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PREFACE TO PYGMALION.

A Professor of Phonet�cs.

As w�ll be seen later on, Pygmal�on needs, not a preface,
but a sequel, wh�ch I have suppl�ed �n �ts due place. The
Engl�sh have no respect for the�r language, and w�ll not
teach the�r ch�ldren to speak �t. They spell �t so
abom�nably that no man can teach h�mself what �t sounds



l�ke. It �s �mposs�ble for an Engl�shman to open h�s mouth
w�thout mak�ng some other Engl�shman hate or desp�se
h�m. German and Span�sh are access�ble to fore�gners:
Engl�sh �s not access�ble even to Engl�shmen. The
reformer England needs today �s an energet�c phonet�c
enthus�ast: that �s why I have made such a one the hero of
a popular play. There have been heroes of that k�nd cry�ng
�n the w�lderness for many years past. When I became
�nterested �n the subject towards the end of the e�ghteen-
sevent�es, Melv�lle Bell was dead; but Alexander J. Ell�s
was st�ll a l�v�ng patr�arch, w�th an �mpress�ve head always
covered by a velvet skull cap, for wh�ch he would
apolog�ze to publ�c meet�ngs �n a very courtly manner. He
and T�to Pagl�ard�n�, another phonet�c veteran, were men
whom �t was �mposs�ble to d�sl�ke. Henry Sweet, then a
young man, lacked the�r sweetness of character: he was
about as conc�l�atory to convent�onal mortals as Ibsen or
Samuel Butler. H�s great ab�l�ty as a phonet�c�an (he was, I
th�nk, the best of them all at h�s job) would have ent�tled
h�m to h�gh off�c�al recogn�t�on, and perhaps enabled h�m
to popular�ze h�s subject, but for h�s Satan�c contempt for
all academ�c d�gn�tar�es and persons �n general who
thought more of Greek than of phonet�cs. Once, �n the
days when the Imper�al Inst�tute rose �n South Kens�ngton,
and Joseph Chamberla�n was boom�ng the Emp�re, I
�nduced the ed�tor of a lead�ng monthly rev�ew to
comm�ss�on an art�cle from Sweet on the �mper�al
�mportance of h�s subject. When �t arr�ved, �t conta�ned



noth�ng but a savagely der�s�ve attack on a professor of
language and l�terature whose cha�r Sweet regarded as
proper to a phonet�c expert only. The art�cle, be�ng
l�belous, had to be returned as �mposs�ble; and I had to
renounce my dream of dragg�ng �ts author �nto the
l�mel�ght. When I met h�m afterwards, for the f�rst t�me for
many years, I found to my aston�shment that he, who had
been a qu�te tolerably presentable young man, had actually
managed by sheer scorn to alter h�s personal appearance
unt�l he had become a sort of walk�ng repud�at�on of
Oxford and all �ts trad�t�ons. It must have been largely �n
h�s own desp�te that he was squeezed �nto someth�ng
called a Readersh�p of phonet�cs there. The future of
phonet�cs rests probably w�th h�s pup�ls, who all swore by
h�m; but noth�ng could br�ng the man h�mself �nto any sort
of compl�ance w�th the un�vers�ty, to wh�ch he
nevertheless clung by d�v�ne r�ght �n an �ntensely Oxon�an
way. I daresay h�s papers, �f he has left any, �nclude some
sat�res that may be publ�shed w�thout too destruct�ve
results f�fty years hence. He was, I bel�eve, not �n the least
an �ll-natured man: very much the oppos�te, I should say;
but he would not suffer fools gladly.

Those who knew h�m w�ll recogn�ze �n my th�rd act the
allus�on to the patent Shorthand �n wh�ch he used to wr�te
postcards, and wh�ch may be acqu�red from a four and s�x-
penny manual publ�shed by the Clarendon Press. The
postcards wh�ch Mrs. H�gg�ns descr�bes are such as I have



rece�ved from Sweet. I would dec�pher a sound wh�ch a
cockney would represent by zerr, and a Frenchman by seu,
and then wr�te demand�ng w�th some heat what on earth �t
meant. Sweet, w�th boundless contempt for my stup�d�ty,
would reply that �t not only meant but obv�ously was the
word Result, as no other Word conta�n�ng that sound, and
capable of mak�ng sense w�th the context, ex�sted �n any
language spoken on earth. That less expert mortals should
requ�re fuller �nd�cat�ons was beyond Sweet's pat�ence.
Therefore, though the whole po�nt of h�s "Current
Shorthand" �s that �t can express every sound �n the
language perfectly, vowels as well as consonants, and that
your hand has to make no stroke except the easy and
current ones w�th wh�ch you wr�te m, n, and u, l, p, and q,
scr�bbl�ng them at whatever angle comes eas�est to you,
h�s unfortunate determ�nat�on to make th�s remarkable and
qu�te leg�ble scr�pt serve also as a Shorthand reduced �t �n
h�s own pract�ce to the most �nscrutable of cryptograms.
H�s true object�ve was the prov�s�on of a full, accurate,
leg�ble scr�pt for our noble but �ll-dressed language; but he
was led past that by h�s contempt for the popular P�tman
system of Shorthand, wh�ch he called the P�tfall system.
The tr�umph of P�tman was a tr�umph of bus�ness
organ�zat�on: there was a weekly paper to persuade you to
learn P�tman: there were cheap textbooks and exerc�se
books and transcr�pts of speeches for you to copy, and
schools where exper�enced teachers coached you up to the
necessary prof�c�ency. Sweet could not organ�ze h�s



market �n that fash�on. He m�ght as well have been the
Syb�l who tore up the leaves of prophecy that nobody
would attend to. The four and s�x-penny manual, mostly �n
h�s l�thographed handwr�t�ng, that was never vulgarly
advert�zed, may perhaps some day be taken up by a
synd�cate and pushed upon the publ�c as The T�mes
pushed the Encyclopaed�a Br�tann�ca; but unt�l then �t w�ll
certa�nly not preva�l aga�nst P�tman. I have bought three
cop�es of �t dur�ng my l�fet�me; and I am �nformed by the
publ�shers that �ts clo�stered ex�stence �s st�ll a steady and
healthy one. I actually learned the system two several
t�mes; and yet the shorthand �n wh�ch I am wr�t�ng these
l�nes �s P�tman's. And the reason �s, that my secretary
cannot transcr�be Sweet, hav�ng been perforce taught �n
the schools of P�tman. Therefore, Sweet ra�led at P�tman
as va�nly as Thers�tes ra�led at Ajax: h�s ra�llery, however
�t may have eased h�s soul, gave no popular vogue to
Current Shorthand. Pygmal�on H�gg�ns �s not a portra�t of
Sweet, to whom the adventure of El�za Dool�ttle would
have been �mposs�ble; st�ll, as w�ll be seen, there are
touches of Sweet �n the play. W�th H�gg�ns's phys�que and
temperament Sweet m�ght have set the Thames on f�re. As
�t was, he �mpressed h�mself profess�onally on Europe to
an extent that made h�s comparat�ve personal obscur�ty,
and the fa�lure of Oxford to do just�ce to h�s em�nence, a
puzzle to fore�gn spec�al�sts �n h�s subject. I do not blame
Oxford, because I th�nk Oxford �s qu�te r�ght �n demand�ng
a certa�n soc�al amen�ty from �ts nursl�ngs (heaven knows



�t �s not exorb�tant �n �ts requ�rements!); for although I
well know how hard �t �s for a man of gen�us w�th a
ser�ously underrated subject to ma�nta�n serene and k�ndly
relat�ons w�th the men who underrate �t, and who keep all
the best places for less �mportant subjects wh�ch they
profess w�thout or�g�nal�ty and somet�mes w�thout much
capac�ty for them, st�ll, �f he overwhelms them w�th wrath
and d�sda�n, he cannot expect them to heap honors on h�m.

Of the later generat�ons of phonet�c�ans I know l�ttle.
Among them towers the Poet Laureate, to whom perhaps
H�gg�ns may owe h�s M�lton�c sympath�es, though here
aga�n I must d�scla�m all portra�ture. But �f the play makes
the publ�c aware that there are such people as
phonet�c�ans, and that they are among the most �mportant
people �n England at present, �t w�ll serve �ts turn.

I w�sh to boast that Pygmal�on has been an extremely
successful play all over Europe and North Amer�ca as well
as at home. It �s so �ntensely and del�berately d�dact�c, and
�ts subject �s esteemed so dry, that I del�ght �n throw�ng �t
at the heads of the w�seacres who repeat the parrot cry that
art should never be d�dact�c. It goes to prove my
content�on that art should never be anyth�ng else.

F�nally, and for the encouragement of people troubled
w�th accents that cut them off from all h�gh employment, I
may add that the change wrought by Professor H�gg�ns �n
the flower g�rl �s ne�ther �mposs�ble nor uncommon. The



modern conc�erge's daughter who fulf�ls her amb�t�on by
play�ng the Queen of Spa�n �n Ruy Blas at the Theatre
Franca�s �s only one of many thousands of men and
women who have sloughed off the�r nat�ve d�alects and
acqu�red a new tongue. But the th�ng has to be done
sc�ent�f�cally, or the last state of the asp�rant may be worse
than the f�rst. An honest and natural slum d�alect �s more
tolerable than the attempt of a phonet�cally untaught
person to �m�tate the vulgar d�alect of the golf club; and I
am sorry to say that �n sp�te of the efforts of our Academy
of Dramat�c Art, there �s st�ll too much sham golf�ng
Engl�sh on our stage, and too l�ttle of the noble Engl�sh of
Forbes Robertson.

ACT I

Covent Garden at 11.15 p.m. Torrents of heavy summer
ra�n. Cab wh�stles blow�ng frant�cally �n all d�rect�ons.
Pedestr�ans runn�ng for shelter �nto the market and under
the port�co of St. Paul's Church, where there are already
several people, among them a lady and her daughter �n
even�ng dress. They are all peer�ng out gloom�ly at the
ra�n, except one man w�th h�s back turned to the rest, who
seems wholly preoccup�ed w�th a notebook �n wh�ch he �s
wr�t�ng bus�ly.



The church clock str�kes the f�rst quarter.

THE DAUGHTER [�n the space between the central p�llars, close to the
one on her left] I'm gett�ng ch�lled to the bone. What can Freddy be
do�ng all th�s t�me? He's been gone twenty m�nutes.

THE MOTHER [on her daughter's r�ght] Not so long. But he ought to have
got us a cab by th�s.

A BYSTANDER [on the lady's r�ght] He won't get no cab not unt�l half-
past eleven, m�ssus, when they come back after dropp�ng the�r theatre
fares.

THE MOTHER. But we must have a cab. We can't stand here unt�l half-
past eleven. It's too bad.

THE BYSTANDER. Well, �t a�n't my fault, m�ssus.

THE DAUGHTER. If Freddy had a b�t of gumpt�on, he would have got one
at the theatre door.

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

THE DAUGHTER. Other people got cabs. Why couldn't he?

Freddy rushes �n out of the ra�n from the Southampton Street
s�de, and comes between them clos�ng a dr�pp�ng umbrella.
He �s a young man of twenty, �n even�ng dress, very wet
around the ankles.

THE DAUGHTER. Well, haven't you got a cab?

FREDDY. There's not one to be had for love or money.

THE MOTHER. Oh, Freddy, there must be one. You can't have tr�ed.

THE DAUGHTER. It's too t�resome. Do you expect us to go and get one
ourselves?



FREDDY. I tell you they're all engaged. The ra�n was so sudden: nobody
was prepared; and everybody had to take a cab. I've been to Char�ng
Cross one way and nearly to Ludgate C�rcus the other; and they were all
engaged.

THE MOTHER. D�d you try Trafalgar Square?

FREDDY. There wasn't one at Trafalgar Square.

THE DAUGHTER. D�d you try?

FREDDY. I tr�ed as far as Char�ng Cross Stat�on. D�d you expect me to
walk to Hammersm�th?

THE DAUGHTER. You haven't tr�ed at all.

THE MOTHER. You really are very helpless, Freddy. Go aga�n; and don't
come back unt�l you have found a cab.

FREDDY. I shall s�mply get soaked for noth�ng.

THE DAUGHTER. And what about us? Are we to stay here all n�ght �n th�s
draught, w�th next to noth�ng on. You self�sh p�g—

FREDDY. Oh, very well: I'll go, I'll go. [He opens h�s umbrella and dashes
off Strandwards, but comes �nto coll�s�on w�th a flower g�rl, who �s
hurry�ng �n for shelter, knock�ng her basket out of her hands. A bl�nd�ng
flash of l�ghtn�ng, followed �nstantly by a rattl�ng peal of thunder,
orchestrates the �nc�dent]

THE FLOWER GIRL. Nah then, Freddy: look wh' y' gow�n, deah.

FREDDY. Sorry [he rushes off].

THE FLOWER GIRL [p�ck�ng up her scattered flowers and replac�ng them
�n the basket] There's menners f' yer! Te-oo banches o voylets trod �nto
the mad. [She s�ts down on the pl�nth of the column, sort�ng her flowers,
on the lady's r�ght. She �s not at all an attract�ve person. She �s perhaps
e�ghteen, perhaps twenty, hardly older. She wears a l�ttle sa�lor hat of



black straw that has long been exposed to the dust and soot of London
and has seldom �f ever been brushed. Her ha�r needs wash�ng rather
badly: �ts mousy color can hardly be natural. She wears a shoddy black
coat that reaches nearly to her knees and �s shaped to her wa�st. She has
a brown sk�rt w�th a coarse apron. Her boots are much the worse for
wear. She �s no doubt as clean as she can afford to be; but compared to
the lad�es she �s very d�rty. Her features are no worse than the�rs; but
the�r cond�t�on leaves someth�ng to be des�red; and she needs the
serv�ces of a dent�st].

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

THE FLOWER GIRL. Ow, eez ye-ooa san, �s e? Wal, fewd dan y' de-ooty
bawmz a mather should, eed now bettern to spawl a pore gel's flahrzn
than ran awy atbaht py�n. W�ll ye-oo py me f'them? [Here, w�th
apolog�es, th�s desperate attempt to represent her d�alect w�thout a
phonet�c alphabet must be abandoned as un�ntell�g�ble outs�de London.]

THE DAUGHTER. Do noth�ng of the sort, mother. The �dea!

THE MOTHER. Please allow me, Clara. Have you any penn�es?

THE DAUGHTER. No. I've noth�ng smaller than s�xpence.

THE FLOWER GIRL [hopefully] I can g�ve you change for a tanner, k�nd
lady.

THE MOTHER [to Clara] G�ve �t to me. [Clara parts reluctantly]. Now [to
the g�rl] Th�s �s for your flowers.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Thank you k�ndly, lady.

THE DAUGHTER. Make her g�ve you the change. These th�ngs are only a
penny a bunch.

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

THE FLOWER GIRL. Oh, thank you, lady.



THE MOTHER. Now tell me how you know that young gentleman's name.

THE FLOWER GIRL. I d�dn't.

THE MOTHER. I heard you call h�m by �t. Don't try to dece�ve me.

THE FLOWER GIRL [protest�ng] Who's try�ng to dece�ve you? I called
h�m Freddy or Charl�e same as you m�ght yourself �f you was talk�ng to
a stranger and w�shed to be pleasant. [She s�ts down bes�de her basket].

THE DAUGHTER. S�xpence thrown away! Really, mamma, you m�ght
have spared Freddy that. [She retreats �n d�sgust beh�nd the p�llar].

An elderly gentleman of the am�able m�l�tary type rushes
�nto shelter, and closes a dr�pp�ng umbrella. He �s �n the
same pl�ght as Freddy, very wet about the ankles. He �s �n
even�ng dress, w�th a l�ght overcoat. He takes the place left
vacant by the daughter's ret�rement.

THE GENTLEMAN. Phew!

THE MOTHER [to the gentleman] Oh, s�r, �s there any s�gn of �ts stopp�ng?

THE GENTLEMAN. I'm afra�d not. It started worse than ever about two
m�nutes ago. [He goes to the pl�nth bes�de the flower g�rl; puts up h�s
foot on �t; and stoops to turn down h�s trouser ends].

THE MOTHER. Oh, dear! [She ret�res sadly and jo�ns her daughter].

THE FLOWER GIRL [tak�ng advantage of the m�l�tary gentleman's
prox�m�ty to establ�sh fr�endly relat�ons w�th h�m]. If �t's worse �t's a
s�gn �t's nearly over. So cheer up, Capta�n; and buy a flower off a poor
g�rl.

THE GENTLEMAN. I'm sorry, I haven't any change.

THE FLOWER GIRL. I can g�ve you change, Capta�n,

THE GENTLEMEN. For a sovere�gn? I've noth�ng less.



THE FLOWER GIRL. Garn! Oh do buy a flower off me, Capta�n. I can
change half-a-crown. Take th�s for tuppence.

THE GENTLEMAN. Now don't be troublesome: there's a good g�rl.
[Try�ng h�s pockets] I really haven't any change—Stop: here's three
hapence, �f that's any use to you [he retreats to the other p�llar].

THE FLOWER GIRL [d�sappo�nted, but th�nk�ng three halfpence better
than noth�ng] Thank you, s�r.

THE BYSTANDER [to the g�rl] You be careful: g�ve h�m a flower for �t.
There's a bloke here beh�nd tak�ng down every blessed word you're
say�ng. [All turn to the man who �s tak�ng notes].

THE FLOWER GIRL [spr�ng�ng up terr�f�ed] I a�n't done noth�ng wrong by
speak�ng to the gentleman. I've a r�ght to sell flowers �f I keep off the
kerb. [Hyster�cally] I'm a respectable g�rl: so help me, I never spoke to
h�m except to ask h�m to buy a flower off me. [General hubbub, mostly
sympathet�c to the flower g�rl, but deprecat�ng her excess�ve sens�b�l�ty.
Cr�es of Don't start holler�n. Who's hurt�ng you? Nobody's go�ng to
touch you. What's the good of fuss�ng? Steady on. Easy, easy, etc., come
from the elderly sta�d spectators, who pat her comfort�ngly. Less pat�ent
ones b�d her shut her head, or ask her roughly what �s wrong w�th her. A
remoter group, not know�ng what the matter �s, crowd �n and �ncrease
the no�se w�th quest�on and answer: What's the row? What she do?
Where �s he? A tec tak�ng her down. What! h�m? Yes: h�m over there:
Took money off the gentleman, etc. The flower g�rl, d�straught and
mobbed, breaks through them to the gentleman, cry�ng m�ldly] Oh, s�r,
don't let h�m charge me. You dunno what �t means to me. They'll take
away my character and dr�ve me on the streets for speak�ng to
gentlemen. They—

THE NOTE TAKER [com�ng forward on her r�ght, the rest crowd�ng after
h�m] There, there, there, there! Who's hurt�ng you, you s�lly g�rl? What
do you take me for?

THE BYSTANDER. It's all r�ght: he's a gentleman: look at h�s boots.
[Expla�n�ng to the note taker] She thought you was a copper's nark, s�r.



THE NOTE TAKER [w�th qu�ck �nterest] What's a copper's nark?

THE BYSTANDER [�nept at def�n�t�on] It's a—well, �t's a copper's nark, as
you m�ght say. What else would you call �t? A sort of �nformer.

THE FLOWER GIRL [st�ll hyster�cal] I take my B�ble oath I never sa�d a
word—

THE NOTE TAKER [overbear�ng but good-humored] Oh, shut up, shut up.
Do I look l�ke a pol�ceman?

THE FLOWER GIRL [far from reassured] Then what d�d you take down
my words for? How do I know whether you took me down r�ght? You
just show me what you've wrote about me. [The note taker opens h�s
book and holds �t stead�ly under her nose, though the pressure of the
mob try�ng to read �t over h�s shoulders would upset a weaker man].
What's that? That a�n't proper wr�t�ng. I can't read that.

THE NOTE TAKER. I can. [Reads, reproduc�ng her pronunc�at�on exactly]
"Cheer ap, Kept�n; n' haw ya flahr orf a pore gel."

THE FLOWER GIRL [much d�stressed] It's because I called h�m Capta�n. I
meant no harm. [To the gentleman] Oh, s�r, don't let h�m lay a charge
agen me for a word l�ke that. You—

THE GENTLEMAN. Charge! I make no charge. [To the note taker] Really,
s�r, �f you are a detect�ve, you need not beg�n protect�ng me aga�nst
molestat�on by young women unt�l I ask you. Anybody could see that
the g�rl meant no harm.

THE BYSTANDERS GENERALLY [demonstrat�ng aga�nst pol�ce
esp�onage] Course they could. What bus�ness �s �t of yours? You m�nd
your own affa�rs. He wants promot�on, he does. Tak�ng down people's
words! G�rl never sa�d a word to h�m. What harm �f she d�d? N�ce th�ng
a g�rl can't shelter from the ra�n w�thout be�ng �nsulted, etc., etc., etc.
[She �s conducted by the more sympathet�c demonstrators back to her
pl�nth, where she resumes her seat and struggles w�th her emot�on].



THE BYSTANDER. He a�n't a tec. He's a bloom�ng busybody: that's what
he �s. I tell you, look at h�s boots.

THE NOTE TAKER [turn�ng on h�m gen�ally] And how are all your people
down at Selsey?

THE BYSTANDER [susp�c�ously] Who told you my people come from
Selsey?

THE NOTE TAKER. Never you m�nd. They d�d. [To the g�rl] How do you
come to be up so far east? You were born �n L�sson Grove.

THE FLOWER GIRL [appalled] Oh, what harm �s there �n my leav�ng
L�sson Grove? It wasn't f�t for a p�g to l�ve �n; and I had to pay four-
and-s�x a week. [In tears] Oh, boo—hoo—oo—

THE NOTE TAKER. L�ve where you l�ke; but stop that no�se.

THE GENTLEMAN [to the g�rl] Come, come! he can't touch you: you
have a r�ght to l�ve where you please.

A SARCASTIC BYSTANDER [thrust�ng h�mself between the note taker
and the gentleman] Park Lane, for �nstance. I'd l�ke to go �nto the
Hous�ng Quest�on w�th you, I would.

THE FLOWER GIRL [subs�d�ng �nto a brood�ng melancholy over her
basket, and talk�ng very low-sp�r�tedly to herself] I'm a good g�rl, I am.

THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER [not attend�ng to her] Do you know
where I come from?

THE NOTE TAKER [promptly] Hoxton.

T�tter�ngs. Popular �nterest �n the note taker's performance
�ncreases.

THE SARCASTIC ONE [amazed] Well, who sa�d I d�dn't? Bly me! You
know everyth�ng, you do.



THE FLOWER GIRL [st�ll nurs�ng her sense of �njury] A�n't no call to
meddle w�th me, he a�n't.

THE BYSTANDER [to her] Of course he a�n't. Don't you stand �t from h�m.
[To the note taker] See here: what call have you to know about people
what never offered to meddle w�th you? Where's your warrant?

SEVERAL BYSTANDERS [encouraged by th�s seem�ng po�nt of law] Yes:
where's your warrant?

THE FLOWER GIRL. Let h�m say what he l�kes. I don't want to have no
truck w�th h�m.

THE BYSTANDER. You take us for d�rt under your feet, don't you? Catch
you tak�ng l�bert�es w�th a gentleman!

THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER. Yes: tell HIM where he come from �f
you want to go fortune-tell�ng.

THE NOTE TAKER. Cheltenham, Harrow, Cambr�dge, and Ind�a.

THE GENTLEMAN. Qu�te r�ght. [Great laughter. React�on �n the note
taker's favor. Exclamat�ons of He knows all about �t. Told h�m proper.
Hear h�m tell the toff where he come from? etc.]. May I ask, s�r, do you
do th�s for your l�v�ng at a mus�c hall?

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

The ra�n has stopped; and the persons on the outs�de of the
crowd beg�n to drop off.

THE FLOWER GIRL [resent�ng the react�on] He's no gentleman, he a�n't,
to �nterfere w�th a poor g�rl.

THE DAUGHTER [out of pat�ence, push�ng her way rudely to the front
and d�splac�ng the gentleman, who pol�tely ret�res to the other s�de of
the p�llar] What on earth �s Freddy do�ng? I shall get pneumon�a �f I stay
�n th�s draught any longer.



THE NOTE TAKER [to h�mself, hast�ly mak�ng a note of her pronunc�at�on
of "mon�a"] Earlscourt.

THE DAUGHTER [v�olently] W�ll you please keep your �mpert�nent
remarks to yourself?

THE NOTE TAKER. D�d I say that out loud? I d�dn't mean to. I beg your
pardon. Your mother's Epsom, unm�stakeably.

THE MOTHER [advanc�ng between her daughter and the note taker] How
very cur�ous! I was brought up �n Largelady Park, near Epsom.

THE NOTE TAKER [uproar�ously amused] Ha! ha! What a dev�l of a
name! Excuse me. [To the daughter] You want a cab, do you?

THE DAUGHTER. Don't dare speak to me.

THE MOTHER. Oh, please, please Clara. [Her daughter repud�ates her
w�th an angry shrug and ret�res haught�ly.] We should be so grateful to
you, s�r, �f you found us a cab. [The note taker produces a wh�stle]. Oh,
thank you. [She jo�ns her daughter]. The note taker blows a p�erc�ng
blast.

THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER. There! I knowed he was a pla�n-clothes
copper.

THE BYSTANDER. That a�n't a pol�ce wh�stle: that's a sport�ng wh�stle.

THE FLOWER GIRL [st�ll preoccup�ed w�th her wounded feel�ngs] He's
no r�ght to take away my character. My character �s the same to me as
any lady's.

THE NOTE TAKER. I don't know whether you've not�ced �t; but the ra�n
stopped about two m�nutes ago.

THE BYSTANDER. So �t has. Why d�dn't you say so before? and us los�ng
our t�me l�sten�ng to your s�ll�ness. [He walks off towards the Strand].



THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER. I can tell where you come from. You
come from Anwell. Go back there.

THE NOTE TAKER [helpfully] Hanwell.

THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER [affect�ng great d�st�nct�on of speech]
Thenk you, teacher. Haw haw! So long [he touches h�s hat w�th mock
respect and strolls off].

THE FLOWER GIRL. Fr�ghten�ng people l�ke that! How would he l�ke �t
h�mself.

THE MOTHER. It's qu�te f�ne now, Clara. We can walk to a motor bus.
Come. [She gathers her sk�rts above her ankles and hurr�es off towards
the Strand].

THE DAUGHTER. But the cab—[her mother �s out of hear�ng]. Oh, how
t�resome! [She follows angr�ly].

All the rest have gone except the note taker, the gentleman,
and the flower g�rl, who s�ts arrang�ng her basket, and st�ll
p�ty�ng herself �n murmurs.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Poor g�rl! Hard enough for her to l�ve w�thout be�ng
worr�ted and ch�v�ed.

THE GENTLEMAN [return�ng to h�s former place on the note taker's left]
How do you do �t, �f I may ask?

THE NOTE TAKER. S�mply phonet�cs. The sc�ence of speech. That's my
profess�on; also my hobby. Happy �s the man who can make a l�v�ng by
h�s hobby! You can spot an Ir�shman or a Yorksh�reman by h�s brogue. I
can place any man w�th�n s�x m�les. I can place h�m w�th�n two m�les �n
London. Somet�mes w�th�n two streets.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Ought to be ashamed of h�mself, unmanly coward!

THE GENTLEMAN. But �s there a l�v�ng �n that?



THE NOTE TAKER. Oh yes. Qu�te a fat one. Th�s �s an age of upstarts.
Men beg�n �n Kent�sh Town w�th 80 pounds a year, and end �n Park
Lane w�th a hundred thousand. They want to drop Kent�sh Town; but
they g�ve themselves away every t�me they open the�r mouths. Now I
can teach them—

THE FLOWER GIRL. Let h�m m�nd h�s own bus�ness and leave a poor g�rl
—

THE NOTE TAKER [explos�vely] Woman: cease th�s detestable boohoo�ng
�nstantly; or else seek the shelter of some other place of worsh�p.

THE FLOWER GIRL [w�th feeble def�ance] I've a r�ght to be here �f I l�ke,
same as you.

THE NOTE TAKER. A woman who utters such depress�ng and d�sgust�ng
sounds has no r�ght to be anywhere—no r�ght to l�ve. Remember that
you are a human be�ng w�th a soul and the d�v�ne g�ft of art�culate
speech: that your nat�ve language �s the language of Shakespear and
M�lton and The B�ble; and don't s�t there croon�ng l�ke a b�l�ous p�geon.

THE FLOWER GIRL [qu�te overwhelmed, and look�ng up at h�m �n
m�ngled wonder and deprecat�on w�thout dar�ng to ra�se her head] Ah—
ah—ah—ow—ow—oo!

THE NOTE TAKER [wh�pp�ng out h�s book] Heavens! what a sound! [He
wr�tes; then holds out the book and reads, reproduc�ng her vowels
exactly] Ah—ah—ah—ow—ow—ow—oo!

THE FLOWER GIRL [t�ckled by the performance, and laugh�ng �n sp�te of
herself] Garn!

THE NOTE TAKER. You see th�s creature w�th her kerbstone Engl�sh: the
Engl�sh that w�ll keep her �n the gutter to the end of her days. Well, s�r,
�n three months I could pass that g�rl off as a duchess at an ambassador's
garden party. I could even get her a place as lady's ma�d or shop
ass�stant, wh�ch requ�res better Engl�sh. That's the sort of th�ng I do for



commerc�al m�ll�ona�res. And on the prof�ts of �t I do genu�ne sc�ent�f�c
work �n phonet�cs, and a l�ttle as a poet on M�lton�c l�nes.

THE GENTLEMAN. I am myself a student of Ind�an d�alects; and—

THE NOTE TAKER [eagerly] Are you? Do you know Colonel P�cker�ng,
the author of Spoken Sanscr�t?

THE GENTLEMAN. I am Colonel P�cker�ng. Who are you?

THE NOTE TAKER. Henry H�gg�ns, author of H�gg�ns's Un�versal
Alphabet.

PICKERING [w�th enthus�asm] I came from Ind�a to meet you.

HIGGINS. I was go�ng to Ind�a to meet you.

PICKERING. Where do you l�ve?

HIGGINS. 27A W�mpole Street. Come and see me tomorrow.

PICKERING. I'm at the Carlton. Come w�th me now and let's have a jaw
over some supper.

HIGGINS. R�ght you are.

THE FLOWER GIRL [to P�cker�ng, as he passes her] Buy a flower, k�nd
gentleman. I'm short for my lodg�ng.

PICKERING. I really haven't any change. I'm sorry [he goes away].

HIGGINS [shocked at g�rl's mendac�ty] L�ar. You sa�d you could change
half-a-crown.

THE FLOWER GIRL [r�s�ng �n desperat�on] You ought to be stuffed w�th
na�ls, you ought. [Fl�ng�ng the basket at h�s feet] Take the whole
bloom�ng basket for s�xpence.

The church clock str�kes the second quarter.



HIGGINS [hear�ng �n �t the vo�ce of God, rebuk�ng h�m for h�s Phar�sa�c
want of char�ty to the poor g�rl] A rem�nder. [He ra�ses h�s hat solemnly;
then throws a handful of money �nto the basket and follows P�cker�ng].

THE FLOWER GIRL [p�ck�ng up a half-crown] Ah—ow—ooh! [P�ck�ng
up a couple of flor�ns] Aaah—ow—ooh! [P�ck�ng up several co�ns]
Aaaaaah—ow—ooh! [P�ck�ng up a half-sovere�gn] Aasaaaaaaaaah—ow
—ooh!!!

FREDDY [spr�ng�ng out of a tax�cab] Got one at last. Hallo! [To the g�rl]
Where are the two lad�es that were here?

THE FLOWER GIRL. They walked to the bus when the ra�n stopped.

FREDDY. And left me w�th a cab on my hands. Damnat�on!

THE FLOWER GIRL [w�th grandeur] Never you m�nd, young man. I'm
go�ng home �n a tax�. [She sa�ls off to the cab. The dr�ver puts h�s hand
beh�nd h�m and holds the door f�rmly shut aga�nst her. Qu�te
understand�ng h�s m�strust, she shows h�m her handful of money].
E�ghtpence a�n't no object to me, Charl�e. [He gr�ns and opens the door].
Angel Court, Drury Lane, round the corner of M�cklejohn's o�l shop.
Let's see how fast you can make her hop �t. [She gets �n and pulls the
door to w�th a slam as the tax�cab starts].

FREDDY. Well, I'm dashed!

ACT II

Next day at 11 a.m. H�gg�ns's laboratory �n W�mpole
Street. It �s a room on the f�rst floor, look�ng on the street,



and was meant for the draw�ng-room. The double doors
are �n the m�ddle of the back hall; and persons enter�ng
f�nd �n the corner to the�r r�ght two tall f�le cab�nets at
r�ght angles to one another aga�nst the walls. In th�s corner
stands a flat wr�t�ng-table, on wh�ch are a phonograph, a
laryngoscope, a row of t�ny organ p�pes w�th a bellows, a
set of lamp ch�mneys for s�ng�ng flames w�th burners
attached to a gas plug �n the wall by an �nd�arubber tube,
several tun�ng-forks of d�fferent s�zes, a l�fe-s�ze �mage of
half a human head, show�ng �n sect�on the vocal organs,
and a box conta�n�ng a supply of wax cyl�nders for the
phonograph.

Further down the room, on the same s�de, �s a f�replace,
w�th a comfortable leather-covered easy-cha�r at the s�de
of the hearth nearest the door, and a coal-scuttle. There �s a
clock on the mantelp�ece. Between the f�replace and the
phonograph table �s a stand for newspapers.

On the other s�de of the central door, to the left of the
v�s�tor, �s a cab�net of shallow drawers. On �t �s a
telephone and the telephone d�rectory. The corner beyond,
and most of the s�de wall, �s occup�ed by a grand p�ano,
w�th the keyboard at the end furthest from the door, and a
bench for the player extend�ng the full length of the
keyboard. On the p�ano �s a dessert d�sh heaped w�th fru�t
and sweets, mostly chocolates.



The m�ddle of the room �s clear. Bes�des the easy cha�r, the
p�ano bench, and two cha�rs at the phonograph table, there
�s one stray cha�r. It stands near the f�replace. On the walls,
engrav�ngs; mostly P�ranes�s and mezzot�nt portra�ts. No
pa�nt�ngs.

P�cker�ng �s seated at the table, putt�ng down some cards
and a tun�ng-fork wh�ch he has been us�ng. H�gg�ns �s
stand�ng up near h�m, clos�ng two or three f�le drawers
wh�ch are hang�ng out. He appears �n the morn�ng l�ght as
a robust, v�tal, appet�z�ng sort of man of forty or
thereabouts, dressed �n a profess�onal-look�ng black frock-
coat w�th a wh�te l�nen collar and black s�lk t�e. He �s of
the energet�c, sc�ent�f�c type, heart�ly, even v�olently
�nterested �n everyth�ng that can be stud�ed as a sc�ent�f�c
subject, and careless about h�mself and other people,
�nclud�ng the�r feel�ngs. He �s, �n fact, but for h�s years and
s�ze, rather l�ke a very �mpetuous baby "tak�ng not�ce"
eagerly and loudly, and requ�r�ng almost as much watch�ng
to keep h�m out of un�ntended m�sch�ef. H�s manner var�es
from gen�al bully�ng when he �s �n a good humor to stormy
petulance when anyth�ng goes wrong; but he �s so ent�rely
frank and vo�d of mal�ce that he rema�ns l�keable even �n
h�s least reasonable moments.

HIGGINS [as he shuts the last drawer] Well, I th�nk that's the whole show.

PICKERING. It's really amaz�ng. I haven't taken half of �t �n, you know.

HIGGINS. Would you l�ke to go over any of �t aga�n?



PICKERING [r�s�ng and com�ng to the f�replace, where he plants h�mself
w�th h�s back to the f�re] No, thank you; not now. I'm qu�te done up for
th�s morn�ng.

HIGGINS [follow�ng h�m, and stand�ng bes�de h�m on h�s left] T�red of
l�sten�ng to sounds?

PICKERING. Yes. It's a fearful stra�n. I rather fanc�ed myself because I can
pronounce twenty-four d�st�nct vowel sounds; but your hundred and
th�rty beat me. I can't hear a b�t of d�fference between most of them.

HIGGINS [chuckl�ng, and go�ng over to the p�ano to eat sweets] Oh, that
comes w�th pract�ce. You hear no d�fference at f�rst; but you keep on
l�sten�ng, and presently you f�nd they're all as d�fferent as A from B.
[Mrs. Pearce looks �n: she �s H�gg�ns's housekeeper] What's the matter?

MRS. PEARCE [hes�tat�ng, ev�dently perplexed] A young woman wants to
see you, s�r.

HIGGINS. A young woman! What does she want?

MRS. PEARCE. Well, s�r, she says you'll be glad to see her when you know
what she's come about. She's qu�te a common g�rl, s�r. Very common
�ndeed. I should have sent her away, only I thought perhaps you wanted
her to talk �nto your mach�nes. I hope I've not done wrong; but really
you see such queer people somet�mes—you'll excuse me, I'm sure, s�r—

HIGGINS. Oh, that's all r�ght, Mrs. Pearce. Has she an �nterest�ng accent?

MRS. PEARCE. Oh, someth�ng dreadful, s�r, really. I don't know how you
can take an �nterest �n �t.

HIGGINS [to P�cker�ng] Let's have her up. Show her up, Mrs. Pearce [he
rushes across to h�s work�ng table and p�cks out a cyl�nder to use on the
phonograph].

MRS. PEARCE [only half res�gned to �t] Very well, s�r. It's for you to say.
[She goes downsta�rs].



HIGGINS. Th�s �s rather a b�t of luck. I'll show you how I make records.
We'll set her talk�ng; and I'll take �t down f�rst �n Bell's v�s�ble Speech;
then �n broad Rom�c; and then we'll get her on the phonograph so that
you can turn her on as often as you l�ke w�th the wr�tten transcr�pt
before you.

MRS. PEARCE [return�ng] Th�s �s the young woman, s�r.

The flower g�rl enters �n state. She has a hat w�th three
ostr�ch feathers, orange, sky-blue, and red. She has a nearly
clean apron, and the shoddy coat has been t�d�ed a l�ttle. The
pathos of th�s deplorable f�gure, w�th �ts �nnocent van�ty and
consequent�al a�r, touches P�cker�ng, who has already
stra�ghtened h�mself �n the presence of Mrs. Pearce. But as
to H�gg�ns, the only d�st�nct�on he makes between men and
women �s that when he �s ne�ther bully�ng nor excla�m�ng to
the heavens aga�nst some featherwe�ght cross, he coaxes
women as a ch�ld coaxes �ts nurse when �t wants to get
anyth�ng out of her.

HIGGINS [brusquely, recogn�z�ng her w�th unconcealed d�sappo�ntment,
and at once, baby-l�ke, mak�ng an �ntolerable gr�evance of �t] Why, th�s
�s the g�rl I jotted down last n�ght. She's no use: I've got all the records I
want of the L�sson Grove l�ngo; and I'm not go�ng to waste another
cyl�nder on �t. [To the g�rl] Be off w�th you: I don't want you.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Don't you be so saucy. You a�n't heard what I come
for yet. [To Mrs. Pearce, who �s wa�t�ng at the door for further
�nstruct�on] D�d you tell h�m I come �n a tax�?

MRS. PEARCE. Nonsense, g�rl! what do you th�nk a gentleman l�ke Mr.
H�gg�ns cares what you came �n?

THE FLOWER GIRL. Oh, we are proud! He a�n't above g�v�ng lessons, not
h�m: I heard h�m say so. Well, I a�n't come here to ask for any
compl�ment; and �f my money's not good enough I can go elsewhere.

HIGGINS. Good enough for what?



THE FLOWER GIRL. Good enough for ye—oo. Now you know, don't
you? I'm come to have lessons, I am. And to pay for em too: make no
m�stake.

HIGGINS [stupent] WELL!!! [Recover�ng h�s breath w�th a gasp] What do
you expect me to say to you?

THE FLOWER GIRL. Well, �f you was a gentleman, you m�ght ask me to
s�t down, I th�nk. Don't I tell you I'm br�ng�ng you bus�ness?

HIGGINS. P�cker�ng: shall we ask th�s baggage to s�t down or shall we
throw her out of the w�ndow?

THE FLOWER GIRL [runn�ng away �n terror to the p�ano, where she turns
at bay] Ah—ah—ah—ow—ow—ow—oo! [Wounded and wh�mper�ng]
I won't be called a baggage when I've offered to pay l�ke any lady.

Mot�onless, the two men stare at her from the other s�de of
the room, amazed.

PICKERING [gently] What �s �t you want, my g�rl?

THE FLOWER GIRL. I want to be a lady �n a flower shop stead of sell�ng
at the corner of Tottenham Court Road. But they won't take me unless I
can talk more genteel. He sa�d he could teach me. Well, here I am ready
to pay h�m—not ask�ng any favor—and he treats me as �f I was d�rt.

MRS. PEARCE. How can you be such a fool�sh �gnorant g�rl as to th�nk
you could afford to pay Mr. H�gg�ns?

THE FLOWER GIRL. Why shouldn't I? I know what lessons cost as well
as you do; and I'm ready to pay.

HIGGINS. How much?

THE FLOWER GIRL [com�ng back to h�m, tr�umphant] Now you're
talk�ng! I thought you'd come off �t when you saw a chance of gett�ng
back a b�t of what you chucked at me last n�ght. [Conf�dent�ally] You'd
had a drop �n, hadn't you?



HIGGINS [peremptor�ly] S�t down.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Oh, �f you're go�ng to make a compl�ment of �t—

HIGGINS [thunder�ng at her] S�t down.

MRS. PEARCE [severely] S�t down, g�rl. Do as you're told. [She places the
stray cha�r near the hearthrug between H�gg�ns and P�cker�ng, and
stands beh�nd �t wa�t�ng for the g�rl to s�t down].

THE FLOWER GIRL. Ah—ah—ah—ow—ow—oo! [She stands, half
rebell�ous, half bew�ldered].

PICKERING [very courteous] Won't you s�t down?

LIZA [coyly] Don't m�nd �f I do. [She s�ts down. P�cker�ng returns to the
hearthrug].

HIGGINS. What's your name?

THE FLOWER GIRL. L�za Dool�ttle.

HIGGINS [decla�m�ng gravely] El�za, El�zabeth, Betsy and Bess, They
went to the woods to get a b�rd's nes':

PICKERING. They found a nest w�th four eggs �n �t:

HIGGINS. They took one ap�ece, and left three �n �t.

They laugh heart�ly at the�r own w�t.

LIZA. Oh, don't be s�lly.

MRS. PEARCE. You mustn't speak to the gentleman l�ke that.

LIZA. Well, why won't he speak sens�ble to me?

HIGGINS. Come back to bus�ness. How much do you propose to pay me
for the lessons?



LIZA. Oh, I know what's r�ght. A lady fr�end of m�ne gets French lessons
for e�ghteenpence an hour from a real French gentleman. Well, you
wouldn't have the face to ask me the same for teach�ng me my own
language as you would for French; so I won't g�ve more than a sh�ll�ng.
Take �t or leave �t.

HIGGINS [walk�ng up and down the room, rattl�ng h�s keys and h�s cash �n
h�s pockets] You know, P�cker�ng, �f you cons�der a sh�ll�ng, not as a
s�mple sh�ll�ng, but as a percentage of th�s g�rl's �ncome, �t works out as
fully equ�valent to s�xty or seventy gu�neas from a m�ll�ona�re.

PICKERING. How so?

HIGGINS. F�gure �t out. A m�ll�ona�re has about 150 pounds a day. She
earns about half-a-crown.

LIZA [haught�ly] Who told you I only—

HIGGINS [cont�nu�ng] She offers me two-f�fths of her day's �ncome for a
lesson. Two-f�fths of a m�ll�ona�re's �ncome for a day would be
somewhere about 60 pounds. It's handsome. By George, �t's enormous!
�t's the b�ggest offer I ever had.

LIZA [r�s�ng, terr�f�ed] S�xty pounds! What are you talk�ng about? I never
offered you s�xty pounds. Where would I get—

HIGGINS. Hold your tongue.

LIZA [weep�ng] But I a�n't got s�xty pounds. Oh—

MRS. PEARCE. Don't cry, you s�lly g�rl. S�t down. Nobody �s go�ng to
touch your money.

HIGGINS. Somebody �s go�ng to touch you, w�th a broomst�ck, �f you don't
stop sn�vell�ng. S�t down.

LIZA [obey�ng slowly] Ah—ah—ah—ow—oo—o! One would th�nk you
was my father.



HIGGINS. If I dec�de to teach you, I'll be worse than two fathers to you.
Here [he offers her h�s s�lk handkerch�ef]!

LIZA. What's th�s for?

HIGGINS. To w�pe your eyes. To w�pe any part of your face that feels
mo�st. Remember: that's your handkerch�ef; and that's your sleeve.
Don't m�stake the one for the other �f you w�sh to become a lady �n a
shop.

L�za, utterly bew�ldered, stares helplessly at h�m.

MRS. PEARCE. It's no use talk�ng to her l�ke that, Mr. H�gg�ns: she doesn't
understand you. Bes�des, you're qu�te wrong: she doesn't do �t that way
at all [she takes the handkerch�ef].

LIZA [snatch�ng �t] Here! You g�ve me that handkerch�ef. He g�ve �t to me,
not to you.

PICKERING [laugh�ng] He d�d. I th�nk �t must be regarded as her property,
Mrs. Pearce.

MRS. PEARCE [res�gn�ng herself] Serve you r�ght, Mr. H�gg�ns.

PICKERING. H�gg�ns: I'm �nterested. What about the ambassador's garden
party? I'll say you're the greatest teacher al�ve �f you make that good. I'll
bet you all the expenses of the exper�ment you can't do �t. And I'll pay
for the lessons.

LIZA. Oh, you are real good. Thank you, Capta�n.

HIGGINS [tempted, look�ng at her] It's almost �rres�st�ble. She's so
del�c�ously low—so horr�bly d�rty—

LIZA [protest�ng extremely] Ah—ah—ah—ah—ow—ow—oooo!!! I a�n't
d�rty: I washed my face and hands afore I come, I d�d.

PICKERING. You're certa�nly not go�ng to turn her head w�th flattery,
H�gg�ns.



MRS. PEARCE [uneasy] Oh, don't say that, s�r: there's more ways than one
of turn�ng a g�rl's head; and nobody can do �t better than Mr. H�gg�ns,
though he may not always mean �t. I do hope, s�r, you won't encourage
h�m to do anyth�ng fool�sh.

HIGGINS [becom�ng exc�ted as the �dea grows on h�m] What �s l�fe but a
ser�es of �nsp�red foll�es? The d�ff�culty �s to f�nd them to do. Never lose
a chance: �t doesn't come every day. I shall make a duchess of th�s
draggleta�led guttersn�pe.

LIZA [strongly deprecat�ng th�s v�ew of her] Ah—ah—ah—ow—ow—oo!

HIGGINS [carr�ed away] Yes: �n s�x months—�n three �f she has a good ear
and a qu�ck tongue—I'll take her anywhere and pass her off as anyth�ng.
We'll start today: now! th�s moment! Take her away and clean her, Mrs.
Pearce. Monkey Brand, �f �t won't come off any other way. Is there a
good f�re �n the k�tchen?

MRS. PEARCE [protest�ng]. Yes; but—

HIGGINS [storm�ng on] Take all her clothes off and burn them. R�ng up
Wh�teley or somebody for new ones. Wrap her up �n brown paper t�ll
they come.

LIZA. You're no gentleman, you're not, to talk of such th�ngs. I'm a good
g�rl, I am; and I know what the l�ke of you are, I do.

HIGGINS. We want none of your L�sson Grove prudery here, young
woman. You've got to learn to behave l�ke a duchess. Take her away,
Mrs. Pearce. If she g�ves you any trouble wallop her.

LIZA [spr�ng�ng up and runn�ng between P�cker�ng and Mrs. Pearce for
protect�on] No! I'll call the pol�ce, I w�ll.

MRS. PEARCE. But I've no place to put her.

HIGGINS. Put her �n the dustb�n.

LIZA. Ah—ah—ah—ow—ow—oo!



PICKERING. Oh come, H�gg�ns! be reasonable.

MRS. PEARCE [resolutely] You must be reasonable, Mr. H�gg�ns: really
you must. You can't walk over everybody l�ke th�s.

H�gg�ns, thus scolded, subs�des. The hurr�cane �s succeeded
by a zephyr of am�able surpr�se.

HIGGINS [w�th profess�onal exqu�s�teness of modulat�on] I walk over
everybody! My dear Mrs. Pearce, my dear P�cker�ng, I never had the
sl�ghtest �ntent�on of walk�ng over anyone. All I propose �s that we
should be k�nd to th�s poor g�rl. We must help her to prepare and f�t
herself for her new stat�on �n l�fe. If I d�d not express myself clearly �t
was because I d�d not w�sh to hurt her del�cacy, or yours.

L�za, reassured, steals back to her cha�r.

MRS. PEARCE [to P�cker�ng] Well, d�d you ever hear anyth�ng l�ke that,
s�r?

PICKERING [laugh�ng heart�ly] Never, Mrs. Pearce: never.

HIGGINS [pat�ently] What's the matter?

MRS. PEARCE. Well, the matter �s, s�r, that you can't take a g�rl up l�ke
that as �f you were p�ck�ng up a pebble on the beach.

HIGGINS. Why not?

MRS. PEARCE. Why not! But you don't know anyth�ng about her. What
about her parents? She may be marr�ed.

LIZA. Garn!

HIGGINS. There! As the g�rl very properly says, Garn! Marr�ed �ndeed!
Don't you know that a woman of that class looks a worn out drudge of
f�fty a year after she's marr�ed.

LIZA. Who'd marry me?



HIGGINS [suddenly resort�ng to the most thr�ll�ngly beaut�ful low tones �n
h�s best elocut�onary style] By George, El�za, the streets w�ll be strewn
w�th the bod�es of men shoot�ng themselves for your sake before I've
done w�th you.

MRS. PEARCE. Nonsense, s�r. You mustn't talk l�ke that to her.

LIZA [r�s�ng and squar�ng herself determ�nedly] I'm go�ng away. He's off
h�s chump, he �s. I don't want no balm�es teach�ng me.

HIGGINS [wounded �n h�s tenderest po�nt by her �nsens�b�l�ty to h�s
elocut�on] Oh, �ndeed! I'm mad, am I? Very well, Mrs. Pearce: you
needn't order the new clothes for her. Throw her out.

LIZA [wh�mper�ng] Nah—ow. You got no r�ght to touch me.

MRS. PEARCE. You see now what comes of be�ng saucy. [Ind�cat�ng the
door] Th�s way, please.

LIZA [almost �n tears] I d�dn't want no clothes. I wouldn't have taken them
[she throws away the handkerch�ef]. I can buy my own clothes.

HIGGINS [deftly retr�ev�ng the handkerch�ef and �ntercept�ng her on her
reluctant way to the door] You're an ungrateful w�cked g�rl. Th�s �s my
return for offer�ng to take you out of the gutter and dress you beaut�fully
and make a lady of you.

MRS. PEARCE. Stop, Mr. H�gg�ns. I won't allow �t. It's you that are
w�cked. Go home to your parents, g�rl; and tell them to take better care
of you.

LIZA. I a�n't got no parents. They told me I was b�g enough to earn my own
l�v�ng and turned me out.

MRS. PEARCE. Where's your mother?

LIZA. I a�n't got no mother. Her that turned me out was my s�xth
stepmother. But I done w�thout them. And I'm a good g�rl, I am.



HIGGINS. Very well, then, what on earth �s all th�s fuss about? The g�rl
doesn't belong to anybody—�s no use to anybody but me. [He goes to
Mrs. Pearce and beg�ns coax�ng]. You can adopt her, Mrs. Pearce: I'm
sure a daughter would be a great amusement to you. Now don't make
any more fuss. Take her downsta�rs; and—

MRS. PEARCE. But what's to become of her? Is she to be pa�d anyth�ng?
Do be sens�ble, s�r.

HIGGINS. Oh, pay her whatever �s necessary: put �t down �n the
housekeep�ng book. [Impat�ently] What on earth w�ll she want w�th
money? She'll have her food and her clothes. She'll only dr�nk �f you
g�ve her money.

LIZA [turn�ng on h�m] Oh you are a brute. It's a l�e: nobody ever saw the
s�gn of l�quor on me. [She goes back to her cha�r and plants herself there
def�antly].

PICKERING [�n good-humored remonstrance] Does �t occur to you,
H�gg�ns, that the g�rl has some feel�ngs?

HIGGINS [look�ng cr�t�cally at her] Oh no, I don't th�nk so. Not any
feel�ngs that we need bother about. [Cheer�ly] Have you, El�za?

LIZA. I got my feel�ngs same as anyone else.

HIGGINS [to P�cker�ng, reflect�vely] You see the d�ff�culty?

PICKERING. Eh? What d�ff�culty?

HIGGINS. To get her to talk grammar. The mere pronunc�at�on �s easy
enough.

LIZA. I don't want to talk grammar. I want to talk l�ke a lady.

MRS. PEARCE. W�ll you please keep to the po�nt, Mr. H�gg�ns. I want to
know on what terms the g�rl �s to be here. Is she to have any wages?
And what �s to become of her when you've f�n�shed your teach�ng? You
must look ahead a l�ttle.



HIGGINS [�mpat�ently] What's to become of her �f I leave her �n the gutter?
Tell me that, Mrs. Pearce.

MRS. PEARCE. That's her own bus�ness, not yours, Mr. H�gg�ns.

HIGGINS. Well, when I've done w�th her, we can throw her back �nto the
gutter; and then �t w�ll be her own bus�ness aga�n; so that's all r�ght.

LIZA. Oh, you've no feel�ng heart �n you: you don't care for noth�ng but
yourself [she r�ses and takes the floor resolutely]. Here! I've had enough
of th�s. I'm go�ng [mak�ng for the door]. You ought to be ashamed of
yourself, you ought.

HIGGINS [snatch�ng a chocolate cream from the p�ano, h�s eyes suddenly
beg�nn�ng to tw�nkle w�th m�sch�ef] Have some chocolates, El�za.

LIZA [halt�ng, tempted] How do I know what m�ght be �n them? I've heard
of g�rls be�ng drugged by the l�ke of you.

H�gg�ns wh�ps out h�s penkn�fe; cuts a chocolate �n two; puts
one half �nto h�s mouth and bolts �t; and offers her the other
half.

HIGGINS. Pledge of good fa�th, El�za. I eat one half you eat the other.

[L�za opens her mouth to retort: he pops the half chocolate �nto �t]. You
shall have boxes of them, barrels of them, every day. You shall l�ve on
them. Eh?

LIZA [who has d�sposed of the chocolate after be�ng nearly choked by �t] I
wouldn't have ate �t, only I'm too ladyl�ke to take �t out of my mouth.

HIGGINS. L�sten, El�za. I th�nk you sa�d you came �n a tax�.

LIZA. Well, what �f I d�d? I've as good a r�ght to take a tax� as anyone else.

HIGGINS. You have, El�za; and �n future you shall have as many tax�s as
you want. You shall go up and down and round the town �n a tax� every
day. Th�nk of that, El�za.



MRS. PEARCE. Mr. H�gg�ns: you're tempt�ng the g�rl. It's not r�ght. She
should th�nk of the future.

HIGGINS. At her age! Nonsense! T�me enough to th�nk of the future when
you haven't any future to th�nk of. No, El�za: do as th�s lady does: th�nk
of other people's futures; but never th�nk of your own. Th�nk of
chocolates, and tax�s, and gold, and d�amonds.

LIZA. No: I don't want no gold and no d�amonds. I'm a good g�rl, I am.
[She s�ts down aga�n, w�th an attempt at d�gn�ty].

HIGGINS. You shall rema�n so, El�za, under the care of Mrs. Pearce. And
you shall marry an off�cer �n the Guards, w�th a beaut�ful moustache:
the son of a marqu�s, who w�ll d�s�nher�t h�m for marry�ng you, but w�ll
relent when he sees your beauty and goodness—

PICKERING. Excuse me, H�gg�ns; but I really must �nterfere. Mrs. Pearce
�s qu�te r�ght. If th�s g�rl �s to put herself �n your hands for s�x months
for an exper�ment �n teach�ng, she must understand thoroughly what
she's do�ng.

HIGGINS. How can she? She's �ncapable of understand�ng anyth�ng.
Bes�des, do any of us understand what we are do�ng? If we d�d, would
we ever do �t?

PICKERING. Very clever, H�gg�ns; but not sound sense. [To El�za] M�ss
Dool�ttle—

LIZA [overwhelmed] Ah—ah—ow—oo!

HIGGINS. There! That's all you get out of El�za. Ah—ah—ow—oo! No
use expla�n�ng. As a m�l�tary man you ought to know that. G�ve her her
orders: that's what she wants. El�za: you are to l�ve here for the next s�x
months, learn�ng how to speak beaut�fully, l�ke a lady �n a flor�st's shop.
If you're good and do whatever you're told, you shall sleep �n a proper
bedroom, and have lots to eat, and money to buy chocolates and take
r�des �n tax�s. If you're naughty and �dle you w�ll sleep �n the back
k�tchen among the black beetles, and be walloped by Mrs. Pearce w�th a



broomst�ck. At the end of s�x months you shall go to Buck�ngham
Palace �n a carr�age, beaut�fully dressed. If the K�ng f�nds out you're not
a lady, you w�ll be taken by the pol�ce to the Tower of London, where
your head w�ll be cut off as a warn�ng to other presumptuous flower
g�rls. If you are not found out, you shall have a present of seven-and-
s�xpence to start l�fe w�th as a lady �n a shop. If you refuse th�s offer you
w�ll be a most ungrateful and w�cked g�rl; and the angels w�ll weep for
you. [To P�cker�ng] Now are you sat�sf�ed, P�cker�ng? [To Mrs. Pearce]
Can I put �t more pla�nly and fa�rly, Mrs. Pearce?

MRS. PEARCE [pat�ently] I th�nk you'd better let me speak to the g�rl
properly �n pr�vate. I don't know that I can take charge of her or consent
to the arrangement at all. Of course I know you don't mean her any
harm; but when you get what you call �nterested �n people's accents, you
never th�nk or care what may happen to them or you. Come w�th me,
El�za.

HIGGINS. That's all r�ght. Thank you, Mrs. Pearce. Bundle her off to the
bath-room.

LIZA [r�s�ng reluctantly and susp�c�ously] You're a great bully, you are. I
won't stay here �f I don't l�ke. I won't let nobody wallop me. I never
asked to go to Bucknam Palace, I d�dn't. I was never �n trouble w�th the
pol�ce, not me. I'm a good g�rl—

MRS. PEARCE. Don't answer back, g�rl. You don't understand the
gentleman. Come w�th me. [She leads the way to the door, and holds �t
open for El�za].

LIZA [as she goes out] Well, what I say �s r�ght. I won't go near the k�ng,
not �f I'm go�ng to have my head cut off. If I'd known what I was lett�ng
myself �n for, I wouldn't have come here. I always been a good g�rl; and
I never offered to say a word to h�m; and I don't owe h�m noth�ng; and I
don't care; and I won't be put upon; and I have my feel�ngs the same as
anyone else—

Mrs. Pearce shuts the door; and El�za's pla�nts are no longer
aud�ble. P�cker�ng comes from the hearth to the cha�r and



s�ts astr�de �t w�th h�s arms on the back.

PICKERING. Excuse the stra�ght quest�on, H�gg�ns. Are you a man of
good character where women are concerned?

HIGGINS [mood�ly] Have you ever met a man of good character where
women are concerned?

PICKERING. Yes: very frequently.

HIGGINS [dogmat�cally, l�ft�ng h�mself on h�s hands to the level of the
p�ano, and s�tt�ng on �t w�th a bounce] Well, I haven't. I f�nd that the
moment I let a woman make fr�ends w�th me, she becomes jealous,
exact�ng, susp�c�ous, and a damned nu�sance. I f�nd that the moment I
let myself make fr�ends w�th a woman, I become self�sh and tyrann�cal.
Women upset everyth�ng. When you let them �nto your l�fe, you f�nd
that the woman �s dr�v�ng at one th�ng and you're dr�v�ng at another.

PICKERING. At what, for example?

HIGGINS [com�ng off the p�ano restlessly] Oh, Lord knows! I suppose the
woman wants to l�ve her own l�fe; and the man wants to l�ve h�s; and
each tr�es to drag the other on to the wrong track. One wants to go north
and the other south; and the result �s that both have to go east, though
they both hate the east w�nd. [He s�ts down on the bench at the
keyboard]. So here I am, a conf�rmed old bachelor, and l�kely to rema�n
so.

PICKERING [r�s�ng and stand�ng over h�m gravely] Come, H�gg�ns! You
know what I mean. If I'm to be �n th�s bus�ness I shall feel respons�ble
for that g�rl. I hope �t's understood that no advantage �s to be taken of
her pos�t�on.

HIGGINS. What! That th�ng! Sacred, I assure you. [R�s�ng to expla�n] You
see, she'll be a pup�l; and teach�ng would be �mposs�ble unless pup�ls
were sacred. I've taught scores of Amer�can m�ll�ona�resses how to
speak Engl�sh: the best look�ng women �n the world. I'm seasoned. They



m�ght as well be blocks of wood. I m�ght as well be a block of wood.
It's—

Mrs. Pearce opens the door. She has El�za's hat �n her hand.
P�cker�ng ret�res to the easy-cha�r at the hearth and s�ts
down.

HIGGINS [eagerly] Well, Mrs. Pearce: �s �t all r�ght?

MRS. PEARCE [at the door] I just w�sh to trouble you w�th a word, �f I
may, Mr. H�gg�ns.

HIGGINS. Yes, certa�nly. Come �n. [She comes forward]. Don't burn that,
Mrs. Pearce. I'll keep �t as a cur�os�ty. [He takes the hat].

MRS. PEARCE. Handle �t carefully, s�r, please. I had to prom�se her not to
burn �t; but I had better put �t �n the oven for a wh�le.

HIGGINS [putt�ng �t down hast�ly on the p�ano] Oh! thank you. Well, what
have you to say to me?

PICKERING. Am I �n the way?

MRS. PEARCE. Not at all, s�r. Mr. H�gg�ns: w�ll you please be very
part�cular what you say before the g�rl?

HIGGINS [sternly] Of course. I'm always part�cular about what I say. Why
do you say th�s to me?

MRS. PEARCE [unmoved] No, s�r: you're not at all part�cular when you've
m�sla�d anyth�ng or when you get a l�ttle �mpat�ent. Now �t doesn't
matter before me: I'm used to �t. But you really must not swear before
the g�rl.

HIGGINS [�nd�gnantly] I swear! [Most emphat�cally] I never swear. I detest
the hab�t. What the dev�l do you mean?

MRS. PEARCE [stol�dly] That's what I mean, s�r. You swear a great deal
too much. I don't m�nd your damn�ng and blast�ng, and what the dev�l



and where the dev�l and who the dev�l—

HIGGINS. Really! Mrs. Pearce: th�s language from your l�ps!

MRS. PEARCE [not to be put off]—but there �s a certa�n word I must ask
you not to use. The g�rl has just used �t herself because the bath was too
hot. It beg�ns w�th the same letter as bath. She knows no better: she
learnt �t at her mother's knee. But she must not hear �t from your l�ps.

HIGGINS [loft�ly] I cannot charge myself w�th hav�ng ever uttered �t, Mrs.
Pearce. [She looks at h�m steadfastly. He adds, h�d�ng an uneasy
consc�ence w�th a jud�c�al a�r] Except perhaps �n a moment of extreme
and just�f�able exc�tement.

MRS. PEARCE. Only th�s morn�ng, s�r, you appl�ed �t to your boots, to the
butter, and to the brown bread.

HIGGINS. Oh, that! Mere all�terat�on, Mrs. Pearce, natural to a poet.

MRS. PEARCE. Well, s�r, whatever you choose to call �t, I beg you not to
let the g�rl hear you repeat �t.

HIGGINS. Oh, very well, very well. Is that all?

MRS. PEARCE. No, s�r. We shall have to be very part�cular w�th th�s g�rl as
to personal cleanl�ness.

HIGGINS. Certa�nly. Qu�te r�ght. Most �mportant.

MRS. PEARCE. I mean not to be slovenly about her dress or unt�dy �n
leav�ng th�ngs about.

HIGGINS [go�ng to her solemnly] Just so. I �ntended to call your attent�on
to that [He passes on to P�cker�ng, who �s enjoy�ng the conversat�on
�mmensely]. It �s these l�ttle th�ngs that matter, P�cker�ng. Take care of
the pence and the pounds w�ll take care of themselves �s as true of
personal hab�ts as of money. [He comes to anchor on the hearthrug, w�th
the a�r of a man �n an unassa�lable pos�t�on].



MRS. PEARCE. Yes, s�r. Then m�ght I ask you not to come down to
breakfast �n your dress�ng-gown, or at any rate not to use �t as a napk�n
to the extent you do, s�r. And �f you would be so good as not to eat
everyth�ng off the same plate, and to remember not to put the porr�dge
saucepan out of your hand on the clean tablecloth, �t would be a better
example to the g�rl. You know you nearly choked yourself w�th a
f�shbone �n the jam only last week.

HIGGINS [routed from the hearthrug and dr�ft�ng back to the p�ano] I may
do these th�ngs somet�mes �n absence of m�nd; but surely I don't do
them hab�tually. [Angr�ly] By the way: my dress�ng-gown smells most
damnably of benz�ne.

MRS. PEARCE. No doubt �t does, Mr. H�gg�ns. But �f you w�ll w�pe your
f�ngers—

HIGGINS [yell�ng] Oh very well, very well: I'll w�pe them �n my ha�r �n
future.

MRS. PEARCE. I hope you're not offended, Mr. H�gg�ns.

HIGGINS [shocked at f�nd�ng h�mself thought capable of an unam�able
sent�ment] Not at all, not at all. You're qu�te r�ght, Mrs. Pearce: I shall
be part�cularly careful before the g�rl. Is that all?

MRS. PEARCE. No, s�r. M�ght she use some of those Japanese dresses you
brought from abroad? I really can't put her back �nto her old th�ngs.

HIGGINS. Certa�nly. Anyth�ng you l�ke. Is that all?

MRS. PEARCE. Thank you, s�r. That's all. [She goes out].



HIGGINS. You know, P�cker�ng, that woman has the most extraord�nary
�deas about me. Here I am, a shy, d�ff�dent sort of man. I've never been
able to feel really grown-up and tremendous, l�ke other chaps. And yet
she's f�rmly persuaded that I'm an arb�trary overbear�ng boss�ng k�nd of
person. I can't account for �t.

Mrs. Pearce returns.

MRS. PEARCE. If you please, s�r, the trouble's beg�nn�ng already. There's a
dustman downsta�rs, Alfred Dool�ttle, wants to see you. He says you
have h�s daughter here.

PICKERING [r�s�ng] Phew! I say! [He retreats to the hearthrug].

HIGGINS [promptly] Send the blackguard up.

MRS. PEARCE. Oh, very well, s�r. [She goes out].

PICKERING. He may not be a blackguard, H�gg�ns.

HIGGINS. Nonsense. Of course he's a blackguard.

PICKERING. Whether he �s or not, I'm afra�d we shall have some trouble
w�th h�m.

HIGGINS [conf�dently] Oh no: I th�nk not. If there's any trouble he shall
have �t w�th me, not I w�th h�m. And we are sure to get someth�ng
�nterest�ng out of h�m.

PICKERING. About the g�rl?

HIGGINS. No. I mean h�s d�alect.

PICKERING. Oh!

MRS. PEARCE [at the door] Dool�ttle, s�r. [She adm�ts Dool�ttle and
ret�res].



Alfred Dool�ttle �s an elderly but v�gorous dustman, clad �n
the costume of h�s profess�on, �nclud�ng a hat w�th a back
br�m cover�ng h�s neck and shoulders. He has well marked
and rather �nterest�ng features, and seems equally free from
fear and consc�ence. He has a remarkably express�ve vo�ce,
the result of a hab�t of g�v�ng vent to h�s feel�ngs w�thout
reserve. H�s present pose �s that of wounded honor and stern
resolut�on.

DOOLITTLE [at the door, uncerta�n wh�ch of the two gentlemen �s h�s
man] Professor H�gg�ns?

HIGGINS. Here. Good morn�ng. S�t down.

DOOLITTLE. Morn�ng, Governor. [He s�ts down mag�ster�ally] I come
about a very ser�ous matter, Governor.

HIGGINS [to P�cker�ng] Brought up �n Hounslow. Mother Welsh, I should
th�nk. [Dool�ttle opens h�s mouth, amazed. H�gg�ns cont�nues] What do
you want, Dool�ttle?

DOOLITTLE [menac�ngly] I want my daughter: that's what I want. See?

HIGGINS. Of course you do. You're her father, aren't you? You don't
suppose anyone else wants her, do you? I'm glad to see you have some
spark of fam�ly feel�ng left. She's upsta�rs. Take her away at once.

DOOLITTLE [r�s�ng, fearfully taken aback] What!

HIGGINS. Take her away. Do you suppose I'm go�ng to keep your daughter
for you?

DOOLITTLE [remonstrat�ng] Now, now, look here, Governor. Is th�s
reasonable? Is �t fa�r to take advantage of a man l�ke th�s? The g�rl
belongs to me. You got her. Where do I come �n? [He s�ts down aga�n].

HIGGINS. Your daughter had the audac�ty to come to my house and ask me
to teach her how to speak properly so that she could get a place �n a



flower-shop. Th�s gentleman and my housekeeper have been here all the
t�me. [Bully�ng h�m] How dare you come here and attempt to blackma�l
me? You sent her here on purpose.

DOOLITTLE [protest�ng] No, Governor.

HIGGINS. You must have. How else could you poss�bly know that she �s
here?

DOOLITTLE. Don't take a man up l�ke that, Governor.

HIGGINS. The pol�ce shall take you up. Th�s �s a plant—a plot to extort
money by threats. I shall telephone for the pol�ce [he goes resolutely to
the telephone and opens the d�rectory].

DOOLITTLE. Have I asked you for a brass farth�ng? I leave �t to the
gentleman here: have I sa�d a word about money?

HIGGINS [throw�ng the book as�de and march�ng down on Dool�ttle w�th a
poser] What else d�d you come for?

DOOLITTLE [sweetly] Well, what would a man come for? Be human,
governor.

HIGGINS [d�sarmed] Alfred: d�d you put her up to �t?

DOOLITTLE. So help me, Governor, I never d�d. I take my B�ble oath I
a�n't seen the g�rl these two months past.

HIGGINS. Then how d�d you know she was here?

DOOLITTLE ["most mus�cal, most melancholy"] I'll tell you, Governor, �f
you'll only let me get a word �n. I'm w�ll�ng to tell you. I'm want�ng to
tell you. I'm wa�t�ng to tell you.

HIGGINS. P�cker�ng: th�s chap has a certa�n natural g�ft of rhetor�c.
Observe the rhythm of h�s nat�ve woodnotes w�ld. "I'm w�ll�ng to tell
you: I'm want�ng to tell you: I'm wa�t�ng to tell you." Sent�mental



rhetor�c! That's the Welsh stra�n �n h�m. It also accounts for h�s
mendac�ty and d�shonesty.

PICKERING. Oh, PLEASE, H�gg�ns: I'm west country myself. [To
Dool�ttle] How d�d you know the g�rl was here �f you d�dn't send her?

DOOLITTLE. It was l�ke th�s, Governor. The g�rl took a boy �n the tax� to
g�ve h�m a jaunt. Son of her landlady, he �s. He hung about on the
chance of her g�v�ng h�m another r�de home. Well, she sent h�m back for
her luggage when she heard you was w�ll�ng for her to stop here. I met
the boy at the corner of Long Acre and Endell Street.

HIGGINS. Publ�c house. Yes?

DOOLITTLE. The poor man's club, Governor: why shouldn't I?

PICKERING. Do let h�m tell h�s story, H�gg�ns.

DOOLITTLE. He told me what was up. And I ask you, what was my
feel�ngs and my duty as a father? I says to the boy, "You br�ng me the
luggage," I says—

PICKERING. Why d�dn't you go for �t yourself?

DOOLITTLE. Landlady wouldn't have trusted me w�th �t, Governor. She's
that k�nd of woman: you know. I had to g�ve the boy a penny afore he
trusted me w�th �t, the l�ttle sw�ne. I brought �t to her just to obl�ge you
l�ke, and make myself agreeable. That's all.

HIGGINS. How much luggage?

DOOLITTLE. Mus�cal �nstrument, Governor. A few p�ctures, a tr�fle of
jewelry, and a b�rd-cage. She sa�d she d�dn't want no clothes. What was
I to th�nk from that, Governor? I ask you as a parent what was I to
th�nk?

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



DOOLITTLE [apprec�at�vely: rel�eved at be�ng understood] Just so,
Governor. That's r�ght.

PICKERING. But why d�d you br�ng her luggage �f you �ntended to take
her away?

DOOLITTLE. Have I sa�d a word about tak�ng her away? Have I now?

HIGGINS [determ�nedly] You're go�ng to take her away, double qu�ck. [He
crosses to the hearth and r�ngs the bell].

DOOLITTLE [r�s�ng] No, Governor. Don't say that. I'm not the man to
stand �n my g�rl's l�ght. Here's a career open�ng for her, as you m�ght
say; and—

Mrs. Pearce opens the door and awa�ts orders.

HIGGINS. Mrs. Pearce: th�s �s El�za's father. He has come to take her away.
G�ve her to h�m. [He goes back to the p�ano, w�th an a�r of wash�ng h�s
hands of the whole affa�r].

DOOLITTLE. No. Th�s �s a m�sunderstand�ng. L�sten here—

MRS. PEARCE. He can't take her away, Mr. H�gg�ns: how can he? You
told me to burn her clothes.

DOOLITTLE. That's r�ght. I can't carry the g�rl through the streets l�ke a
bloom�ng monkey, can I? I put �t to you.

HIGGINS. You have put �t to me that you want your daughter. Take your
daughter. If she has no clothes go out and buy her some.

DOOLITTLE [desperate] Where's the clothes she come �n? D�d I burn them
or d�d your m�ssus here?

MRS. PEARCE. I am the housekeeper, �f you please. I have sent for some
clothes for your g�rl. When they come you can take her away. You can
wa�t �n the k�tchen. Th�s way, please.



Dool�ttle, much troubled, accompan�es her to the door; then
hes�tates; f�nally turns conf�dent�ally to H�gg�ns.

DOOLITTLE. L�sten here, Governor. You and me �s men of the world, a�n't
we?

HIGGINS. Oh! Men of the world, are we? You'd better go, Mrs. Pearce.

MRS. PEARCE. I th�nk so, �ndeed, s�r. [She goes, w�th d�gn�ty].

PICKERING. The floor �s yours, Mr. Dool�ttle.

DOOLITTLE [to P�cker�ng] I thank you, Governor. [To H�gg�ns, who takes
refuge on the p�ano bench, a l�ttle overwhelmed by the prox�m�ty of h�s
v�s�tor; for Dool�ttle has a profess�onal flavor of dust about h�m]. Well,
the truth �s, I've taken a sort of fancy to you, Governor; and �f you want
the g�rl, I'm not so set on hav�ng her back home aga�n but what I m�ght
be open to an arrangement. Regarded �n the l�ght of a young woman,
she's a f�ne handsome g�rl. As a daughter she's not worth her keep; and
so I tell you stra�ght. All I ask �s my r�ghts as a father; and you're the
last man al�ve to expect me to let her go for noth�ng; for I can see you're
one of the stra�ght sort, Governor. Well, what's a f�ve pound note to
you? And what's El�za to me? [He returns to h�s cha�r and s�ts down
jud�c�ally].

PICKERING. I th�nk you ought to know, Dool�ttle, that Mr. H�gg�ns's
�ntent�ons are ent�rely honorable.

DOOLITTLE. Course they are, Governor. If I thought they wasn't, I'd ask
f�fty.

HIGGINS [revolted] Do you mean to say, you callous rascal, that you
would sell your daughter for 50 pounds?

DOOLITTLE. Not �n a general way I wouldn't; but to obl�ge a gentleman
l�ke you I'd do a good deal, I do assure you.

PICKERING. Have you no morals, man?



DOOLITTLE [unabashed] Can't afford them, Governor. Ne�ther could you
�f you was as poor as me. Not that I mean any harm, you know. But �f
L�za �s go�ng to have a b�t out of th�s, why not me too?

HIGGINS [troubled] I don't know what to do, P�cker�ng. There can be no
quest�on that as a matter of morals �t's a pos�t�ve cr�me to g�ve th�s chap
a farth�ng. And yet I feel a sort of rough just�ce �n h�s cla�m.

DOOLITTLE. That's �t, Governor. That's all I say. A father's heart, as �t
were.

PICKERING. Well, I know the feel�ng; but really �t seems hardly r�ght—

DOOLITTLE. Don't say that, Governor. Don't look at �t that way. What am
I, Governors both? I ask you, what am I? I'm one of the undeserv�ng
poor: that's what I am. Th�nk of what that means to a man. It means that
he's up agen m�ddle class moral�ty all the t�me. If there's anyth�ng go�ng,
and I put �n for a b�t of �t, �t's always the same story: "You're
undeserv�ng; so you can't have �t." But my needs �s as great as the most
deserv�ng w�dow's that ever got money out of s�x d�fferent char�t�es �n
one week for the death of the same husband. I don't need less than a
deserv�ng man: I need more. I don't eat less hearty than h�m; and I dr�nk
a lot more. I want a b�t of amusement, cause I'm a th�nk�ng man. I want
cheerfulness and a song and a band when I feel low. Well, they charge
me just the same for everyth�ng as they charge the deserv�ng. What �s
m�ddle class moral�ty? Just an excuse for never g�v�ng me anyth�ng.
Therefore, I ask you, as two gentlemen, not to play that game on me.
I'm play�ng stra�ght w�th you. I a�n't pretend�ng to be deserv�ng. I'm
undeserv�ng; and I mean to go on be�ng undeserv�ng. I l�ke �t; and that's
the truth. W�ll you take advantage of a man's nature to do h�m out of the
pr�ce of h�s own daughter what he's brought up and fed and clothed by
the sweat of h�s brow unt�l she's growed b�g enough to be �nterest�ng to
you two gentlemen? Is f�ve pounds unreasonable? I put �t to you; and I
leave �t to you.

HIGGINS [r�s�ng, and go�ng over to P�cker�ng] P�cker�ng: �f we were to
take th�s man �n hand for three months, he could choose between a seat
�n the Cab�net and a popular pulp�t �n Wales.



PICKERING. What do you say to that, Dool�ttle?

DOOLITTLE. Not me, Governor, thank you k�ndly. I've heard all the
preachers and all the pr�me m�n�sters—for I'm a th�nk�ng man and game
for pol�t�cs or rel�g�on or soc�al reform same as all the other
amusements—and I tell you �t's a dog's l�fe anyway you look at �t.
Undeserv�ng poverty �s my l�ne. Tak�ng one stat�on �n soc�ety w�th
another, �t's—�t's—well, �t's the only one that has any g�nger �n �t, to my
taste.

HIGGINS. I suppose we must g�ve h�m a f�ver.

PICKERING. He'll make a bad use of �t, I'm afra�d.

DOOLITTLE. Not me, Governor, so help me I won't. Don't you be afra�d
that I'll save �t and spare �t and l�ve �dle on �t. There won't be a penny of
�t left by Monday: I'll have to go to work same as �f I'd never had �t. It
won't pauper�ze me, you bet. Just one good spree for myself and the
m�ssus, g�v�ng pleasure to ourselves and employment to others, and
sat�sfact�on to you to th�nk �t's not been throwed away. You couldn't
spend �t better.

HIGGINS [tak�ng out h�s pocket book and com�ng between Dool�ttle and
the p�ano] Th�s �s �rres�st�ble. Let's g�ve h�m ten. [He offers two notes to
the dustman].

DOOLITTLE. No, Governor. She wouldn't have the heart to spend ten; and
perhaps I shouldn't ne�ther. Ten pounds �s a lot of money: �t makes a
man feel prudent l�ke; and then goodbye to happ�ness. You g�ve me
what I ask you, Governor: not a penny more, and not a penny less.

PICKERING. Why don't you marry that m�ssus of yours? I rather draw the
l�ne at encourag�ng that sort of �mmoral�ty.

DOOLITTLE. Tell her so, Governor: tell her so. I'm w�ll�ng. It's me that
suffers by �t. I've no hold on her. I got to be agreeable to her. I got to
g�ve her presents. I got to buy her clothes someth�ng s�nful. I'm a slave
to that woman, Governor, just because I'm not her lawful husband. And



she knows �t too. Catch her marry�ng me! Take my adv�ce, Governor:
marry El�za wh�le she's young and don't know no better. If you don't
you'll be sorry for �t after. If you do, she'll be sorry for �t after; but better
you than her, because you're a man, and she's only a woman and don't
know how to be happy anyhow.

HIGGINS. P�cker�ng: �f we l�sten to th�s man another m�nute, we shall have
no conv�ct�ons left. [To Dool�ttle] F�ve pounds I th�nk you sa�d.

DOOLITTLE. Thank you k�ndly, Governor.

HIGGINS. You're sure you won't take ten?

DOOLITTLE. Not now. Another t�me, Governor.

HIGGINS [hand�ng h�m a f�ve-pound note] Here you are.

DOOLITTLE. Thank you, Governor. Good morn�ng.

[He hurr�es to the door, anx�ous to get away w�th h�s booty. When he opens
�t he �s confronted w�th a da�nty and exqu�s�tely clean young Japanese
lady �n a s�mple blue cotton k�mono pr�nted cunn�ngly w�th small wh�te
jasm�ne blossoms. Mrs. Pearce �s w�th her. He gets out of her way
deferent�ally and apolog�zes]. Beg pardon, m�ss.

THE JAPANESE LADY. Garn! Don't you know your own daughter?

DOOLITTLE {excla�m�ng    Bly me! �t's El�za!
HIGGINS {s�mul-               What's that! Th�s!
PICKERING {taneously     By Jove!

LIZA. Don't I look s�lly?

HIGGINS. S�lly?

MRS. PEARCE [at the door] Now, Mr. H�gg�ns, please don't say anyth�ng
to make the g�rl conce�ted about herself.



HIGGINS [consc�ent�ously] Oh! Qu�te r�ght, Mrs. Pearce. [To El�za] Yes:
damned s�lly.

MRS. PEARCE. Please, s�r.

HIGGINS [correct�ng h�mself] I mean extremely s�lly.

LIZA. I should look all r�ght w�th my hat on. [She takes up her hat; puts �t
on; and walks across the room to the f�replace w�th a fash�onable a�r].

HIGGINS. A new fash�on, by George! And �t ought to look horr�ble!

DOOLITTLE [w�th fatherly pr�de] Well, I never thought she'd clean up as
good look�ng as that, Governor. She's a cred�t to me, a�n't she?

LIZA. I tell you, �t's easy to clean up here. Hot and cold water on tap, just
as much as you l�ke, there �s. Woolly towels, there �s; and a towel horse
so hot, �t burns your f�ngers. Soft brushes to scrub yourself, and a
wooden bowl of soap smell�ng l�ke pr�mroses. Now I know why lad�es
�s so clean. Wash�ng's a treat for them. W�sh they saw what �t �s for the
l�ke of me!

HIGGINS. I'm glad the bath-room met w�th your approval.

LIZA. It d�dn't: not all of �t; and I don't care who hears me say �t. Mrs.
Pearce knows.

HIGGINS. What was wrong, Mrs. Pearce?

MRS. PEARCE [blandly] Oh, noth�ng, s�r. It doesn't matter.

LIZA. I had a good m�nd to break �t. I d�dn't know wh�ch way to look. But I
hung a towel over �t, I d�d.

HIGGINS. Over what?

MRS. PEARCE. Over the look�ng-glass, s�r.

HIGGINS. Dool�ttle: you have brought your daughter up too str�ctly.



DOOLITTLE. Me! I never brought her up at all, except to g�ve her a l�ck of
a strap now and aga�n. Don't put �t on me, Governor. She a�n't
accustomed to �t, you see: that's all. But she'll soon p�ck up your free-
and-easy ways.

LIZA. I'm a good g�rl, I am; and I won't p�ck up no free and easy ways.

HIGGINS. El�za: �f you say aga�n that you're a good g�rl, your father shall
take you home.

LIZA. Not h�m. You don't know my father. All he come here for was to
touch you for some money to get drunk on.

DOOLITTLE. Well, what else would I want money for? To put �nto the
plate �n church, I suppose. [She puts out her tongue at h�m. He �s so
�ncensed by th�s that P�cker�ng presently f�nds �t necessary to step
between them]. Don't you g�ve me none of your l�p; and don't let me
hear you g�v�ng th�s gentleman any of �t ne�ther, or you'll hear from me
about �t. See?

HIGGINS. Have you any further adv�ce to g�ve her before you go,
Dool�ttle? Your bless�ng, for �nstance.

DOOLITTLE. No, Governor: I a�n't such a mug as to put up my ch�ldren to
all I know myself. Hard enough to hold them �n w�thout that. If you
want El�za's m�nd �mproved, Governor, you do �t yourself w�th a strap.
So long, gentlemen. [He turns to go].

HIGGINS [�mpress�vely] Stop. You'll come regularly to see your daughter.
It's your duty, you know. My brother �s a clergyman; and he could help
you �n your talks w�th her.

DOOLITTLE [evas�vely] Certa�nly. I'll come, Governor. Not just th�s week,
because I have a job at a d�stance. But later on you may depend on me.
Afternoon, gentlemen. Afternoon, ma'am. [He takes off h�s hat to Mrs.
Pearce, who d�sda�ns the salutat�on and goes out. He w�nks at H�gg�ns,
th�nk�ng h�m probably a fellow sufferer from Mrs. Pearce's d�ff�cult
d�spos�t�on, and follows her].



LIZA. Don't you bel�eve the old l�ar. He'd as soon you set a bull-dog on h�m
as a clergyman. You won't see h�m aga�n �n a hurry.

HIGGINS. I don't want to, El�za. Do you?

LIZA. Not me. I don't want never to see h�m aga�n, I don't. He's a d�sgrace
to me, he �s, collect�ng dust, �nstead of work�ng at h�s trade.

PICKERING. What �s h�s trade, El�za?

LIZA. Talk�ng money out of other people's pockets �nto h�s own. H�s proper
trade's a navvy; and he works at �t somet�mes too—for exerc�se—and
earns good money at �t. A�n't you go�ng to call me M�ss Dool�ttle any
more?

PICKERING. I beg your pardon, M�ss Dool�ttle. It was a sl�p of the tongue.

LIZA. Oh, I don't m�nd; only �t sounded so genteel. I should just l�ke to take
a tax� to the corner of Tottenham Court Road and get out there and tell �t
to wa�t for me, just to put the g�rls �n the�r place a b�t. I wouldn't speak
to them, you know.

PICKERING. Better wa�t t�l we get you someth�ng really fash�onable.

HIGGINS. Bes�des, you shouldn't cut your old fr�ends now that you have
r�sen �n the world. That's what we call snobbery.

LIZA. You don't call the l�ke of them my fr�ends now, I should hope.
They've took �t out of me often enough w�th the�r r�d�cule when they
had the chance; and now I mean to get a b�t of my own back. But �f I'm
to have fash�onable clothes, I'll wa�t. I should l�ke to have some. Mrs.
Pearce says you're go�ng to g�ve me some to wear �n bed at n�ght
d�fferent to what I wear �n the dayt�me; but �t do seem a waste of money
when you could get someth�ng to show. Bes�des, I never could fancy
chang�ng �nto cold th�ngs on a w�nter n�ght.

MRS. PEARCE [com�ng back] Now, El�za. The new th�ngs have come for
you to try on.



LIZA. Ah—ow—oo—ooh! [She rushes out].

MRS. PEARCE [follow�ng her] Oh, don't rush about l�ke that, g�rl [She
shuts the door beh�nd her].

HIGGINS. P�cker�ng: we have taken on a st�ff job.

PICKERING [w�th conv�ct�on] H�gg�ns: we have.

ACT III

It �s Mrs. H�gg�ns's at-home day. Nobody has yet arr�ved.
Her draw�ng-room, �n a flat on Chelsea embankment, has
three w�ndows look�ng on the r�ver; and the ce�l�ng �s not
so lofty as �t would be �n an older house of the same
pretens�on. The w�ndows are open, g�v�ng access to a
balcony w�th flowers �n pots. If you stand w�th your face
to the w�ndows, you have the f�replace on your left and the
door �n the r�ght-hand wall close to the corner nearest the
w�ndows.

Mrs. H�gg�ns was brought up on Morr�s and Burne Jones;
and her room, wh�ch �s very unl�ke her son's room �n
W�mpole Street, �s not crowded w�th furn�ture and l�ttle
tables and n�cknacks. In the m�ddle of the room there �s a
b�g ottoman; and th�s, w�th the carpet, the Morr�s wall-
papers, and the Morr�s ch�ntz w�ndow curta�ns and



brocade covers of the ottoman and �ts cush�ons, supply all
the ornament, and are much too handsome to be h�dden by
odds and ends of useless th�ngs. A few good o�l-pa�nt�ngs
from the exh�b�t�ons �n the Grosvenor Gallery th�rty years
ago (the Burne Jones, not the Wh�stler s�de of them) are on
the walls. The only landscape �s a Cec�l Lawson on the
scale of a Rubens. There �s a portra�t of Mrs. H�gg�ns as
she was when she def�ed fash�on �n her youth �n one of the
beaut�ful Rossett�an costumes wh�ch, when car�catured by
people who d�d not understand, led to the absurd�t�es of
popular esthet�c�sm �n the e�ghteen-sevent�es.

In the corner d�agonally oppos�te the door Mrs. H�gg�ns,
now over s�xty and long past tak�ng the trouble to dress
out of the fash�on, s�ts wr�t�ng at an elegantly s�mple
wr�t�ng-table w�th a bell button w�th�n reach of her hand.
There �s a Ch�ppendale cha�r further back �n the room
between her and the w�ndow nearest her s�de. At the other
s�de of the room, further forward, �s an El�zabethan cha�r
roughly carved �n the taste of In�go Jones. On the same
s�de a p�ano �n a decorated case. The corner between the
f�replace and the w�ndow �s occup�ed by a d�van cush�oned
�n Morr�s ch�ntz.

It �s between four and f�ve �n the afternoon.

The door �s opened v�olently; and H�gg�ns enters w�th h�s
hat on.



MRS. HIGGINS [d�smayed] Henry! [scold�ng h�m] What are you do�ng
here to-day? It �s my at home day: you prom�sed not to come. [As he
bends to k�ss her, she takes h�s hat off, and presents �t to h�m].

HIGGINS. Oh bother! [He throws the hat down on the table].

MRS. HIGGINS. Go home at once.

HIGGINS [k�ss�ng her] I know, mother. I came on purpose.

MRS. HIGGINS. But you mustn't. I'm ser�ous, Henry. You offend all my
fr�ends: they stop com�ng whenever they meet you.

HIGGINS. Nonsense! I know I have no small talk; but people don't m�nd.
[He s�ts on the settee].

MRS. HIGGINS. Oh! don't they? Small talk �ndeed! What about your large
talk? Really, dear, you mustn't stay.

HIGGINS. I must. I've a job for you. A phonet�c job.

MRS. HIGGINS. No use, dear. I'm sorry; but I can't get round your vowels;
and though I l�ke to get pretty postcards �n your patent shorthand, I
always have to read the cop�es �n ord�nary wr�t�ng you so thoughtfully
send me.

HIGGINS. Well, th�s �sn't a phonet�c job.

MRS. HIGGINS. You sa�d �t was.

HIGGINS. Not your part of �t. I've p�cked up a g�rl.

MRS. HIGGINS. Does that mean that some g�rl has p�cked you up?

HIGGINS. Not at all. I don't mean a love affa�r.

MRS. HIGGINS. What a p�ty!

HIGGINS. Why?



MRS. HIGGINS. Well, you never fall �n love w�th anyone under forty-f�ve.
When w�ll you d�scover that there are some rather n�ce-look�ng young
women about?

HIGGINS. Oh, I can't be bothered w�th young women. My �dea of a
loveable woman �s someth�ng as l�ke you as poss�ble. I shall never get
�nto the way of ser�ously l�k�ng young women: some hab�ts l�e too deep
to be changed. [R�s�ng abruptly and walk�ng about, j�ngl�ng h�s money
and h�s keys �n h�s trouser pockets] Bes�des, they're all �d�ots.

MRS. HIGGINS. Do you know what you would do �f you really loved me,
Henry?

HIGGINS. Oh bother! What? Marry, I suppose?

MRS. HIGGINS. No. Stop f�dget�ng and take your hands out of your
pockets. [W�th a gesture of despa�r, he obeys and s�ts down aga�n].
That's a good boy. Now tell me about the g�rl.

HIGGINS. She's com�ng to see you.

MRS. HIGGINS. I don't remember ask�ng her.

HIGGINS. You d�dn't. I asked her. If you'd known her you wouldn't have
asked her.

MRS. HIGGINS. Indeed! Why?

HIGGINS. Well, �t's l�ke th�s. She's a common flower g�rl. I p�cked her off
the kerbstone.

MRS. HIGGINS. And �nv�ted her to my at-home!

HIGGINS [r�s�ng and com�ng to her to coax her] Oh, that'll be all r�ght. I've
taught her to speak properly; and she has str�ct orders as to her behav�or.
She's to keep to two subjects: the weather and everybody's health—F�ne
day and How do you do, you know—and not to let herself go on th�ngs
�n general. That w�ll be safe.



MRS. HIGGINS. Safe! To talk about our health! about our �ns�des! perhaps
about our outs�des! How could you be so s�lly, Henry?

HIGGINS [�mpat�ently] Well, she must talk about someth�ng. [He controls
h�mself and s�ts down aga�n]. Oh, she'll be all r�ght: don't you fuss.
P�cker�ng �s �n �t w�th me. I've a sort of bet on that I'll pass her off as a
duchess �n s�x months. I started on her some months ago; and she's
gett�ng on l�ke a house on f�re. I shall w�n my bet. She has a qu�ck ear;
and she's been eas�er to teach than my m�ddle-class pup�ls because she's
had to learn a complete new language. She talks Engl�sh almost as you
talk French.

MRS. HIGGINS. That's sat�sfactory, at all events.

HIGGINS. Well, �t �s and �t �sn't.

MRS. HIGGINS. What does that mean?

HIGGINS. You see, I've got her pronunc�at�on all r�ght; but you have to
cons�der not only how a g�rl pronounces, but what she pronounces; and
that's where—

They are �nterrupted by the parlor-ma�d, announc�ng guests.

THE PARLOR-MAID. Mrs. and M�ss Eynsford H�ll. [She w�thdraws].

HIGGINS. Oh Lord! [He r�ses; snatches h�s hat from the table; and makes
for the door; but before he reaches �t h�s mother �ntroduces h�m].

Mrs. and M�ss Eynsford H�ll are the mother and daughter
who sheltered from the ra�n �n Covent Garden. The mother
�s well bred, qu�et, and has the hab�tual anx�ety of stra�tened
means. The daughter has acqu�red a gay a�r of be�ng very
much at home �n soc�ety: the bravado of genteel poverty.

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [to Mrs. H�gg�ns] How do you do? [They shake
hands].

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



MRS. HIGGINS [�ntroduc�ng] My son Henry.

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. Your celebrated son! I have so longed to meet
you, Professor H�gg�ns.

HIGGINS [glumly, mak�ng no movement �n her d�rect�on] Del�ghted. [He
backs aga�nst the p�ano and bows brusquely].

M�ss EYNSFORD HILL [go�ng to h�m w�th conf�dent fam�l�ar�ty] How do
you do?

HIGGINS [star�ng at her] I've seen you before somewhere. I haven't the
ghost of a not�on where; but I've heard your vo�ce. [Drear�ly] It doesn't
matter. You'd better s�t down.

MRS. HIGGINS. I'm sorry to say that my celebrated son has no manners.
You mustn't m�nd h�m.

MISS EYNSFORD HILL [ga�ly] I don't. [She s�ts �n the El�zabethan cha�r].

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [a l�ttle bew�ldered] Not at all. [She s�ts on the
ottoman between her daughter and Mrs. H�gg�ns, who has turned her
cha�r away from the wr�t�ng-table].

HIGGINS. Oh, have I been rude? I d�dn't mean to be. [He goes to the
central w�ndow, through wh�ch, w�th h�s back to the company, he
contemplates the r�ver and the flowers �n Battersea Park on the oppos�te
bank as �f they were a frozen dessert.]

The parlor-ma�d returns, usher�ng �n P�cker�ng.

THE PARLOR-MAID. Colonel P�cker�ng [She w�thdraws].

PICKERING. How do you do, Mrs. H�gg�ns?

MRS. HIGGINS. So glad you've come. Do you know Mrs. Eynsford H�ll—
M�ss Eynsford H�ll? [Exchange of bows. The Colonel br�ngs the
Ch�ppendale cha�r a l�ttle forward between Mrs. H�ll and Mrs. H�gg�ns,
and s�ts down].



PICKERING. Has Henry told you what we've come for?

HIGGINS [over h�s shoulder] We were �nterrupted: damn �t!

MRS. HIGGINS. Oh Henry, Henry, really!

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [half r�s�ng] Are we �n the way?

MRS. HIGGINS [r�s�ng and mak�ng her s�t down aga�n] No, no. You
couldn't have come more fortunately: we want you to meet a fr�end of
ours.

HIGGINS [turn�ng hopefully] Yes, by George! We want two or three
people. You'll do as well as anybody else.

The parlor-ma�d returns, usher�ng Freddy.

THE PARLOR-MAID. Mr. Eynsford H�ll.

HIGGINS [almost aud�bly, past endurance] God of Heaven! another of
them.

FREDDY [shak�ng hands w�th Mrs. H�gg�ns] Ahdedo?

MRS. HIGGINS. Very good of you to come. [Introduc�ng] Colonel
P�cker�ng.

FREDDY [bow�ng] Ahdedo?

MRS. HIGGINS. I don't th�nk you know my son, Professor H�gg�ns.

FREDDY [go�ng to H�gg�ns] Ahdedo?

HIGGINS [look�ng at h�m much as �f he were a p�ckpocket] I'll take my
oath I've met you before somewhere. Where was �t?

FREDDY. I don't th�nk so.



HIGGINS [res�gnedly] It don't matter, anyhow. S�t down. He shakes
Freddy's hand, and almost sl�ngs h�m on the ottoman w�th h�s face to the
w�ndows; then comes round to the other s�de of �t.

HIGGINS. Well, here we are, anyhow! [He s�ts down on the ottoman next
Mrs. Eynsford H�ll, on her left.] And now, what the dev�l are we go�ng
to talk about unt�l El�za comes?

MRS. HIGGINS. Henry: you are the l�fe and soul of the Royal Soc�ety's
so�rees; but really you're rather try�ng on more commonplace occas�ons.

HIGGINS. Am I? Very sorry. [Beam�ng suddenly] I suppose I am, you
know. [Uproar�ously] Ha, ha!

MISS EYNSFORD HILL [who cons�ders H�gg�ns qu�te el�g�ble
matr�mon�ally] I sympath�ze. I haven't any small talk. If people would
only be frank and say what they really th�nk!

HIGGINS [relaps�ng �nto gloom] Lord forb�d!

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [tak�ng up her daughter's cue] But why?

HIGGINS. What they th�nk they ought to th�nk �s bad enough, Lord knows;
but what they really th�nk would break up the whole show. Do you
suppose �t would be really agreeable �f I were to come out now w�th
what I really th�nk?

MISS EYNSFORD HILL [ga�ly] Is �t so very cyn�cal?

HIGGINS. Cyn�cal! Who the d�ckens sa�d �t was cyn�cal? I mean �t
wouldn't be decent.

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [ser�ously] Oh! I'm sure you don't mean that, Mr.
H�gg�ns.

HIGGINS. You see, we're all savages, more or less. We're supposed to be
c�v�l�zed and cultured—to know all about poetry and ph�losophy and art
and sc�ence, and so on; but how many of us know even the mean�ngs of
these names? [To M�ss H�ll] What do you know of poetry? [To Mrs.



H�ll] What do you know of sc�ence? [Ind�cat�ng Freddy] What does he
know of art or sc�ence or anyth�ng else? What the dev�l do you �mag�ne
I know of ph�losophy?

MRS. HIGGINS [warn�ngly] Or of manners, Henry?

THE PARLOR-MAID [open�ng the door] M�ss Dool�ttle. [She w�thdraws].

HIGGINS [r�s�ng hast�ly and runn�ng to Mrs. H�gg�ns] Here she �s, mother.
[He stands on t�ptoe and makes s�gns over h�s mother's head to El�za to
�nd�cate to her wh�ch lady �s her hostess].

El�za, who �s exqu�s�tely dressed, produces an �mpress�on of
such remarkable d�st�nct�on and beauty as she enters that
they all r�se, qu�te flustered. Gu�ded by H�gg�ns's s�gnals,
she comes to Mrs. H�gg�ns w�th stud�ed grace.

LIZA [speak�ng w�th pedant�c correctness of pronunc�at�on and great
beauty of tone] How do you do, Mrs. H�gg�ns? [She gasps sl�ghtly �n
mak�ng sure of the H �n H�gg�ns, but �s qu�te successful]. Mr. H�gg�ns
told me I m�ght come.

MRS. HIGGINS [cord�ally] Qu�te r�ght: I'm very glad �ndeed to see you.

PICKERING. How do you do, M�ss Dool�ttle?

LIZA [shak�ng hands w�th h�m] Colonel P�cker�ng, �s �t not?

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. I feel sure we have met before, M�ss Dool�ttle. I
remember your eyes.

LIZA. How do you do? [She s�ts down on the ottoman gracefully �n the
place just left vacant by H�gg�ns].

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [�ntroduc�ng] My daughter Clara.

LIZA. How do you do?



CLARA [�mpuls�vely] How do you do? [She s�ts down on the ottoman
bes�de El�za, devour�ng her w�th her eyes].

FREDDY [com�ng to the�r s�de of the ottoman] I've certa�nly had the
pleasure.

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [�ntroduc�ng] My son Freddy.

LIZA. How do you do?

Freddy bows and s�ts down �n the El�zabethan cha�r,
�nfatuated.

HIGGINS [suddenly] By George, yes: �t all comes back to me! [They stare
at h�m]. Covent Garden! [Lamentably] What a damned th�ng!

MRS. HIGGINS. Henry, please! [He �s about to s�t on the edge of the
table]. Don't s�t on my wr�t�ng-table: you'll break �t.

HIGGINS [sulk�ly] Sorry.

He goes to the d�van, stumbl�ng �nto the fender and over the
f�re-�rons on h�s way; extr�cat�ng h�mself w�th muttered
�mprecat�ons; and f�n�sh�ng h�s d�sastrous journey by
throw�ng h�mself so �mpat�ently on the d�van that he almost
breaks �t. Mrs. H�gg�ns looks at h�m, but controls herself and
says noth�ng.

A long and pa�nful pause ensues.

MRS. HIGGINS [at last, conversat�onally] W�ll �t ra�n, do you th�nk?

LIZA. The shallow depress�on �n the west of these �slands �s l�kely to move
slowly �n an easterly d�rect�on. There are no �nd�cat�ons of any great
change �n the barometr�cal s�tuat�on.

FREDDY. Ha! ha! how awfully funny!

LIZA. What �s wrong w�th that, young man? I bet I got �t r�ght.



FREDDY. K�ll�ng!

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. I'm sure I hope �t won't turn cold. There's so
much �nfluenza about. It runs r�ght through our whole fam�ly regularly
every spr�ng.

LIZA [darkly] My aunt d�ed of �nfluenza: so they sa�d.

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [cl�cks her tongue sympathet�cally]!!!

LIZA [�n the same trag�c tone] But �t's my bel�ef they done the old woman
�n.

MRS. HIGGINS [puzzled] Done her �n?

LIZA. Y-e-e-e-es, Lord love you! Why should she d�e of �nfluenza? She
come through d�phther�a r�ght enough the year before. I saw her w�th
my own eyes. Fa�rly blue w�th �t, she was. They all thought she was
dead; but my father he kept ladl�ng g�n down her throat t�l she came to
so sudden that she b�t the bowl off the spoon.

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [startled] Dear me!

LIZA [p�l�ng up the �nd�ctment] What call would a woman w�th that
strength �n her have to d�e of �nfluenza? What become of her new straw
hat that should have come to me? Somebody p�nched �t; and what I say
�s, them as p�nched �t done her �n.

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. What does do�ng her �n mean?

HIGGINS [hast�ly] Oh, that's the new small talk. To do a person �n means
to k�ll them.

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [to El�za, horr�f�ed] You surely don't bel�eve that
your aunt was k�lled?

LIZA. Do I not! Them she l�ved w�th would have k�lled her for a hat-p�n,
let alone a hat.



MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. But �t can't have been r�ght for your father to
pour sp�r�ts down her throat l�ke that. It m�ght have k�lled her.

LIZA. Not her. G�n was mother's m�lk to her. Bes�des, he'd poured so much
down h�s own throat that he knew the good of �t.

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. Do you mean that he drank?

LIZA. Drank! My word! Someth�ng chron�c.

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. How dreadful for you!

LIZA. Not a b�t. It never d�d h�m no harm what I could see. But then he d�d
not keep �t up regular. [Cheerfully] On the burst, as you m�ght say, from
t�me to t�me. And always more agreeable when he had a drop �n. When
he was out of work, my mother used to g�ve h�m fourpence and tell h�m
to go out and not come back unt�l he'd drunk h�mself cheerful and
lov�ng-l�ke. There's lots of women has to make the�r husbands drunk to
make them f�t to l�ve w�th. [Now qu�te at her ease] You see, �t's l�ke th�s.
If a man has a b�t of a consc�ence, �t always takes h�m when he's sober;
and then �t makes h�m low-sp�r�ted. A drop of booze just takes that off
and makes h�m happy. [To Freddy, who �s �n convuls�ons of suppressed
laughter] Here! what are you sn�gger�ng at?

FREDDY. The new small talk. You do �t so awfully well.

LIZA. If I was do�ng �t proper, what was you laugh�ng at? [To H�gg�ns]
Have I sa�d anyth�ng I oughtn't?

MRS. HIGGINS [�nterpos�ng] Not at all, M�ss Dool�ttle.

LIZA. Well, that's a mercy, anyhow. [Expans�vely] What I always say �s—

HIGGINS [r�s�ng and look�ng at h�s watch] Ahem!

LIZA [look�ng round at h�m; tak�ng the h�nt; and r�s�ng] Well: I must go.
[They all r�se. Freddy goes to the door]. So pleased to have met you.
Good-bye. [She shakes hands w�th Mrs. H�gg�ns].



MRS. HIGGINS. Good-bye.

LIZA. Good-bye, Colonel P�cker�ng.

PICKERING. Good-bye, M�ss Dool�ttle. [They shake hands].

LIZA [nodd�ng to the others] Good-bye, all.

FREDDY [open�ng the door for her] Are you walk�ng across the Park, M�ss
Dool�ttle? If so—

LIZA. Walk! Not bloody l�kely. [Sensat�on]. I am go�ng �n a tax�. [She goes
out].

P�cker�ng gasps and s�ts down. Freddy goes out on the balcony to catch
another gl�mpse of El�za.

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [suffer�ng from shock] Well, I really can't get
used to the new ways.

CLARA [throw�ng herself d�scontentedly �nto the El�zabethan cha�r]. Oh,
�t's all r�ght, mamma, qu�te r�ght. People w�ll th�nk we never go
anywhere or see anybody �f you are so old-fash�oned.

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. I daresay I am very old-fash�oned; but I do hope
you won't beg�n us�ng that express�on, Clara. I have got accustomed to
hear you talk�ng about men as rotters, and call�ng everyth�ng f�lthy and
beastly; though I do th�nk �t horr�ble and unladyl�ke. But th�s last �s
really too much. Don't you th�nk so, Colonel P�cker�ng?

PICKERING. Don't ask me. I've been away �n Ind�a for several years; and
manners have changed so much that I somet�mes don't know whether
I'm at a respectable d�nner-table or �n a sh�p's forecastle.

CLARA. It's all a matter of hab�t. There's no r�ght or wrong �n �t. Nobody
means anyth�ng by �t. And �t's so qua�nt, and g�ves such a smart
emphas�s to th�ngs that are not �n themselves very w�tty. I f�nd the new
small talk del�ghtful and qu�te �nnocent.



MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [r�s�ng] Well, after that, I th�nk �t's t�me for us to
go.

P�cker�ng and H�gg�ns r�se.

CLARA [r�s�ng] Oh yes: we have three at homes to go to st�ll. Good-bye,
Mrs. H�gg�ns. Good-bye, Colonel P�cker�ng. Good-bye, Professor
H�gg�ns.

HIGGINS [com�ng gr�mly at her from the d�van, and accompany�ng her to
the door] Good-bye. Be sure you try on that small talk at the three at-
homes. Don't be nervous about �t. P�tch �t �n strong.

CLARA [all sm�les] I w�ll. Good-bye. Such nonsense, all th�s early
V�ctor�an prudery!

HIGGINS [tempt�ng her] Such damned nonsense!

CLARA. Such bloody nonsense!

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [convuls�vely] Clara!

CLARA. Ha! ha! [She goes out rad�ant, consc�ous of be�ng thoroughly up
to date, and �s heard descend�ng the sta�rs �n a stream of s�lvery
laughter].

FREDDY [to the heavens at large] Well, I ask you [He g�ves �t up, and
comes to Mrs. H�gg�ns]. Good-bye.

MRS. HIGGINS [shak�ng hands] Good-bye. Would you l�ke to meet M�ss
Dool�ttle aga�n?

FREDDY [eagerly] Yes, I should, most awfully.

MRS. HIGGINS. Well, you know my days.

FREDDY. Yes. Thanks awfully. Good-bye. [He goes out].

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. Good-bye, Mr. H�gg�ns.



HIGGINS. Good-bye. Good-bye.

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [to P�cker�ng] It's no use. I shall never be able to
br�ng myself to use that word.

PICKERING. Don't. It's not compulsory, you know. You'll get on qu�te well
w�thout �t.

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. Only, Clara �s so down on me �f I am not
pos�t�vely reek�ng w�th the latest slang. Good-bye.

PICKERING. Good-bye [They shake hands].

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [to Mrs. H�gg�ns] You mustn't m�nd Clara.
[P�cker�ng, catch�ng from her lowered tone that th�s �s not meant for h�m
to hear, d�screetly jo�ns H�gg�ns at the w�ndow]. We're so poor! and she
gets so few part�es, poor ch�ld! She doesn't qu�te know. [Mrs. H�gg�ns,
see�ng that her eyes are mo�st, takes her hand sympathet�cally and goes
w�th her to the door]. But the boy �s n�ce. Don't you th�nk so?

MRS. HIGGINS. Oh, qu�te n�ce. I shall always be del�ghted to see h�m.

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. Thank you, dear. Good-bye. [She goes out].

HIGGINS [eagerly] Well? Is El�za presentable [he swoops on h�s mother
and drags her to the ottoman, where she s�ts down �n El�za's place w�th
her son on her left]?

P�cker�ng returns to h�s cha�r on her r�ght.

MRS. HIGGINS. You s�lly boy, of course she's not presentable. She's a
tr�umph of your art and of her dressmaker's; but �f you suppose for a
moment that she doesn't g�ve herself away �n every sentence she utters,
you must be perfectly cracked about her.

PICKERING. But don't you th�nk someth�ng m�ght be done? I mean
someth�ng to el�m�nate the sangu�nary element from her conversat�on.

MRS. HIGGINS. Not as long as she �s �n Henry's hands.



HIGGINS [aggr�eved] Do you mean that my language �s �mproper?

MRS. HIGGINS. No, dearest: �t would be qu�te proper—say on a canal
barge; but �t would not be proper for her at a garden party.

HIGGINS [deeply �njured] Well I must say—

PICKERING [�nterrupt�ng h�m] Come, H�gg�ns: you must learn to know
yourself. I haven't heard such language as yours s�nce we used to rev�ew
the volunteers �n Hyde Park twenty years ago.

HIGGINS [sulk�ly] Oh, well, �f you say so, I suppose I don't always talk
l�ke a b�shop.

MRS. HIGGINS [qu�et�ng Henry w�th a touch] Colonel P�cker�ng: w�ll you
tell me what �s the exact state of th�ngs �n W�mpole Street?

PICKERING [cheerfully: as �f th�s completely changed the subject] Well, I
have come to l�ve there w�th Henry. We work together at my Ind�an
D�alects; and we th�nk �t more conven�ent—

MRS. HIGGINS. Qu�te so. I know all about that: �t's an excellent
arrangement. But where does th�s g�rl l�ve?

HIGGINS. W�th us, of course. Where would she l�ve?

MRS. HIGGINS. But on what terms? Is she a servant? If not, what �s she?

PICKERING [slowly] I th�nk I know what you mean, Mrs. H�gg�ns.

HIGGINS. Well, dash me �f I do! I've had to work at the g�rl every day for
months to get her to her present p�tch. Bes�des, she's useful. She knows
where my th�ngs are, and remembers my appo�ntments and so forth.

MRS. HIGGINS. How does your housekeeper get on w�th her?

HIGGINS. Mrs. Pearce? Oh, she's jolly glad to get so much taken off her
hands; for before El�za came, she had to have to f�nd th�ngs and rem�nd



me of my appo�ntments. But she's got some s�lly bee �n her bonnet
about El�za. She keeps say�ng "You don't th�nk, s�r": doesn't she, P�ck?

PICKERING. Yes: that's the formula. "You don't th�nk, s�r." That's the end
of every conversat�on about El�za.

HIGGINS. As �f I ever stop th�nk�ng about the g�rl and her confounded
vowels and consonants. I'm worn out, th�nk�ng about her, and watch�ng
her l�ps and her teeth and her tongue, not to ment�on her soul, wh�ch �s
the qua�ntest of the lot.

MRS. HIGGINS. You certa�nly are a pretty pa�r of bab�es, play�ng w�th
your l�ve doll.

HIGGINS. Play�ng! The hardest job I ever tackled: make no m�stake about
that, mother. But you have no �dea how fr�ghtfully �nterest�ng �t �s to
take a human be�ng and change her �nto a qu�te d�fferent human be�ng
by creat�ng a new speech for her. It's f�ll�ng up the deepest gulf that
separates class from class and soul from soul.

PICKERING [draw�ng h�s cha�r closer to Mrs. H�gg�ns and bend�ng over to
her eagerly] Yes: �t's enormously �nterest�ng. I assure you, Mrs. H�gg�ns,
we take El�za very ser�ously. Every week—every day almost—there �s
some new change. [Closer aga�n] We keep records of every stage—
dozens of gramophone d�sks and photographs—

HIGGINS [assa�l�ng her at the other ear] Yes, by George: �t's the most
absorb�ng exper�ment I ever tackled. She regularly f�lls our l�ves up;
doesn't she, P�ck?

PICKERING. We're always talk�ng El�za.

HIGGINS. Teach�ng El�za.

PICKERING. Dress�ng El�za.

MRS. HIGGINS. What!

HIGGINS. Invent�ng new El�zas.



H�gg�ns and P�cker�ng, speak�ng together:

HIGGINS.       You know, she has the most extraord�nary
qu�ckness of ear:
PICKERING.   I assure you, my dear Mrs. H�gg�ns, that
g�rl
HIGGINS.       just l�ke a parrot. I've tr�ed her w�th every
PICKERING.   �s a gen�us. She can play the p�ano qu�te
beaut�fully
HIGGINS.       poss�ble sort of sound that a human be�ng
can make—
PICKERING.   We have taken her to class�cal concerts
and to mus�c
HIGGINS.       Cont�nental d�alects, Afr�can d�alects,
Hottentot
PICKERING.   halls; and �t's all the same to her: she plays
everyth�ng
HIGGINS.       cl�cks, th�ngs �t took me years to get hold
of; and
PICKERING.   she hears r�ght off when she comes home,
whether �t's
HIGGINS.       she p�cks them up l�ke a shot, r�ght away,
as �f she had
PICKERING.   Beethoven and Brahms or Lehar and
L�onel Mor�ckton;
HIGGINS.       been at �t all her l�fe.
PICKERING.   though s�x months ago, she'd never as
much as touched a p�ano.



MRS. HIGGINS [putt�ng her f�ngers �n her ears, as they are by th�s t�me
shout�ng one another down w�th an �ntolerable no�se] Sh—sh—sh—sh!
[They stop].

PICKERING. I beg your pardon. [He draws h�s cha�r back apologet�cally].

HIGGINS. Sorry. When P�cker�ng starts shout�ng nobody can get a word �n
edgeways.

MRS. HIGGINS. Be qu�et, Henry. Colonel P�cker�ng: don't you real�ze that
when El�za walked �nto W�mpole Street, someth�ng walked �n w�th her?

PICKERING. Her father d�d. But Henry soon got r�d of h�m.

MRS. HIGGINS. It would have been more to the po�nt �f her mother had.
But as her mother d�dn't someth�ng else d�d.

PICKERING. But what?

MRS. HIGGINS [unconsc�ously dat�ng herself by the word] A problem.

PICKERING. Oh, I see. The problem of how to pass her off as a lady.

HIGGINS. I'll solve that problem. I've half solved �t already.

MRS. HIGGINS. No, you two �nf�n�tely stup�d male creatures: the problem
of what �s to be done w�th her afterwards.

HIGGINS. I don't see anyth�ng �n that. She can go her own way, w�th all the
advantages I have g�ven her.

MRS. HIGGINS. The advantages of that poor woman who was here just
now! The manners and hab�ts that d�squal�fy a f�ne lady from earn�ng
her own l�v�ng w�thout g�v�ng her a f�ne lady's �ncome! Is that what you
mean?

PICKERING [�ndulgently, be�ng rather bored] Oh, that w�ll be all r�ght,
Mrs. H�gg�ns. [He r�ses to go].



HIGGINS [r�s�ng also] We'll f�nd her some l�ght employment.

PICKERING. She's happy enough. Don't you worry about her. Good-bye.
[He shakes hands as �f he were consol�ng a fr�ghtened ch�ld, and makes
for the door].

HIGGINS. Anyhow, there's no good bother�ng now. The th�ng's done.
Good-bye, mother. [He k�sses her, and follows P�cker�ng].

PICKERING [turn�ng for a f�nal consolat�on] There are plenty of open�ngs.
We'll do what's r�ght. Good-bye.

HIGGINS [to P�cker�ng as they go out together] Let's take her to the
Shakespear exh�b�t�on at Earls Court.

PICKERING. Yes: let's. Her remarks w�ll be del�c�ous.

HIGGINS. She'll m�m�c all the people for us when we get home.

PICKERING. R�pp�ng. [Both are heard laugh�ng as they go downsta�rs].

MRS. HIGGINS [r�ses w�th an �mpat�ent bounce, and returns to her work at
the wr�t�ng-table. She sweeps a l�tter of d�sarranged papers out of her
way; snatches a sheet of paper from her stat�onery case; and tr�es
resolutely to wr�te. At the th�rd l�ne she g�ves �t up; fl�ngs down her pen;
gr�ps the table angr�ly and excla�ms] Oh, men! men!! men!!!

ACT IV

The W�mpole Street laboratory. M�dn�ght. Nobody �n the
room. The clock on the mantelp�ece str�kes twelve. The
f�re �s not al�ght: �t �s a summer n�ght.



Presently H�gg�ns and P�cker�ng are heard on the sta�rs.

HIGGINS [call�ng down to P�cker�ng] I say, P�ck: lock up, w�ll you. I shan't
be go�ng out aga�n.

PICKERING. R�ght. Can Mrs. Pearce go to bed? We don't want anyth�ng
more, do we?

HIGGINS. Lord, no!

El�za opens the door and �s seen on the l�ghted land�ng �n
opera cloak, br�ll�ant even�ng dress, and d�amonds, w�th fan,
flowers, and all accessor�es. She comes to the hearth, and
sw�tches on the electr�c l�ghts there. She �s t�red: her pallor
contrasts strongly w�th her dark eyes and ha�r; and her
express�on �s almost trag�c. She takes off her cloak; puts her
fan and flowers on the p�ano; and s�ts down on the bench,
brood�ng and s�lent. H�gg�ns, �n even�ng dress, w�th overcoat
and hat, comes �n, carry�ng a smok�ng jacket wh�ch he has
p�cked up downsta�rs. He takes off the hat and overcoat;
throws them carelessly on the newspaper stand; d�sposes of
h�s coat �n the same way; puts on the smok�ng jacket; and
throws h�mself wear�ly �nto the easy-cha�r at the hearth.
P�cker�ng, s�m�larly att�red, comes �n. He also takes off h�s
hat and overcoat, and �s about to throw them on H�gg�ns's
when he hes�tates.

PICKERING. I say: Mrs. Pearce w�ll row �f we leave these th�ngs ly�ng
about �n the draw�ng-room.

HIGGINS. Oh, chuck them over the bann�sters �nto the hall. She'll f�nd
them there �n the morn�ng and put them away all r�ght. She'll th�nk we
were drunk.

PICKERING. We are, sl�ghtly. Are there any letters?

HIGGINS. I d�dn't look. [P�cker�ng takes the overcoats and hats and goes
down sta�rs. H�gg�ns beg�ns half s�ng�ng half yawn�ng an a�r from La



Fanc�ulla del Golden West. Suddenly he stops and excla�ms] I wonder
where the dev�l my sl�ppers are!

El�za looks at h�m darkly; then leaves the room.

H�gg�ns yawns aga�n, and resumes h�s song. P�cker�ng
returns, w�th the contents of the letter-box �n h�s hand.

PICKERING. Only c�rculars, and th�s coroneted b�llet-doux for you. [He
throws the c�rculars �nto the fender, and posts h�mself on the hearthrug,
w�th h�s back to the grate].

HIGGINS [glanc�ng at the b�llet-doux] Money-lender. [He throws the letter
after the c�rculars].

El�za returns w�th a pa�r of large down-at-heel sl�ppers. She
places them on the carpet before H�gg�ns, and s�ts as before
w�thout a word.

HIGGINS [yawn�ng aga�n] Oh Lord! What an even�ng! What a crew! What
a s�lly tomfoollery! [He ra�ses h�s shoe to unlace �t, and catches s�ght of
the sl�ppers. He stops unlac�ng and looks at them as �f they had
appeared there of the�r own accord]. Oh! they're there, are they?

PICKERING [stretch�ng h�mself] Well, I feel a b�t t�red. It's been a long
day. The garden party, a d�nner party, and the opera! Rather too much of
a good th�ng. But you've won your bet, H�gg�ns. El�za d�d the tr�ck, and
someth�ng to spare, eh?

HIGGINS [fervently] Thank God �t's over!

El�za fl�nches v�olently; but they take no not�ce of her; and
she recovers herself and s�ts ston�ly as before.

PICKERING. Were you nervous at the garden party? I was. El�za d�dn't
seem a b�t nervous.

HIGGINS. Oh, she wasn't nervous. I knew she'd be all r�ght. No, �t's the
stra�n of putt�ng the job through all these months that has told on me. It



was �nterest�ng enough at f�rst, wh�le we were at the phonet�cs; but after
that I got deadly s�ck of �t. If I hadn't backed myself to do �t I should
have chucked the whole th�ng up two months ago. It was a s�lly not�on:
the whole th�ng has been a bore.

PICKERING. Oh come! the garden party was fr�ghtfully exc�t�ng. My heart
began beat�ng l�ke anyth�ng.

HIGGINS. Yes, for the f�rst three m�nutes. But when I saw we were go�ng
to w�n hands down, I felt l�ke a bear �n a cage, hang�ng about do�ng
noth�ng. The d�nner was worse: s�tt�ng gorg�ng there for over an hour,
w�th nobody but a damned fool of a fash�onable woman to talk to! I tell
you, P�cker�ng, never aga�n for me. No more art�f�c�al duchesses. The
whole th�ng has been s�mple purgatory.

PICKERING. You've never been broken �n properly to the soc�al rout�ne.
[Stroll�ng over to the p�ano] I rather enjoy d�pp�ng �nto �t occas�onally
myself: �t makes me feel young aga�n. Anyhow, �t was a great success:
an �mmense success. I was qu�te fr�ghtened once or tw�ce because El�za
was do�ng �t so well. You see, lots of the real people can't do �t at all:
they're such fools that they th�nk style comes by nature to people �n
the�r pos�t�on; and so they never learn. There's always someth�ng
profess�onal about do�ng a th�ng superlat�vely well.

HIGGINS. Yes: that's what dr�ves me mad: the s�lly people don't know the�r
own s�lly bus�ness. [R�s�ng] However, �t's over and done w�th; and now
I can go to bed at last w�thout dread�ng tomorrow.

El�za's beauty becomes murderous.

PICKERING. I th�nk I shall turn �n too. St�ll, �t's been a great occas�on: a
tr�umph for you. Good-n�ght. [He goes].

HIGGINS [follow�ng h�m] Good-n�ght. [Over h�s shoulder, at the door] Put
out the l�ghts, El�za; and tell Mrs. Pearce not to make coffee for me �n
the morn�ng: I'll take tea. [He goes out].



El�za tr�es to control herself and feel �nd�fferent as she r�ses
and walks across to the hearth to sw�tch off the l�ghts. By the
t�me she gets there she �s on the po�nt of scream�ng. She s�ts
down �n H�gg�ns's cha�r and holds on hard to the arms.
F�nally she g�ves way and fl�ngs herself fur�ously on the
floor rag�ng.

HIGGINS [�n despa�r�ng wrath outs�de] What the dev�l have I done w�th
my sl�ppers? [He appears at the door].

LIZA [snatch�ng up the sl�ppers, and hurl�ng them at h�m one after the other
w�th all her force] There are your sl�ppers. And there. Take your
sl�ppers; and may you never have a day's luck w�th them!

HIGGINS [astounded] What on earth—! [He comes to her]. What's the
matter? Get up. [He pulls her up]. Anyth�ng wrong?

LIZA [breathless] Noth�ng wrong—w�th YOU. I've won your bet for you,
haven't I? That's enough for you. I don't matter, I suppose.

HIGGINS. YOU won my bet! You! Presumptuous �nsect! I won �t. What
d�d you throw those sl�ppers at me for?

LIZA. Because I wanted to smash your face. I'd l�ke to k�ll you, you self�sh
brute. Why d�dn't you leave me where you p�cked me out of—�n the
gutter? You thank God �t's all over, and that now you can throw me back
aga�n there, do you? [She cr�sps her f�ngers, frant�cally].

HIGGINS [look�ng at her �n cool wonder] The creature IS nervous, after
all.

LIZA [g�ves a suffocated scream of fury, and �nst�nct�vely darts her na�ls at
h�s face]!!

HIGGINS [catch�ng her wr�sts] Ah! would you? Claws �n, you cat. How
dare you show your temper to me? S�t down and be qu�et. [He throws
her roughly �nto the easy-cha�r].



LIZA [crushed by super�or strength and we�ght] What's to become of me?
What's to become of me?

HIGGINS. How the dev�l do I know what's to become of you? What does �t
matter what becomes of you?

LIZA. You don't care. I know you don't care. You wouldn't care �f I was
dead. I'm noth�ng to you—not so much as them sl�ppers.

HIGGINS [thunder�ng] THOSE sl�ppers.

LIZA [w�th b�tter subm�ss�on] Those sl�ppers. I d�dn't th�nk �t made any
d�fference now.

A pause. El�za hopeless and crushed. H�gg�ns a l�ttle uneasy.

HIGGINS [�n h�s loft�est manner] Why have you begun go�ng on l�ke th�s?
May I ask whether you compla�n of your treatment here?

LIZA. No.

HIGGINS. Has anybody behaved badly to you? Colonel P�cker�ng? Mrs.
Pearce? Any of the servants?

LIZA. No.

HIGGINS. I presume you don't pretend that I have treated you badly.

LIZA. No.

HIGGINS. I am glad to hear �t. [He moderates h�s tone]. Perhaps you're
t�red after the stra�n of the day. W�ll you have a glass of champagne?
[He moves towards the door].

LIZA. No. [Recollect�ng her manners] Thank you.

HIGGINS [good-humored aga�n] Th�s has been com�ng on you for some
days. I suppose �t was natural for you to be anx�ous about the garden



party. But that's all over now. [He pats her k�ndly on the shoulder. She
wr�thes]. There's noth�ng more to worry about.

LIZA. No. Noth�ng more for you to worry about. [She suddenly r�ses and
gets away from h�m by go�ng to the p�ano bench, where she s�ts and
h�des her face]. Oh God! I w�sh I was dead.

HIGGINS [star�ng after her �n s�ncere surpr�se] Why? �n heaven's name,
why? [Reasonably, go�ng to her] L�sten to me, El�za. All th�s �rr�tat�on �s
purely subject�ve.

LIZA. I don't understand. I'm too �gnorant.

HIGGINS. It's only �mag�nat�on. Low sp�r�ts and noth�ng else. Nobody's
hurt�ng you. Noth�ng's wrong. You go to bed l�ke a good g�rl and sleep �t
off. Have a l�ttle cry and say your prayers: that w�ll make you
comfortable.

LIZA. I heard YOUR prayers. "Thank God �t's all over!"

HIGGINS [�mpat�ently] Well, don't you thank God �t's all over? Now you
are free and can do what you l�ke.

LIZA [pull�ng herself together �n desperat�on] What am I f�t for? What have
you left me f�t for? Where am I to go? What am I to do? What's to
become of me?

HIGGINS [enl�ghtened, but not at all �mpressed] Oh, that's what's worry�ng
you, �s �t? [He thrusts h�s hands �nto h�s pockets, and walks about �n h�s
usual manner, rattl�ng the contents of h�s pockets, as �f condescend�ng to
a tr�v�al subject out of pure k�ndness]. I shouldn't bother about �t �f I
were you. I should �mag�ne you won't have much d�ff�culty �n settl�ng
yourself, somewhere or other, though I hadn't qu�te real�zed that you
were go�ng away. [She looks qu�ckly at h�m: he does not look at her, but
exam�nes the dessert stand on the p�ano and dec�des that he w�ll eat an
apple]. You m�ght marry, you know. [He b�tes a large p�ece out of the
apple, and munches �t no�s�ly]. You see, El�za, all men are not
conf�rmed old bachelors l�ke me and the Colonel. Most men are the



marry�ng sort (poor dev�ls!); and you're not bad-look�ng; �t's qu�te a
pleasure to look at you somet�mes—not now, of course, because you're
cry�ng and look�ng as ugly as the very dev�l; but when you're all r�ght
and qu�te yourself, you're what I should call attract�ve. That �s, to the
people �n the marry�ng l�ne, you understand. You go to bed and have a
good n�ce rest; and then get up and look at yourself �n the glass; and you
won't feel so cheap.



El�za aga�n looks at h�m, speechless, and does not st�r.

The look �s qu�te lost on h�m: he eats h�s apple w�th a
dreamy express�on of happ�ness, as �t �s qu�te a good one.

HIGGINS [a gen�al afterthought occurr�ng to h�m] I daresay my mother
could f�nd some chap or other who would do very well—

LIZA. We were above that at the corner of Tottenham Court Road.

HIGGINS [wak�ng up] What do you mean?

LIZA. I sold flowers. I d�dn't sell myself. Now you've made a lady of me
I'm not f�t to sell anyth�ng else. I w�sh you'd left me where you found
me.

HIGGINS [sl�ng�ng the core of the apple dec�s�vely �nto the grate] Tosh,
El�za. Don't you �nsult human relat�ons by dragg�ng all th�s cant about
buy�ng and sell�ng �nto �t. You needn't marry the fellow �f you don't l�ke
h�m.

LIZA. What else am I to do?

HIGGINS. Oh, lots of th�ngs. What about your old �dea of a flor�st's shop?
P�cker�ng could set you up �n one: he's lots of money. [Chuckl�ng] He'll
have to pay for all those togs you have been wear�ng today; and that,
w�th the h�re of the jewellery, w�ll make a b�g hole �n two hundred
pounds. Why, s�x months ago you would have thought �t the m�llenn�um
to have a flower shop of your own. Come! you'll be all r�ght. I must
clear off to bed: I'm dev�l�sh sleepy. By the way, I came down for
someth�ng: I forget what �t was.

LIZA. Your sl�ppers.

HIGGINS. Oh yes, of course. You sh�ed them at me. [He p�cks them up,
and �s go�ng out when she r�ses and speaks to h�m].

LIZA. Before you go, s�r—



HIGGINS [dropp�ng the sl�ppers �n h�s surpr�se at her call�ng h�m s�r] Eh?

LIZA. Do my clothes belong to me or to Colonel P�cker�ng?

HIGGINS [com�ng back �nto the room as �f her quest�on were the very
cl�max of unreason] What the dev�l use would they be to P�cker�ng?

LIZA. He m�ght want them for the next g�rl you p�ck up to exper�ment on.

HIGGINS [shocked and hurt] Is THAT the way you feel towards us?

LIZA. I don't want to hear anyth�ng more about that. All I want to know �s
whether anyth�ng belongs to me. My own clothes were burnt.

HIGGINS. But what does �t matter? Why need you start bother�ng about
that �n the m�ddle of the n�ght?

LIZA. I want to know what I may take away w�th me. I don't want to be
accused of steal�ng.

HIGGINS [now deeply wounded] Steal�ng! You shouldn't have sa�d that,
El�za. That shows a want of feel�ng.

LIZA. I'm sorry. I'm only a common �gnorant g�rl; and �n my stat�on I have
to be careful. There can't be any feel�ngs between the l�ke of you and
the l�ke of me. Please w�ll you tell me what belongs to me and what
doesn't?

HIGGINS [very sulky] You may take the whole damned houseful �f you
l�ke. Except the jewels. They're h�red. W�ll that sat�sfy you? [He turns
on h�s heel and �s about to go �n extreme dudgeon].

LIZA [dr�nk�ng �n h�s emot�on l�ke nectar, and nagg�ng h�m to provoke a
further supply] Stop, please. [She takes off her jewels]. W�ll you take
these to your room and keep them safe? I don't want to run the r�sk of
the�r be�ng m�ss�ng.

HIGGINS [fur�ous] Hand them over. [She puts them �nto h�s hands]. If
these belonged to me �nstead of to the jeweler, I'd ram them down your



ungrateful throat. [He perfunctor�ly thrusts them �nto h�s pockets,
unconsc�ously decorat�ng h�mself w�th the protrud�ng ends of the
cha�ns].

LIZA [tak�ng a r�ng off] Th�s r�ng �sn't the jeweler's: �t's the one you bought
me �n Br�ghton. I don't want �t now. [H�gg�ns dashes the r�ng v�olently
�nto the f�replace, and turns on her so threaten�ngly that she crouches
over the p�ano w�th her hands over her face, and excla�ms] Don't you h�t
me.

HIGGINS. H�t you! You �nfamous creature, how dare you accuse me of
such a th�ng? It �s you who have h�t me. You have wounded me to the
heart.

LIZA [thr�ll�ng w�th h�dden joy] I'm glad. I've got a l�ttle of my own back,
anyhow.

HIGGINS [w�th d�gn�ty, �n h�s f�nest profess�onal style] You have caused
me to lose my temper: a th�ng that has hardly ever happened to me
before. I prefer to say noth�ng more ton�ght. I am go�ng to bed.

LIZA [pertly] You'd better leave a note for Mrs. Pearce about the coffee; for
she won't be told by me.

HIGGINS [formally] Damn Mrs. Pearce; and damn the coffee; and damn
you; and damn my own folly �n hav�ng lav�shed MY hard-earned
knowledge and the treasure of my regard and �nt�macy on a heartless
guttersn�pe. [He goes out w�th �mpress�ve decorum, and spo�ls �t by
slamm�ng the door savagely].

El�za sm�les for the f�rst t�me; expresses her feel�ngs by a
w�ld pantom�me �n wh�ch an �m�tat�on of H�gg�ns's ex�t �s
confused w�th her own tr�umph; and f�nally goes down on
her knees on the hearthrug to look for the r�ng.



ACT V

Mrs. H�gg�ns's draw�ng-room. She �s at her wr�t�ng-table
as before. The parlor-ma�d comes �n.

THE PARLOR-MAID [at the door] Mr. Henry, mam, �s downsta�rs w�th
Colonel P�cker�ng.

MRS. HIGGINS. Well, show them up.

THE PARLOR-MAID. They're us�ng the telephone, mam. Telephon�ng to
the pol�ce, I th�nk.

MRS. HIGGINS. What!

THE PARLOR-MAID [com�ng further �n and lower�ng her vo�ce] Mr.
Henry's �n a state, mam. I thought I'd better tell you.

MRS. HIGGINS. If you had told me that Mr. Henry was not �n a state �t
would have been more surpr�s�ng. Tell them to come up when they've
f�n�shed w�th the pol�ce. I suppose he's lost someth�ng.

THE PARLOR-MAID. Yes, maam [go�ng].

MRS. HIGGINS. Go upsta�rs and tell M�ss Dool�ttle that Mr. Henry and the
Colonel are here. Ask her not to come down t�ll I send for her.

THE PARLOR-MAID. Yes, mam.

H�gg�ns bursts �n. He �s, as the parlor-ma�d has sa�d, �n a
state.

HIGGINS. Look here, mother: here's a confounded th�ng!



MRS. HIGGINS. Yes, dear. Good-morn�ng. [He checks h�s �mpat�ence and
k�sses her, wh�lst the parlor-ma�d goes out]. What �s �t?

HIGGINS. El�za's bolted.

MRS. HIGGINS [calmly cont�nu�ng her wr�t�ng] You must have fr�ghtened
her.

HIGGINS. Fr�ghtened her! nonsense! She was left last n�ght, as usual, to
turn out the l�ghts and all that; and �nstead of go�ng to bed she changed
her clothes and went r�ght off: her bed wasn't slept �n. She came �n a cab
for her th�ngs before seven th�s morn�ng; and that fool Mrs. Pearce let
her have them w�thout tell�ng me a word about �t. What am I to do?

MRS. HIGGINS. Do w�thout, I'm afra�d, Henry. The g�rl has a perfect r�ght
to leave �f she chooses.

HIGGINS [wander�ng d�stractedly across the room] But I can't f�nd
anyth�ng. I don't know what appo�ntments I've got. I'm— [P�cker�ng
comes �n. Mrs. H�gg�ns puts down her pen and turns away from the
wr�t�ng-table].

PICKERING [shak�ng hands] Good-morn�ng, Mrs. H�gg�ns. Has Henry
told you? [He s�ts down on the ottoman].

HIGGINS. What does that ass of an �nspector say? Have you offered a
reward?

MRS. HIGGINS [r�s�ng �n �nd�gnant amazement] You don't mean to say
you have set the pol�ce after El�za?

HIGGINS. Of course. What are the pol�ce for? What else could we do? [He
s�ts �n the El�zabethan cha�r].

PICKERING. The �nspector made a lot of d�ff�cult�es. I really th�nk he
suspected us of some �mproper purpose.

MRS. HIGGINS. Well, of course he d�d. What r�ght have you to go to the
pol�ce and g�ve the g�rl's name as �f she were a th�ef, or a lost umbrella,



or someth�ng? Really! [She s�ts down aga�n, deeply vexed].

HIGGINS. But we want to f�nd her.

PICKERING. We can't let her go l�ke th�s, you know, Mrs. H�gg�ns. What
were we to do?

MRS. HIGGINS. You have no more sense, e�ther of you, than two ch�ldren.
Why—

The parlor-ma�d comes �n and breaks off the conversat�on.

THE PARLOR-MAID. Mr. Henry: a gentleman wants to see you very
part�cular. He's been sent on from W�mpole Street.

HIGGINS. Oh, bother! I can't see anyone now. Who �s �t?

THE PARLOR-MAID. A Mr. Dool�ttle, S�r.

PICKERING. Dool�ttle! Do you mean the dustman?

THE PARLOR-MAID. Dustman! Oh no, s�r: a gentleman.

HIGGINS [spr�ng�ng up exc�tedly] By George, P�ck, �t's some relat�ve of
hers that she's gone to. Somebody we know noth�ng about. [To the
parlor-ma�d] Send h�m up, qu�ck.

THE PARLOR-MAID. Yes, S�r. [She goes].

HIGGINS [eagerly, go�ng to h�s mother] Genteel relat�ves! now we shall
hear someth�ng. [He s�ts down �n the Ch�ppendale cha�r].

MRS. HIGGINS. Do you know any of her people?

PICKERING. Only her father: the fellow we told you about.

THE PARLOR-MAID [announc�ng] Mr. Dool�ttle. [She w�thdraws].



Dool�ttle enters. He �s br�ll�antly dressed �n a new
fash�onable frock-coat, w�th wh�te wa�stcoat and grey
trousers. A flower �n h�s buttonhole, a dazzl�ng s�lk hat, and
patent leather shoes complete the effect. He �s too concerned
w�th the bus�ness he has come on to not�ce Mrs. H�gg�ns. He
walks stra�ght to H�gg�ns, and accosts h�m w�th vehement
reproach.

DOOLITTLE [�nd�cat�ng h�s own person] See here! Do you see th�s? You
done th�s.

HIGGINS. Done what, man?

DOOLITTLE. Th�s, I tell you. Look at �t. Look at th�s hat. Look at th�s
coat.

PICKERING. Has El�za been buy�ng you clothes?

DOOLITTLE. El�za! not she. Not half. Why would she buy me clothes?

MRS. HIGGINS. Good-morn�ng, Mr. Dool�ttle. Won't you s�t down?

DOOLITTLE [taken aback as he becomes consc�ous that he has forgotten
h�s hostess] Ask�ng your pardon, ma'am. [He approaches her and shakes
her proffered hand]. Thank you. [He s�ts down on the ottoman, on
P�cker�ng's r�ght]. I am that full of what has happened to me that I can't
th�nk of anyth�ng else.

HIGGINS. What the d�ckens has happened to you?

DOOLITTLE. I shouldn't m�nd �f �t had only happened to me: anyth�ng
m�ght happen to anybody and nobody to blame but Prov�dence, as you
m�ght say. But th�s �s someth�ng that you done to me: yes, you, Henry
H�gg�ns.

HIGGINS. Have you found El�za? That's the po�nt.

DOOLITTLE. Have you lost her?



HIGGINS. Yes.

DOOLITTLE. You have all the luck, you have. I a�n't found her; but she'll
f�nd me qu�ck enough now after what you done to me.

MRS. HIGGINS. But what has my son done to you, Mr. Dool�ttle?

DOOLITTLE. Done to me! Ru�ned me. Destroyed my happ�ness. T�ed me
up and del�vered me �nto the hands of m�ddle class moral�ty.

HIGGINS [r�s�ng �ntolerantly and stand�ng over Dool�ttle] You're rav�ng.
You're drunk. You're mad. I gave you f�ve pounds. After that I had two
conversat�ons w�th you, at half-a-crown an hour. I've never seen you
s�nce.

DOOLITTLE. Oh! Drunk! am I? Mad! am I? Tell me th�s. D�d you or d�d
you not wr�te a letter to an old bl�ghter �n Amer�ca that was g�v�ng f�ve
m�ll�ons to found Moral Reform Soc�et�es all over the world, and that
wanted you to �nvent a un�versal language for h�m?

HIGGINS. What! Ezra D. Wannafeller! He's dead. [He s�ts down aga�n
carelessly].

DOOLITTLE. Yes: he's dead; and I'm done for. Now d�d you or d�d you not
wr�te a letter to h�m to say that the most or�g�nal moral�st at present �n
England, to the best of your knowledge, was Alfred Dool�ttle, a
common dustman.

HIGGINS. Oh, after your last v�s�t I remember mak�ng some s�lly joke of
the k�nd.

DOOLITTLE. Ah! you may well call �t a s�lly joke. It put the l�d on me
r�ght enough. Just g�ve h�m the chance he wanted to show that
Amer�cans �s not l�ke us: that they recogn�ze and respect mer�t �n every
class of l�fe, however humble. Them words �s �n h�s bloom�ng w�ll, �n
wh�ch, Henry H�gg�ns, thanks to your s�lly jok�ng, he leaves me a share
�n h�s Pre-d�gested Cheese Trust worth three thousand a year on



cond�t�on that I lecture for h�s Wannafeller Moral Reform World League
as often as they ask me up to s�x t�mes a year.

HIGGINS. The dev�l he does! Whew! [Br�ghten�ng suddenly] What a lark!

PICKERING. A safe th�ng for you, Dool�ttle. They won't ask you tw�ce.

DOOLITTLE. It a�n't the lectur�ng I m�nd. I'll lecture them blue �n the face,
I w�ll, and not turn a ha�r. It's mak�ng a gentleman of me that I object to.
Who asked h�m to make a gentleman of me? I was happy. I was free. I
touched pretty n�gh everybody for money when I wanted �t, same as I
touched you, Henry H�gg�ns. Now I am worr�ted; t�ed neck and heels;
and everybody touches me for money. It's a f�ne th�ng for you, says my
sol�c�tor. Is �t? says I. You mean �t's a good th�ng for you, I says. When I
was a poor man and had a sol�c�tor once when they found a pram �n the
dust cart, he got me off, and got shut of me and got me shut of h�m as
qu�ck as he could. Same w�th the doctors: used to shove me out of the
hosp�tal before I could hardly stand on my legs, and noth�ng to pay.
Now they f�nds out that I'm not a healthy man and can't l�ve unless they
looks after me tw�ce a day. In the house I'm not let do a hand's turn for
myself: somebody else must do �t and touch me for �t. A year ago I
hadn't a relat�ve �n the world except two or three that wouldn't speak to
me. Now I've f�fty, and not a decent week's wages among the lot of
them. I have to l�ve for others and not for myself: that's m�ddle class
moral�ty. You talk of los�ng El�za. Don't you be anx�ous: I bet she's on
my doorstep by th�s: she that could support herself easy by sell�ng
flowers �f I wasn't respectable. And the next one to touch me w�ll be
you, Henry H�gg�ns. I'll have to learn to speak m�ddle class language
from you, �nstead of speak�ng proper Engl�sh. That's where you'll come
�n; and I daresay that's what you done �t for.

MRS. HIGGINS. But, my dear Mr. Dool�ttle, you need not suffer all th�s �f
you are really �n earnest. Nobody can force you to accept th�s bequest.
You can repud�ate �t. Isn't that so, Colonel P�cker�ng?

PICKERING. I bel�eve so.



DOOLITTLE [soften�ng h�s manner �n deference to her sex] That's the
tragedy of �t, ma'am. It's easy to say chuck �t; but I haven't the nerve.
Wh�ch one of us has? We're all �nt�m�dated. Int�m�dated, ma'am: that's
what we are. What �s there for me �f I chuck �t but the workhouse �n my
old age? I have to dye my ha�r already to keep my job as a dustman. If I
was one of the deserv�ng poor, and had put by a b�t, I could chuck �t; but
then why should I, acause the deserv�ng poor m�ght as well be
m�ll�ona�res for all the happ�ness they ever has. They don't know what
happ�ness �s. But I, as one of the undeserv�ng poor, have noth�ng
between me and the pauper's un�form but th�s here blasted three
thousand a year that shoves me �nto the m�ddle class. (Excuse the
express�on, ma'am: you'd use �t yourself �f you had my provocat�on).
They've got you every way you turn: �t's a cho�ce between the Sk�lly of
the workhouse and the Char Byd�s of the m�ddle class; and I haven't the
nerve for the workhouse. Int�m�dated: that's what I am. Broke. Bought
up. Happ�er men than me w�ll call for my dust, and touch me for the�r
t�p; and I'll look on helpless, and envy them. And that's what your son
has brought me to. [He �s overcome by emot�on].

MRS. HIGGINS. Well, I'm very glad you're not go�ng to do anyth�ng
fool�sh, Mr. Dool�ttle. For th�s solves the problem of El�za's future. You
can prov�de for her now.

DOOLITTLE [w�th melancholy res�gnat�on] Yes, ma'am; I'm expected to
prov�de for everyone now, out of three thousand a year.

HIGGINS [jump�ng up] Nonsense! he can't prov�de for her. He shan't
prov�de for her. She doesn't belong to h�m. I pa�d h�m f�ve pounds for
her. Dool�ttle: e�ther you're an honest man or a rogue.

DOOLITTLE [tolerantly] A l�ttle of both, Henry, l�ke the rest of us: a l�ttle
of both.

HIGGINS. Well, you took that money for the g�rl; and you have no r�ght to
take her as well.

MRS. HIGGINS. Henry: don't be absurd. If you really want to know where
El�za �s, she �s upsta�rs.



HIGGINS [amazed] Upsta�rs!!! Then I shall jolly soon fetch her
downsta�rs. [He makes resolutely for the door].

MRS. HIGGINS [r�s�ng and follow�ng h�m] Be qu�et, Henry. S�t down.

HIGGINS. I—

MRS. HIGGINS. S�t down, dear; and l�sten to me.

HIGGINS. Oh very well, very well, very well. [He throws h�mself
ungrac�ously on the ottoman, w�th h�s face towards the w�ndows]. But I
th�nk you m�ght have told me th�s half an hour ago.

MRS. HIGGINS. El�za came to me th�s morn�ng. She passed the n�ght
partly walk�ng about �n a rage, partly try�ng to throw herself �nto the
r�ver and be�ng afra�d to, and partly �n the Carlton Hotel. She told me of
the brutal way you two treated her.

HIGGINS [bound�ng up aga�n] What!

PICKERING [r�s�ng also] My dear Mrs. H�gg�ns, she's been tell�ng you
stor�es. We d�dn't treat her brutally. We hardly sa�d a word to her; and
we parted on part�cularly good terms. [Turn�ng on H�gg�ns]. H�gg�ns:
d�d you bully her after I went to bed?

HIGGINS. Just the other way about. She threw my sl�ppers �n my face. She
behaved �n the most outrageous way. I never gave her the sl�ghtest
provocat�on. The sl�ppers came bang �nto my face the moment I entered
the room—before I had uttered a word. And used perfectly awful
language.

PICKERING [aston�shed] But why? What d�d we do to her?

MRS. HIGGINS. I th�nk I know pretty well what you d�d. The g�rl �s
naturally rather affect�onate, I th�nk. Isn't she, Mr. Dool�ttle?

DOOLITTLE. Very tender-hearted, ma'am. Takes after me.



MRS. HIGGINS. Just so. She had become attached to you both. She
worked very hard for you, Henry! I don't th�nk you qu�te real�ze what
anyth�ng �n the nature of bra�n work means to a g�rl l�ke that. Well, �t
seems that when the great day of tr�al came, and she d�d th�s wonderful
th�ng for you w�thout mak�ng a s�ngle m�stake, you two sat there and
never sa�d a word to her, but talked together of how glad you were that
�t was all over and how you had been bored w�th the whole th�ng. And
then you were surpr�sed because she threw your sl�ppers at you! I
should have thrown the f�re-�rons at you.

HIGGINS. We sa�d noth�ng except that we were t�red and wanted to go to
bed. D�d we, P�ck?

PICKERING [shrugg�ng h�s shoulders] That was all.

MRS. HIGGINS [�ron�cally] Qu�te sure?

PICKERING. Absolutely. Really, that was all.

MRS. HIGGINS. You d�dn't thank her, or pet her, or adm�re her, or tell her
how splend�d she'd been.

HIGGINS [�mpat�ently] But she knew all about that. We d�dn't make
speeches to her, �f that's what you mean.

PICKERING [consc�ence str�cken] Perhaps we were a l�ttle �ncons�derate.
Is she very angry?

MRS. HIGGINS [return�ng to her place at the wr�t�ng-table] Well, I'm
afra�d she won't go back to W�mpole Street, espec�ally now that Mr.
Dool�ttle �s able to keep up the pos�t�on you have thrust on her; but she
says she �s qu�te w�ll�ng to meet you on fr�endly terms and to let
bygones be bygones.

HIGGINS [fur�ous] Is she, by George? Ho!

MRS. HIGGINS. If you prom�se to behave yourself, Henry, I'll ask her to
come down. If not, go home; for you have taken up qu�te enough of my



t�me.

HIGGINS. Oh, all r�ght. Very well. P�ck: you behave yourself. Let us put
on our best Sunday manners for th�s creature that we p�cked out of the
mud. [He fl�ngs h�mself sulk�ly �nto the El�zabethan cha�r].

DOOLITTLE [remonstrat�ng] Now, now, Henry H�gg�ns! have some
cons�derat�on for my feel�ngs as a m�ddle class man.

MRS. HIGGINS. Remember your prom�se, Henry. [She presses the bell-
button on the wr�t�ng-table]. Mr. Dool�ttle: w�ll you be so good as to
step out on the balcony for a moment. I don't want El�za to have the
shock of your news unt�l she has made �t up w�th these two gentlemen.
Would you m�nd?

DOOLITTLE. As you w�sh, lady. Anyth�ng to help Henry to keep her off
my hands. [He d�sappears through the w�ndow].

The parlor-ma�d answers the bell. P�cker�ng s�ts down �n
Dool�ttle's place.

MRS. HIGGINS. Ask M�ss Dool�ttle to come down, please.

THE PARLOR-MAID. Yes, mam. [She goes out].

MRS. HIGGINS. Now, Henry: be good.

HIGGINS. I am behav�ng myself perfectly.

PICKERING. He �s do�ng h�s best, Mrs. H�gg�ns.

A pause. H�gg�ns throws back h�s head; stretches out h�s
legs; and beg�ns to wh�stle.

MRS. HIGGINS. Henry, dearest, you don't look at all n�ce �n that att�tude.

HIGGINS [pull�ng h�mself together] I was not try�ng to look n�ce, mother.

MRS. HIGGINS. It doesn't matter, dear. I only wanted to make you speak.



HIGGINS. Why?

MRS. HIGGINS. Because you can't speak and wh�stle at the same t�me.

H�gg�ns groans. Another very try�ng pause.

HIGGINS [spr�ng�ng up, out of pat�ence] Where the dev�l �s that g�rl? Are
we to wa�t here all day?

El�za enters, sunny, self-possessed, and g�v�ng a stagger�ngly
conv�nc�ng exh�b�t�on of ease of manner. She carr�es a l�ttle
work-basket, and �s very much at home. P�cker�ng �s too
much taken aback to r�se.

LIZA. How do you do, Professor H�gg�ns? Are you qu�te well?

HIGGINS [chok�ng] Am I— [He can say no more].

LIZA. But of course you are: you are never �ll. So glad to see you aga�n,
Colonel P�cker�ng. [He r�ses hast�ly; and they shake hands]. Qu�te ch�lly
th�s morn�ng, �sn't �t? [She s�ts down on h�s left. He s�ts bes�de her].

HIGGINS. Don't you dare try th�s game on me. I taught �t to you; and �t
doesn't take me �n. Get up and come home; and don't be a fool.

El�za takes a p�ece of needlework from her basket, and
beg�ns to st�tch at �t, w�thout tak�ng the least not�ce of th�s
outburst.

MRS. HIGGINS. Very n�cely put, �ndeed, Henry. No woman could res�st
such an �nv�tat�on.

HIGGINS. You let her alone, mother. Let her speak for herself. You w�ll
jolly soon see whether she has an �dea that I haven't put �nto her head or
a word that I haven't put �nto her mouth. I tell you I have created th�s
th�ng out of the squashed cabbage leaves of Covent Garden; and now
she pretends to play the f�ne lady w�th me.

MRS. HIGGINS [plac�dly] Yes, dear; but you'll s�t down, won't you?



H�gg�ns s�ts down aga�n, savagely.

LIZA [to P�cker�ng, tak�ng no apparent not�ce of H�gg�ns, and work�ng
away deftly] W�ll you drop me altogether now that the exper�ment �s
over, Colonel P�cker�ng?

PICKERING. Oh don't. You mustn't th�nk of �t as an exper�ment. It shocks
me, somehow.

LIZA. Oh, I'm only a squashed cabbage leaf.

PICKERING [�mpuls�vely] No.

LIZA [cont�nu�ng qu�etly]—but I owe so much to you that I should be very
unhappy �f you forgot me.

PICKERING. It's very k�nd of you to say so, M�ss Dool�ttle.

LIZA. It's not because you pa�d for my dresses. I know you are generous to
everybody w�th money. But �t was from you that I learnt really n�ce
manners; and that �s what makes one a lady, �sn't �t? You see �t was so
very d�ff�cult for me w�th the example of Professor H�gg�ns always
before me. I was brought up to be just l�ke h�m, unable to control
myself, and us�ng bad language on the sl�ghtest provocat�on. And I
should never have known that lad�es and gentlemen d�dn't behave l�ke
that �f you hadn't been there.

HIGGINS. Well!!

PICKERING. Oh, that's only h�s way, you know. He doesn't mean �t.

LIZA. Oh, I d�dn't mean �t e�ther, when I was a flower g�rl. It was only my
way. But you see I d�d �t; and that's what makes the d�fference after all.

PICKERING. No doubt. St�ll, he taught you to speak; and I couldn't have
done that, you know.

LIZA [tr�v�ally] Of course: that �s h�s profess�on.



HIGGINS. Damnat�on!

LIZA [cont�nu�ng] It was just l�ke learn�ng to dance �n the fash�onable way:
there was noth�ng more than that �n �t. But do you know what began my
real educat�on?

PICKERING. What?

LIZA [stopp�ng her work for a moment] Your call�ng me M�ss Dool�ttle
that day when I f�rst came to W�mpole Street. That was the beg�nn�ng of
self-respect for me. [She resumes her st�tch�ng]. And there were a
hundred l�ttle th�ngs you never not�ced, because they came naturally to
you. Th�ngs about stand�ng up and tak�ng off your hat and open�ng
doors—

PICKERING. Oh, that was noth�ng.

LIZA. Yes: th�ngs that showed you thought and felt about me as �f I were
someth�ng better than a sculleryma�d; though of course I know you
would have been just the same to a scullery-ma�d �f she had been let �n
the draw�ng-room. You never took off your boots �n the d�n�ng room
when I was there.

PICKERING. You mustn't m�nd that. H�gg�ns takes off h�s boots all over
the place.

LIZA. I know. I am not blam�ng h�m. It �s h�s way, �sn't �t? But �t made such
a d�fference to me that you d�dn't do �t. You see, really and truly, apart
from the th�ngs anyone can p�ck up (the dress�ng and the proper way of
speak�ng, and so on), the d�fference between a lady and a flower g�rl �s
not how she behaves, but how she's treated. I shall always be a flower
g�rl to Professor H�gg�ns, because he always treats me as a flower g�rl,
and always w�ll; but I know I can be a lady to you, because you always
treat me as a lady, and always w�ll.

MRS. HIGGINS. Please don't gr�nd your teeth, Henry.

PICKERING. Well, th�s �s really very n�ce of you, M�ss Dool�ttle.



LIZA. I should l�ke you to call me El�za, now, �f you would.

PICKERING. Thank you. El�za, of course.

LIZA. And I should l�ke Professor H�gg�ns to call me M�ss Dool�ttle.

HIGGINS. I'll see you damned f�rst.

MRS. HIGGINS. Henry! Henry!

PICKERING [laugh�ng] Why don't you slang back at h�m? Don't stand �t. It
would do h�m a lot of good.

LIZA. I can't. I could have done �t once; but now I can't go back to �t. Last
n�ght, when I was wander�ng about, a g�rl spoke to me; and I tr�ed to get
back �nto the old way w�th her; but �t was no use. You told me, you
know, that when a ch�ld �s brought to a fore�gn country, �t p�cks up the
language �n a few weeks, and forgets �ts own. Well, I am a ch�ld �n your
country. I have forgotten my own language, and can speak noth�ng but
yours. That's the real break-off w�th the corner of Tottenham Court
Road. Leav�ng W�mpole Street f�n�shes �t.

PICKERING [much alarmed] Oh! but you're com�ng back to W�mpole
Street, aren't you? You'll forg�ve H�gg�ns?

HIGGINS [r�s�ng] Forg�ve! W�ll she, by George! Let her go. Let her f�nd
out how she can get on w�thout us. She w�ll relapse �nto the gutter �n
three weeks w�thout me at her elbow.

Dool�ttle appears at the centre w�ndow. W�th a look of
d�gn�f�ed reproach at H�gg�ns, he comes slowly and s�lently
to h�s daughter, who, w�th her back to the w�ndow, �s
unconsc�ous of h�s approach.

PICKERING. He's �ncorr�g�ble, El�za. You won't relapse, w�ll you?

LIZA. No: Not now. Never aga�n. I have learnt my lesson. I don't bel�eve I
could utter one of the old sounds �f I tr�ed. [Dool�ttle touches her on her



left shoulder. She drops her work, los�ng her self-possess�on utterly at
the spectacle of her father's splendor] A—a—a—a—a—ah—ow—ooh!

HIGGINS [w�th a crow of tr�umph] Aha! Just so. A—a—a—a—ahowooh!
A—a—a—a—ahowooh ! A—a—a—a—ahowooh! V�ctory! V�ctory!
[He throws h�mself on the d�van, fold�ng h�s arms, and spraddl�ng
arrogantly].

DOOLITTLE. Can you blame the g�rl? Don't look at me l�ke that, El�za. It
a�n't my fault. I've come �nto money.

LIZA. You must have touched a m�ll�ona�re th�s t�me, dad.

DOOLITTLE. I have. But I'm dressed someth�ng spec�al today. I'm go�ng to
St. George's, Hanover Square. Your stepmother �s go�ng to marry me.

LIZA [angr�ly] You're go�ng to let yourself down to marry that low
common woman!

PICKERING [qu�etly] He ought to, El�za. [To Dool�ttle] Why has she
changed her m�nd?

DOOLITTLE [sadly] Int�m�dated, Governor. Int�m�dated. M�ddle class
moral�ty cla�ms �ts v�ct�m. Won't you put on your hat, L�za, and come
and see me turned off?

LIZA. If the Colonel says I must, I—I'll [almost sobb�ng] I'll demean
myself. And get �nsulted for my pa�ns, l�ke enough.

DOOLITTLE. Don't be afra�d: she never comes to words w�th anyone now,
poor woman! respectab�l�ty has broke all the sp�r�t out of her.

PICKERING [squeez�ng El�za's elbow gently] Be k�nd to them, El�za.
Make the best of �t.

LIZA [forc�ng a l�ttle sm�le for h�m through her vexat�on] Oh well, just to
show there's no �ll feel�ng. I'll be back �n a moment. [She goes out].



DOOLITTLE [s�tt�ng down bes�de P�cker�ng] I feel uncommon nervous
about the ceremony, Colonel. I w�sh you'd come and see me through �t.

PICKERING. But you've been through �t before, man. You were marr�ed to
El�za's mother.

DOOLITTLE. Who told you that, Colonel?

PICKERING. Well, nobody told me. But I concluded naturally—

DOOLITTLE. No: that a�n't the natural way, Colonel: �t's only the m�ddle
class way. My way was always the undeserv�ng way. But don't say
noth�ng to El�za. She don't know: I always had a del�cacy about tell�ng
her.

PICKERING. Qu�te r�ght. We'll leave �t so, �f you don't m�nd.

DOOLITTLE. And you'll come to the church, Colonel, and put me through
stra�ght?

PICKERING. W�th pleasure. As far as a bachelor can.

MRS. HIGGINS. May I come, Mr. Dool�ttle? I should be very sorry to m�ss
your wedd�ng.

DOOLITTLE. I should �ndeed be honored by your condescens�on, ma'am;
and my poor old woman would take �t as a tremenjous compl�ment.
She's been very low, th�nk�ng of the happy days that are no more.

MRS. HIGGINS [r�s�ng] I'll order the carr�age and get ready. [The men r�se,
except H�gg�ns]. I shan't be more than f�fteen m�nutes. [As she goes to
the door El�za comes �n, hatted and button�ng her gloves]. I'm go�ng to
the church to see your father marr�ed, El�za. You had better come �n the
brougham w�th me. Colonel P�cker�ng can go on w�th the br�degroom.

Mrs. H�gg�ns goes out. El�za comes to the m�ddle of the
room between the centre w�ndow and the ottoman. P�cker�ng
jo�ns her.



DOOLITTLE. Br�degroom! What a word! It makes a man real�ze h�s
pos�t�on, somehow. [He takes up h�s hat and goes towards the door].

PICKERING. Before I go, El�za, do forg�ve h�m and come back to us.

LIZA. I don't th�nk papa would allow me. Would you, dad?

DOOLITTLE [sad but magnan�mous] They played you off very cunn�ng,
El�za, them two sportsmen. If �t had been only one of them, you could
have na�led h�m. But you see, there was two; and one of them
chaperoned the other, as you m�ght say. [To P�cker�ng] It was artful of
you, Colonel; but I bear no mal�ce: I should have done the same myself.
I been the v�ct�m of one woman after another all my l�fe; and I don't
grudge you two gett�ng the better of El�za. I shan't �nterfere. It's t�me for
us to go, Colonel. So long, Henry. See you �n St. George's, El�za. [He
goes out].

PICKERING [coax�ng] Do stay w�th us, El�za. [He follows Dool�ttle].

El�za goes out on the balcony to avo�d be�ng alone w�th
H�gg�ns. He r�ses and jo�ns her there. She �mmed�ately
comes back �nto the room and makes for the door; but he
goes along the balcony qu�ckly and gets h�s back to the door
before she reaches �t.

HIGGINS. Well, El�za, you've had a b�t of your own back, as you call �t.
Have you had enough? and are you go�ng to be reasonable? Or do you
want any more?

LIZA. You want me back only to p�ck up your sl�ppers and put up w�th
your tempers and fetch and carry for you.

HIGGINS. I haven't sa�d I wanted you back at all.

LIZA. Oh, �ndeed. Then what are we talk�ng about?

HIGGINS. About you, not about me. If you come back I shall treat you just
as I have always treated you. I can't change my nature; and I don't



�ntend to change my manners. My manners are exactly the same as
Colonel P�cker�ng's.

LIZA. That's not true. He treats a flower g�rl as �f she was a duchess.

HIGGINS. And I treat a duchess as �f she was a flower g�rl.

LIZA. I see. [She turns away composedly, and s�ts on the ottoman, fac�ng
the w�ndow]. The same to everybody.

HIGGINS. Just so.

LIZA. L�ke father.

HIGGINS [gr�nn�ng, a l�ttle taken down] W�thout accept�ng the compar�son
at all po�nts, El�za, �t's qu�te true that your father �s not a snob, and that
he w�ll be qu�te at home �n any stat�on of l�fe to wh�ch h�s eccentr�c
dest�ny may call h�m. [Ser�ously] The great secret, El�za, �s not hav�ng
bad manners or good manners or any other part�cular sort of manners,
but hav�ng the same manner for all human souls: �n short, behav�ng as �f
you were �n Heaven, where there are no th�rd-class carr�ages, and one
soul �s as good as another.

LIZA. Amen. You are a born preacher.

HIGGINS [�rr�tated] The quest�on �s not whether I treat you rudely, but
whether you ever heard me treat anyone else better.

LIZA [w�th sudden s�ncer�ty] I don't care how you treat me. I don't m�nd
your swear�ng at me. I don't m�nd a black eye: I've had one before th�s.
But [stand�ng up and fac�ng h�m] I won't be passed over.

HIGGINS. Then get out of my way; for I won't stop for you. You talk about
me as �f I were a motor bus.

LIZA. So you are a motor bus: all bounce and go, and no cons�derat�on for
anyone. But I can do w�thout you: don't th�nk I can't.

HIGGINS. I know you can. I told you you could.



LIZA [wounded, gett�ng away from h�m to the other s�de of the ottoman
w�th her face to the hearth] I know you d�d, you brute. You wanted to
get r�d of me.

HIGGINS. L�ar.

LIZA. Thank you. [She s�ts down w�th d�gn�ty].

HIGGINS. You never asked yourself, I suppose, whether I could do w�thout
YOU.

LIZA [earnestly] Don't you try to get round me. You'll HAVE to do w�thout
me.

HIGGINS [arrogant] I can do w�thout anybody. I have my own soul: my
own spark of d�v�ne f�re. But [w�th sudden hum�l�ty] I shall m�ss you,
El�za. [He s�ts down near her on the ottoman]. I have learnt someth�ng
from your �d�ot�c not�ons: I confess that humbly and gratefully. And I
have grown accustomed to your vo�ce and appearance. I l�ke them,
rather.

LIZA. Well, you have both of them on your gramophone and �n your book
of photographs. When you feel lonely w�thout me, you can turn the
mach�ne on. It's got no feel�ngs to hurt.

HIGGINS. I can't turn your soul on. Leave me those feel�ngs; and you can
take away the vo�ce and the face. They are not you.

LIZA. Oh, you ARE a dev�l. You can tw�st the heart �n a g�rl as easy as
some could tw�st her arms to hurt her. Mrs. Pearce warned me. T�me
and aga�n she has wanted to leave you; and you always got round her at
the last m�nute. And you don't care a b�t for her. And you don't care a b�t
for me.

HIGGINS. I care for l�fe, for human�ty; and you are a part of �t that has
come my way and been bu�lt �nto my house. What more can you or
anyone ask?



LIZA. I won't care for anybody that doesn't care for me.

HIGGINS. Commerc�al pr�nc�ples, El�za. L�ke [reproduc�ng her Covent
Garden pronunc�at�on w�th profess�onal exactness] s'yoll�n voylets
[sell�ng v�olets], �sn't �t?

LIZA. Don't sneer at me. It's mean to sneer at me.

HIGGINS. I have never sneered �n my l�fe. Sneer�ng doesn't become e�ther
the human face or the human soul. I am express�ng my r�ghteous
contempt for Commerc�al�sm. I don't and won't trade �n affect�on. You
call me a brute because you couldn't buy a cla�m on me by fetch�ng my
sl�ppers and f�nd�ng my spectacles. You were a fool: I th�nk a woman
fetch�ng a man's sl�ppers �s a d�sgust�ng s�ght: d�d I ever fetch YOUR
sl�ppers? I th�nk a good deal more of you for throw�ng them �n my face.
No use slav�ng for me and then say�ng you want to be cared for: who
cares for a slave? If you come back, come back for the sake of good
fellowsh�p; for you'll get noth�ng else. You've had a thousand t�mes as
much out of me as I have out of you; and �f you dare to set up your l�ttle
dog's tr�cks of fetch�ng and carry�ng sl�ppers aga�nst my creat�on of a
Duchess El�za, I'll slam the door �n your s�lly face.

LIZA. What d�d you do �t for �f you d�dn't care for me?

HIGGINS [heart�ly] Why, because �t was my job.

LIZA. You never thought of the trouble �t would make for me.

HIGGINS. Would the world ever have been made �f �ts maker had been
afra�d of mak�ng trouble? Mak�ng l�fe means mak�ng trouble. There's
only one way of escap�ng trouble; and that's k�ll�ng th�ngs. Cowards,
you not�ce, are always shr�ek�ng to have troublesome people k�lled.

LIZA. I'm no preacher: I don't not�ce th�ngs l�ke that. I not�ce that you don't
not�ce me.

HIGGINS [jump�ng up and walk�ng about �ntolerantly] El�za: you're an
�d�ot. I waste the treasures of my M�lton�c m�nd by spread�ng them



before you. Once for all, understand that I go my way and do my work
w�thout car�ng twopence what happens to e�ther of us. I am not
�nt�m�dated, l�ke your father and your stepmother. So you can come
back or go to the dev�l: wh�ch you please.

LIZA. What am I to come back for?

HIGGINS [bounc�ng up on h�s knees on the ottoman and lean�ng over �t to
her] For the fun of �t. That's why I took you on.

LIZA [w�th averted face] And you may throw me out tomorrow �f I don't do
everyth�ng you want me to?

HIGGINS. Yes; and you may walk out tomorrow �f I don't do everyth�ng
YOU want me to.

LIZA. And l�ve w�th my stepmother?

HIGGINS. Yes, or sell flowers.

LIZA. Oh! �f I only COULD go back to my flower basket! I should be
�ndependent of both you and father and all the world! Why d�d you take
my �ndependence from me? Why d�d I g�ve �t up? I'm a slave now, for
all my f�ne clothes.

HIGGINS. Not a b�t. I'll adopt you as my daughter and settle money on you
�f you l�ke. Or would you rather marry P�cker�ng?

LIZA [look�ng f�ercely round at h�m] I wouldn't marry YOU �f you asked
me; and you're nearer my age than what he �s.

HIGGINS [gently] Than he �s: not "than what he �s."

LIZA [los�ng her temper and r�s�ng] I'll talk as I l�ke. You're not my teacher
now.

HIGGINS [reflect�vely] I don't suppose P�cker�ng would, though. He's as
conf�rmed an old bachelor as I am.



LIZA. That's not what I want; and don't you th�nk �t. I've always had chaps
enough want�ng me that way. Freddy H�ll wr�tes to me tw�ce and three
t�mes a day, sheets and sheets.

HIGGINS [d�sagreeably surpr�sed] Damn h�s �mpudence! [He reco�ls and
f�nds h�mself s�tt�ng on h�s heels].

LIZA. He has a r�ght to �f he l�kes, poor lad. And he does love me.

HIGGINS [gett�ng off the ottoman] You have no r�ght to encourage h�m.

LIZA. Every g�rl has a r�ght to be loved.

HIGGINS. What! By fools l�ke that?

LIZA. Freddy's not a fool. And �f he's weak and poor and wants me, may be
he'd make me happ�er than my betters that bully me and don't want me.

HIGGINS. Can he MAKE anyth�ng of you? That's the po�nt.

LIZA. Perhaps I could make someth�ng of h�m. But I never thought of us
mak�ng anyth�ng of one another; and you never th�nk of anyth�ng else. I
only want to be natural.

HIGGINS. In short, you want me to be as �nfatuated about you as Freddy?
Is that �t?

LIZA. No I don't. That's not the sort of feel�ng I want from you. And don't
you be too sure of yourself or of me. I could have been a bad g�rl �f I'd
l�ked. I've seen more of some th�ngs than you, for all your learn�ng.
G�rls l�ke me can drag gentlemen down to make love to them easy
enough. And they w�sh each other dead the next m�nute.

HIGGINS. Of course they do. Then what �n thunder are we quarrell�ng
about?

LIZA [much troubled] I want a l�ttle k�ndness. I know I'm a common
�gnorant g�rl, and you a book-learned gentleman; but I'm not d�rt under
your feet. What I done [correct�ng herself] what I d�d was not for the



dresses and the tax�s: I d�d �t because we were pleasant together and I
come—came—to care for you; not to want you to make love to me, and
not forgett�ng the d�fference between us, but more fr�endly l�ke.

HIGGINS. Well, of course. That's just how I feel. And how P�cker�ng feels.
El�za: you're a fool.

LIZA. That's not a proper answer to g�ve me [she s�nks on the cha�r at the
wr�t�ng-table �n tears].

HIGGINS. It's all you'll get unt�l you stop be�ng a common �d�ot. If you're
go�ng to be a lady, you'll have to g�ve up feel�ng neglected �f the men
you know don't spend half the�r t�me sn�vell�ng over you and the other
half g�v�ng you black eyes. If you can't stand the coldness of my sort of
l�fe, and the stra�n of �t, go back to the gutter. Work t�l you are more a
brute than a human be�ng; and then cuddle and squabble and dr�nk t�l
you fall asleep. Oh, �t's a f�ne l�fe, the l�fe of the gutter. It's real: �t's
warm: �t's v�olent: you can feel �t through the th�ckest sk�n: you can
taste �t and smell �t w�thout any tra�n�ng or any work. Not l�ke Sc�ence
and L�terature and Class�cal Mus�c and Ph�losophy and Art. You f�nd
me cold, unfeel�ng, self�sh, don't you? Very well: be off w�th you to the
sort of people you l�ke. Marry some sent�mental hog or other w�th lots
of money, and a th�ck pa�r of l�ps to k�ss you w�th and a th�ck pa�r of
boots to k�ck you w�th. If you can't apprec�ate what you've got, you'd
better get what you can apprec�ate.

LIZA [desperate] Oh, you are a cruel tyrant. I can't talk to you: you turn
everyth�ng aga�nst me: I'm always �n the wrong. But you know very
well all the t�me that you're noth�ng but a bully. You know I can't go
back to the gutter, as you call �t, and that I have no real fr�ends �n the
world but you and the Colonel. You know well I couldn't bear to l�ve
w�th a low common man after you two; and �t's w�cked and cruel of you
to �nsult me by pretend�ng I could. You th�nk I must go back to
W�mpole Street because I have nowhere else to go but father's. But
don't you be too sure that you have me under your feet to be trampled
on and talked down. I'll marry Freddy, I w�ll, as soon as he's able to
support me.



HIGGINS [s�tt�ng down bes�de her] Rubb�sh! you shall marry an
ambassador. You shall marry the Governor-General of Ind�a or the
Lord-L�eutenant of Ireland, or somebody who wants a deputy-queen.
I'm not go�ng to have my masterp�ece thrown away on Freddy.

LIZA. You th�nk I l�ke you to say that. But I haven't forgot what you sa�d a
m�nute ago; and I won't be coaxed round as �f I was a baby or a puppy.
If I can't have k�ndness, I'll have �ndependence.

HIGGINS. Independence? That's m�ddle class blasphemy. We are all
dependent on one another, every soul of us on earth.

LIZA [r�s�ng determ�nedly] I'll let you see whether I'm dependent on you. If
you can preach, I can teach. I'll go and be a teacher.

HIGGINS. What'll you teach, �n heaven's name?

LIZA. What you taught me. I'll teach phonet�cs.

HIGGINS. Ha! Ha! Ha!

LIZA. I'll offer myself as an ass�stant to Professor Nepean.

HIGGINS [r�s�ng �n a fury] What! That �mpostor! that humbug! that
toady�ng �gnoramus! Teach h�m my methods! my d�scover�es! You take
one step �n h�s d�rect�on and I'll wr�ng your neck. [He lays hands on
her]. Do you hear?

LIZA [def�antly non-res�stant] Wr�ng away. What do I care? I knew you'd
str�ke me some day. [He lets her go, stamp�ng w�th rage at hav�ng
forgotten h�mself, and reco�ls so hast�ly that he stumbles back �nto h�s
seat on the ottoman]. Aha! Now I know how to deal w�th you. What a
fool I was not to th�nk of �t before! You can't take away the knowledge
you gave me. You sa�d I had a f�ner ear than you. And I can be c�v�l and
k�nd to people, wh�ch �s more than you can. Aha! That's done you,
Henry H�gg�ns, �t has. Now I don't care that [snapp�ng her f�ngers] for
your bully�ng and your b�g talk. I'll advert�ze �t �n the papers that your
duchess �s only a flower g�rl that you taught, and that she'll teach



anybody to be a duchess just the same �n s�x months for a thousand
gu�neas. Oh, when I th�nk of myself crawl�ng under your feet and be�ng
trampled on and called names, when all the t�me I had only to l�ft up my
f�nger to be as good as you, I could just k�ck myself.

HIGGINS [wonder�ng at her] You damned �mpudent slut, you! But �t's
better than sn�vell�ng; better than fetch�ng sl�ppers and f�nd�ng
spectacles, �sn't �t? [R�s�ng] By George, El�za, I sa�d I'd make a woman
of you; and I have. I l�ke you l�ke th�s.

LIZA. Yes: you turn round and make up to me now that I'm not afra�d of
you, and can do w�thout you.

HIGGINS. Of course I do, you l�ttle fool. F�ve m�nutes ago you were l�ke a
m�llstone round my neck. Now you're a tower of strength: a consort
battlesh�p. You and I and P�cker�ng w�ll be three old bachelors together
�nstead of only two men and a s�lly g�rl.

Mrs. H�gg�ns returns, dressed for the wedd�ng. El�za
�nstantly becomes cool and elegant.

MRS. HIGGINS. The carr�age �s wa�t�ng, El�za. Are you ready?

LIZA. Qu�te. Is the Professor com�ng?

MRS. HIGGINS. Certa�nly not. He can't behave h�mself �n church. He
makes remarks out loud all the t�me on the clergyman's pronunc�at�on.

LIZA. Then I shall not see you aga�n, Professor. Good bye. [She goes to the
door].

MRS. HIGGINS [com�ng to H�gg�ns] Good-bye, dear.

HIGGINS. Good-bye, mother. [He �s about to k�ss her, when he recollects
someth�ng]. Oh, by the way, El�za, order a ham and a St�lton cheese,
w�ll you? And buy me a pa�r of re�ndeer gloves, number e�ghts, and a t�e
to match that new su�t of m�ne, at Eale & B�nman's. You can choose the



color. [H�s cheerful, careless, v�gorous vo�ce shows that he �s
�ncorr�g�ble].

LIZA [d�sda�nfully] Buy them yourself. [She sweeps out].

MRS. HIGGINS. I'm afra�d you've spo�led that g�rl, Henry. But never m�nd,
dear: I'll buy you the t�e and gloves.

HIGGINS [sunn�ly] Oh, don't bother. She'll buy em all r�ght enough. Good-
bye.

They k�ss. Mrs. H�gg�ns runs out. H�gg�ns, left alone, rattles
h�s cash �n h�s pocket; chuckles; and d�sports h�mself �n a
h�ghly self-sat�sf�ed manner.

The rest of the story need not be shown �n act�on, and
�ndeed, would hardly need tell�ng �f our �mag�nat�ons were
not so enfeebled by the�r lazy dependence on the ready-
makes and reach-me-downs of the ragshop �n wh�ch
Romance keeps �ts stock of "happy end�ngs" to m�sf�t all
stor�es. Now, the h�story of El�za Dool�ttle, though called a
romance because of the transf�gurat�on �t records seems
exceed�ngly �mprobable, �s common enough. Such
transf�gurat�ons have been ach�eved by hundreds of
resolutely amb�t�ous young women s�nce Nell Gwynne set



them the example by play�ng queens and fasc�nat�ng k�ngs
�n the theatre �n wh�ch she began by sell�ng oranges.
Nevertheless, people �n all d�rect�ons have assumed, for no
other reason than that she became the hero�ne of a
romance, that she must have marr�ed the hero of �t. Th�s �s
unbearable, not only because her l�ttle drama, �f acted on
such a thoughtless assumpt�on, must be spo�led, but
because the true sequel �s patent to anyone w�th a sense of
human nature �n general, and of fem�n�ne �nst�nct �n
part�cular.

El�za, �n tell�ng H�gg�ns she would not marry h�m �f he
asked her, was not coquett�ng: she was announc�ng a well-
cons�dered dec�s�on. When a bachelor �nterests, and
dom�nates, and teaches, and becomes �mportant to a
sp�nster, as H�gg�ns w�th El�za, she always, �f she has
character enough to be capable of �t, cons�ders very
ser�ously �ndeed whether she w�ll play for becom�ng that
bachelor's w�fe, espec�ally �f he �s so l�ttle �nterested �n
marr�age that a determ�ned and devoted woman m�ght
capture h�m �f she set herself resolutely to do �t. Her
dec�s�on w�ll depend a good deal on whether she �s really
free to choose; and that, aga�n, w�ll depend on her age and
�ncome. If she �s at the end of her youth, and has no
secur�ty for her l�vel�hood, she w�ll marry h�m because she
must marry anybody who w�ll prov�de for her. But at
El�za's age a good-look�ng g�rl does not feel that pressure;
she feels free to p�ck and choose. She �s therefore gu�ded



by her �nst�nct �n the matter. El�za's �nst�nct tells her not to
marry H�gg�ns. It does not tell her to g�ve h�m up. It �s not
�n the sl�ghtest doubt as to h�s rema�n�ng one of the
strongest personal �nterests �n her l�fe. It would be very
sorely stra�ned �f there was another woman l�kely to
supplant her w�th h�m. But as she feels sure of h�m on that
last po�nt, she has no doubt at all as to her course, and
would not have any, even �f the d�fference of twenty years
�n age, wh�ch seems so great to youth, d�d not ex�st
between them.

As our own �nst�ncts are not appealed to by her
conclus�on, let us see whether we cannot d�scover some
reason �n �t. When H�gg�ns excused h�s �nd�fference to
young women on the ground that they had an �rres�st�ble
r�val �n h�s mother, he gave the clue to h�s �nveterate old-
bachelordom. The case �s uncommon only to the extent
that remarkable mothers are uncommon. If an �mag�nat�ve
boy has a suff�c�ently r�ch mother who has �ntell�gence,
personal grace, d�gn�ty of character w�thout harshness, and
a cult�vated sense of the best art of her t�me to enable her
to make her house beaut�ful, she sets a standard for h�m
aga�nst wh�ch very few women can struggle, bes�des
effect�ng for h�m a d�sengagement of h�s affect�ons, h�s
sense of beauty, and h�s �deal�sm from h�s spec�f�cally
sexual �mpulses. Th�s makes h�m a stand�ng puzzle to the
huge number of uncult�vated people who have been
brought up �n tasteless homes by commonplace or



d�sagreeable parents, and to whom, consequently,
l�terature, pa�nt�ng, sculpture, mus�c, and affect�onate
personal relat�ons come as modes of sex �f they come at
all. The word pass�on means noth�ng else to them; and that
H�gg�ns could have a pass�on for phonet�cs and �deal�ze
h�s mother �nstead of El�za, would seem to them absurd
and unnatural. Nevertheless, when we look round and see
that hardly anyone �s too ugly or d�sagreeable to f�nd a
w�fe or a husband �f he or she wants one, wh�lst many old
ma�ds and bachelors are above the average �n qual�ty and
culture, we cannot help suspect�ng that the
d�sentanglement of sex from the assoc�at�ons w�th wh�ch �t
�s so commonly confused, a d�sentanglement wh�ch
persons of gen�us ach�eve by sheer �ntellectual analys�s, �s
somet�mes produced or a�ded by parental fasc�nat�on.

Now, though El�za was �ncapable of thus expla�n�ng to
herself H�gg�ns's form�dable powers of res�stance to the
charm that prostrated Freddy at the f�rst glance, she was
�nst�nct�vely aware that she could never obta�n a complete
gr�p of h�m, or come between h�m and h�s mother (the f�rst
necess�ty of the marr�ed woman). To put �t shortly, she
knew that for some myster�ous reason he had not the
mak�ngs of a marr�ed man �n h�m, accord�ng to her
concept�on of a husband as one to whom she would be h�s
nearest and fondest and warmest �nterest. Even had there
been no mother-r�val, she would st�ll have refused to
accept an �nterest �n herself that was secondary to



ph�losoph�c �nterests. Had Mrs. H�gg�ns d�ed, there would
st�ll have been M�lton and the Un�versal Alphabet.
Landor's remark that to those who have the greatest power
of lov�ng, love �s a secondary affa�r, would not have
recommended Landor to El�za. Put that along w�th her
resentment of H�gg�ns's dom�neer�ng super�or�ty, and her
m�strust of h�s coax�ng cleverness �n gett�ng round her and
evad�ng her wrath when he had gone too far w�th h�s
�mpetuous bully�ng, and you w�ll see that El�za's �nst�nct
had good grounds for warn�ng her not to marry her
Pygmal�on.

And now, whom d�d El�za marry? For �f H�gg�ns was a
predest�nate old bachelor, she was most certa�nly not a
predest�nate old ma�d. Well, that can be told very shortly
to those who have not guessed �t from the �nd�cat�ons she
has herself g�ven them.

Almost �mmed�ately after El�za �s stung �nto
procla�m�ng her cons�dered determ�nat�on not to marry
H�gg�ns, she ment�ons the fact that young Mr. Freder�ck
Eynsford H�ll �s pour�ng out h�s love for her da�ly through
the post. Now Freddy �s young, pract�cally twenty years
younger than H�gg�ns: he �s a gentleman (or, as El�za
would qual�fy h�m, a toff), and speaks l�ke one; he �s
n�cely dressed, �s treated by the Colonel as an equal, loves
her unaffectedly, and �s not her master, nor ever l�kely to
dom�nate her �n sp�te of h�s advantage of soc�al stand�ng.
El�za has no use for the fool�sh romant�c trad�t�on that all



women love to be mastered, �f not actually bull�ed and
beaten. "When you go to women," says N�etzsche, "take
your wh�p w�th you." Sens�ble despots have never
conf�ned that precaut�on to women: they have taken the�r
wh�ps w�th them when they have dealt w�th men, and been
slav�shly �deal�zed by the men over whom they have
flour�shed the wh�p much more than by women. No doubt
there are slav�sh women as well as slav�sh men; and
women, l�ke men, adm�re those that are stronger than
themselves. But to adm�re a strong person and to l�ve
under that strong person's thumb are two d�fferent th�ngs.
The weak may not be adm�red and hero-worsh�pped; but
they are by no means d�sl�ked or shunned; and they never
seem to have the least d�ff�culty �n marry�ng people who
are too good for them. They may fa�l �n emergenc�es; but
l�fe �s not one long emergency: �t �s mostly a str�ng of
s�tuat�ons for wh�ch no except�onal strength �s needed, and
w�th wh�ch even rather weak people can cope �f they have
a stronger partner to help them out. Accord�ngly, �t �s a
truth everywhere �n ev�dence that strong people, mascul�ne
or fem�n�ne, not only do not marry stronger people, but do
not show any preference for them �n select�ng the�r
fr�ends. When a l�on meets another w�th a louder roar "the
f�rst l�on th�nks the last a bore." The man or woman who
feels strong enough for two, seeks for every other qual�ty
�n a partner than strength.



The converse �s also true. Weak people want to marry
strong people who do not fr�ghten them too much; and th�s
often leads them to make the m�stake we descr�be
metaphor�cally as "b�t�ng off more than they can chew."
They want too much for too l�ttle; and when the barga�n �s
unreasonable beyond all bear�ng, the un�on becomes
�mposs�ble: �t ends �n the weaker party be�ng e�ther
d�scarded or borne as a cross, wh�ch �s worse. People who
are not only weak, but s�lly or obtuse as well, are often �n
these d�ff�cult�es.

Th�s be�ng the state of human affa�rs, what �s El�za
fa�rly sure to do when she �s placed between Freddy and
H�gg�ns? W�ll she look forward to a l�fet�me of fetch�ng
H�gg�ns's sl�ppers or to a l�fet�me of Freddy fetch�ng hers?
There can be no doubt about the answer. Unless Freddy �s
b�olog�cally repuls�ve to her, and H�gg�ns b�olog�cally
attract�ve to a degree that overwhelms all her other
�nst�ncts, she w�ll, �f she marr�es e�ther of them, marry
Freddy.

And that �s just what El�za d�d.

Compl�cat�ons ensued; but they were econom�c, not
romant�c. Freddy had no money and no occupat�on. H�s
mother's jo�nture, a last rel�c of the opulence of Largelady
Park, had enabled her to struggle along �n Earlscourt w�th
an a�r of gent�l�ty, but not to procure any ser�ous secondary
educat�on for her ch�ldren, much less g�ve the boy a



profess�on. A clerksh�p at th�rty sh�ll�ngs a week was
beneath Freddy's d�gn�ty, and extremely d�stasteful to h�m
bes�des. H�s prospects cons�sted of a hope that �f he kept
up appearances somebody would do someth�ng for h�m.
The someth�ng appeared vaguely to h�s �mag�nat�on as a
pr�vate secretarysh�p or a s�necure of some sort. To h�s
mother �t perhaps appeared as a marr�age to some lady of
means who could not res�st her boy's n�ceness. Fancy her
feel�ngs when he marr�ed a flower g�rl who had become
declassee under extraord�nary c�rcumstances wh�ch were
now notor�ous!

It �s true that El�za's s�tuat�on d�d not seem wholly
�nel�g�ble. Her father, though formerly a dustman, and now
fantast�cally d�sclassed, had become extremely popular �n
the smartest soc�ety by a soc�al talent wh�ch tr�umphed
over every prejud�ce and every d�sadvantage. Rejected by
the m�ddle class, wh�ch he loathed, he had shot up at once
�nto the h�ghest c�rcles by h�s w�t, h�s dustmansh�p (wh�ch
he carr�ed l�ke a banner), and h�s N�etzschean
transcendence of good and ev�l. At �nt�mate ducal d�nners
he sat on the r�ght hand of the Duchess; and �n country
houses he smoked �n the pantry and was made much of by
the butler when he was not feed�ng �n the d�n�ng-room and
be�ng consulted by cab�net m�n�sters. But he found �t
almost as hard to do all th�s on four thousand a year as
Mrs. Eynsford H�ll to l�ve �n Earlscourt on an �ncome so
p�t�ably smaller that I have not the heart to d�sclose �ts



exact f�gure. He absolutely refused to add the last straw to
h�s burden by contr�but�ng to El�za's support.

Thus Freddy and El�za, now Mr. and Mrs. Eynsford
H�ll, would have spent a penn�less honeymoon but for a
wedd�ng present of 500 pounds from the Colonel to El�za.
It lasted a long t�me because Freddy d�d not know how to
spend money, never hav�ng had any to spend, and El�za,
soc�ally tra�ned by a pa�r of old bachelors, wore her
clothes as long as they held together and looked pretty,
w�thout the least regard to the�r be�ng many months out of
fash�on. St�ll, 500 pounds w�ll not last two young people
for ever; and they both knew, and El�za felt as well, that
they must sh�ft for themselves �n the end. She could
quarter herself on W�mpole Street because �t had come to
be her home; but she was qu�te aware that she ought not to
quarter Freddy there, and that �t would not be good for h�s
character �f she d�d.

Not that the W�mpole Street bachelors objected. When
she consulted them, H�gg�ns decl�ned to be bothered about
her hous�ng problem when that solut�on was so s�mple.
El�za's des�re to have Freddy �n the house w�th her seemed
of no more �mportance than �f she had wanted an extra
p�ece of bedroom furn�ture. Pleas as to Freddy's character,
and the moral obl�gat�on on h�m to earn h�s own l�v�ng,
were lost on H�gg�ns. He den�ed that Freddy had any
character, and declared that �f he tr�ed to do any useful
work some competent person would have the trouble of



undo�ng �t: a procedure �nvolv�ng a net loss to the
commun�ty, and great unhapp�ness to Freddy h�mself, who
was obv�ously �ntended by Nature for such l�ght work as
amus�ng El�za, wh�ch, H�gg�ns declared, was a much more
useful and honorable occupat�on than work�ng �n the c�ty.
When El�za referred aga�n to her project of teach�ng
phonet�cs, H�gg�ns abated not a jot of h�s v�olent
oppos�t�on to �t. He sa�d she was not w�th�n ten years of
be�ng qual�f�ed to meddle w�th h�s pet subject; and as �t
was ev�dent that the Colonel agreed w�th h�m, she felt she
could not go aga�nst them �n th�s grave matter, and that she
had no r�ght, w�thout H�gg�ns's consent, to explo�t the
knowledge he had g�ven her; for h�s knowledge seemed to
her as much h�s pr�vate property as h�s watch: El�za was
no commun�st. Bes�des, she was superst�t�ously devoted to
them both, more ent�rely and frankly after her marr�age
than before �t.

It was the Colonel who f�nally solved the problem,
wh�ch had cost h�m much perplexed cog�tat�on. He one
day asked El�za, rather shyly, whether she had qu�te g�ven
up her not�on of keep�ng a flower shop. She repl�ed that
she had thought of �t, but had put �t out of her head,
because the Colonel had sa�d, that day at Mrs. H�gg�ns's,
that �t would never do. The Colonel confessed that when
he sa�d that, he had not qu�te recovered from the dazzl�ng
�mpress�on of the day before. They broke the matter to
H�gg�ns that even�ng. The sole comment vouchsafed by



h�m very nearly led to a ser�ous quarrel w�th El�za. It was
to the effect that she would have �n Freddy an �deal errand
boy.

Freddy h�mself was next sounded on the subject. He
sa�d he had been th�nk�ng of a shop h�mself; though �t had
presented �tself to h�s penn�lessness as a small place �n
wh�ch El�za should sell tobacco at one counter wh�lst he
sold newspapers at the oppos�te one. But he agreed that �t
would be extraord�nar�ly jolly to go early every morn�ng
w�th El�za to Covent Garden and buy flowers on the scene
of the�r f�rst meet�ng: a sent�ment wh�ch earned h�m many
k�sses from h�s w�fe. He added that he had always been
afra�d to propose anyth�ng of the sort, because Clara
would make an awful row about a step that must damage
her matr�mon�al chances, and h�s mother could not be
expected to l�ke �t after cl�ng�ng for so many years to that
step of the soc�al ladder on wh�ch reta�l trade �s
�mposs�ble.

Th�s d�ff�culty was removed by an event h�ghly
unexpected by Freddy's mother. Clara, �n the course of her
�ncurs�ons �nto those art�st�c c�rcles wh�ch were the h�ghest
w�th�n her reach, d�scovered that her conversat�onal
qual�f�cat�ons were expected to �nclude a ground�ng �n the
novels of Mr. H.G. Wells. She borrowed them �n var�ous
d�rect�ons so energet�cally that she swallowed them all
w�th�n two months. The result was a convers�on of a k�nd
qu�te common today. A modern Acts of the Apostles



would f�ll f�fty whole B�bles �f anyone were capable of
wr�t�ng �t.

Poor Clara, who appeared to H�gg�ns and h�s mother as
a d�sagreeable and r�d�culous person, and to her own
mother as �n some �nexpl�cable way a soc�al fa�lure, had
never seen herself �n e�ther l�ght; for, though to some
extent r�d�culed and m�m�cked �n West Kens�ngton l�ke
everybody else there, she was accepted as a rat�onal and
normal—or shall we say �nev�table?—sort of human
be�ng. At worst they called her The Pusher; but to them no
more than to herself had �t ever occurred that she was
push�ng the a�r, and push�ng �t �n a wrong d�rect�on. St�ll,
she was not happy. She was grow�ng desperate. Her one
asset, the fact that her mother was what the Epsom
greengrocer called a carr�age lady had no exchange value,
apparently. It had prevented her from gett�ng educated,
because the only educat�on she could have afforded was
educat�on w�th the Earlscourt green grocer's daughter. It
had led her to seek the soc�ety of her mother's class; and
that class s�mply would not have her, because she was
much poorer than the greengrocer, and, far from be�ng
able to afford a ma�d, could not afford even a housema�d,
and had to scrape along at home w�th an �ll�berally treated
general servant. Under such c�rcumstances noth�ng could
g�ve her an a�r of be�ng a genu�ne product of Largelady
Park. And yet �ts trad�t�on made her regard a marr�age w�th
anyone w�th�n her reach as an unbearable hum�l�at�on.



Commerc�al people and profess�onal people �n a small
way were od�ous to her. She ran after pa�nters and
novel�sts; but she d�d not charm them; and her bold
attempts to p�ck up and pract�se art�st�c and l�terary talk
�rr�tated them. She was, �n short, an utter fa�lure, an
�gnorant, �ncompetent, pretent�ous, unwelcome, penn�less,
useless l�ttle snob; and though she d�d not adm�t these
d�squal�f�cat�ons (for nobody ever faces unpleasant truths
of th�s k�nd unt�l the poss�b�l�ty of a way out dawns on
them) she felt the�r effects too keenly to be sat�sf�ed w�th
her pos�t�on.

Clara had a startl�ng eyeopener when, on be�ng suddenly
wakened to enthus�asm by a g�rl of her own age who
dazzled her and produced �n her a gush�ng des�re to take
her for a model, and ga�n her fr�endsh�p, she d�scovered
that th�s exqu�s�te appar�t�on had graduated from the gutter
�n a few months' t�me. It shook her so v�olently, that when
Mr. H. G. Wells l�fted her on the po�nt of h�s pu�ssant pen,
and placed her at the angle of v�ew from wh�ch the l�fe she
was lead�ng and the soc�ety to wh�ch she clung appeared
�n �ts true relat�on to real human needs and worthy soc�al
structure, he effected a convers�on and a conv�ct�on of s�n
comparable to the most sensat�onal feats of General Booth
or Gypsy Sm�th. Clara's snobbery went bang. L�fe
suddenly began to move w�th her. W�thout know�ng how
or why, she began to make fr�ends and enem�es. Some of
the acqua�ntances to whom she had been a ted�ous or



�nd�fferent or r�d�culous affl�ct�on, dropped her: others
became cord�al. To her amazement she found that some
"qu�te n�ce" people were saturated w�th Wells, and that th�s
access�b�l�ty to �deas was the secret of the�r n�ceness.
People she had thought deeply rel�g�ous, and had tr�ed to
conc�l�ate on that tack w�th d�sastrous results, suddenly
took an �nterest �n her, and revealed a host�l�ty to
convent�onal rel�g�on wh�ch she had never conce�ved
poss�ble except among the most desperate characters.
They made her read Galsworthy; and Galsworthy exposed
the van�ty of Largelady Park and f�n�shed her. It
exasperated her to th�nk that the dungeon �n wh�ch she had
langu�shed for so many unhappy years had been unlocked
all the t�me, and that the �mpulses she had so carefully
struggled w�th and st�fled for the sake of keep�ng well w�th
soc�ety, were prec�sely those by wh�ch alone she could
have come �nto any sort of s�ncere human contact. In the
rad�ance of these d�scover�es, and the tumult of the�r
react�on, she made a fool of herself as freely and
consp�cuously as when she so rashly adopted El�za's
explet�ve �n Mrs. H�gg�ns's draw�ng-room; for the new-
born Wells�an had to f�nd her bear�ngs almost as
r�d�culously as a baby; but nobody hates a baby for �ts
�nept�tudes, or th�nks the worse of �t for try�ng to eat the
matches; and Clara lost no fr�ends by her foll�es. They
laughed at her to her face th�s t�me; and she had to defend
herself and f�ght �t out as best she could.



When Freddy pa�d a v�s�t to Earlscourt (wh�ch he never
d�d when he could poss�bly help �t) to make the desolat�ng
announcement that he and h�s El�za were th�nk�ng of
blacken�ng the Largelady scutcheon by open�ng a shop, he
found the l�ttle household already convulsed by a pr�or
announcement from Clara that she also was go�ng to work
�n an old furn�ture shop �n Dover Street, wh�ch had been
started by a fellow Wells�an. Th�s appo�ntment Clara
owed, after all, to her old soc�al accompl�shment of Push.
She had made up her m�nd that, cost what �t m�ght, she
would see Mr. Wells �n the flesh; and she had ach�eved her
end at a garden party. She had better luck than so rash an
enterpr�se deserved. Mr. Wells came up to her
expectat�ons. Age had not w�thered h�m, nor could custom
stale h�s �nf�n�te var�ety �n half an hour. H�s pleasant
neatness and compactness, h�s small hands and feet, h�s
teem�ng ready bra�n, h�s unaffected access�b�l�ty, and a
certa�n f�ne apprehens�veness wh�ch stamped h�m as
suscept�ble from h�s topmost ha�r to h�s t�pmost toe,
proved �rres�st�ble. Clara talked of noth�ng else for weeks
and weeks afterwards. And as she happened to talk to the
lady of the furn�ture shop, and that lady also des�red above
all th�ngs to know Mr. Wells and sell pretty th�ngs to h�m,
she offered Clara a job on the chance of ach�ev�ng that end
through her.

And so �t came about that El�za's luck held, and the
expected oppos�t�on to the flower shop melted away. The



shop �s �n the arcade of a ra�lway stat�on not very far from
the V�ctor�a and Albert Museum; and �f you l�ve �n that
ne�ghborhood you may go there any day and buy a
buttonhole from El�za.

Now here �s a last opportun�ty for romance. Would you
not l�ke to be assured that the shop was an �mmense
success, thanks to El�za's charms and her early bus�ness
exper�ence �n Covent Garden? Alas! the truth �s the truth:
the shop d�d not pay for a long t�me, s�mply because El�za
and her Freddy d�d not know how to keep �t. True, El�za
had not to beg�n at the very beg�nn�ng: she knew the
names and pr�ces of the cheaper flowers; and her elat�on
was unbounded when she found that Freddy, l�ke all
youths educated at cheap, pretent�ous, and thoroughly
�neff�c�ent schools, knew a l�ttle Lat�n. It was very l�ttle,
but enough to make h�m appear to her a Porson or Bentley,
and to put h�m at h�s ease w�th botan�cal nomenclature.
Unfortunately he knew noth�ng else; and El�za, though she
could count money up to e�ghteen sh�ll�ngs or so, and had
acqu�red a certa�n fam�l�ar�ty w�th the language of M�lton
from her struggles to qual�fy herself for w�nn�ng H�gg�ns's
bet, could not wr�te out a b�ll w�thout utterly d�sgrac�ng the
establ�shment. Freddy's power of stat�ng �n Lat�n that
Balbus bu�lt a wall and that Gaul was d�v�ded �nto three
parts d�d not carry w�th �t the sl�ghtest knowledge of
accounts or bus�ness: Colonel P�cker�ng had to expla�n to
h�m what a cheque book and a bank account meant. And



the pa�r were by no means eas�ly teachable. Freddy backed
up El�za �n her obst�nate refusal to bel�eve that they could
save money by engag�ng a bookkeeper w�th some
knowledge of the bus�ness. How, they argued, could you
poss�bly save money by go�ng to extra expense when you
already could not make both ends meet? But the Colonel,
after mak�ng the ends meet over and over aga�n, at last
gently �ns�sted; and El�za, humbled to the dust by hav�ng
to beg from h�m so often, and stung by the uproar�ous
der�s�on of H�gg�ns, to whom the not�on of Freddy
succeed�ng at anyth�ng was a joke that never palled,
grasped the fact that bus�ness, l�ke phonet�cs, has to be
learned.

On the p�teous spectacle of the pa�r spend�ng the�r
even�ngs �n shorthand schools and polytechn�c classes,
learn�ng bookkeep�ng and typewr�t�ng w�th �nc�p�ent
jun�or clerks, male and female, from the elementary
schools, let me not dwell. There were even classes at the
London School of Econom�cs, and a humble personal
appeal to the d�rector of that �nst�tut�on to recommend a
course bear�ng on the flower bus�ness. He, be�ng a
humor�st, expla�ned to them the method of the celebrated
D�ckens�an essay on Ch�nese Metaphys�cs by the
gentleman who read an art�cle on Ch�na and an art�cle on
Metaphys�cs and comb�ned the �nformat�on. He suggested
that they should comb�ne the London School w�th Kew
Gardens. El�za, to whom the procedure of the D�ckens�an



gentleman seemed perfectly correct (as �n fact �t was) and
not �n the least funny (wh�ch was only her �gnorance) took
h�s adv�ce w�th ent�re grav�ty. But the effort that cost her
the deepest hum�l�at�on was a request to H�gg�ns, whose
pet art�st�c fancy, next to M�lton's verse, was call�graphy,
and who h�mself wrote a most beaut�ful Ital�an hand, that
he would teach her to wr�te. He declared that she was
congen�tally �ncapable of form�ng a s�ngle letter worthy of
the least of M�lton's words; but she pers�sted; and aga�n he
suddenly threw h�mself �nto the task of teach�ng her w�th a
comb�nat�on of stormy �ntens�ty, concentrated pat�ence,
and occas�onal bursts of �nterest�ng d�squ�s�t�on on the
beauty and nob�l�ty, the august m�ss�on and dest�ny, of
human handwr�t�ng. El�za ended by acqu�r�ng an
extremely uncommerc�al scr�pt wh�ch was a pos�t�ve
extens�on of her personal beauty, and spend�ng three t�mes
as much on stat�onery as anyone else because certa�n
qual�t�es and shapes of paper became �nd�spensable to her.
She could not even address an envelope �n the usual way
because �t made the marg�ns all wrong.

The�r commerc�al school days were a per�od of d�sgrace
and despa�r for the young couple. They seemed to be
learn�ng noth�ng about flower shops. At last they gave �t
up as hopeless, and shook the dust of the shorthand
schools, and the polytechn�cs, and the London School of
Econom�cs from the�r feet for ever. Bes�des, the bus�ness
was �n some myster�ous way beg�nn�ng to take care of



�tself. They had somehow forgotten the�r object�ons to
employ�ng other people. They came to the conclus�on that
the�r own way was the best, and that they had really a
remarkable talent for bus�ness. The Colonel, who had been
compelled for some years to keep a suff�c�ent sum on
current account at h�s bankers to make up the�r def�c�ts,
found that the prov�s�on was unnecessary: the young
people were prosper�ng. It �s true that there was not qu�te
fa�r play between them and the�r compet�tors �n trade.
The�r week-ends �n the country cost them noth�ng, and
saved them the pr�ce of the�r Sunday d�nners; for the
motor car was the Colonel's; and he and H�gg�ns pa�d the
hotel b�lls. Mr. F. H�ll, flor�st and greengrocer (they soon
d�scovered that there was money �n asparagus; and
asparagus led to other vegetables), had an a�r wh�ch
stamped the bus�ness as classy; and �n pr�vate l�fe he was
st�ll Freder�ck Eynsford H�ll, Esqu�re. Not that there was
any swank about h�m: nobody but El�za knew that he had
been chr�stened Freder�ck Challoner. El�za herself
swanked l�ke anyth�ng.

That �s all. That �s how �t has turned out. It �s
aston�sh�ng how much El�za st�ll manages to meddle �n the
housekeep�ng at W�mpole Street �n sp�te of the shop and
her own fam�ly. And �t �s notable that though she never
nags her husband, and frankly loves the Colonel as �f she
were h�s favor�te daughter, she has never got out of the
hab�t of nagg�ng H�gg�ns that was establ�shed on the fatal



n�ght when she won h�s bet for h�m. She snaps h�s head off
on the fa�ntest provocat�on, or on none. He no longer dares
to tease her by assum�ng an abysmal �nfer�or�ty of
Freddy's m�nd to h�s own. He storms and bull�es and
der�des; but she stands up to h�m so ruthlessly that the
Colonel has to ask her from t�me to t�me to be k�nder to
H�gg�ns; and �t �s the only request of h�s that br�ngs a
mul�sh express�on �nto her face. Noth�ng but some
emergency or calam�ty great enough to break down all
l�kes and d�sl�kes, and throw them both back on the�r
common human�ty—and may they be spared any such
tr�al!—w�ll ever alter th�s. She knows that H�gg�ns does
not need her, just as her father d�d not need her. The very
scrupulousness w�th wh�ch he told her that day that he had
become used to hav�ng her there, and dependent on her for
all sorts of l�ttle serv�ces, and that he should m�ss her �f she
went away (�t would never have occurred to Freddy or the
Colonel to say anyth�ng of the sort) deepens her �nner
certa�nty that she �s "no more to h�m than them sl�ppers",
yet she has a sense, too, that h�s �nd�fference �s deeper than
the �nfatuat�on of commoner souls. She �s �mmensely
�nterested �n h�m. She has even secret m�sch�evous
moments �n wh�ch she w�shes she could get h�m alone, on
a desert �sland, away from all t�es and w�th nobody else �n
the world to cons�der, and just drag h�m off h�s pedestal
and see h�m mak�ng love l�ke any common man. We all
have pr�vate �mag�nat�ons of that sort. But when �t comes
to bus�ness, to the l�fe that she really leads as d�st�ngu�shed



from the l�fe of dreams and fanc�es, she l�kes Freddy and
she l�kes the Colonel; and she does not l�ke H�gg�ns and
Mr. Dool�ttle. Galatea never does qu�te l�ke Pygmal�on: h�s
relat�on to her �s too godl�ke to be altogether agreeable.
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