 Doolitile thought
there was in 1912,

You have been asked o design a book cover for a new adition of
Pygmalion.

e Design the cover,
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e Write the biurb for the back cover.

& Design a promational hancout which would be sent to people ic try
to get them o buy the hook.

Look back at the section on critical reaction in the Infroduction (pages
xili-xv}. The newspapers had a lot fo write about for the first performance
of Pygmalion.

Write your own review of the play, including something about the play as
a whole, the characiers, dialogue, ending and so on. If you have seen a
performance of the play or one of the films, then of course includs
comments about that as well.

] Look up the svenis of 1912, the year in which the play is set. Check aver
the Introduction, go to the library, see if you can find old papers. The
Longman Twentieth Century Chronicle is a useful rasource. Write the
story of Eliza for the front page of a newspaper of the day.

Choose your headling from thoss below or make up your own, and
design a front page that might have covered the story. Remember another
big event of 1912 was the sinking of the ship The Titanic — you may need
that on your front page as well,

= Flower girl hits the haights

= Higgins does it again

e East End mesis West End

e Shack! Horrort Foul language used at tea party

Prapare a speech for a radio or television programme where guests have
o choose a favourite book or play and talk about it You choose
Pygmalion.

Write your own play or story based on the idea of someong trying to
change the lifestyle of ancther person. Base this on the plot of
Pvgmalion or think of something entirely different.
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Suggestion for further reading

& selaction of other plays by Gegrge Berpard Shaw

Androcles and the Lion
Set in Roman times about a man who putls out a thorn from an injured lion
and then finds the lion befriends him. Often performed by schools.

Major Barbara
A Salvation Army Major is faced with the problem of her iather’s job which is
making ammunition for wars.

Arms and the Man
An anti-war play sctin ceniral Europe in the last century — cften performed by
schoals.

Saint Joan
A different iook af the story of Joar of Arc, Maid of Grigans, who lad the
Franch in battie against the English and was burnec as a wiich in 1431,

Mrs Warren's Profession

A serious ook at hypocrisy in society — dealing with earning mongy by
prostifution.

You Never Can Tell

An amusing play about a family who find out about the past of its members —
the most important part is for the wailer in this play.

Warks exploring similar thames to Pygmalion

One of the most obvious stories is the ballet Coppelfia, which is about a
dolimaker who creates a doll so life-like it looks like a real woman. The man
is fricked when he fhinks his doll comes alive.

The Taming of the Shrew Gy Shakespeare
Patruchio iries to ‘tame’ the fiery Katherina in order fo make her becoms his
obedient wile, '

fFrankenstein by Mary Shellay
Frankenstein constructs a monster and gives i life,
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Hobson’s Choice by Harold Brighouse

A timid shoemaxer is helped by the woman he eventually marries,

Tritby  hy George du Maurier

Ninstesnth-century navel about 2 famous singer whose talent depends on the
mesmeric influence of Svengali, a musician. A sericus book in which there
are tragic consequances.

{ Know Why the Caged Bird Sings by Maya Angelou

Part of a trilogy of bocks dapicting the author’s development from a giri to a
woman threugh a difficuit childhaod.

Hovals including inlerasting uses of dialest

Hootfs by Ameld Wesker

Play about a woman trying to break away from the conventions of her family.
The heroine — like Eliza — is educaied by 2 man and then discovers her
independent salf.

The Color Purple by Alice Walker

Ayoung girt having to grow up amidst dagradation and difficulties.

Oiiver Twistand Great Expeciations by Charles Dickens

These, and many other wonderiul books by this great author, include
extremely carefully described people and very realistic dialogue.

Gidar with Hosie by Laurie Lee

The story of a young boy growing up in the Cotswolds.

To Kill A Mockingbird by Harper Lee

Set in the deep South of America, depicting racial prejudice amongst a
community where 2 white lawyer attempis fo defend a black man faisely
accused of rape.

Dialact posiry

The Guidwife of Wauchope-House fo Robert Burns (1787}, Epistie
to Captain William Logan; Epistie from a Taylor by Robert Burns

A Coflier's Wifs; Violets  ty D H Lawrence

STUDY PROGRAMME

Dread Beat and Blood (Anthology); Sonany's fettah by Linton Kwesi
Johnson

This is the six a clock news by Tom Leonard
The Lion and Aibert; The return of Albert by Marriott Fdgar

Wider reading assignmenis

When you have read al least one other play by Shaw look carefully at the
main female character and compare her wilh Fliza Doolittls. Think about
whether the character is as strong or has such forthright views.

From any Shaw piays you have read or ssen can you find any themes in
common with those of Pygmafion? What have you found interesting in
other Shaw plays? Do you think the Shaw plays you have come across
have relevance today?

If there has been one play of Shaw's that you have enjoyed particularly,
write a short piece on why you liked the play and give a brief outline as
well as your reasons for recommending it to a frlend.

Read one of the novels or plays from the list in which ong characier is
influenced by others. {Two of the novels are autobiographical ) Writs a
review of the play or novel chosen,

= Do you think the main characier changes for the befter?

e (Can you think of any other books or plays you have read whers
charagiers are sean o be helped or hindered by others?

Read at feast one of the books or plays written partly in dialect. Why do
you think the author included passages in dialect?
Write a letter to a friend recommending the novel or play of your choice.

Find as many dialect poamns as you can in poetry anthologies. Choose
any three and try to rewrite them in clear modern English ~ you might




STUDY PROGRAMME

aeed a dictionary or encyclopaedia to help, or use a good anthology
which gives a glossary lo the poeins.

When you have rewrilen the poems explain what makes the original
version so effective.

My Fair Lady songs: answers from page 143

1 Higgins

2 Bin

3 tliza

4 Doolittie

5 Higgins

& Eliza (singing to Freddy)
7 Higgins

8 Freddy

9 Eliza

10 Higgins
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