PYGMALION. 

By GEORGE BERNARD SHAW. 

Adapted for the AMERICAN DRAMA GROUP by Peter Joucla.

Actor One:

to play Higgins.

Actor Two:

to play Eliza.

Actor Three:

to play Mrs Pearce, Mrs Higgins, Drunk and 




Hostess.

Actor  Four:

to play Pickering and Mrs Eynsford Hill.

Actor  Five:

to play Freddy, Doolittle and Nepommuck.

ACT ONE: SCENE  ONE: ON A STREET OUTSIDE CONVENT GARDEN.

DRUNK SITS IN THE ALCOVE, WRAPPED IN A BLANKET, BEGGING AS PEOPLE PASS BY. SHE SINGS A DRUNK VERSION OF "AIN'T IT ALL A BLOOMIN' SHAME." ELIZA ENTERS VIA THE AUDIENCE, TRYING TO SELL FLOWERS. SHE JOINS THE DRUNK ON STAGE. 

THE RAIN STARTS. 

HIGGINS ENTERS AND SHELTERS FROM THE RAIN.

HIGGINS: 
(LOOKING UP AT THE RAIN) Bloody Hell. Bloody, bloody
hell.

ENTER MRS EYNSFORD HILL, LOOKING FOR HER SON FREDDY.

MRS E:
Freddy? Oh sorry. I thought you were my son.

(FURIOUS, HALF TO HERSELF, HALF TO HIGGINS) I'm getting chilled to the bone. What can my son be doing all this time? He's been gone twenty minutes.  He ought to have found a cab by now.

DRUNK:
He won't get a cab not until half past eleven, missus, 



when they come back after dropping their theatre fares.

MRS E:
But I must have a cab. I can't stand here until half past 


eleven. It's too bad.

DRUNK: 
Well it ain't my fault, missus.

MRS E:
If Freddy had a bit of gumption, he would have got one at 


the theatre door. Other people got cabs. Why couldn't he?

FREDDY RUSHES IN OUT OF THE RAIN, CLOSING A DRIPPING UMBRELLA.



Freddy! Well? Haven't you got a cab?

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

MRS E:
Oh Freddy, there must be one. You can't have tried. Do 


you expect me to go and find one myself?

FREDDY:
I tell you, they're all engaged. The rain was so sudden. 


I've been to Charing Cross one way and nearly to Ludgate 

Circus the other. They're all engaged.

MRS E:
You haven't tried at all. Am I to stand here all night, 



with nearly next to nothing on? You selfish pig. 

FREDDY:
- Oh very well, mother. I'll go.

FREDDY RUSHES OFF BUT COMES INTO COLLISION WITH ELIZA, A FLOWER GIRL, KNOCKING HER BASKET OUT OF HER HANDS.

A BLINDING FLASH OF LIGHTNING, FOLLOWED BY A RATTLING PEEL OF THUNDER ORCHESTRATES THE INCIDENT.

ELIZA:
Now then Freddy. Look where you're goin' dear.

FREDDY:
Sorry. (HE RUSHES OFF)

ELIZA:
(PICKING UP HER SCATTERED FLOWERS AND REPLACING THEM IN HER BASKET.) There's manners for yer. 
Two bunches of violets trod into the mud.

MRS E:
How do you know that my son's name is Freddy?

ELIZA:
(IN THICK COCKNEY ACCENT) Oh, he's your son, is he? Well 

if you had done your duty by him, as a mother should, he 


would know better than to spoil a poor girl's flowers and 


run away without paying. Will you pay me for them?

MRS E:
I didn't understand a word of that.

DRUNK:
She said - 'Oh, ee's your son,is he? Well if...

MRS E:
(TO DRUNK) Oh be quiet. 



(TO ELIZA) Tell me how do you know that young gentleman's 

name?

ELIZA:
I didn't.

MRS E:
I heard you call him by it. Don't try to deceive me.

ELIZA:
(PROTESTING) Who's trying to deceive you? I called him 


Freddy or Charlie, same as you might yourself if you was 


talking to a stranger and wished to be pleasant. 

ELIZA MAY ADD A BARELY AUDIBLE 'STUPID BITCH' OR BELCH INTO MRS EYNSFORD HILL'S FACE. AT WHICH POINT MRS E. LEAVES IN DISGUST. ELIZA SHARES HER SCORN WITH THE DRUNK, BY SINGING 'IT'S THE SAME THE WHOLE WORLD OVER'. AS THE DRUNK FINISHES THE SONG SHE BECOMES AWARE OF THE FACT THAT HIGGINS IS COPYING DOWN THE WORDS IN HIS BOOK. 

PICKERING ENTERS AND MOVES TO THE SHELTER.

PICK:

Phew! (TO ELIZA) Is there any sign of it stopping?

DRUNK:
'Fraid not. It started worse than ever about two minutes 


ago.

PICK:

Oh dear...

ELIZA:
Cheer up, Captain, and buy a flower off a poor girl.

PICK:

I'm sorry. I haven't any change.

ELIZA:
I can give you change, Captain.

PICK:

For a sovereign? I've nothing less.

ELIZA:
Garn!  Oh, do buy a flower off me, Captain. I can change 


half a crown.

PICK:

Now don't be troublesome, there's a good girl. (TRYING 


HIS POCKETS) I really haven't any change. Stop. Here's 


three hapence, if that's any use to you. 

ELIZA:
(DISAPPOINTED) Thank you sir.

DRUNK:
You be careful. Give him a flower for it. There's a bloke 


behind here (POINTING TO HIGGINS UPSTAGE) taking down 

every blessed word you're saying. 

ELIZA:
(SPRINGING UP TERRIFIED) I ain't done nothing wrong by
speaking to the gentleman. I've a right to sell flowers if I keep off the kerb. (HYSTERICALLY) I'm a respectable girl, so help me. I never spoke to him, except to ask him to buy a flower off me.



(TO PICKERING) Oh sir, don't let him charge me!

HIGGINS:
There, there. Who's hurting you, you silly girl? What do
you take me for?

DRUNK:
She thought you was a policeman.

ELIZA:
(STILL HYSTERICAL) I take my bible oath I never said a
word....

HIGGINS:
Oh shut up. Do I look like a policeman?

ELIZA:
Then what did you take down my words for? How do I know
 

whether you took me down right? You just show me what
 

you've wrote about me.

HIGGINS OPENS THE BOOK AND HOLDS IT UNDER HER NOSE.



What's that? That ain't proper writing. I can't read
that.

HIGGINS:
I can. (HE READS, REPRODUCING HER PRONOUNCIATION
EXACTLY)



'Cheer up Captain, and buy a flower off a poor girl.'

ELIZA:
(MUCH DISTRESSED) It's because I called him Captain. 
I meant no harm.



(TO PICKERING) Oh sir. Don't let him lay a charge against
 

me for a word like that.

PICK:

Charge? I make no charge. (TO HIGGINS) Really sir, if you
 

are a detective, you need not begin protecting me against
 

molestation by young women until I ask you. Anyone could
 

see the girl meant no harm. 

HIGGINS:
(TO ELIZA) I am simply trying to work out from your


speech, which part of Lisson Grove you were born in. 


ELIZA:
(APPAULLED) Who told you I lived in Lisson Grove?



'Ere, who are you? What's goin' on? I ain't done nothing
 

wrong! (IN TEARS) Booo-hooo-hoo!

HIGGINS:
Bloody hell - stop that noise.

PICK:

(TO ELIZA) Come come. He can't touch you. You have a 


right to live where you please.

ELIZA:
Yeah. I'm a good girl, I am. Ain't no call to meddle with
 

me, he ain't. 

DRUNK:
(TO HIGGINS) 'Ere - do you know where I come from?

HIGGINS:
Hoxton.

DRUNK:
Blimey - you know everything, you do. 

ELIZA:
Ain't no call to meddle wiv me, he ain't.

DRUNK:
Course he ain't. (TO HIGGINS) You take us for dirt under
 

your feet. (POINTING TO PICK)



You tell him where he come from, if you want to go


fortune telling.

HIGGINS:
Cheltenham, Harrow, Cambridge and India.

PICK:

(INDIGNANT) Quite right.

THE DRUNK LAUGHS. ELIZA SITS AND ARRANGES HER BASKET, STILL PITYING HERSELF IN MURMURS, STILL ANGRY WITH HIGGINS.

ELIZA:
Poor girl. Hard enough for me to live without being
worrited and chivied.

PICK:

(TO HIGGINS) May I ask, sir - do you do this for your 


living at a music hall?

HIGGINS:
I've thought of that. Perhaps I shall one day.

FREDDY REAPPEARS, LOOKING FOR HIS MOTHER.

FREDDY:
Mother? Mother!

HIGGINS:
(POINTING AT FREDDY) Earl's Court.

FREDDY:
(MOVING OVER TO HIGGINS) I beg your pardon?

HIGGINS:
Earl's Court. And your mother's Epsom, unmistakably.

FREDDY:
How very curious! How did you....?



(HE SEES AN EMPTY CAB AND RUSHES OFF) Excuse me.



(CALLING OFF) Taxi! Taxi! WAIT!

PICK:

How do you do it, may I ask?

HIGGINS:
Simply phonetics. The science of speech. That's my
profession. It is also my hobby. You can spot a German by 

his trousers, a Frenchman by his tie...

ELIZA:
(STILL WIMPERING) Ought to be ashamed of himself.....

HIGGINS:
I can place a man within six miles. I can place him
within two miles in London. Sometimes within two streets.

ELIZA:
Unmanly coward.....

PICK:

But is there a living in that?

HIGGINS:
Oh yes. This is an age of upstarts. Men begin in Kentish
 

Town with eighty pounds a year, and end in Park Lane 


with a hundred thousand. They want to drop Kentish
Town but give themselves away every time they open their 

mouths. Now I can teach them....

ELIZA:
....Let him mind his own business and leave a poor
girl....

HIGGINS:
- (EXPLOSIVELY) Woman: cease this detestable boo-hooing
instantly, or seek the shelter of some other place!

ELIZA:
I've a right to be here if I like - same as you.

HIGGINS:
A woman who utters such disgusting sounds has no right to
 

be anywhere - no  right to live. Remember that you
 

are a human being, with a soul and the divine gift of
 

articulate speech: that your native language is the
language of Shakespeare, Milton and the Bible. Don't sit 

there crooning like a bilious pidgeon!

ELIZA:
(QUITE OVERHWELMED) Aaaah-ooooow!

HIGGINS:
(WHIPPING OUT HIS BOOK) Heavens! What a sound! (HE 


WRITES, THEN HOLDS OUT THE BOOK AND READS) 
'Aaaah-ooooow!'

ELIZA:
(TICKLED BY THE PERFORMANCE, AND LAUGHING IN
SPITE OF HERSELF) Garn!

HIGGINS:
You see this creature with her kerbstone English: the
 

English that will keep her in the gutter to the end of her days. 


Well sir, in three months I could pass that girl off as a dutchess at
an ambassador's garden party. 

ELIZA:
What did you say?

HIGGINS:
Yes, you squashed cabbage leaf. I could pass you off as
the Queen of Sheba. (TO PICK) Can you believe that?

PICK:

Of course I can. I am myself a student of Indian
dialects, and....

HIGGINS:
Are you? Do you know Colonel Pickering, the author of
Spoken Sanscrit?

PICK:

I am Colonel Pickering. Who are you?

HIGGINGS:
Henry Higgins, author of Higgins Universal Alphabet.

PICK:

(WITH ENTHUSIASM) I came from India to meet you!

HIGGINS:
I was going to India to meet you!

PICK:

Where do you live?

HIGGINS:
27A Wimpole Street. Come and see me tomorrow.

PICK:

I'm at the Carlton. Come with me now and we can have a
jaw over some supper.

HIGGINS:
Right you are.

ELIZA:
(TO PICKERING AS HE PASSES HER) Buy a flower kind 


gentleman. I'm short for my lodging.

PICK:

I really haven't any change. I'm sorry. (HE MOVES AWAY)

HIGGINS:
(SHOCKED AT THE GIRL'S MENDACITY) Liar. You said you
could change half a crown.

ELIZA:
(RISING IN DESPERATION) You ought to be stuffed with 


nails, you ought.  (FLINGING THE BASKET AT HIS FEET) 
Take the whole bloomin' lot for sixpence.

HIGGINS THINKS FOR  A SECOND AND THEN THROWS A HANDFUL OF MONEY INTO THE BASKET AND GOES.



(PICKING UP HALF A CROWN) Aaah-ooo! (PICKING UP A
COUPLE OF FLORINS) AAAaaaah-ow-aaah! (PICKING UP
HALF A SOVEREIGN) 
AAAAAaaaaaaaaah-ooooouuugh!

WE HEAR A TAXI PULLING UP. FREDDY SPRINGS UP AND APPROACHES ELIZA.

FREDDY:
Hello. Where is my mother? Where is the lady that`was
 

here just now?

ELIZA:
Oh. She left when the rain stopped.

FREDDY:
And left me with a cab on my hands! Damnation!

ELIZA:
Never mind, young man. I'm going home in a taxi. (CALLING 

OFF TO TAXI DRIVER) It's all right, Charlie. A taxi fare
ain't no object to me. (SHE STOPS AND TURNS BACK TO FREDDY) Goodbye. "Freddy."

ELIZA EXITS. FREDDY, DAZED, RAISES HIS HAT.

FREDDY:
Goodbye.

_____________________________________________________

SCENE TWO: HIGGINS' LABORATORY IN WIMPOLE STREET.

PICKERING AND HIGGINS ARE DOWNSTAGE LISTENING TO A SELECTION OF VOICES  (EITHER REGIONAL ACCENTS,  GENERATED BY ACTORS OFFSTAGE, OR HE'S SPEAKING THEM HIMSELF). HIGGINS MAY HAVE A MAP OF ENGLAND TO HAND, AND BE POINTING OUT THEIR ORIGIN. 

PICKERING MAY BE ASLEEP AND WAKE UP SUDDENLY - TO SUGGEST THAT HIGGINS' 'LESSON' HAS GONE ON TOO LONG.

MRS PEARCE ENTERS. 

PEARCE:
Mr Higgins?



Sorry to disturb you, sir. 

HIGGINS:
Oh. It's you, Mrs Pearce. 

PEARCE:
The mail. (SHE SHOWS HIM A HANDFUL OF LETTERS)

HIGGINS:
Pay the bills and say no to the invitations.

PEARCE:
There's another letter from that American millionaire,
 

Ezra D. Wallingford. He still wants you to lecture for his moral
reform league. 

HIGGINS:
Throw it away.

PEARCE:
It's the third letter he's written to you. You should at
 

least answer it. 

HIGGINS:
Oh very well. Leave it on my desk.

MRS PEARCE EXITS. 

PICKERING FALLS OFF HIS CHAIR AND SUDDENLY WAKES.

HIGGINS:
Tired of listening to sounds? (HE SWITCHES OFF THE 


RECORDER)

PICK:

Yes. It's a fearful strain. I rather fancied myself
because I can pronounce twenty-four distinct sounds, but
your hundred and thirty beat me. I can't hear a bit of
difference between most of them.

HIGGINS:
Oh, that comes with practice. You hear no difference at
 

first, but.....

MRS PEARCE LOOKS IN, HESITATING, EVIDENTLY PERPLEXED.



What's the matter Mrs Pearce?

PEARCE:
A young woman to see you, sir.

HIGGINS:
A young woman? What does she want?

PEARCE:
She's quite a common girl, sir. Very common indeed. 
I should have sent her away, only I thought perhaps you
wanted her to talk into your machines.

HIGGINS:
Oh that's all right. Has she an interesting accent?

PEARCE:
Something dreadful, sir.

HIGGINS:
(TO PICKERING) Let's have her up. Show her up, Mrs 


Pearce.

PEARCE:
Very well, sir.

MRS PEARCE EXITS. HIGGINS SETS UP THE LAB.

HIGGINS:
This is a bit of luck. I'll show you how I make
recordings. We'll get her recorded on the phonograph so
that you can turn her on and off as often as you like. 

MRS PEARCE RETURNS.

PEARCE:
This is the young woman, sir.

ENTER ELIZA. SHE HAS TRIED HARD TO SMARTEN HERSELF UP.

HIGGINS:
(DISAPPOINTED) Why this is the girl I jotted down last
 

night. She's no use. I've got all the records I want of the Lisson
Grove lingo, and I'm not going to waste another cylinder on it. (TO ELIZA) Be off with you I don't want you.

ELIZA:
Don't you be so saucy. You ain't heard what I come for
 

yet. I've come to have lessons, I am. And to pay for them
 

too, make no mistake.

HIGGINS:
Well! Pickering: shall we ask this baggage to sit down, 
or shall
we throw her out of the window?

ELIZA:
(COWERING IN TERROR) EEeee-aaa-oooo-uuu!  - I won't be 

called a baggage when I offered to pay like any lady.

PICK:

(GENTLY) But what is it you want?

ELIZA:
I want to be a lady in a flower shop, stead of sellin at the corner of
Tottenham Court Road. But they won't take me unless I can talk
more genteel. He said he could teach me. Well, here I am ready to pay him - not asking any favour - and he treats me as if I was dirt.

HIGGINS:
How much?

ELIZA:
(COMING BACK TO HIM, TRIUMPHANT) Now you're talking! 
I thought you'd come off it when you saw a chance of 


getting back a bit of what you chucked at me last night. 

(CONFIDENTLY) You were pissed weren't you...

HIGGINS:
(PEREMPTORILY) Sit down.

ELIZA:
Oh, if you're going to make a compliment of it...

HIGGINS:
(BLUNDERING AT HER) SIT DOWN!

PEARCE:
(SEVERELY) Sit down, girl. Do as you are told.

ELIZA:
Aaaaahh-oooo-ooow! (SHE STANDS HALF-BEWILDERED, HALF 
REBELLIOUS)

PICK:
(VERY COURTEOUS, OFFERING A CHAIR) Won't you sit
down?

ELIZA:
I don't mind if I do. (SHE SITS)

HIGGINS:
What is your name?

ELIZA:
Eliza Doolittle.

HIGGINS:
How much do you propose to pay me for the lessons?

ELIZA:
Oh I know what's right. A lady friend of mine gets French
 

lessons for eighteen pence an hour from a real French
 

gentleman. Well, you wouldn't have the face to ask me the
 

same for teaching me my own language as you would French; 

so I won't give you more than a shilling. Take it or leave it.

HIGGINS:
You know, Pickering, if you consider a shilling not as a
 

shilling but as a percentage of this girl's income, it
 

works out as fully equivalent to sixty or seventy guineas
 

from a millionaire. 

PICK:

How so?

HIGGINS:
Figure it out....

ELIZA:
(RISING, TERRIFIED) - Sixty guineas! What are you talking
 

about? I never offered you sixty guineas. Where would I get...?

HIGGINS:
- Hold your tongue.

ELIZA:
(WEEPING) But I ain't got sixty guineas. Aaaa-ooooh!

PEARCE:
Don't cry, you silly girl. Sit down. Nobody is going to
 

touch your money.

HIGGINS:
Somebody is going to touch you, with a broomstick if you
 

don't stop snivelling. Sit down.

HE OFFERS HER HIS SILK HANDKERCHIEF.

ELIZA:
What's this for?

HIGGINS:
To wipe your eyes. To wipe any part of your face that
 

feels moist. Remember, that's your handkerchief; and
that's your sleeve. Don't mistake one for the other if 

you wish to become a lady in a flower shop. 

LIZA, UTTERLY BEWILDERED, STARES HELPLESSLY AT HIM. 

PEARCE:
It's no use talking to her like that, Mr Higgins. She
 

doesn't understand you. Besides, you're quite wrong. She
 

doesn't do it that`way at all.

MRS PEARCE TAKES THE HANDKERCHIEF. ELIZA SNATCHES IT BACK.

ELIZA:
- Here! You give me that handkerchief. She gave it to me,
not to you!

PICK:

(LAUGHING) He did. I think it must be regarded as her
property, Mrs Pearce. 

PEARCE:
Serve you right, Mr Higgins.

PICK:

Higgins: I'm interested. What about the Ambassador's 


summer ball? I'll say you're the greatest teacher alive if you make
that good. I'll bet all the expenses of the 
experiment you can't do
 it. And I'll pay for the lessons. 

ELIZA:
Oh, you are real good. Thank you, Captain.

HIGGINS:
(TEMPTED, LOOKING AT HER) It's almost irresistible. She's 

so deliciously low - so horribly dirty. ....

ELIZA:
(PROTESTING EXTREMELY) Aaaah-aaa-oooo-ow!  I ain't dirty! 

I washed my face and hands afore I come, I did.

PICK:

You're certainly not going to turn her head with flattery, Higgins.

PEARCE:
(TO HIGGINS) I do hope sir, you won't do anything foolish.

HIGGINS:
(BECOMING EXCITED AS THE IDEA GROWS ON HIM) 
What is life but a series of inspired follies? The difficulty is
finding them to do. Never lose a chance; it doesn't come 

every day. I shall make a duchess of this draggletailed 

guttersnipe.

ELIZA:
Ooooow!

HIGGINS:
(CARRIED AWAY) Yes, in six months - in three if she has a
 

good ear and a quick tongue - I'll take her anywhere and
 

pass her off as anything. We'll start this moment! Take
 

her away and clean her, Mrs Pearce. Use sandpaper, if it
 

won't come off any other way. Take all her clothes off
 

and burn them. Ring up Whiteley or someone for some new
 

ones. Wrap her up in brown paper til they come. If she
 

gives you any trouble, Mrs Pearce, wallop her.         

ELIZA:
(SPRINGING UP AND RUNNING BETWEEN PICKERING AND
MRS PEARCE FOR PROTECTION.) No! I'll call the Police, I will.

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

HIGGINS:
Put her in the dustbin.

ELIZA:
AAaaaaah-ooooo-uuuuw!

PICK:

Oh come, Higgins! Be reasonable.

PEARCE:
You must be reasonable, Mr Higgins. You can't walk over
everybody like this. You can't take a girl up like that as if you were picking up a pebble on a beach.

HIGGINS:
Why not?

PEARCE:
Why not! But you don't know anything about her. What 


about her parents? She may be married.

ELIZA:
Garn!

HIGGINS:
There! As the girl very properly says, Garn! Married
indeed! Don't you know that a woman of that class looks a
worn out drudge of fifty a year after she's married?

ELIZA:
Whood marry me?

HIGGINS:
By George, Eliza, the streets will be strewn with the
 

bodies of men shooting themselves for your sake before
 

I've done with you.

ELIZA:
(RISING) I'm going away. He's off his chump, he is. I 


don't want no balmies teaching me.

HIGGINS:
Oh indeed! Mad, am I? Very well, Mrs Pearce: you needn't
order the new clothes for her. Throw her out.

ELIZA:
(WIMPERING) Nah-ow! You've got no right to touch me.

PEARCE:
You see now what comes from being saucy. (INDICATING 


DOOR) This way, please.

ELIZA:
(ALMOST IN TEARS) I didn't want no clothes. I wouldn't 
have taken them. (SHE THROWS AWAY THE HANDKERCHIEF) I can buy my own clothes.

HIGGINS:
(DEFTLY RETRIEVING THE HANDKERCHIEF) You're an
ungrateful, wicked girl. This is my return for offering to make a
lady of you.

PEARCE:
Stop, Mr Higgins. I won't allow it. It's you who are
wicked. Go home to your parents, girl, and tell them to
take better care of you.

ELIZA:
My father is living with my eigth stepmother – an
'orrible woman wiv no teeth called 'Hilda.' They told me
I was big enough to earn my own living and threw me out. 

HIGGINS:
There! The girl doesn't belong to anybody - is no use to
 

anybody but me.

ELIZA STARTS TO CRY.

PICK:

Does it occur to you, Higgins, that this girl has some
 

feelings?

HIGGINS:
(LOOKING CRITICALLY AT HER) Oh no. I don't think so.

ELIZA:
I got my feelings, same as everybody else.

HIGGINS:
(REFLECTIVELY TO PICKERING) You see the difficulty?

PICK:

Eh? What difficulty?

HIGGINS:
To get her to talk grammar. The mere pronunciation is
 

easy enough.

PEARCE:
Will you please keep to the point, Mr Higgins. What is to
 

become of her when you have finished your teaching? You
 

must look ahead a little.

HIGGINS:
What's to become of her if I leave her in the gutter? 



Tell me that, Mrs Pearce.

PEARCE:
That's her own business, not yours, Mr Higgins.

HIGGINS:
Well when I've done with her, we can throw her back into
 

the gutter and then it will be her own business again, so
 

that's all right.

ELIZA:
Oh, you've no feeling heart in you: you don't care for
 

nothing but yourself.



(SHE RISES AND PREPARES TO LEAVE) Here, I've had enough
of this. I'm going. You ought to be ashamed of yourself,
you ought.

HIGGINS:
(SNATCHING A CHOCOLATE CREAM) Have a chocolate, Eliza.

ELIZA:
(HALTING, TEMPTED) How do I know what might be in them? 

I've heard of girls being drugged by the like of you..

HIGGINS CUTS THE CHOCOLATE IN TWO, PUTS ONE IN HIS MOUTH AND OFFERS ELIZA THE OTHER HALF, AS IF TEMPTING A BIRD.
HIGGINS:
Pledge of good faith, Eliza. I eat one half: you eat the 


other.

ELIZA OPENS HER MOUTH TO RETORT: HIGGINS POPS  IN THE CHOC.


You shall have boxes of them, barrels of them, every day.
 

You shall live on them, eh?

ELIZA:
I wouldn't have ate it, only I'm too ladylike to take it out of my
mouth.

HIGGINS:
Listen Eliza. In the future you shall have as many
chocolates as you want. You shall go up and down and 

round the town in a taxi every day. Think of that, Eliza.

PEARCE:
Mr Higgins. You're tempting the girl.

HIGGINS:
(IGNORING MRS PEARCE) Think of chocolates, and taxis, and
gold and diamonds.

ELIZA:
(FINALLY) NO.I don't want no gold and no diamonds. I'm a
good girl, I am.

PICK:

Excuse me, Higgins; but I really must interfere. Mrs
Pearce is quite right. If this girl is to put herself in
your hands for six months, for an experiment in 


teaching, she must understand thoroughly what she is 
doing.

HIGGINS:
How can she? She's incapable of understanding anything.
 

Besides, do any of us understand what we are doing? If we
 

did, would we ever do it?

PICK:

Very clever, Higgins, but not to the present point. (TO 


ELIZA, GENTLY)



Miss Doolittle...

ELIZA:
'Miss!' I never been called 'miss' before. 'Cooooo-eee!'

HIGGINS:
There! That's all you''ll get out of Eliza. 'Cooo.eee'



 No use explaining. As a military man, you ought to
know that. Give her orders: that's enough for her.



ELiza! You are to live here for the next six months,
learning how to speak beautifully, like a lady in a
florist's shop. If you are good, and do whatever you're 

told, you shall sleep in a proper bedroom and have lots 

to eat, and money to buy chocolates and take rides in 

taxis. If you're naughty and idle you will sleep in the 

back kitchen among the black beetles, and be walloped by 

Mrs Pearce with a broomstick. At the end of six months, 

you shall go to Buckingham Palace, beautifully dressed. 

If the King finds out you're not a lady, you will be 


taken by the police to the Tower of London, where your 

head will be cut off as a warning to other presumtuous 

flower girls. If you are not found out, you shall have a 

present of seven and sixpence to start life with as a 

lady in a flower shop. 



If you refuse this offer, you will be a most ungrateful
 

wicked girl; and the angels will weep for you.



(TO PICKERING) Now are you satisfied, Pickering?



(TO MRS PEARCE) Can I put it more plainly and fairly, Mrs 


Pearce?

PEARCE:
(PATIENTLY) I think you'd better let me speak to the girl
 

properly, in private. Come with me, ELiza.

HIGGINS:
That's right. Thank you Mrs Pearce. Bundle her off into
 

the bathroom.

ELIZA:
(RISING RELUCTANTLY) You're a great bully, you are. 
I won't stay here if I don't like it.

MRS PEARCE TAKES ELIZA AWAY. ELIZA CONTINUES TO SPEAK AS SHE EXITS.

ELIZA:
I won't let anyone wallop me. I never asked to go to
Bucknam Palace, I didn't. 


I was never in trouble with the police, not me. I'm a
 

good girl.......

MRS PEARCE LEADS ELIZA TO THE BATHROOM, AND PREPARES ELIZA'S BATH.

DURING THE FOLLOWING SCENE, ELIZA IS STRIPPED AND PUT IN THE TUB.



Gawd! What's this? Is this where you wash clothes? 

PEARCE:
This is where we wash ourselves, ELiza. And this is where
 

I'm going to wash you.

ELIZA:
You expect me to get into that`and wet myself all over?
 

Not me. I should catch my death. I knew a woman did it
 

every Saturday night; and she died of it.

PEARCE:
Mr Higgins and the colonel won't like the smell of you if
 

you don't.

ELIZA:
(WEEPING) I couldn't! It's not natural: it would kill me!
 

I've never had a bath in my life.

PEARCE:
Well don 't you want to be clean and sweet like a lady? You
 

know you can't be a nice girl inside if you're a dirty
 

slut on the outside.

ELIZA:
Bbbooooohoooo!

PEARCE:
Now stop crying and take off all your clothes.

ELIZA:
I can't. I won't. I never took off all my clothes before. 
It's not right. It's not decent.

PEARCE:
Nonsense child. Don't you take off all your clothes every
 

night when you go to bed?

ELIZA:
No. Why should I? I should catch my death. You want to
 

kill me, you do.

PEARCE:
I want to change you from a frowzy slut to a clean, 



respectable girl fit enough to sit with the gentlemen in
 

the study. Now come along. Take that thing off.

ELIZA:
(STRUGGLING) Oh I couldn't, Mrs Pearce. Really I
couldn't. I never done such a thing.

PEARCE:
Nonsense.Here, step in and tell me whether it's hot
enough for you.

ELIZA:
(AS SHE IS PUSHED INTO THE TUB) Ah-hoo!  It's too hot!

THE SCENE CONTINUES IN SILENCE AND FADES AS FOCUS RETURNS TO HIGGINS AND PICKERING. 

HIGGINS HAS BEEN FACING UPSTAGE TO WATCH THE SAUCY SHADOWS..

PICK:

Excuse the straight question, Higgins. Are you a man of
 

good character where women are concerned?

HIGGINS:
Have you ever met a man of good character where women are 

concerned?

PICK:

Yes: very frequently.

HIGGINS:
Well I haven't. I find that the moment I let a woman make
 

friends with me, she becomes a damned nuisance. Women
 

upset everything. When you let them into your life, you
 

find that a the woman is driving at one thing and you're
 

driving at another.

PICK:

Like what, for example?

HIGGINS:
Oh, Lord knows! I suppose the woman wants to live her
 

life and the man wants to live his; and each tries to drag the other
on to the wrong track. One wants to go north and the other wants
to go south; and the result is that both have to go east, though
they both hate the east wind.

MRS PEARCE ENTERS. SHE MAY CATCH HIGGINS WATCHING ELIZE STILL WASHING.



Well, Mrs Pearce: is it all right?

PEARCE:
I just wish to trouble you with a word if I may, Mr Higgins. 



- Will you please be very particular what you say before


the girl.

HIGGINS:
Of course. I'm always particular about what I say. Why do
 

you say this to me?

PEARCE:
No sir: you're not at all particular when you've mislaid
  

something or when you get a little impatient. Now it 

doesn't matter to me, I'm used to it. But you really must
not swear before the girl.

HIGGINS:
(INDIGNANT) I swear! I never swear! You know bloody well
 

I detest the habit! What the hell do you mean?

PEARCE:
That's what I mean. I beg you not to let the Eliza hear
 

you swear. 

*(There is one word in particular I must ask you not to 

use. The girl used it herself just now in the bath as she 

was washing her fingernails. It begins with the same 


letter as finger, sir. She knows no better: she learnt it at her 
mother's knee. But she must not hear it from your lips.

HIGGINS:
I have never uttered it, Mrs Pearce.

PEARCE:
Only this morning sir, you applied it to your fork, your
 

fillet steak and to the fire place.

HIGGINS:
Oh that! Mere alliteration, Mrs Pearce.

PEARCE:
Well sir, whatever you choose to call it, I beg you not to let the
girl hear you repeat it.)*

HIGGINS:
Oh very well. I shall be particularly careful before the girl. Is that
all?

PEARCE:
No sir. Might she use some of those Japanese dresses you
 

brought from abroad. I really can't put her back into her
 

old things.

HIGGINS:
Certainly. Anything you like.

PEARCE:
Thank you sir.

MRS PEARCE EXITS.

HIGGINS:
You know, Pickering, that woman has the most
extraordinary ideas about me. Here I am, a shy, charming
and well-mannered. And yet she's firmly persuaded that
I'm the opposite. I can't account for it.

MUSIC BEGINS AND ELIZA ENTERS IN A JAPANESE DRESS TO BEGIN HER FIRST LESSON. DURING THE SONG, HIGGINS IS SEEN TO BULLY ELIZA. 

THE SONG ENDS BUT THE LESSON CONTINUES.



Bloody Hell, Eliza! Hold your head up when you walk!

ELIZA WALKS ROUND HIGGINS, LIKE A CIRCUS ANIMAL AROUND A RING MASTER. 



Don't slouch! Don't waddle! You are not a duck. Now stop.
 

Good.

ELIZA STANDS STIFF AND POISED.



Right. Now then. Greet Pickering as if he were your
uncle.

ELIZA:
Oh. 'ello.

HIGGINS:
'Oh-el-oh'?

ELIZA:
'Ell-ooo.

HIGGINS:
No. Bugger it. No. Look, what's this? (HE GESTURES TO THE 

AIR)

ELIZA:
Eh?

HIGGINS:
What is it?

ELIZA:
Air?

HIGGINS:
Good. Say it again.

ELIZA:
Air.

HIGGINS:
Good. (HE GRABS HER HAIR) Now what is this?

ELIZA:
Ooow!  - 'Air!

HIGGINS:
No. There's an aich at the beginning.

ELIZA:
Hair.

HIGGINS:
Good. What is a resting place for animals?

ELIZA:
Eh?

PICKERING:
A lair?

HIGGINS:
Thank you, Pickering. A lair. Say Lair.

PICKERING:
Lair.

HIGGINS:
Not you, Pickering. You. (POINTING TO ELIZA)

ELIZA:
Lair.

HIGGINS:
Good. Now put those three words together. (HE GESTURES TO 

THE AIR)

ELIZA:
Air...

HIGGINS GRABS ELIZA'S HAIR AGAIN.



- hhhair...

HIGGINS:
And?

ELIZA:
Lair.

HIGGINS:
Good. Again.

ELIZA:
Air. Hair. Lair.  Air-hair-lair....(ELIZA GETS IT AND
 

GOES TO GREET PICK)



Air, hair, lair....

PICK:

Air, hair-lair...

HIGGINS:
Good. Now say your alphabet.

ELIZA:
I know my alphabet. Do you think I know nothing?

HIGGINS:
(THUNDERING) Say your alphabet!

PICK:

Say it, Miss Doolittle. You will understand presently. Do
 

what he tells you; and let him teach you in his own way.

ELIZA:
Oh well. If you put it like that - Ayeee, bayee, 


saeye....

HIGGINS:
(WITH THE ROAR OF A WOUNDED LION) STOP! 



Listen to this Pickering. This is what we pay for as
elementary education. This unfortunate animal has been
locked up for nine years in school at our expense to 


teach her to speak the language of Shakespeare and 


Milton. And the result is 'Ayee, bayee,sayee...' 



Eliza: say A. B. C. D.

ELIZA:
(ALMOST IN TEARS) But I am sayin' it. Ayee, bayee, 


sayee...

HIGGINS:
Stop! Say 'A cup of tea.'

ELIZA:
A cuppa tae.

HIGGINS:
Put your tongue forward until it squeezes against the top
 

of your lower teeth.



Now say 'Cup'.

ELIZA:
Cu-cu-cu. I can't!  (FINALLY AND WITH PICKERING'S 


SECRET HELP) 'Cup'.

PICK:

(SURPRISED) Good! Splendid, Miss Doolittle.

HIGGINS:
By Jupitor, she's done it at the first shot. Pickering, we shall
make a duchess of her. (TO ELIZA) Now do you think you could
possibly say 'Tea'? Not taye, mind. If you ever say beaye, or caeye
or daeye again, you shall be dragged around the room three times
by the hair of your head. (FORTISSIMO) T.T.T.T.

ELIZA:
(WEEPING) I can't hear no difference, 'cept it sounds
 

more genteel like when you say it.

HIGGINS:
Well if you can hear the difference, what the devil are
 

you crying for? 



Pickering - give her a chocolate.

PICK:

(FETCHING ELIZA A CHOCOLATE) No no. Never mind crying
a little, Miss Doolittle: you are doing very well, and the 

lessons won't hurt. I promise you I won't let Higgins 

drag you round the room by your hair.

HIGGINS:
Be off with you to Mrs Pearce and tell her about it.
Think about it. Try to do it by yourself: and keep your
tongue well forward in your mouth instead of trying to roll it up
and swallow it. Another lesson at half past four. Away with you.

ELIZA, STILL SOBBING, RUSHES FROM THE ROOM AS MRS PEARCE ENTERS.

PEARCE:
If you please sir, the trouble's beginning already.
There's a dustman downstairs. Alfred Doolittle, wants to
see you. He says you have his daughter here.

HIGGINS:
Send the blackguard up.

BEFORE MRS PEARCE CAN FETCH HIM, DOOLITTLE MARCHES IN.

DOOLITTLE:  Professor 'Iggins?

HIGGINS:
Here. Sit down.

DOOLITTLE:Morning governor. I come about a very important matter. 

HIGGINS:
(TO PICKERING) Brought up in Hounslow. Mother Welsh, 
I should think.



What do you want, Doolittle?

DOOLITTLE:(MENACINGLY) I want my daughter. That's what I want.

HIGGINS:
Of course you do. You're her father, aren't you. She's 


upstairs. Take her away.

DOOLITTLE: What?

HIGGINS:
Take her away. Do you suppose I'm going to keep your 


daughter for you?

DOOLITTLE:Now look here, Governor. Is this reasonable? Is it farity
 

to take advantage of a man like this? The girl belongs to
 

me. You got her. Where do I come in?

HIGGINS:
Your daughter had the audacity to come to my house and
 

ask me to teach her how to speak properly so that she
could get a place in a flower shop. How dare you come
here and attempt to blackmail me. You sent her here on
purpose.

DOOLITTLE:No, Governor.

HIGGINS:
You must have. How else could you possibly know she was
 

here?

DOOLITTLE
Don't take a man up like that, Governor.

HIGGINS:
The police shall take you up. This is a plant. A plot to
 

extort money by threats.



(MOVING TO THE DOOR) I shall telephone for the police. 

DOOLITTLE:(STOPPING HIM) Have I asked you for a brass farthing? I
 

leave it to this gentleman here. Have I said a word about money?

HIGGINS:
You're going to take her away double quick. (CALLING) 
Mrs Pearce!

DOOLITTLE: No Governor. Don't say that. I'm not the man to stand in
 

my girl's light... 

MRS PEARCE ENTERS.

HIGGINS;
Mrs Pearce. This is ELiza's father. He has come to take
 

her away. Give her to him. 

DOOLITTLE:No. This is a misunderstanding. Listen here....

PEARCE:
He can't take her away, Mr Higgins. How can he? You told
 

me to burn her clothes.

DOOLITTLE:That's right. I can't carry the girl through the streets like a
blooming monkey, can I? 

HIGGINS:
You want your daughter. Take your daughter. If she has no
 

clothes, go out and buy her some.

DOOLITTLE:Where's the clothes she came in? Did I burn them, or did
 

your missus here?

PEARCE:
I am the housekeeper, if you please. I have sent for some
 

clothes for the girl. When they come you can take her away. 
You can wait in the kitchen. This way, please.

DOOLITTLE:(MUCH TROUBLED, TURNING TO HIGGINS) Listen here, 


Governor. You and me is men of the world, ain't we?

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

PEARCE:
I think so, indeed sir. (SHE GOES WITH DIGNITY)

PICK:

The floor is yours, Mr Doolittle.

DOOLITTLE:(TO PICKERING) Thank you, Governor.



(TO HIGGINS) Well, the truth is, I've taken a sort of fancy to you
Governor; and if you want the girl, I'm not so set on having her
back home again, but I might be open to an arrangement. All I
ask is my rights as a father; and you're the last man alive to
expect me to let her go for nothing; for I can see you're one of the
straight sort, Governor. Well, what's a five pound note to you?
And what's ELiza to me?

PICK:

I think you ought to know, Doolittle, that Mr Higgin's
 

intentions are entirely honorable.

DOOLITTLE:Course they are, Governor. If I thought they wasn't I'd
 

ask fifty.

HIGGINS:
Do you mean to say that you'd sell your daughter for £50?

DOOLITTLE:Not in a general way I wouldn't; but to oblige a
gentleman like you, I'd do a good deal, I do assure you.

PICK:

Have you no morals, man?

DOOLITTLE:Can't afford them, Governor. Neither could you if you was
as poor as me. Look - if Liza is going to have a bit out of this, why
not me too?

HIGGINS:
I don't know what to do, Pickering.  There can be no
question that as a matter of morals it's a positive crime
to give this chap a farthing. And yet I feel a sort of rough justice
in his claim.

PICK:

Well I know the feeling, but really it seems hardly right.

DOOLITTLE:Don't say that, Governor. Don't look at it that way. 


What am I Governors both? I ask you, what am I? I am one
 

of the undeserving poor, that's what I am. Think of what
 

that means to a man. It means he's up against middle class
morality all the time. If there's anything going, 
and I put in for a
bit, it's always the same story. "You're undeserving: so you can't 
have it."



Will you take advantage of a man's nature to do him out
 

of the price of his own daughter, what he's brought up
 

and fed and clothed by the sweat of his brow until she's
 

growed big enough to be interesting to you two gentlemen?
 

Is five pounds unreasonable? I put it to you, and I leave it to you.

HIGGINS:
Pickering: if we were to take this man in hand for three
 

months, he could choose between a seat in the cabinet and
 

a popular pulpit in Wales.

PICK:

What do you say to that, Doolittle?

DOOLITTLE:Not me, thank you kindly. Undeserving poverty is my line.

HIGGINS:
I suppose we must give him a fiver.

PICK:

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

DOOLITTLE:Not me, Governor, so help me I won't. Don't you be afraid
 

that I'll save it and spare it and live idly on it. Just one good spree
for me and my girl Hilda. There won't be a penny left by Monday.

HIGGINS:
This is irresistible. Let's give him ten.

DOOLITTLE:No Governor. Ten pounds is a lot of money. It will make


Hilda and me feel prudent like and then it's goodbye to 


happiness. You just give me what I ask you, Governor. Not 


a penny more and not a penny less.

PICKERING:
Why don't you marry this Hilda woman? I rather draw the
 

line at encouraging that sort of immorality.

DOOLITTLE:I'm willing, but she ain't. I've got no hold on Hilda and it's me
that suffers by it. I've got to buy her clothes and presents - I'm a
slave to her, just because I'm not her lawful husband. Take my
advice Governor - marry Eliza while she's young and don't know
 any better.

HIGGINS:
Pickering: if we listen to this man another minute, we


shall have no convictions left. Here you are. Five pounds.

HIGGINS HANDS DOOLITTLE FIVE POUNDS.

DOOLITTLE:Thank you kindly, Governor. Good morning.

DOOLITTLE HURRIES TO THE DOOR, ANXIOUS TO GET AWAY WITH HIS BOOTY. IN THE RUSH, HE COLLIDES WITH ELIZA, WHOM HE DOES NOT RECOGNISE.

MRS PEARCE FOLLOWS BEHIND.

ELIZA:
Garn! Don't you know your own daughter?

DOOLITTLE:(FINALLY) Blimey! It's Eliza! I never thought she'd clean up as
good-looking as that, Governor. She's a credit to me, ain't she?

ELIZA:
'Ere, what`are you doin' 'ere? You come to get money out



of Mr 'Iggins to get drunk on? 
DOOLITTLE:(STERNLY) Don't you give me none of your lip. If you have
 

any trouble with her, Governor, give her a few licks of the strap. 


That's the way to improve her mind.



(HE BOWS LOW) Good mornin' Gentlemen.

(CHEERFULLY WHACKING ELIZA ON THE BACKSIDE) Cheerio, Eliza.

DOOLITTLE EXITS.

HIGGINS:
By George, there's a man for you! A philosophical genius. 



Mrs Pearce, remind me to write to that silly millionaire
 

Mr Ezra D. Wallingford to tell him that if he wants a 



lecturer, he should get in touch with Mr Alfred Doolittle, a
common dustman, but one of the most original 
moralists in
England!

MRS PEARCE:Yes, sir.

ELIZA;
''Ere, what did 'e come 'ere for?

HIGGINS:
Hhere, what did hhe came hhere for.

ELIZA:
I dunno. I'm asking you.

HIGGINS:
Hhere, what did hee come hhere for.

ELIZA:
Eh?

HIGGIN:
Hhhere. Say Hhhere.

ELIZA:
'Eere.

HIGGINS:
Harry's Horse Has Horrible Headaches. Say it.

ELIZA:
'Arry's 'Orse 'As.....

HIGGINS:
Bloody hell. No! Look....

HIGGINS LIGHTS A MATCH AND HOLDS IT IN FRONT OF HIS MOUTH.



Eevery time I say my aitch properly, the flame wavers.



(HE DEMONSTRATES) Hhhorse.



When I drop my aitch, the flame doesn't move.



'Orse.' See?  Now you try.

HIGGINS HOLDS THE MATCH IN FRONT OF ELIZA'S MOUTH.

ELIZA:
Hhhhhorse.

HIGGINS:
Good. Now say.....

THE FLAME BURNS HIS FINGERS.



AAAAaaah!  BLOODY HELL! 

ELIZA:
AAAAaaah!  BLOODY HELL!

HIGGINS:
Now say Ha. Ha. Ha Ha Ha....

THIS SOUND TURNS INTO A SONG, DURING WHICH THE LESSON CONTINUES IN 

SILENCE.

____________________________________________________

SCENE THREE: MRS HIGGINS' GARDEN.

MRS HIGGINS IS PLAYING CROQUET. HENRY HIGGINS ENTERS. HE PLACES ELIZA BEHIND A BUSH AND TELLS HER TO WAIT. HE APPROACHES HIS MOTHER BUT SHE DOESN'T SEE HIM AT FIRST AND ACCIDENTALLY HITS HIM WITH HER STICK AS SHE PREPARES TO SHOOT.

HIGGINS:
Ouch!

MRS H:
(DISMAYED) Henry! What are you doing here today? 




I'm having visitors. Go home at once.

HIGGINS:
(KISSING HER) I know mother. I came on purpose.

MRS H:
But you offend all my friends. They stop coming whenever
 

they meet you.

HIGGINS:
I''ve a job for you. A phonetic job. I've picked up a girl.

MRS H:
Does that mean some girl has picked you up?

HIGGINS:
Not at all. I don't mean a love affair.

MRS H:
What a pity.

HIGGINS:
Why?

MRS H:
Well, you never fall in love with anyone under forty-


five. When will you discover that there are some rather
 

nice looking young women about?

HIGGINS:
Oh I can't be bothered with young women. My idea of a
 

loveable woman is somebody as much like you as possible.

HIGGINS KISSES HIS MOTHER AGAIN.

MRS H;
Now, tell me about the girl.

HIGGINS:
She's come to see you. She's a common flower girl. 
I picked her off the kerbstone.

MRS H:
And invited her to my home!

HIGGINS:
Oh that's all right. I've taught her to speak properly;
 

and she has strict orders as to her behavior. She's to keep to two
subjects: the weather and everybody's health - fine day and how
do you do, you know....  That will be safe.

MRS H:
Safe!  To talk about our insides?

HIGGINS:
Well she must talk about something. Oh she'll be all right. 
Don't you fuss. Pickering is in it with me. I've a 
sort of bet on
that I can pass her off as a duchess....

AS HIGGINS PREPARES TO FETCH ELIZA - ENTER MRS EYNSFORD HILL. 

MRS E;
(CALLING OFF) Freddy! Come along.

MRS H:
Mrs Eynsford Hill!

HIGGINS:
Oh, lord!

MRS E:
(APPROACHING MRS HIGGINS) How do you do?

MRS H:
How do you do?  (THEY SHAKE HANDS) My son, Henry.

MRS E:
(TURNING TO HIGGINGS) Ah, your celebrated son! I have so 

longed to meet you, Professor Higgins.

HIGGINS:
(GLUMLY) Delighted.

MRS E:
How do you do?

HIGGINS:
I've seen you somewhere before. I haven't the ghost of a
 

notion where, but I've heard your voice.

MRS H:
I'm sorry to say that my celebrated son has no manners.
 

You mustn't mind him.

MRS E:
I don't. Not at all.

FREDDY:
(OFF) Hello!

HIGGINS:
(ANNOYED AT BEING DELAYED FROM FETCHING ELIZA) 


God in heaven! Another of them. Damn it!

MRS H:
Oh Henry! Really!

MRS E:
Have we come at the wrong time?

MRS H:
No, no. You couldn't have come more fortunately: we want
 

you to meet a friend of ours.

HIGGINS:
(TURNING HOPEFULLY) Yes, by George! We'll want two or
 

three people. You'll do as well as anyone else.

FREDDY:
(ENTERING) Ahdedo?

MRS E:
My son, Freddy.

MRS H:
My son, Professor Higgins.

HIGGINS IGNORES FREDDY AND GOES OVER TO FETCH ELIZA.

ELIZA ENTERS, NERVOUSLY. 

HIGGINS;
I would like to present Miss Doolittle.

ELIZA, WHO IS EXQUISITELY DRESSED, PRODUCES AN EXPRESSION OF SUCH REMARKABLE DISTINCTION OF BEAUTY AS SHE ENTERS, THAT THEY ALL RISE, QUITE FLUTTERED. GUIDED BY HENRY'S SIGNALS, SHE COMES TO MRS HIGGINS WITH STUDIED GRACE.

ELIZA;
(SPEAKING WITH PEDANTIC CORRECTNESS OF 


PRONOUNCIATION)  How do you do, Mrs Higgins?  Mr Higgins
told me I might come.

MRS H:
(CORDIALLY) Quite right. I'm very glad indeed to see you.

MRS E:
I feel sure we have met before, Miss Doolittle. I 
remember your
eyes.

ELIZA:
How do you do?

FREDDY:
(APPROACHING) I've certainly had the pleasure.

MRS E:
My son, Freddy.

ELIZA:
Air, hair lair....

FREDDY:
Hello.

A LONG PAINFUL SILENCE ENSUES.

MRS H;
(AT LAST, CONVERSATIONALLY) Will it rain, do you think?

ELIZA:
The shallow depression in the west of these islands is 


likely to move in an easterly direction. There are no
 

indications of any great changes in the barometrical
situation.

FREDDY:
Ha! Ha! How awfully funny!

ELIZA:
What is wrong with that, young man? I bet I got it right.

FREDDY:
Killing!

MRS E:
I'm sure it won't turn cold. There's so much influenza
 

about. 

ELIZA:
(DARKLY) My aunt died of influenza: so they said.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL CLICKS HER TONGUE SYMPATHETICALLY.



But it's my belief they done the old woman in.

MRS H:
'Done her in?'

ELIZA:
Yeeees, lord love you!

ELIZA TAKES THE CROQUET STICK AND BEGINS KNOCKING BALLS ABOUT. FREDDY IS KEEN TO FETCH BALLS FOR HER.



Why would she die of influenza? She come through diphtheria

right enough the year `before. Fairly blue with is, she was. They
all thought she was dead, but my 
father, he kept ladling gin
down her throat til she came to - so sudden, she bit the bowl off
the spoon. 

MRS E:
(STARTLED) Dear me!

ELIZA:
(PILING UP THE INDICTMENT) What would a woman with
that`strength in her have to die of influenza? What become of
her new straw hat that`should have come to me? 

Somebody pinched it, and what I say is - them as pinched 

it done her in.

MRS E:
What does 'doing her in' mean?

HIGGINS:
(HASTILY) Oh that's the new small talk. To do a person in
 

means to kill them.

MRS E:
You surely don't mean that your aunt was killed?

ELIZA:
Do I not! Them she lived with would have killed her for a
 

hat pin, let alone a hat. 

MRS E:
It can't be right for your father to pour spirits down her throat
like that. It might have killed her.

ELIZA:
Not her. Gin was mothers' milk to her. Besides, he's poured so
much down his own throat, that he knew the good of it.

MRS E:
Do you mean that he drank?

ELIZA:
My word, something chronic.

MRS E:
How dreadful for you!

ELIZA:
Not a bit. It never did him no harm what I could see...

ELIZA STOPS AND TURNS TO FREDDY, WHO IS NOW INCONVULSIONS OF SUPPRESSED LAUGHTER.



- Here! What`are you sniggering at?

FREDDY:
The new small talk. You do it so awfully well.

ELIZA:
If  I was doing it proper, what was you laughing at?



(TO HIGGINS) Have I anything I oughtn't?

MRS H:
(INTERPOSING) Not at all, Miss Doolittle.

ELIZA:
(DELIGHTED) Well! That's a mercy, anyhow. (EXPANSIVELY) 

What I always say is......

ELIZA MOVES TO FREDDY AND MRS EYNSFORD HILL AND ENGAGES IN CONVERSATION UPSTAGE WHILE HIGGINS AND HIS MOTHER QUIETLY DISCUSS HER DOWNSTAGE. 

HIGGINS:
(QUIETLY) Well? Is Eliza presentable?

MRS H:
You silly boy. Of course she's not presentable. If you
 

suppose she doesn't give herself away in every sentence

 

that she utters, then you must be perfectly in love with her.

HIGGINS:
But in time I shall be able to remove the improper element from
her conversation.

MRS H:
Not as long as she is in your hands. 



- Tell me dearest, what is the exact state of things in Wimpole
Street? Where does this girl live?

HIGGINS:
With us, Pickering and me. Where should she live?

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

HIGGINS:
I don't know what you mean. I've had to work hard at the
 

girl every day for months to get her to her present pitch. 
Besides, she's useful. She knows where my things are and
remembers my appointments and so forth.

MRS H:
You certainly are a baby, playing with your live doll..

HIGGINS:
What!

MRS H:
But what on earth are you going to do with her when you
 

have finished 'making her presentable?'

HIGGINS:
Don't you worry about her...

THEY BOTH LOOK UPSTAGE TO FIND ELIZA EMBARRASSING HERSELF.

HIGGINS:
(GRABBING ELIZA'A ATTNETION JUST IN TIME) Ahem!

ELIZA:
(TAKING THE HINT) Well, I must go. (TO MRS HIGGINS) 
So pleased to have met you. Goodbye.

MRS H:
Goodbye.

MRS E:
Goodbye.

ELIZA:
Goodbye.

FREDDY:
Are you walking across the park, Miss Doolittle? If so...

ELIZA:
(WITH PERFECTLY ELEGANT DICTION) Walk? Fuck that! 



I am going home in a taxi. 

ELIZA GOES, LEAVING THE GUESTS IN A STATE OF SHOCK.

MRS E;
(FINALLY) Well! I daresay I am very old-fashioned; but I
 

hope you won't be using that expression, Freddy.

FREDDY:
I find the new small talk delightful and quite innocent.

MRS E:
Well, after that, I think it is time for us to go.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL MAKES A SWIFT EXIT. FREDDY MOVES OVER TO SHAKE HANDS WITH MRS HIGGINS.

MRS H:
(TO FREDDY) Goodbye. Would you like to meet Miss 


Doolittle again?

FREDDY:
(EAGERLY) Yes. I would. Most awfully.

FREDDY GOES TO SHAKE HIGGINS' HAND. 

HIGGINS;
Goodbye. Be sure to try on that small talk with whoever
 

you meet from now on. Don't be nervous about it. Pitch it
 

in strong.

FREDDY:
I will. Goodbye. Such nonsense. All this early Victorian prudery!

HIGGINS:
(TEMPTING HIM) Such damned nonsense!

FREDDY:
(AS HE LEAVES) Such bloody nonsense!

HIGGINS:
Damn, blast and bugger!

FREDDY:
Fffffffff.....!

MRS E:
(OFF) - FREDDY!

THEY BOTH EXIT.

PAUSE AS HIGGINS WAITS TO BE ALONE WITH HIS MOTHER.

HIGGINS KISSES HIS MOTHER. 

HIGGINS:
Goodbye mother. 

HIGGINS EXITS. 

MRS HIGGINS SIGHS AND TURNS TO THE AUDIENCE.

MRS H;
Oh men! Men! Men!

BLACKOUT. 

END OF ACT ONE.

---------------------------------------------------------------------

ACT TWO. PROLOGUE: WIMPOLE STREET STUDY.

OVER THE INTRODUCTION TO THE BALL MUSIC, WE SEE PICKERING GIVING ELIZA A FINAL LESSON IN COMPORTMENT AND DANCE. 

PICK:

Well Eliza? Now for it. Are you ready?

ELIZA:
Are you nervous, Colonel?

PICK:

Frightfully. I feel exactly as I felt before my first 


battle. It's the first time that frightens.

ELIZA:
It is not the first time for me, Colonel. I have done this fifty times
in my day dreams. I am in a dream now. 
Promise me not to let
Professor Higgins wake me, for if he does, I shall forget 
everything, and talk as I used to in Drury Lane.

PICK:

Not a word. Now. Ready?

ELIZA:
Ready.

HIGGINS:
(OFF) Eliza! Bloody hell - where are you! We shall be
 

late for this bloody ball!

ACT TWO: SCENE ONE: THE SUMMER BALL. 

GUESTS MINGLE, DRINK AND DANCE. NEPOMMUCK CLOCKS HIGGINS IN A CORNER AND GOES OVER. 

NEPPO:
Maestro! Maestro!  (HE EMBRACES HIGGINS AND KISSES
HIM ON BOTH CHEEKS) You remember me?

HIGGINS:
No I don't. Who the devil are you?

NEPPO:
I am your pupil. Your first pupil. Your best and greatest
 

pupil. I am little Nepommuck, the marvellous boy. I have
 

made your name famous throughout Europe. You teach me
 

phonetic. You cannot forget ME?

HIGGINS:
Why don't you shave?

NEPPO:
I have not your imposing appearance, your chin, your brow. Nobody notice me when I shave. Now I am famous, they call me
Hairy Faced Dick.

HIGGINS:
And what are you doing among all these swells?

NEPPO:
I am interpreter. I speak 32 languages. I am indispensable at 
these international parties. You are great cockney specialist: 
you place a man anywhere in London the moment he open his
mouth. I place any man in Europe. 

NEPPOMUCK POINTS OUT SOMEONE IN THE AUDIENCE.



See that German professor? He speaks English so horribly
 

that he dare not utter a word of it without his students 


laughing off their socks. I help him to speak like the 


Prince of Wales - but I make him pay through the nose. 
I make them all pay. Ha-ha!

NEPOMMUCK HURRIES AWAY. THE DANCING CONTINUES. PICKERING JOINS HIGGINS.

PICK:

Is that fellow really an expert? Can he find out Eliza and
blackmail her?

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

THE DANCING CONTINUES. 

ELIZA FINALLY MAKES HER ENTRANCE. THE GUESTS ARE IMPRESSED AND IN AWE.THE HOSTESS FINALLY GOES UP TO ELIZA.

HOSTESS:
How do you do?

ELIZA:
How do you do?

ELIZA PASSES ON TO THE DRAWING ROOM. 

HOSTESS:
Is that your adopted daughter, Colonel Pickering? 
She will make a sensation.

PICK:

Most kind of you to invite her for me.

HE PASSES ON. 

HOSTESS:
(CALLING OVER NEPOMMUCK) Find out all about her.

NEPPO:
(BOWING) Excellency.

HE GOES INTO THE CROWD.

THE DANCING CONTINUES. ELIZA DANCES AND CLEARLY DAZZLES THE OTHER GUESTS.

THE HOSTESS FINALLY FINDS NEPOMMUCK ONCE MORE. PICKERING OVERHEARS.

HOSTESS:
Ah, here you are at last, Nepommuck. Have you found out
 

all about the Doolittle lady?

NEPPO:
I have. She is a fraud.

HOSTESS:
A fraud! Oh no.

NEPPO:
YES. She cannot deceive me. Her name cannot be Doolittle.

HIGGINS:
Why?

NEPPO:
Because Doolittle is an English name. And she is not English.

HOSTESS:
Nonsense! She speaks English perfectly.

NEPPO:
Too perfectly. Can you show me any English woman who
speaks English as it should be spoken? Only foreigners 

who have been taught to speak it, speak it well.

HOSTESS:
But if she is not English, what is she?

NEPPO:
Hungarian.

HOSTESS:
Hungarian!

NEPPO:
Hungarian. And of royal blood. I am Hungarian. My blood
 

is royal.

HIGGINS:
Did you speak to her in Hungarian?

NEPPO:
I did. She was very clever. She said 'Please speak to me
 

in English. I do not understand French.' 



- French! She pretend not to know the difference between
 

French and Hungarian. Impossible: she know both. 

HIGGINS:
And the royal blood? How did you find that out?

NEPPO:
Instinct, meastro, Instinct. She is a princess.

HOSTESS:
What do you say, Professor?

HIGGINS:
I say an ordinary London girl out of the gutter and taught to
 speak by an expert. I place her in Drury Lane.

NEPPO:
(LAUGHING WITH INCREDULITY) Oh Maestro, maestro – you
are mad on the subject of cockney dialects. The London gutter
is the whole world for you.

HIGGINS:
What does your excellency say?

HOSTESS:
Oh of course I agree with Nepommuck. She must be a 



princess at least.

THE DANCING CONTINUES. LATER, PICKERING FINDS ELIZA OUT ON THE BALCONY ALONE.

PICK:

Eliza?

ELIZA:
I don't think I can bear much more. The people all stare


so at me. An old lady has just told me I speak exactly like Queen
Victoria I am sorry if I have lost your bet. I have done my best;
but nothing can make me the same as these people.

PICK:

(LEADING ELIZA BACK INTO THE CROWD) You have not lost
it my dear. You have won it ten times over.

AS ELIZA STEPS FORWARD, THE CROWD RESPOND WITH APPLAUSE AND BOWS.

HIGGINS:
(STEPPING FORWARD FINALLY AND DRAGGING ELIZA
AWAY) Let's get out of this. I have had enough of chattering to
these fools.

ELIZA AND HIGGINS EXIT, LEAVING THE  OTHER ACTORS TO CONTINUE WALTZING UPSTAGE, BRINGING ON SET FOR THE FOLLOWING SCENE.

____________________________________________________

SCENE TWO: THE WIMPOLE STREET LABORATORY.

ELIZA STANDS IN THE CORNER, TAKING OFF HER COAT, STILL IN A DREAM. HIGGINS AND PICKERING ARE HEARD ON THE STAIRS.

HIGGINS:
I say, Pick: lock up, will you? I shant be going out again.

PICK:

Right. Can Mrs Pearce go to bed? We don't want anything
 

more, do we?

HIGGINS:
Lord no!

HIGGINS ENTERS THE LABORATORY AND SITS, TO TAKE OFF HIS SHOES. HE DOES NOT SEE ELIZA. HE HUMS THE MELODIES FROM THE BALLROOM. 

PICK:

(STILL OFF) I say, Mrs Pearce will row if we leave these
 

things lying about.

HIGGINS:
Oh, chuck them over the bannisters into the hall. She'll
 

find them in the morning and put them away all right. 


She'll think we were drunk.

HIGGINS LOOKS AROUND THE FLOOR AS HE UNTIES HIS COLLAR.



Bloody hell....Where the devil are my slippers!

ELIZA QUIETLY EXITS, RETURNING MOMENTS AFTER WITH SLIPPERS, WHICH SHE PLACES BESIDE HIS CHAIR. SHE RETURNS TO HER PLACE. HIGGINS DOESN'T APPEAR TO SEE HER.

HIGGINS:
Oh Lord! What an evening! What a silly tomfoolery!



(SEEING THE SLIPPERS BESIDE THE CHAIR) Oh. There 
they are.

PICKERING ENTERS YAWNING. HE TOO DOES NOT SEE ELIZA AT FIRST.

PICK:

Well I feel a bit tired. It's been a long day. But you've won your
bet, Higgins. Eliza did the trick, and something to spare, eh?

HIGGINS:
Thank God it's all over.

ELIZA FLINCHES.

PICK:

Were you nervous at the party? I was. Eliza didn't seem a
 

bit nervous.

HIGGINS:
Oh, she wasn't nervous. I knew she'd be all right. No, it's the
strain of putting the job through all these months that has told
on me. It was interesting enough at first, while we were on the
phonetics; but after that I got deadly sick of it. It was a silly
notion. The whole thing has been a bore.

PICK:

Oh come! The party was frightfully exciting. My heart
 

began beating like anything.

HIGGINS:
Yes, for the first three minutes. But when I began to see
 

we were going to win hands down, I felt like a bear in a
 

cage, hanging about, doing nothing. 

PICK:

Anyhow, it was a great success.

HIGGINS:
But it is all over and done with; and I can go to bed at last without
dreading tomorrow.

ELIZA'S BEAUTY BECOMES MURDEROUS.

PICK:

I think I shall turn in too. Still, it's been a great 
occasion: a 


triumph for you. 

PICK TURNS TO GO AND SEES ELIZA. HE IS SHOCKED THAT`SHE WAS THERE ALL THE TIME. 



Goodnight.

PICKERING LEAVES. HIGGINS STILL HAS HIS BACK TO ELIZA.

HIGGINS:
Goodnight.

THE TWO ARE ALONE FOR A MOMENT. HIGGINS GETS AND GOES OUT, RETURNING MOMENTS LATER TO SPEAK TO ELIZA.



Put out the lights Eliza, and tell Mrs Pearce not to make
 

coffee in the morning: I'll take tea.

HIGGINS EXITS. ELIZA IS ABOUT TO EXPLODE. SHE GOES OVER TO HIGGINS' CHAIR AND SITS.HIGGINS ENTERS MOMENTS LATER.

HIGGINS:
What the devil have I done with my slippers?

ELIZA:
(SNATCHING UP THE SLIPPERS FROM THE FLOOR AND
THROWING 
THEM AT HIGGINS) There are your slippers. 
And may you never have a day's luck with them!

HIGGINS:
(ASTOUNDED) What on earth...!  (HE COMES TO HER) What's
the matter? (HE PULLS HER UP) Get up. Anything wrong?

ELIZA:
(BREATHLESS) Nothing wrong - with 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? I won it! Why did you throw those
 

slippers at me?

ELIZA:
Because I wanted to smash your face. I'd like to kill you, 
you selfish brute. You thank God it's all over, and that now you
can throw me back in the gutter!

PAUSE.

HIGGINS:
The creature is nervous, after all....

ELIZA GIVES A SUFFOCATED SCREAM OF FURY. SHE THROWS THE VASE OF FLOWERS AT HIM AND THEN POUNCES ON HIM. THEY FIGHT ON THE FLOOR.



THROWING HER DOWN) How dare you show your temper to
me? Sit down and be quiet.

PAUSE.

ELIZA:
What's to become of me?

HIGGINS:
How the devil do I know?  

ELIZA:
You don't care. You wouldn't care if I was dead. I'm nothing to
you - not so much as them slippers.

HIGGINS:
(THUNDERING) THOSE slippers.

ELIZA:
(WITH BITTER SUBMISSION) Those slippers. I didn't think 

it made any difference now. Oh God, I wish I was dead.

HIGGINS:
Why? In heaven's name why?



Perhaps you're tired after the strain of the day. You go bed like a
good girl and sleep it off. Have a little cry and say your prayers: 
that will make you comfortable.

ELIZA:
I heard your prayers. 'Thank God it's all over.'

HIGGINS:
(IMPATIENTLY) Well don't you thank God it's all over? Now
you are free to do what you like.

ELIZA:
What am I fit for? Where am I to go? What am I to do?
 

What's to become of me?

ELIZA CONTINUES TO SOB.

HIGGINS THRUSTS HIS HANDS INTO HIS POCKETS, AND WALKS ABOUT IN HIS USUAL MANNER, RATTLING THE CONTENTS OF HIS POCKETS, AS IF CONDESCENDING TO A TRIVIAL SUBJECT OUT OF PURE KINDNESS.

HIGGINS:
I shouldn't bother about that if I were you. I should
 

imagine you won't have much difficulty in settling yourself
somewhere or other, though I hadn't quite realised that you were
going away.

HIGGINS BEGINS TO PICK UP THE FLOWERS.



You might marry, you know.  You see Eliza, all men are not
confirmed old batchelors like me and the Colonel. 

Most men are the marrying sort - poor devils, and you're not bad
looking.  It's quite a pleasure to look at you sometimes....


 - not now of course because you're crying and looking as ugly as
the very devil.



You go to bed and have a nice rest; and then get up and look at
yourself in the glass; and you won't feel so cheap.

ELIZA STILL SOBS SILENTLY, UNIMPRESSED WITH HIGGINS' ADVICE.

HIGGINS:
I daresay my mother could find some chap or other who could do
very well.

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

HIGGINS:
What do you mean?

ELIZA:
I sold flowers. I didn't sell myself. Now you've made a 
lady of me
I'm not fit to sell anything else. 

HIGGINS:
Tosh, Eliza. Don't insult human relations by dragging all this
cant about buying and selling into it. You needn't marry the
fellow if you don't like him. 

ELIZA:
What else am I to do?

HIGGINS:
Oh lots of things. What about your old idea of a florist's shop?
Pickering could set you up in one.  He has lots of money.


Come, you'll be all right. I must clear off to bed. 



I'm devillish sleepy.



By the way. I came down for something: I forget what it was.

ELIZA:
Your slippers.

HIGGINS:
Oh yes. Of course. You shied them at me. 

HIGGINS FINDS THEM AND MAKES TO LEAVE.

ELIZA:
Do my clothes belong to me or to Colonel Pickering?

HIGGINS:
What the devil use would they be to Pickering?

ELIZA:
He might want them for the next girl you pick up to
experiment on. 

HIGGINS:
(SHOCKED AND HURT) Is that the way you feel towards us?

ELIZA:
All I want to know is whether anything belongs to me. 
My own clothes were burnt.

HIGGINS:
But what does it matter? Why do you need to start bothering
about that in the middle of the night?

ELIZA:
I want to know what I may take away with me. I don't want
to be accused of stealing.

HIGGINS:
(NOW DEEPLY WOUNDED) Stealing! You shouldn't have said 

that, Eliza. That shows a want of feeling.

ELIZA:
I'm sorry. I'm only a common ignorant girl. There can't be any
feelings between the like of you and the like of me. Please will
you tell me what belongs to me and what doesn't. 

HIGGINS:
(VERY SULKY) You may take the whole damned houseful if
 

you like. Except the jewels. They're hired. Will that satisfy you?
(HE STARTS TO GO)

ELIZA:
Stop! Please. 

HIGGINS TURNS. ELIZA TAKES OFF HER JEWELS.



Will you take these to your room and keep them safe?
I don't want to run the risk of their being missing.

HIGGINS:
(FURIOUS) Hand them over. (SHE PUTS THEM INTO HIS
HANDS) If these belonged to me instead of the jeweller, I'd ram
them down your undgrateful throat. (HE THRUSTS THE 

JEWELS INTO HIS POCKET)

ELIZA:
(TAKING OFF HER RING) This ring isn't the jeweller's:
 

it's the one you bought me in Brighton. I don't want it 
now.

HIGGINS TAKES THE RING AND THROWS IT ONTO THE FLOOR. HE TURNS ON ELIZA AND SHE COWERS BACK IN FEAR.



- Don't you hit me!

HIGGINS:
Hit you! It is you who have hit me. You have wounded me 


to the heart.

ELIZA:
(THRILLING WITH HIDDEN JOY) I'm glad! I've got a little
 

of my own back, anyhow.

HIGGINS:
(FINALLY REGAINING CONTROL) You have caused me to lose
my temper: a thing that has hardly ever happened to me
before. I prefer to say nothing more tonight. I am going to bed.

HE TURNS AND LEAVES. ELIZA CALLS AFTER HIM.

ELIZA:
(PERTLY) You better leave a note for Mrs Pearce about the 


coffee, for she won't be told by me.

HIGGINS:
(RETURNING) Damn Mrs Pearce; and damn the coffee; and
 

damn you and -(WILDLY) damn my own folly in having 


lavished my hard earned knowledge and the treasure of my
 

regard and intimacy on a heartless guttersnipe.

HIGGINS LEAVES WITH IMPRESSIVE DECORUM.  ELIZA THINKS AND THEN SEARCHES ON THE FLOOR FOR THE RING. 
SHE FINDS IT AND CONSIDERS FOR A MOMENT WHAT TO DO WITH IT. FINALLY SHE FLINGS IT DOWN ON THE DESERT STAND, COLLECTS HER COAT AND LEAVES.
SCENE THREE:  OUTSIDE HIGGINS' HOUSE IN WIMPOLE STREET.

FREDDY STANDS BENEATH A STREET LAMP, LOOKING UP AT ELIZA'S BEDROOM.

HE SEES THE LIGHTS GOING OUT.

FREDDY:
Goodnight, darling, darling, darling...

HE SINGS.

TO HIS SURPRISE, ELIZA OPENS THE FRONT DOOR AND COMES OUT. SHE STARTS TO MOVE DOWN THE STREET BUT SEES FREDDY. HE STOPS SINGING.

ELIZA:
Freddy! Whatever are you doing here?

FREDDY:
Nothing. I spend most of my nights here. It's the only
 

place where I am happy. - Don't laugh at me Miss Doolittle.

ELIZA:
Don't you call me Miss Doolittle, do you hear? Liza's 


good enough for me. (SHE BREAKS DOWN AND GRABS HIM 


BY THE SHOULDERS) Freddy: you don't think I'm a heartless
guttersnipe. do you?

FREDDY:
Oh, no, no, darling: how can you imagine such a thing?
 

You are the loveliest, dearest....

HE LOSES ALL SELF-CONTROL AND SMOTHERS HER WITH KISSES. SHE, HUNGRY FOR COMFORT RESPONDS. THEY STAND THERE IN ONE ANOTHER'S ARMS.

FREDDY;
Where were you going?

ELIZA:
To the river.

FREDDY:
What for?

ELIZA:
To make a hole in it.

FREDDY:
(HORRIFIED) Eliza, darling! What do you mean? What 's the 

matter?

ELIZA:
It doesn't matter now. There's nobody in the world now but you
and me, is there?

FREDDY:
Not a soul.

THEY KISS AGAIN. ELIZA NOTICES A TAXI.

ELIZA;
Oh Freddy, a taxi. The very thing.

FREDDY:
But damn it, I've no money.

ELIZA:
I have plenty. We'll drive about all night; and in the morning I'll
call on old Mrs Higgins and ask her what I ought to do.

FREDDY:
Righto! Ripping!

THEY RUSH OFF ARM IN ARM TO THE TAXI.

________________________________________________

SCENE FOUR:  MRS HIGGINS' GARDEN, THE FOLLOWING MORNING.
MRS HIGGINS IS PAINTING. ELIZA RUSHES OUT OF THE HOUSE.

ELIZA;
Mrs Higgins! Your son Henry has arrived!



He is downstairs with Colonel Pickering! 



They're using the telephone. Telephoning to the police 



I think.

MRS H:
Right. Go upstairs, quick, before they see you. Don't come down
until I send for you.

ELIZA STARTS TO RUN BACK IN, BUT HIGGINS IS ON HIS WAY OUT. SHE HAS TO HIDE BEHIND THE STATUE. 

HIGGINS:
Look here mother: here's a confounded thing!

MRS H:
Yes dear, good morning.

SHE KISSES HER SON AND AT THE SAME TIME SIGNALS BEHIND HIS BACK FOR ELIZA TO SNEAK BACK INTO THE HOUSE DURING THE KISS. ELIZA MANAGES TO GET AWAY.



What is it?

HIGGINS:
Eliza's bolted.

MRS H:
(CALMLY CONTINUING WITH HER PAINTING) You must
have frightened her.

HIGGINS:
Frightened her! Nonsense! She was left last night, as usual to
turn off the lights and all that, and instead of going to bed, she
changed her clothes and went right off. Her bed wasn't slept in. 



What am I to do?

MRS H:
Do without, I'm afraid Henry. The girl has a perfect right to leave 


if she choses.

HIGGINS:
(WANDERING DISTRACTEDLY AROUND THE GARDEN) But 


I can't find anything. I don't know what appointments I've got..

PICK:

(ENTERING) Good morning Mrs Higgins. Has Henry told you?

HIGGINS:
What does that ass of a police inspector say?  Have you
offered a reward?

MRS H:
(RISING WITH INDIGNANT AMAZEMENT) You don't mean to
say you have set the police after Eliza?

HIGGINS:
Of course. What are the police for?

PICK:

The inspector made a lot of difficulties. I really think he
suspected us of some improper purpose.

MRS H:
Of course he did. What right have you to go to the police
and give the girl's name as if she were a thief or a lost umbrella or
something? Really!

PICK:

We can't let her go like this, you know, Mrs Higgins. 


What were we to do?

MRS H:
You have no more sense, either of you, than two children. 

ENTER DOOLITTLE - DRESSED LIKE A GROOM. HE MAKES A BEE-LINE FOR HIGGINS.

DOOLITTLE:There you are, you, you.....

HIGGINS:
Mr Doolittle - the dustman!

DOOLITTLE:The gentleman - thanks to you. You see this hat? See this
 

coat? Look at it. You done this, you...you...

PICKERING:
Have you found Eliza?

DOOLITTLE:Have you lost her?

PICKERING:
Yes.

DOOLITTLE:Count yourself lucky. I ain't found her. But she'll find me soon
enough, after what you (POINTING TO HIGGINS) have done to
me.

MRS H:
But what has my son done to you?

DOOLITTLE:He's ruined me! Destroyed my happiness! Tied me up and
 

delivered me into the hands of middle class morality!

HIGGINS:
You're drunk.

DOOLITTLE:Drunk am I? Did you or did you not write a letter to an 


old millionaire blighter in America called Ezra D. 


Wallingford, telling him all about me?

HIGGINS:
Wallingford - but he's dead.

DOOLITTLE:Yes, he's dead and I'm done for. You wrote to him, didn't
you, telling him that the best speaker on morals in this
country was me - Alfred Doolittle, a common dustman,
didn't you.

HIGGINS:
Oh, after your first visit I remember making some silly
joke of the kind...

DOOLITTLE:Joke? JOKE! Them words is in his will. Thanks to your
 

silly joke, Mr Edward D. Wallingford has left three


thousand a year to me, on condition that I lecture for his
Wannafeller Moral Reform World League six times a year!

PICKERING:
I wouldn't worry. They won't ask you twice.

DOOLITTLE:It ain't the lecturing I mind. I'll lecture them till I'm 


blue in the face. It's making a gentleman of me that I 


object to. 



I was happy. I was free. I squeezed money out anyone when
 

I wanted it - like I squeezed it out of you. Now everyone
 

wants to squeeze it out of me! A year ago I hadn't a relative in
the world. Now I have fifty.



Now I have to live for others and not for myself - that's
 

middle class morality.  

MRS H:
But my dear Mr Doolittle, you don't have to accept the
 

money.

DOOLITTLE:That's the tragedy of it, ma'am. I haven't the nerve. 


Intimidated, that's what I am, intimidated.

MRS H:          Well! At least this solves the problem of Eliza's future.



You can provide for her now.

HIGGINS:
(JUMPING UP) Nonsense! She doesn't belong to him. 
I paid him five pounds for her! You took the money for the girl.
You have no right to take her now.

MRS H: 
Henry - don't be absurd. If you want to know where Eliza
 

is, she's upstairs.

HIGGINS:
(AMAZED) Upstairs! Then I shall jolly soon fetch her 


downstairs. (HE MAKES RESOLUTELY FOR THE DOOR)

MRS H;
Be quiet, Henry. Sit down.

HIGGINS:
I...

MRS H:
Sit down, dear, and listen to me.

HIGGINS:
Oh very well. (HE SITS)

MRS H:
Eliza came to me this morning. She told me of the brutal
 

way you two treated her.

HIGGINS:
(BOUNDING UP AGAIN) What?

PICK:

My dear Mrs Higgins, she's been telling you stories. We
 

didn't treat her brutally. We hardly said a word to her;
 

and we parted on particularly good terms. (TURNING TO
 

HIGGINS) Higgins: did you bully her after I went to bed?

HIGGINS:
Just the other way about.  She threw my slippers in my
 

face. She behaved in the most outrageous way. The 


slippers came bang into my face the moment I entered the
 

room, without the slightest provocation. 

PICK:

But why? What did we do to her?

MRS H:
I think I know pretty well what you did. The girl is very
 

affectionate, isn't she Mr Doolittle...

DOOLITTLE:Very tender hearted Maam. Take after me.

MRS H: 
She had become very attached to you both, and when the
 

great day of trial came, and she did this wonderful thing 


for you without making single mistake, you two sat there
 

and never said a word. Only talked together of how glad
 

you were that it was all over and how you had been bored
 

with the whole thing. And then you were surprised because
 

she threw your slippers at you. I should have thrown the 

 

grand piano at you!

HIGGINS:
We said nothing except that we were tired and wanted to
 

go to bed. Did we, Pick?

PICK:

That was all.

MRS H:
You didn't thank her, or admire her, or tell her how 



splendid she had been?

HIGGINS:
(IMPATIENTLY) But she knew all that.

PICK:

(CONSCIENCE STRICKEN) Perhaps we were a little 



inconsiderate. Is she very angry?

MRS H:
Well I'm afraid she won't go back with you to Wimpole
 

Street. But she says she is quite willing to meet you on
 

friendly terms and to let bygones be bygones.

HIGGINS:
(FURIOUS) Is she, by George? Ho!

MRS H:
If you promise to behave yourself, Henry, I'll ask her to
 

come down. If not, go home, for you have taken up quite
 

enough of my time.

HIGGINS:
Oh all right. Very well, Pick: you behave yourself. 
Let us put on our best Sunday manners for this creature that 
we have picked out of the mud.

MRS H:
Mr Doolittle. Will you be so kind as to hide over there for a
moment. 

MRS HIGGINS MOVES DOOLITTLE AWAY.

DOOLITTLE:As you wish, lady - but I can't stay. I have to get to the chu...

MRS H: 
You see I don't want Eliza to have the shock of your news until
 she has made up with these two gentlemen.

DOOLITTLE:No, listen. I have to get going to the ch...

MRS HIGGINS HUSHES DOOLITTLE AND HIDES HIM BEHIND A BUSH.

MRS H:
(CALLING OFF) Hudson? Ask Miss Doolittle to come down, 


please. 



(RETURNING TO HENRY) Now Henry. Be good.

HIGGINS:
I am behaving myself perfectly.

PICK:

He is doing his best, Mrs Higgins.

PAUSE AS THEY ALL WAIT.

HIGGINS:
(SPRINGING UP, OUT OF PATIENCE) Where the devil is that 

girl! Are we to wait all day?

ELIZA ENTERS, SUNNY, SELF-POSESSED AND AT EASE. SHE CARRIES A LITTLE WORK BASKET AND IS VERY MUCH AT HOME. 

ELIZA:
How do you do, Professor Higgins? Are you quite well?

HIGGINS:
(CHOKING) Am I.....  (HE CAN SAY NO MORE)

ELIZA;
So glad to see you again, Colonel Pickering. Quite chilly
 

this morning, isn't it. (SHE SITS DOWN AND TAKES SOME
 

NEEDLEWORK FROM HER BASKET.)

HIGGINS;
(MOVING TO HER) Don't you dare try this game on me. 
I taught it to you and it doesn't take me in. Get up and
come home, and don't be a fool. 

MRS H:
Very nicely put indeed, Henry. No woman could resist such
 

an invitation.

HIGGINS:
You let her alone mother. Let her speak for herself. You
 

will jolly soon see whether she has an idea I haven't put
 

into her head or a word that I haven't put into her mouth. 
I tell you I have created this thing out of the squashed cabbage
leaves of Covent Garden; and now she pretends to play the fine
lady with me.

MRS H:
(PLACIDLY) Yes dear, but you'll sit down, won't you?

HIGGINS SITS DOWN SAVAGELY.

ELIZA;
(TO PICKERING) Will you drop me altogether, now that the
 

experiment is over, Colonel Pickering?

PICKERING:
Oh don't. You mustn't think of it as an experiment. It 


shocks me, somehow.

ELIZA:
I'm only a squashed cabbage leaf...

PICKERING:
(IMPULSIVELY) No.

ELIZA:
...but I owe so much to you that I should be very unhappy
 

if you forgot me.

PICKERING:
It's very kind of you to say so Miss Doolittle.

ELIZA:
It was from you that I learnt really nice manners; and
 

that is what makes a lady. isn't it? You see it was so very difficult
for me with the example of Professor Higgins always before me.

HIGGINS:
Well!

PICK:

Oh that's only his way, you know. Still, he taught you to speak;
and I couldn't have done that, you know.

ELIZA:
(TRIVIALLY) Of course. That is his profession.

HIGGINS:
Damnation!

ELIZA:
(CONTNUING) It was just like learning to dance in the 


fashionable way: there was nothing more than that in it.
 

But do you know what began my real education?

PICK:

What?

ELIZA:
Your calling me Miss Doolittle that day when I first came
 

to Wimpole Street. That was the beginning of self-respect 


for me. You see really and truly, the difference between a lady
and a flower girl is not how she behaves, but how she is treated. 
I shall always be a flower girl to Professor Higgins, because he 
always treats me as a flower girl. But I know I can be a lady to you
because you always treat me as a lady, and always will.

MRS H:
Please don't grind your teeth, Henry.

PICK:

Well, this is really very nice of you, Miss Doolittle. 

ELIZA:
I should like you to call me Eliza now, if you would.

PICK:

Thank you. Eliza. Of course.

ELIZA:
And I should like Professor Higgins to call me Miss 


Doolittle.

HIGGINS:
I'll see you damned first.

MRS H:
Henry!

DOOLITTLE APPEARS UPSTAGE, AGITED, IMPATIENT TO LEAVE. HE TRIES SIGNALLING DISCRETELY TO MRS HIGGINS. 

PICK:

But you're coming back to Wimpole Street. You'll forgive
 

Higgins?

HIGGINS:
(RISING) Forgive! Will she by George! Let her go. Let her
 

find out how she can get on without us. She will relapse
 

into the gutter in three weeks without me at her elbow.

PICK:

He's incorrigible, Eliza. You won't relapse, will you?

ELIZA:
No: not now. Never again. I have learnt my lesson. I 


don't believe I could utter one of the old sounds if I
tried.

FINALLY DOOLITTLE CREEPS ROUND UPSTAGE OF ELIZA. HE TOUCHES HER ON HER SHOULDER. ELIZA STARTLES.

ELIZA;
AAaaaa-oooo-wooh!

HIGGINS:
Aha! Just so! 'AAaaa-oooo-wooh'  Victory! Victory!

DOOLITTLE:Don't look at me like that. I've come into a bit of money.

ELIZA TRIES TO TALK.



- No time to explain. I'm in a hurry. I'm dressed special
 

today. Your stepmother Hilda - wants to marry me. Now I'm
 

respectable, she wants to be respectable. 

ELIZA:
You're not going to let yourself down to marry that low
 

common woman!

HIGGINS LAUGHS.

PICKERING:
He ought to Eliza.

DOOLITTLE:Won't you put your hat on and come to St George's church
 

to see me married? Come on - we got to hurry.

ELIZA STARES AT HIGGINS.

ELIZA:
Oh very well. Just to show there's no ill feeling. I'll be back in a
moment.

ELIZA GOES INTO THE HOUSE TO FETCH HER HAT.

DOOLITTLE:I'm feeling very nervous about the ceremony, Colonel. 
I wish you'd come and see me through it.

PICKERING:
But you've been through it before. You were married to
 

Eliza's mother.

DOOLITTLE:Who told you that? That ain't the natural way. That's the
 

middle class way.  But don't tell Eliza.

MRS H:
May I come, Mr Doolittle. I should be very sorry to miss
 

your wedding.

DOOLITTLE:I would be honoured. Only we better hurry, maam.

MRS H:
I'll order the carriage and get ready. 

ELIZA ENTERS FROM THE HOUSE.



Eliza. I'm coming with you to see your father married. 



You come in carriage with me. Colonel Pickering can go
 

with the bridegroom.

MRS HIGGINS ENTERS THE HOUSE. 

DOOLITTLE:With who?

PICKERING:
You, Doolittle. You're the bridegroom. 

DOOLITTLE:'Bridegroom!' Ooo what a word! 



Come on. It's time to go. So long Henry. See you at St
 

George's Church, Eliza.

DOOLITLE EXITS.

PICKERING FOLLOWS BUT STOPS FOR A MOMENT TO SPEAK TO ELIZA.

PICKERING:Do stay with us, Eliza.

ELIZA SAYS NOTHING. SHE STARES AT HIGGINS. PICKERING LEAVES.

PAUSE.

HIGGINS:
Well, Eliza. You've had a bit of your own back, as you call it. 
Have you had enough? Are you going to be reasonable, or do you
want more?

ELIZA:
You want me back only to pick up your slippers and put up
 

with your tempers and fetch and carry for you.

HIGGINS:
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 intend 


to change my manners. My manners are exactly the same as


Pickering's.

ELIZA:
That's not true. He treats a flower girl as if she was a duchess.

HIGGINS:
And I treat a duchess as if she was a flower girl.

ELIZA:
I see. The same to everybody.

PAUSE. 



I can do without you. Don't think I can't.

HIGGINS:
I know. You never asked yourself I suppose, whether I 


could do without you.

ELIZA:
Don't try to get round me. You'll have to do without me.

HIGGINS:
I can do without anybody. I have my own soul: my own 


spark of divine fire.



But, (WITH SUDDEN HUMILITY) I shall miss you, Eliza. 
I have learnt something from your idiotic notions. I 


confess that humbly and gratefully. 



And I have grown accustomed to your voice and 



appearance. I like them, rather.

ELIZA:
Oh you are a devil. You can twist the heart in a girl as
 

easily as some would twist her arms to hurt her. You 



don't care a bit for me.

HIGGINS:
I care for life, for humanity; and you are a part of it.

ELIZA:
I won't care for anyone who doesn't care for me.

HIGGINS:
You call me a brute because you couldn't buy a claim on
 

me by fetching my slippers. You were a fool. I think a
 

woman fetching a man's slippers is a disgusting sight. 



Did I ever fetch your slippers? I think a good deal more 


of you for throwing them in my face. No use slaving for
 

me and then saying you want to be cared for: who cares 


for a slave?

ELIZA:
What did you do it for if you didn't care for me?

HIGGINS:
(HEARTLIY) Why because it was my job.

ELIZA:
What am I to come back for?

HIGGINS:
(BOUNCING UP AND LEANING OVER TO HER) 
For the fun of it. That's why I took you on.

ELIZA:
And you may throw me out tomorrow if I don't do 


everything you want me to?

HIGGINS:
Yes. And you may walk out tomorrow if I don't do 


everything you want me to.

ELIZA:
And live with my stepmother?

HIGGINS:
Yes, or sell flowers.

ELIZA:
Oh if only I could go back to my flower basket! Why did 


you take my independence from me? I'm a slave now, for
 

all my fine clothes.

HIGGINS:
Not a bit. I'll adopt you as my daughter and settle money
 

on you if you like. Or would you rather marry Pickering?

ELIZA:
(LOOKING FIERCELY ROUND AT HIM) I wouldn't marry you
if you asked me, and you're nearer my age than what he is.

HIGGINS:
(GENTLY) Than he is: not 'than what he is.'

ELIZA:
(LOSING HER TEMPER AND RISING) I'll talk as I like. 


You're not my teacher now.

HIGGINS:
(REFLECTIVELY) I don't suppose Pickering would, though. 


He's as confirmed an old batchelor as I am.

ELIZA:
That's not what I want, and don't you think it. I've always had
chaps wanting me that way. Freddy Hill writes to me twice and 
three times a day. Sheets and sheets.

HIGGINS:
(DISAGREEABLY SURPRISED) Damn his impudence!

ELIZA:
He has a right to, if he likes, poor lad. And he does love me.

HIGGINS:
You have no right to encourage him.

ELIZA:
Every girl has a right to be loved.

HIGGINS:
By fools like that?

ELIZA:
Freddy's no fool. And if he's weak and poor and wants me, 


may be he'd make me happier than my betters that bully me 


and don't want me.

HIGGINS:
In short, you want me to be as infatuated about you as 


Freddy. Is that it?

ELIZA:
(MUCH TROUBLED) I want a little kindness. I know I'm just 


a common ignorant flower girl, and you're a book-learned 


gentleman; but I'm not dirt under your feet. What I 



done....(CORRECTING HERSELF) what I did was not for the
dresses and the taxis: I did it because we were pleasant 
together, and I come....I came to care for you; not to 

want you to make love to me, and not forgetting the 


difference between us, but more friendly like.

HIGGINS:
Well, of course. That's just how I feel. And how Pickering feels. 


Eliza, you're a fool.

ELIZA:
That's not the proper answer to give me. 

SHE SINKS BACK DOWN ON THE GARDEN CHAIR IN TEARS.

HIGGINS:
It's all you'll get until you stop being a common idiot. 


If you can't stand the coldness of my sort of life, go 



back to the gutter. Work til you're more a brute than a
 

human being; then cuddle and squabble and drink till you
 

fell asleep. Oh, it's a fine life, the life of the gutter. It's real, 
it's warm: it's violent. You can feel it through the thickest of skin:
you can taste it and
smell it without any training or any work. 
Not like science and literature and Art. You find me cold, 
unfeeling, selfish, don't you? Very well: be off with you
to the sort of people you like. Marry some sentimental hog or 
other, with lots of money, and a thick pair of lips to kiss you with, 
and a thick pair of boots to kick you with. If you can't appreciate
what you've got, you'd better get what you can appreciate.

ELIZA:
(DESPERATE) Oh you are a cruel tyrant. You know I can't 


go back into the gutter, as you call it, and that I have no real
friends in the world except you and the Colonel. 

You know well I couldn't bear to live with a low common
man after you two, and it's wicked and cruel of you to 

insult me by pretending I could.



You think I must go back to Wimpole Street because I have 


nowhere else to go. But don't you be too sure you have me 


under your feet to be trampled on and talked down. I'll 


marry Freddy, I will, as soon as I'm able to support him.

HIGGINS:
(THUNDERSTRUCK) Freddy! That young fool! That poor devil 

who couldn't get a job as a postman!



Woman - do you not understand that I have made you a 


consort for a king?

ELIZA:
Freddy loves me: that makes him king enough for me. 
I don't want him to work. He wasn't brought up to it as I 

was. I'll go and be a teacher.

HIGGINS:
What will you teach, in heaven's name?

ELIZA:
(GAINING CONFIDENCE) What you taught me. I'll teach 


phonetics.

HIGGINS:
Ha! Ha! Ha!

ELIZA:
What a fool I was not to think of it before! You can't take away
the knowledge you gave to me. (PURPOSELY DROPPING HER 
AICTCHES TO ANNOY HIM) That's done you 'Enry 'Iggins, it az.
 Now I don't care that (SNAPPING HER 
FINGERS) for your 
bullying and and your big talk. I'll advertise in the papers that 
your duchess is only a flower girl that you taught, and that she'll 
teach anybody to be a duchess just the same in six months for a
thousand guineas!

HIGGINS STANDS BACK AND WATCHES WITH AMAZEMENT.

ELIZA:
Oh when I think of myself crawling under your feet and 


being trampled on, and called names when all the time I 


had only to lift up my little finger to be as good as you, I could 


just kick myself.

HIGGINS:
(WONDERING AT HER) You damned impudent slut! But it's 

better than snivelling; better than fetching slippers, isn't it? 


(RISING) By George, Eliza, I said I'd make a woman out of you,
and I have. I like you like this.

ELIZA:
Yes. You turn round and make up to me now that I'm not
 

afraid of you, and can do without you.

HIGGINS:
Of course I do, you little fool. Five minutes ago you were a
millstone around my neck. Now you're a tower of strength. 
You and I and Pickering will be three old batchelors together,
instead of only two men and a silly girl.

MRS HIGGINS RETURNS. MAYBE SHE HAS BEEN LISTENING DISCRETELY ALL THE TIME.

MRS H:
Our carriage is waiting, Eliza. Are you ready?

ELIZA:
Quite. Is the professor coming?

MRS H:
Certainly not. He cannot behave himself in Church. 


He usually breaks wind during the clergyman's sermon.

ELIZA:
(SOFTLY TO HIGGINS) Then I shall not see you again, 


Professor. Goodbye.

SHE GOES TOWARDS THE HOUSE, TO COLLECT HER HAT.

MRS H:
(COMING TO HIGGINS) Goodbye, dear.

HIGGINS:
Goodbye, mother. ( HE IS ABOUT TO KISS HER WHEN HE 


RECOLLECTS SOMETHING) Oh by the way, Eliza. 
Order me a ham and a stilton cheese, will you? 



And buy me a pair of reindeer gloves, number eights,



and a tie to match that new suit of mine. 



You can choose the colour.

ELIZA:
(STOPPING AND TURNING TO HIM Number eights are too
small for you if you want them lined with lamb's wool. 
You have three new ties that you have forgotten in the drawer of
your washstand. Colonel Pickering prefers double Gloucester to
Stilton, and you don't notice the difference. I telephoned Mrs 
Pearce this morning not to 
forget the ham. What you are to do
without me I cannot imagine.

ELIZA SWEEPS OFF INTO THE HOUSE.

MRS H:
(QUIETLY TO HIGGINS) I'm afraid you've spoilt that girl,
 

Henry. I should be uneasy about you and her if she were 


less fond of Colonel Pickering.

HIGGINS:
Pickering! Nonsense: she's going to marry Freddy. Ha-ha! 


Freddy! Freddy!



Ha-ha-ha-ha!  

MRS HIGGINS LEAVES. THE MUSIC STARTS. ELIZA RETURNS FROM THE HOUSE WITH HER HAT. SHE LOOKS DOWNSTAGE AT HIGGINS AS SHE SLOWLY WALKS OFF TO FOLLOW MRS HIGGINS. FINALLY SHE EXITS AS THE MUSIC ENDS.

End.

