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ÒÅÌÀÒÈ×ÅÑÊÈÉ ÏËÀÍ
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Ïüåñà «Ïèãìàëèîí». 5 àêòîâ.
Çàäàíèÿ è óïðàæíåíèÿ ïî òåêñòó.
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ÏÅÐÅ×ÅÍÜ ÓÌÅÍÈÉ

¹ Íàèìåíîâàíèå Ñîäåðæàíèå

1. Îïðåäåëåíèå â
òåêñòå ñèíîíèìîâ
óêàçàííûõ ñëîâ íà
àíãëèéñêîì ÿçûêå

1. Ïðî÷èòàéòå òåêñò, óòî÷íÿÿ âñå íåÿñíûå
ìîìåíòû ïðè ïîìîùè ñëîâàðÿ è äðóãèõ
äîñòóïíûõ ìàòåðèàëîâ.

2. Ïðî÷èòàéòå ñëîâà, ê êîòîðûì íåîáõîäèìî
ïîäîáðàòü ñèíîíèìû, è ïåðåâåäèòå èõ íà
ðóññêèé ÿçûê.

3. Ïðî÷èòàéòå òåêñò åùå ðàç, îáðàùàÿ îñîáîå
âíèìàíèå íà òå  îòðûâêè, â êîòîðûõ ìîãóò
âñòðåòèòüñÿ ñèíîíèìû.

4. Â ïðîöåññå âòîðîãî ïðî÷òåíèÿ òåêñòà âûáè-
ðàéòå ñèíîíèìû äëÿ êàæäîãî ñëîâà.

5. Çàïèøèòå íàéäåííûå ñèíîíèìû ðÿäîì ñ
êàæäûì èç ñëîâ.

2. Íàõîæäåíèå â
òåêñòå àíãëèéñêèõ
ýêâèâàëåíòîâ ðóñ-
ñêèõ âûðàæåíèé

1. Ïðî÷èòàéòå òåêñò, óòî÷íÿÿ âñå íåÿñíûå
ìîìåíòû ïðè ïîìîùè ñëîâàðÿ è äðóãèõ
äîñòóïíûõ ìàòåðèàëîâ.

2. Ïðî÷èòàéòå ðóññêîå âûðàæåíèå.
3. Ïðî÷èòàéòå òåêñò åùå ðàç, îáðàùàÿ âíèìà-

íèÿ íà òå îòðûâêè, â êîòîðûõ ìîæåò âñòðå-
òèòüñÿ ýêâèâàëåíò äàííîãî âûðàæåíèÿ íà
àíãëèéñêîì ÿçûêå.

4. Íàéäèòå â òåêñòå àíãëèéñêèé ýêâèâàëåíò
ðóññêîãî âûðàæåíèÿ.

3. Ïåðåâîä îòðûâêà
èç òåêñòà íà ðóñ-
ñêèé ÿçûê

1. Ïðî÷èòàéòå òåêñò â ïåðâûé ðàç, âûÿâëÿÿ
åãî ñòèëü, ñòðóêòóðó, öåëè àâòîðà è îáðà-
ùàÿ âíèìàíèå íà îñíîâíûå èäåè è ëîãè÷åñ-
êèå ñâÿçè.

2. Ïðî÷èòàéòå âòîðîé ðàç òîò îòðûâîê èç òåêñ-
òà, êîòîðûé ïîäëåæèò ïåðåâîäó, óòî÷íÿÿ
âñå íåÿñíûå ìîìåíòû.

3. Ïðèñòóïèòå ê ïåðåâîäó îòðûâêà, îñóùåñòâ-
ëÿÿ ïåðåâîä îäíîãî ïðåäëîæåíèÿ çà äðó-
ãèì. Ïîëüçóéòåñü ñëîâàðåì è äðóãèìè äî-
ñòóïíûìè ìàòåðèàëàìè.

4. Ïðî÷èòàéòå ïîëó÷åííûé ïåðåâîä åùå ðàç,
èñïðàâëÿÿ âñå äîïóùåííûå ãðàììàòè÷åñ-
êèå, ñòèëèñòè÷åñêèå è äðóãèå îøèáêè.
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¹ Íàèìåíîâàíèå Ñîäåðæàíèå

4.
Çàâåðøåíèå  ïðåäëîæ å

-
íèÿ ïðè ïîìîùè îäíîãî
èç íåñêîëüêèõ óêàçàííûõ
âàðèàíòîâ â ñîîòâåòñò-
âèè ñ ñîäåðæàíèåì òåêñ-
òà

1. Ïðî÷èòàéòå òåêñò, óòî÷íÿÿ âñå íåÿñ-
íûå ìîìåíòû ïðè ïîìîùè ñëîâàðÿ è
äðóãèõ äîñòóïíûõ ìàòåðèàëîâ.

2. Ïðî÷èòàéòå íà÷àëî ïðåäëîæåíèÿ.
3. Ïðî÷èòàéòå âñå ïðåäëîæåííûå âà-

ðèàíòû åãî çàâåðøåíèÿ.
4. Îïðåäåëèòå â òåêñòå îòðûâîê, â êîòî-

ðîì èäåò ðå÷ü î òîì æå ñîáûòèè èëè
ëèöå, ÷òî è â ïðåäëîæåíèè. Ïðè íåîá-
õîäèìîñòè ìîæåòå ïðî÷èòàòü òåêñò
åùå ðàç.

5. Âûáåðèòå èç ïðåäëîæåííûõ âàðèàí-
òîâ èìåííî òîò, êîòîðûé ñîîòâåòñò-
âóåò ñîäåðæàíèþ òåêñòà.

6. Çàâåðøèòå ïðåäëîæåíèå.
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LESSON 1 ÓÐÎÊ 1

GEORGE BERNARD SHAW

Shaw, George Bernard (was born July 26, 1856, Dublin � died
November 2, 1950, Ayot St. Lawrence, Hertfordshire, England), Irish comic
dramatist, literary critic, and Socialist propagandist, winner of the Nobel
Prize for Literature in 1925.

The most significant British playwright since the 17th century, George
Bernard Shaw was more than merely the best comic dramatist of his time, for
some of his greatest works for the stage � Caesar and Cleopatra, the �Don
Juan in Hell� episode of Man and Superman, Major Barbara, Heartbreak
House, and Saint Joan � have a high seriousness and prose beauty
unmatched by his stage contemporaries. His development of a drama of
moral passion and of intellectual conflict and debate, his revivifying the
comedy of manners, his ventures into symbolic farce and into a theatre of
disbelief helped shape the theatre of his time and after. A visionary and
mystic whose philosophy of moral passion permeates his plays, Shaw was
also the most trenchant pamphleteer since Swift; the most readable music
critic in English, the best theatre critic of his generation; a prodigious
lecturer and essayist on politics, economics, and sociological subjects; and
one of the most prolific letter writers in literature. By bringing a bold critical
intelligence to his many other areas of interest, he helped mold the political,
economic, and sociological thought of three generations.

Possibly Shaw�s comedic masterpiece, and certainly his funniest and
most popular play, is Pygmalion (performed 1913). It was claimed by Shaw to
be a didactic drama about phonetics, and its anti-heroic hero, Henry Higgins,
is a phonetician, but the play is a humane comedy about love and the English
class system. The play is about the training Higgins gives to a Cockney
flower girl to enable her to pass as a lady and is also about the repercussions
of the experiment�s success. The scene in which Eliza Doolittle appears in
high society when she has acquired a correct accent but no notion of polite
conversation is one of the funniest in English drama. Pygmalion has been
both filmed (1938), winning an Academy Award for Shaw for his screenplay,
and adapted into an immensely popular musical, index My Fair Lady (1956;
motion-picture version, 1964).
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PYGMALION
ACT I

London at 11.15 p.m. Torrents of heavy summer rain. Cab whistles
blowing frantically in all directions. Pedestrians running for shelter into the
portico of St. Paul�s church (not Wren�s Cathedral but lnigo Jones�s church in
Covent Garden vegetable market), among them a lady and her daughter in
evening dress. All are peering out gloomily at the rain, except one man with
his back turned to the rest, wholly preoccupied with a notebook in which he is
writing. The church clock strikes the first quarter.

THE DAUGHTER (in the space between the central pillars, close to the
one on her left). I�m getting chilled to the bone. What can Freddy be doing all
this time? He�s been gone twenty minutes.

THE MOTHER (on her daughter�s right). Not so long. But he ought to
have got us a cab by this.

A BYSTANDER (on the lady�s right). He wont get no cab not until half-
past eleven, missus, when they come back after dropping their theatre fares.

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

THE BYSTANDER. Well, it aint my fault, missus.
THE DAUGHTER. If Freddy had a bit of gumption, 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 couldnt he?
Freddy rushes in out of the rain from the Southampton Street side, and

comes between them, closing a dripping umbrella. He is a young man of
twenty, in evening dress, very wet round the ankles.

THE DAUGHTER. Well, havnt you got a cab?
FREDDY. Theres not one to be had for love or money.
THE MOTHER. Oh, Freddy, there must be one. You cant have tried.
THE DAUGHTER. It�s too tiresome. Do you expect us to go and get one

ourselves?
FREDDY. I tell you theyre all engaged. The rain was so sudden: nobody

was prepared; and everybody had to take a cab. Ive been to Charing Cross
one way and nearly to Ludgate Circus the other; and they were all engaged.

THE MOTHER. Did you try Trafalgar Square?
FREDDY. There wasnt one at Trafalgar Square.
THE DAUGHTER. Did you try?
FREDDY. I tried as far as Charing Cross Station. Did you expect me to

walk to Hammersmith?
THE DAUGHTER. You havnt tried at all.
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THE MOTHER. You really are very helpless, Freddy. Go again; and dont
come back until you have found a cab.

FREDDY. I shall simply get soaked for nothing.
THE DAUGHTER. And what about us? Are we to stay here all night in

this draught, with next to nothing on? You selfish pig�
FREDDY. Oh, very well: I�ll go, I�ll go. (He opens his umbrella and

dashes off Strandwards, but comes into collision with a flower girl who is
hurrying in for shelter, knocking her basket out of her hands. A blinding flash
of lightning, followed instantly by a rattling peal of thunder, orchestrates the
incident).

THE FLOWER GIRL. Nah then, Freddy: look wh� y� gowin, deah.
FREDDY. Sorry (he rushes off).
THE FLOWER GIRL (picking up her scattered flowers and replacing

them in the basket). There�s menners f� yer! Ta-oo banches o voylets trod
into the mad. (She sits down on the plinth of the column, sorting her flowers,
on the lady�s right. She is not at all a romantic figure. She is perhaps
eighteen, perhaps twenty, hardly older. She wears a little sailor hat of black
straw that has long been exposed to the dust and soot of London and has
seldom if ever been brushed. Her hair needs washing rather badly: it�s mousy
color can hardly be natural. She wears a shoddy black coat that reaches
nearly to her knees and is shaped to her waist. She has a brown skirt with a
coarse apron. Her boots are much the worse for wear. She is no doubt as
clean as she can afford to be: but compared to the ladies she is very dirty. Her
features are no worse than theirs; but their condition leaves something to be
desired; and she needs the services of a dentist).

THE MOTHER. How do you know that my son�s name is Freddy, pray?
THE FLOWER GIRL. Ow, eez ye-ooa son, is e? Wal, fewd dan y� de-

ooty bawmz a mather should, eed now bettern to spawl a pore gel�s flahrzn
than ran awy athaht pyin. Will ye-oo py me f�them? (Here, with apologies, this
desperate attempt to represent her dialect without a phonetic alphabet must be
abandoned as unintelligible outside London).

THE DAUGHTER. Do nothing of the sort, mother. The idea!
THE MOTHER. Please allow me, Clara. Have you any pennies?
THE DAUGHTER. No. lve nothing smaller than sixpence.
THE FLOWER GIRL (hopefully). I can give you change for a tanner,

kind lady.
THE MOTHER (to Clara). Give it to me. (Clara parts reluctantly) Now.

(To the girl) This is for your flowers.
THE FLOWER GIRL. Thank you kindly, lady.
THE DAUGHTER. Make her give you the change. These things are only

a penny a bunch.
THE MOTHER. Do hold your tongue, Clara. (To the girl) You can keep

the change.
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THE FLOWER GIRL. Oh, thank you, lady.
THE MOTHER. Now tell me how you know that young gentleman�s

name.
THE FLOWER GIRL. I didnt.
THE MOTHER. I heard you call him by it. Dont try to deceive me.
THE FLOWER GIRL (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.

THE DAUGHTER. Sixpence thrown away! Really, mamma, you might
have spared Freddy that. (She retreats in disgust behind the pillar).

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

THE GENTLEMAN. Phew!
THE MOTHER (to the gentleman). Oh, sir, is there any sign of its

stopping?
THE GENTLEMAN. I�m afraid not. It started worse than ever about two

minutes ago (he goes to the plinth beside the flower girl; puts up his foot on
it, and stoops to turn down his trouser ends).

THE MOTHER. Oh dear! (She retires sadly and joins her daughter).
THE FLOWER GIRL (taking advantage of the military gentleman�s

proximity to establish friendly relations with him). If it�s worse, it�s a sign it�s
nearly over. So cheer up. Captain; and buy a flower off a poor girl.

THE GENTLEMAN. I�m sorry. I havnt any change.
THE FLOWER GIRL. I can give you change, Captain.
THE GENTLEMAN. For a sovereign? Ive nothing less.
THE FLOWER GIRL. Garn! Oh do buy a flower off me, Captain. I can

change half-a-crown. Take this for tuppence.
THE GENTLEMAN. Now dont be troublesome: there�s a good girl.

(Trying his pockets) I really havnt any change � Stop: heres three hapence,
if thats any use to you (he retreats to the other pillar).

THE FLOWER GIRL (disappointed, but thinking three halfpence better
than nothing). Thank you, sir.

THE BYSTANDER (to the girl). You be careful: give him a flower for it.
Theres a bloke here behind taking down every blessed word youre saying.
(All turn to the man who is taking notes).

THE FLOWER GIRL (springing up terrified). I aint done nothing wrong
by speaking to the gentleman. Ive 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.

General hubbub, mostly sympathetic to the flower girl, but deprecating
her excessive sensibility. Cries of Dont start hollerin. Who�s hurting you?
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Nobody�s going to touch you. Whats the good of fussing? Steady on. Easy
easy, etc., come from the elderly staid spectators who pat her comfortingly.
Less patient ones bid her shut her head, or ask her roughly what is wrong with
her. A remoter group, not knowing what the matter is, crowd in and increase
the noise with question and answer: Whats the row? What she do? Where is
he? A tec taking her down. What! him? Yes: him over there: Took money off
the gentleman, etc.

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

THE NOTE TAKER (coming forward on her right, the rest crowding
after him). There! there! there! there! who�s hurting you, you silly girl? What
do you take me for?

THE BYSTANDER. It�s aw rawt: e�s a gentleman: look at his b@-oots.
(Explaining to the note taker) She thought you was a copper�s nark, sir.

THE NOTE TAKER (with quick interest). Whats a copper�s nark?
THE BYSTANDER (inapt at definition). It�s a � well it�s a copper�s

nark, as you might say. What else would you call it? A sort of informer.
THE FLOWER GIRL (still hysterical). I take my Bible oath I never said a

word �
THE NOTE TAKER (overbearing but good-humored). Oh, shut up, shut

up. Do I look like a policeman?
THE FLOWER GIRL (far from reassured). Then what did you take down

my words for? How do I know whether you took me down right? You just
shew me what youve wrote about me. (The note taker opens his book and
holds it steadily under her nose, though the pressure of the mob trying to read
it over his shoulders would upset a weaker man) Whats that? That aint proper
writing. I cant read that.

THE NOTE TAKER. I can. (Reads, reproducing her pronunciation
exactly) �Cheer ap, Keptin; n� baw ya flahr orf a pore gel.�

THE FLOWER GIRL (much distressed). It�s because I called him
Captain. I meant no harm. (To the gentleman) Oh, sir, dont let him lay a
charge agen me for a word like that. You �

THE GENTLEMAN. Charge! I make no charge. (To the note taker)
Really, sir, if you are a detective, you need not begin protecting me against
molestation by young women until I ask you. Anybody could see that the girl
meant no harm.

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

THE BYSTANDER. He aint a tec. He�s a blooming busy-body: thats
what he is. I tell you, look at his b@-ots.

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

THE BYSTANDER (suspiciously). Who told you my people come from
Selsey?

THE NOTE TAKER. Never you mind. They did. (To the girl) How do you
come to be up so far east? You were born in Lisson Grove.

THE FLOWER GIRL (appalled). Oh, what harm is there in my leaving
Liason Grove? It wasnt fit for a pig to live in; and I had to pay four-and-six a
week. (In tears) Oh, boo �hoo�oo�

THE NOTE TAKER. Live where you like; but stop that noise.
THE GENTLEMAN (to the girl). Come, come! he cant touch you: you

have a right to live where you please.
A SARCASTIC BYSTANDER (thrusting himself between the note taker

and the gentleman). Park Lane, for instance. I�d like to go into the Housing
Question with you, I would.

THE FLOWER GIRL (subsiding into a brooding melancholy over her
basket, and talking very low spiritedly to herself). I�m a good girl, I am.

THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER (not attending to her). Do you know
where I come from?

THE NOTE TAKER (promptly). Hoxton.
Titterings. Popular interest in the note taker�s performance increases.
THE SARCASTIC ONE (amazed). Well, who said I didnt? Bly me! you

know everything, you do.
THE FLOWER GIRL (still nursing her sense of injury). Aint no call to

meddle with me, he aint.
THE BYSTANDER (to her). Of course he aint. Dont you stand it from

him. (To the note taker) See here: what call have you to know about people
what never offered to meddle with you?

THE FLOWER GIRL. Let him say what he likes. I dont want to have no
truck with him.

THE BYSTANDER. You take us for dirt under your feet, dont you?
Catch you taking liberties with a gentleman!

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

THE NOTE TAKER. Cheltenham, Harrow, Cambridge, and India.
THE GENTLEMAN. Quite right.
Great laughter. Reaction in the note taker�s favor. Exclamations of He

knows all about it. Told him proper. Hear him tell the toff where he come
from? etc.
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THE GENTLEMAN. May I ask, sir, do you do this for your living at a
music hall?

THE NOTE TAKER. Ive thought of that. Perhaps I shall some day.
The rain has stopped; and the persons on the outside of the crowd

begin to drop off.
THE FLOWER GIRL (resenting the reaction). He�s no gentleman, he

aint, to interfere with a poor girl.
THE DAUGHTER (out of patience, pushing her way rudely to the front

and displacing the gentleman, who politely retires to the other side of the
pillar). What on earth is Freddy doing? I shall get pneumownia if I stay in this
draught any longer.

THE NOTE TAKER (to himself, hastily making a note of her
pronunciation of �monia�). Earlscourt.

THE DAUGHTER (violently). Will you please keep your impertinent
remarks to yourself.

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

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

THE NOTE TAKER (uproariously amused). Ha! ha! What a devil of a
name! Excuse me. (To the daughter) You want a cab, do you?

THE DAUGHTER. Dont dare speak to me.
THE MOTHER. Oh please, please, Clara. (Her daughter repudiates her

with an angry shrug and retires haughtily) We should be so grateful to you,
sir, if you found us a cab. (The note taker produces a whistle) Oh, thank you.
(She joins her daughter).

The note taker blows a piercing blast.
THE SARCASTIC BYSTANDER. There! I knowed he was a plain-clothes

copper.
THE BYSTANDER. That aint a police whistle: that�s a sporting whistle.
THE FLOWER GIRL (still preoccupied with her wounded feelings). He�s

no right to take away my character. My character is the same to me as any
lady�s.

THE NOTE TAKER. I dont know whether youve noticed it; but the rain
stopped about two minutes ago.

THE BYSTANDER. So it has. Why didnt you say so before? and us
losing our time listening to your silliness! (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 (affecting great distinction of speech).

Thank you, teacher. Haw, haw! So long (he touches his hat with mock respect
and strolls off).
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THE FLOWER GIRL. Frightening people like that! How would be like it
himself?

THE MOTHER. It�s quite fine now, Clara. We can walk to a motor bus.
Come. (She gathers her skirts above her ankles and hurries off towards the
Strand).

THE DAUGHTER. But the cab � (her mother is out of hearing). Oh,
how tiresome! (She follows angrily).

All the rest have gone except the note taker, the gentleman, and the
flower girl, who sits arranging her basket and still pitying herself in murmurs.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Poor girl! Hard enough for her to live without
being worrited and chivied.

THE GENTLEMAN (returning to his former place on the note taker�s
left). How do you do it, if I may ask?

THE NOTE TAKER. Simply phonetics. The science of speech. Thats my
profession; also my hobby. Happy is the man who can make a living by his
hobby! You can spot an Irishman or a Yorkshireman by his brogue. I can
place any man within six miles. I can place him within two miles in London.
Sometimes within two streets.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Ought to be ashamed of himself, unmanly coward!
THE GENTLEMAN. But is there a living in that?
THE NOTE TAKER. Oh yes. Quite a fat one. This is an age of upstarts.

Men begin in Kentish Town with £80 a year, and end in Park Lane with a
hundred thousand. They want to drop Kentish Town; but they give themselves
away every time they open their mouths. Now I can teach them�

THE FLOWER GIRL. Let him mind his own business and leave a poor
girl�

THE NOTE TAKER (explosively). Woman: cease this detestable
boohooing instantly; or else seek the shelter of some other place of worship.

THE FLOWER GIRL (with feeble defiance). Ive a right to be here if I
like, same as you.

THE NOTE TAKER. A woman who utters such depressing and
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 Shakespear and Milton
and The Bible; and dont sit there crooning like a bilious pigeon.

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

THE NOTE TAKER (whipping out his book). Heavens! what a sound!
(He writes; then holds out the book and reads, reproducing her vowels
exactly) Ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-ow-oo!

THE FLOWER GIRL (tickled by the performance, and laughing in spite
of herself). Garn! Garn!
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THE NOTE TAKER. 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 duchess at an ambassador�s
garden party. I could even get her a place as lady�s maid or shop assistant,
which requires better English.

THE FLOWER GIRL. What�s that you say?
THE NOTE TAKER. Yes, you squashed cabbage leaf, you disgrace to

the noble architecture of these columns, you incarnate insult to the English
language: I could pass you off as the Queen of Sheba. (To the Gentleman)
Can you believe that?

THE GENTLEMAN. Of course I can. I am myself a student of Indian
dialects; and�

THE NOTE TAKER (eagerly). Are you? Do you know Colonel Pickering,
the author of Spoken Sanscrit?

THE GENTLEMAN. I am Colonel Pickering. Who are you?
THE NOTE TAKER. Henry Higgins, author of Higgins�s Universal

Alphabet.
PICKERING (with enthusiasm). I came from India to meet you.
HIGGINS. I was going to India to meet you.
PICKERING. Where do you live?
HIGGINS. 27A Wimpole Street. Come and see me to-morrow.
PICKERING. I�m at the Carlton. Come with me now and lets have a jaw

over some supper.
HIGGINS. Right you are.
THE FLOWER GIRL (to Pickering, as he passes her). Buy a flower, kind

gentleman. I�m short for my lodging.
PICKERING. I really havnt any change. I�m sorry (he goes away).
HIGGINS. (shocked at the girl�s mendacity). Liar. You said you could

change half-a-crown.
THE FLOWER GIRL (rising in desperation). You ought to be stuffed

with nails, you ought. (Flinging the basket at his feet) Take the whole
blooming basket for sixpence.

The church clock strikes the second quarter.
HIGGINS (hearing in it the voice of God, rebuking him for his Pharisaic

want of charity to the poor girl). A reminder. (He raises his hat solemnly; then
throws a handful of money into the basket and follows Pickering).

THE FLOWER GIRL (picking up a half-crown). Ah-ow-ooh! (Picking up
a couple of florins) Aaah-ow-ooh! (Picking up several coins) Aaaaaah-ow-ooh!
(Picking up a half-sovereign) Aaaaaaaaaaaah-ow-ooh!!!

FREDDY (springing out of a taxicab). Got one at last. Hallo! (To the
girl) Where are the two ladies that were here?

THE FLOWER GIRL. They walked to the bus when the rain stopped.
FREDDY. And left me with a cab on my hands! Damnation!
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THE FLOWER GIRL (with grandeur). Never mind, young man. I�m going
home in a taxi. (She sails off to the cab. The driver puts his hand behind him
and holds the door firmly shut against her. Quite understanding his mistrust,
she shews him her handful of money). A taxi fare aint no object to me,
Charlie. (He grins and opens the door) Here. What about the basket?

THE TAXIMAN. Give it here. Tuppence extra.
LIZA. No: I dont want nobody to see it. (She crushes it into the cab and

gets in, continuing the conversation through the window). Goodbye, Freddy.
FREDDY (dazedly raising his hat). Goodbye.
TAXIMAN. Where to?
LIZA. Bucknam Pelis (Buckingham Palace).
TAXIMAN. What d�ye mean � Bucknam Pellis?
LIZA. Dont you know where it is? In the Green Park, where the King

lives. Goodbye. Freddy. Dont let me keep you standing there. Goodbye.
FREDDY. Goodbye. (He goes).
TAXIMAN. Here! What�s this about Bucknam Pellis? What business

have you at Bucknam Pellis?
LIZA. Of course I havnt none. But I wasnt going to let him know that.

You drive me home.
TAXIMAN. And wheres home?
LIZA. Angel Court, Drury Lane, next to Meiklejohn�s oil shop.
TAXIMAN. That sounds more like it, Judy. (He drives off).
Let us follow the taxi to the entrance to Angel Court, a narrow little

archway between two shops, one of them the Meiklejohn�s oil shop. When it
stops there, Eliza gets out, dragging her basket with her.

LIZA. How much?
TAXIMAN (indicating the taximeter). Cant you read? A shilling.
LIZA. A shilling for two minutes!!
TAXIMAN. Two minutes or ten: it�s all the same.
LIZA. Well, I dont call it right.
TAXIMAN. Ever been in a taxi before?
LIZA (with dignity). Hundreds and thousands of times, young man.
TAXIMAN (laughing at her). Good for you, Judy. Keep the shilling,

darling, with best love from all at home. Good luck! (He drives off).
LIZA (humiliated). Impedence!
She picks up the basket and trudges up the alley with it to her lodging:

a small room with very old wall paper hanging loose in the damp places. A
broken pane in the window is mended with paper. A portrait of a popular actor
and a fashion plate of ladies� dresses, all wildly beyond poor Eliza�s means,
both torn from newspapers, are pinned up on the wall. A birdcage hangs in the
window; but its tenant died long ago: It remains as a memorial only.

These are the only visible luxuries: the rest is the irreducible minimum
of poverty�s needs: a wretched bed heaped with all sorts of coverings that
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have any) warmth in them, a draped packing case with a basin and jug on it
and a little looking glass over it, a chair and table, the refuse of some
suburban kitchen, and an American alarum clock on the shelf above the
unused fireplace: the whole lighted with a gas lamp with a penny in the slot
meter. Rent: four shillings a week.

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

Tasks and Exercises

1. Read the first act of the comedy paying attention to the
following words and word combinations.

torrents � ëèâåíü; (torrent � ïîòîê)
cab whistle � ñâèñòîê, èñïîëüçîâàâøèéñÿ äëÿ îñòàíîâêè �êýáà�, òî

åñòü çàïðÿæåííîãî ëîøàäüìè êàáðèîëåòà, à ïîçæå � òàêñè (ëîíäîíñêèå
òàêñè äî ñèõ ïîð èìåíóþòñÿ êýáàìè)

frantically � íåèñòîâî
portico � ïîðòèê, ãàëåðåÿ
St. Paul�s Church � çäàíèå öåðêâè Ñâÿòîãî Ïàâëà, ïåðâîå

âîçâåäåííîå â Ëîíäîíå çäàíèå ïðîòåñòàíòñêîé öåðêâè (1631-38;
àðõèòåêòîð Èíèãî Äèëîíñ)

not Wren�s Cathedral � òî åñòü íå Ñîáîð Ñâÿòîãî Ïàâëà
(èçâåñòíåéøåå àðõèòåêòóðíîå ñîîðóæåíèå â âîñòî÷íîé ÷àñòè Ëîíäîíà,
ïîñòðîåííîå â êîíöå XVII â. âûäàþùèìñÿ àðõèòåêòîðîì ñýðîì
Êðèñòîôåðîì Ðåíîì)

Covent Garden Market � ãëàâíûé îâîùíîé, ôðóêòîâûé è öâåòî÷íûé
áàçàð Ëîíäîíà, íàõîäèâøèéñÿ äî íåäàâíåãî âðåìåíè â ðàéîíå Êîâåíò
Ãàðäåí. Òàì æå íàõîäèòñÿ çäàíèå èçâåñòíåéøåãî â Áðèòàíèè Òåàòðà
Îïåðû è Áàëåòà

to peer out � âûãëÿäûâàòü
gloomily � ìðà÷íî
to the rest � ê îñòàëüíûì
preoccupied � çàíÿòûé
pillar � êîëîííà
chilled to the bone � ïðîäðîãøèé äî êîñòåé
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he won�t get no cab � îí íå ïîéìàåò êýáà (ïðîñòîðå÷íîå äâîéíîå
îòðèöàíèå)

after dropping their theatre fares � ïîñëå òîãî, êàê äîâåçóò
ïàññàæèðîâ èç òåàòðà

aint ïðîñòîðå÷íîå = aren�t
missus � ïðîñòîðå÷íàÿ ôîðìà îáðàùåíèÿ ê æåíùèíå áåç

óïîìèíàíèÿ åå èìåíè (ñð. Mrs. + surname)
gumption ðàçã. � ñìåêàëêà, ïðåäïðèèì÷èâîñòü
to rush in � âáåãàòü
dripping � çä. ìîêðûé, ñ êîòîðîãî òå÷åò
ankle � ùèêîëîòêà
There�s not one to be had for love or money � Íåò íè îäíîãî, íè ðàäè

ëþáâè, íè çà äåíüãè
Charing Cross � ìåñòî âáëèçè Òðàôàëüãàðñêîé ïëîùàäè,

ôàêòè÷åñêè óñëîâíàÿ ãðàíèöà ìåæäó çàïàäíîé è âîñòî÷íîé ÷àñòÿìè
Ëîíäîíà

Ludgate Circus � ïëîùàäü Ëàäãèò (åñëè ïëîùàäü íå êâàäðàòíîé è
íå ïðÿìîóãîëüíîé ôîðìû, à ñêîðåå íàïîìèíàåò îêðóæíîñòü, ê êîòîðîé
ñòåêàþòñÿ íåñêîëüêî óëèö, èñïîëüçóåòñÿ ñëîâî circus)

Hammersmith � ðàéîí íà çíà÷èòåëüíîì ðàññòîÿíèè ê çàïàäó îò
Êîâåíò Ãàðäåí

to get soaked � ïðîìîêíóòü íàñêâîçü
draught � ñêâîçíÿê
with next to nothing on � ïî÷òè ðàçäåòûå
to dash off � ðâàíóòüñÿ, âûëåòåòü
Strandwards � ïî íàïðàâëåíèþ ê Ñòðýíäó (the Strand � îäíà èç

ãëàâíûõ óëèö Ëîíäîíà, ñîåäèíÿþùàÿ Âåñòìèíñòåð, ïîëèòè÷åñêèé öåíòð
ñòðàíû, ñ Ñèòè, åå äåëîâûì öåíòðîì; -wards � ñóôôèêñ íàïðàâëåíèÿ,
ñð. ïðåäëîã towards � �ê�)

to come into collision � íàëåòåòü, ñòîëêíóòüñÿ
Nah then � deah (âîñïðîèçâåäåíèå ïðîèçíîøåíèÿ Êîêíè) = Now

then, Freddy look where you are going, dear.
scattered � ðàññûïàííûå
There�s menners � the mad (ïðîèçíîøåíèå Êîêíè) = There�s

manners for you! Two bunches of violets trodden into the mud)
plinth � ïëèíòóñ, êâàäðàòíàÿ îñíîâà êîëîííû
has long been exposed to� � äîëãî ïîäâåðãàëàñü�
seldom if ever � ðåäêî, åñëè âîîáùå êîãäà-ëèáî
needs � badly � î÷åíü íóæäàþòñÿ
shoddy çä. � íèçêîêà÷åñòâåííûé (òàêæå âîçìîæíî çíà÷åíèå �ñ

ëîæíîé ïðåòåíçèåé�)
shaped to her waist � ïîäîãíàíî åé ïî òàëèè
are much the worse for wear � î÷åíü ñèëüíî ïîíîøåííûå
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to leave something to be desired � îñòàâëÿòü æåëàòü ëó÷øåãî
pray çä. = please
Ow, eer � me f� them? (âîñïðîèçâåäåíèå ðå÷è Êîêíè) = Oh, he�s

your son, is he? Well, if you�d done your duty by him as a mother should, he�d
know better than spoil a poor girl�s flowers, then run away without paying.
Will you pay me for them?

unintelligible � íåïîíÿòíûé, íåâíÿòíûé, íåðàçáîð÷èâûé
The idea! çä. = Ýòî æå íàäî äîäóìàòüñÿ!
tanner ñëåíã = sixpence
parts reluctantly � ðàññòàåòñÿ (ñ ìîíåòîé) íåîõîòíî
you might have spared Freddy that � (îäèí èç âîçìîæíûõ ïåðåâîäîâ)

ýòîãî òîëüêî Ôðåääè íå õâàòàëî
amiable � ïðèÿòíûé, ïðèâåòëèâûé
in the same plight � â òàêîé æå áåçíàäåæíîé ñèòóàöèè
Phew! � ìåæäîìåòèå, âûðàæàþùåå íåòåðïåíèå, ðàçäðàæåíèå,

äîñàäó è ò.ï. ýìîöèè
of its stopping � ÷òîáû îí (äîæäü) ïðåêðàòèëñÿ
to stoop � íàêëîíÿòüñÿ
to turn down çä. � îòâåðíóòü âíèç (çàêàòàííûå ðàíåå áðþêè)
proximity � áëèçîñòü
it�s nearly over � ïî÷òè êîí÷àåòñÿ
to buy off (ïðîñòîðå÷íîå) = buy from
change � ìåëî÷ü
sovereign � àíãëèéñêàÿ çîëîòàÿ ìîíåòà, âûøåäøàÿ èç

óïîòðåáëåíèÿ; ðàíåå ðàâíÿëàñü îäíîìó ôóíòó ñòåðëèíãîâ (ñð. ðóññêèé
çîëîòîé ðóáëü)

Garn! � ìåæäîìåòèå íà Êîêíè (èñêàæåííîå Go on!), âûðàæàþùåå
íåäîâåðèå èëè ñîìíåíèå

half-a-crown � àíãëèéñêàÿ ñåðåáðÿíàÿ ìîíåòà, âûøåäøàÿ èç
óïîòðåáëåíèÿ; ðàíåå ðàâíÿëàñü ïî÷òè ÷åòâåðòè ôóíòà ñòåðëèíãîâ

troublesome � íàçîéëèâàÿ
hapence = halfpence
bloke � ïàðåíü, �òèï�
taking down � çàïèñûâàþùèé
blessed çä. � óñèëèòåëüíîå ñëîâî òèïà �äóðàöêîå� è ò. ï.
aint çä. = am not
hubbub � ãâàëò; íåðàçáåðèõà
deprecating � íåîäîáðèòåëüíûé
holler ïðîñòîðå÷íîå = to shout
to fuss � ñóåòèòüñÿ
Easy easy � ïîñïîêîéíåå
Bid her shut her head � ïðîñÿò åå çàòêíóòüñÿ
What she do? (Êîêíè) = What has she done?
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tec ðàçã. = detective
to charge çä. � îáâèíÿòü
dunno = don�t know
to take away my character � îïîðî÷èòü ìåíÿ
What do you take me for? � Çà êîãî òû ìåíÿ ïðèíèìàåøü?
It�s aw rawt � Go-oots (âîñïðîèçâåäåíèå ðå÷è Êîêíè) = It�s all right:

he�s a gentleman: look at his boots
ñopper (ñëåíã) � ïîëèöåéñêèé
nark (ñëåíã) � øïèê, èùåéêà, äîíîñ÷èê
I take my Bible oath � Êëÿíóñü íà Áèáëèè (òî åñòü êàê ýòî äåëàþò

ïåðåä òåì, êàê äàâàòü ïîêàçàíèÿ â ñóäå: êëÿíóòñÿ ãîâîðèòü ïðàâäó �è
íè÷åãî êðîìå ïðàâäû�, ïîëîæèâ ðóêó íà Áèáëèþ)

overbearing � âëàñòíûé, ïîâåëèòåëüíûé
good-humored � äîáðîäóøíûé
far from reassured � äàëåêî íåóñïîêîåííàÿ
took me down right � çàïèñàëè ìåíÿ ïðàâèëüíî
shew � âàðèàíò íàïèñàíèÿ show, íûíå óñòàðåâøèé
�Cheer ap � gel� (âîñïðîèçâåäåíèå ðå÷è Êîêíè) = Cheer up,

Captain; and buy your flower from a poor girl
to lay a charge � âûäâèíóòü îáâèíåíèå â öåëÿõ ñóäåáíîãî

ïðåñëåäîâàíèÿ
agen (Êîêíè) = against
to make a charge = to lay a charge
molestation � ïðèñòàâàíèå
Course they could = Of course they could (çäåñü è äàëåå ïðîïóñêè

ñëóæåáíûõ ñëîâ, õàðàêòåðíûå äëÿ áûñòðîé ðàçãîâîðíîé ðå÷è)
Girl never said� = The girl never said�
Nice thing� = a nice thing � (çä.) � ïîäóìàòü òîëüêî�
resumes her seat � îíà âíîâü ñàäèòñÿ
blooming (çä. ñëåíã) � ïðîêëÿòûé
busy-body � òîò, êòî ñóåò íîñ â ÷óæèå äåëà
genially � äðóæåëþáíî
your people � âàøà ðîäíÿ
down � çä. íàðå÷èå, óêàçûâàþùåå íàïðàâëåíèå îò ñòîëèöû
to come from � ïðîèñõîäèòü (ðîäîì) èç�
Never you mind (ýêñïðåññèâíîå) = Never mind � íåâàæíî
up � çä. íàðå÷èå, óêàçûâàþùåå íàïðàâëåíèå ê öåíòðó ãîðîäà
appalled � ïîòðÿñåííàÿ
Lisson Grove � óëèöà ê ñåâåðî-çàïàäó Ëîíäîíà
fit � ïîäõîäÿùèé
four-and-six = four shillings and sixpence
boo-hoo-oo � ïîäðàæàíèå ãðîìêîìó ïëà÷ó
trusting himself � âêëèíèâàÿñü
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Park Lane � óëèöà â çàïàäíîé ÷àñòè Ëîíäîíà, îêîëî Ãàéä-Ïàðêà,
ãäå æèëüå î÷åíü äîðîãî

go into � çä. çàíÿòüñÿ, îáñóäèòü
subsiding into a brooding melancholy � ïðåäàâàÿñü çàäóì÷èâîé

ìåëàíõîëèè
not attending � íå âíèìàÿ
Hoxton � èñòîðè÷åñêè áåäíûé ðàéîí Ëîíäîíà, íàñåëåííûé

ðàáî÷èìè è ðåìåñëåííèêàìè
titterings � õèõèêàíüå
Bly me! � ïðîñòîðå÷íîå âîñêëèöàíèå, âûðàæàþùåå óäèâëåíèå è

ò.ï. (èñêàæåííîå �God blind me!�)
still nursing her sense of injury � íèêàê íå æåëàÿ ðàññòàòüñÿ ñ

÷óâñòâîì îáèäû
Aint no call to meddle with me � Ó íåãî íåò ïîâîäà ñîâàòüñÿ â ìîè

äåëà
see here (ïðîñòîðå÷í.) = Look here
� people what never� � ëþäè, êîòîðûå íèêîãäà� (ñâîéñòâåííîå

Êîêíè èñïîëüçîâàíèå îòíîñèòåëüíîãî ìåñòîèìåíèÿ what âìåñòî who èëè
that)

have no truck with � (ðàçã.) íå èìåòü äåëà ñ�
Catch you taking liberties with a gentleman! � Íàñêîëüêî ÿ ïîíèìàþ,

âû áû íå äîïóñêàëè òàêèõ âîëüíîñòåé ïî îòíîøåíèþ ê äæåíòëüìåíó!
to go fortune-telling � çàíÿòüñÿ ãàäàíèåì
Cheltenham � êóðîðò ñ öåëåáíûìè èñòî÷íèêàìè, èçâåñòíûé òàêæå

áëàãîäàðÿ íåñêîëüêèì ó÷åáíûì çàâåäåíèÿì, ñðåäè êîòîðûõ îäíà èç
ñòàðåéøèõ â ñòðàíå è î÷åíü äîðîãèõ øêîë

Harrow � îäíà èç ñòàðåéøèõ è ëó÷øèõ �ïóáëè÷íûõ� (ò.å.
íåãîñóäàðñòâåííûõ) øêîë

proper (ïðîñòîðå÷í.) = properly
taff � (ñëåíã) çíàòíûé ÷åëîâåê
for your living � äëÿ çàðàáîòêà
at a music hall � íà ýñòðàäå
to drop off � ðàñõîäèòüñÿ, óõîäèòü
resenting � âîçìóùàÿñü
on earth � óñèëèòåëüíàÿ èëè ýêñïðåññèâíàÿ ôðàçà
pneumownia � èìèòàöèÿ àôôåêòèðîâàííîãî �àðèñòîêðàòè÷åñêîãî�

ïðîèçíåñåíèÿ ñëîâà pneumonia
Earlscourt � óëèöà â ðàéîíå Hammersmith, íàñåëåíèå êîòîðîãî

ñîñòàâëÿëè ëþäè ñðåäíåãî êëàññà
Epsom � ðàíåå ãîðîä â ãðàôñòâå Surrey, ê þãî-çàïàäó îò Ëîíäîíà

(íûíå ïðèãîðîä Ëîíäîíà)
uproariously � (çä.) î÷åíü âåñåëî ñìåÿñü
repudiate � îòêàçûâàòüñÿ ïðèçíàâàòü, îòâåðãàòü, íå ïðèíèìàòü
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shrug � äâèæåíèå ïëå÷à (to shrug � ïîæàòü ïëå÷àìè)
retires haughtily � âûñîêîìåðíî îòõîäèò
a piercing blast � (çä.) ïðîíçèòåëüíûé ñâèñò
plain-clothes � (çä.) â ãðàæäàíñêîì, áåç ôîðìû
Anwell (ïðîèçíîøåíèå Êîêíè) = Hanwell � áîëüíèöà äëÿ

äóøåâíîáîëüíûõ â ïðèãîðîäå Ëîíäîíà Hanwell
affecting great distinction of speech � äåëàÿ ñâîþ ðå÷ü î÷åíü

âûñîêîïàðíîé è íàñûùåííîé
Thenk you (Êîêíè) = Thank you
Haw, haw! (èìèòàöèÿ ïðîèçíîøåíèÿ Êîêíè) = Ha, ha! �

çâóêîïîäðàæàíèå ñìåõà
with mock respect � ñ èðîíè÷åñêè-íàñìåøëèâîé èìèòàöèåé

óâàæåíèÿ
It�s quite fine now � ïîãîäà âïîëíå õîðîøàÿ
motor bus �àâòîáóñ
out of hearing � âíå ïðåäåëîâ ñëûøèìîñòè
worrited (ïðîñòîðå÷í.) = worried
chivied � ïðåñëåäóåìûé
to spot � (ðàçã.) îïîçíàòü, âûÿâèòü
brogue � äèàëåêòíîå ïðîèçíîøåíèå, â îñîáåííîñòè èðëàíäñêèé

àíãëèéñêèé ÿçûê
place � ïîìåñòèòü, �ïðèâÿçàòü� ê ìåñòó, îïîçíàòü ìåñòíóþ

ïðèíàäëåæíîñòü
Is there a living in that? � Ìîæíî ëè ýòèì çàðàáîòàòü íà æèçíü?
Quite a fat one. � Î÷åíü íåïëîõîé (çàðàáîòîê).
upstarts � âûñêî÷êè, íîâûå áîãàòûå
Kentish Town � ðàéîí íà ñåâåðî-çàïàäå Ëîíäîíà, ðàíåå ðàáî÷èé
to drop � îòêàçàòüñÿ, èçáàâèòüñÿ
they give themselves away � îíè âûäàþò ñåáÿ
explosively � âçðûâàÿñü
boohooing � (çä.) íûòüå, ñòîíû
place of worship = church
feeble � ñëàáûé
defiance � äåðçîñòü
Shakespear � âàðèàíò íàïèñàíèÿ Shakespeare
ñrooning � (çä.) ìîíîòîííî íîþùàÿ
bilious � æåë÷íûé
overwhelmed � ïîäàâëåííàÿ
in mingled wonder and deprecation � ñî ñìåøàííûì ÷óâñòâîì

óäèâëåíèÿ è ïðåçðåíèÿ
Ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-ow-oo! � âîñïðîèçâåäåíèå ïðîèçíîøåíèÿ Êîêíè

ìåæäîìåòèÿ Oh!
whipping out his note-book � áûñòðî äîñòàâàÿ ñâîé áëîêíîò
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tickled � âîçáóæäåííàÿ, çàèíòðèãîâàííàÿ
in spite of herself � íåâîëüíî
kerbstone English � �àíãëèéñêèé ÿçûê âîäîñòî÷íûõ êàíàâ�, ò.å. íà

êîòîðîì ãîâîðÿò òîðãîâöû è çàçûâàëû, íå èìåþùèå ïðàâà ñòîÿòü íà
òðîòóàðå; ÷òîáû íå ìåøàòü ïåøåõîäàì, îíè äîëæíû îòîäâèíóòüñÿ ê
êðàþ òðîòóàðà

gutter � âîäîñòî÷íàÿ êàíàâêà
to pass that girl off as a duchess � âûäàòü ýòó äåâóøêó çà ãåðöîãèíþ
garden party � âåëèêîñâåòñêèé ïðèåì, ïðîâîäèìûé â òåïëîå âðåìÿ

ãîäà â ñàäó
lady�s maid � ãîðíè÷íàÿ
squashed � ðàçäàâëåííûé
incarnate � âîïëîùåííîå
the Queen of Sheba � öàðèöà Ñàâñêàÿ (Âåòõèé Çàâåò. 3-ÿ êíèãà

öàðñòâ, Õ)
the Carlton � êîíñåðâàòèâíûé êëóá â Ëîíäîíå
jaw � (ðàçã.) áåñåäà
Right you are = All right
I�m short for my lodging. � Ìíå íå õâàòàåò äåíåã çàïëàòèòü çà

æèëüå.
mendacity � ëæèâîñòü
You ought to be stuffed with nails! � ×òîáû òåáå áûòü íàáèòûì

ãâîçäÿìè!
rebuking � ïîðèöàþùèé
Pharisaic � ôàðèñåéñêèé
want of charity � íåäîñòàòîê ìèëîñåðäèÿ
a reminder � íàïîìèíàíèå
solemnly � òîðæåñòâåííî, ñåðüåçíî
handful � ãîðñòü, ïðèãîðøíÿ
springing out � âûñêàêèâàÿ
on my hands � íà ìîåé îòâåòñòâåííîñòè (ñð. ðóñ. �íà ðóêàõ�)
with grandeur � âåëè÷åñòâåííî
sails off � ïðîïëûâàåò, ò.å. äâèæåòñÿ âåëè÷àâî
no object � (çä.) íåñóùåñòâåííî
Charlie � èìÿ, óïîòðåáëÿåìîå êàê îáðàùåíèå âîîáùå (ñð. ðóñ.

�Âàñÿ�)
Here = Look here
Tuppence extra � åùå äâà ïåíñà, äâà ïåíñà ñâåðõ îïëàòû çà ïðîåçä
crushes � âòèñêèâàåò
Here! � (çä.) Ïîãîäè!
Drury Lane � óëèöà, ðàñïîëîæåííàÿ î÷åíü áëèçêî îò ìåñòà

äåéñòâèÿ ïåðâîãî àêòà ïüåñû; êîãäà-òî ñëàâèëàñü äóðíîé ðåïóòàöèåé (â
íàøè äíè çäåñü � ìíîæåñòâî òåàòðîâ)
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Meiklejohn�s oil shop � ìàñëÿíàÿ ëàâêà Ìèêëüäæîíà
That sounds more like it � Ýòî áîëüøå ïîõîæå íà ïðàâäó
Judy � îáðàùåíèå (ïðîñòîðå÷íîå) ê ëþáîé æåíùèíå, îñîáåííî ê

âíåøíå ñìåøíîé (îñîáåííî íà Êîêíè)
with best love from all at home � çä. èðîíè÷åñêè ïåðåîñìûñëåííàÿ

òðàäèöèîííàÿ êîíöîâêà ïèñüìà: �ñ ëþáîâüþ îò âñåõ ðîäñòâåííèêîâ�
Impidence! (ïðîñòîðå÷.) = Impudence!
trudge � óñòàëî èäòè, óíûëî òàùèòüñÿ
up � çä. âäîëü
hanging loose � çä. îòñòàâøèå, ñâèñàþùèå
pane � îêîííîå ñòåêëî
fashion plate � êàðòèíêè ñ ìîäíûìè ôàñîíàìè
wildly beyond � means � äàëåêî íåäîñòóïíûå
tenant � æèòåëü
memorial � çä. ïàìÿòü, �ìåìîðèàë�
irreducible � ïðåäåëüíûé
draped packing case � çàäðàïèðîâàííûé òêàíüþ ñóíäóê
basin � ðàêîâèíà (ïîä ðóêîìîéíèêîì)
the refuse � âûáðîøåííûå çà íåíóæíîñòüþ âåùè
a penny in the slot meter � ãàçîìåòð, ïîäàþùèé ãàç ïî ìåðå

îïóñêàíèÿ â ùåëü ìîíåòû
weary � èçìó÷åííàÿ, óñòàëàÿ
without grudging it � íå æàëåÿ åå, íå ñêóïÿñü
prodigal � ðàñòî÷èòåëüíûé
gnawing � ãëîæóùèé, áåñïîêîéíûé
miscellaneous � ðàçíîîáðàçíûå, ðàçíîòèïíûå
to kicks off � ñáðàñûâàòü
without any further change � çä. äàëåå, íå ïåðåîäåâàÿñü

2. Complete the sentences by choosing one of the given
variants.

1. The characters of the play are gathered together because
À. they have all been to the Opera
Â. they have all been trapped by heavy rain
Ñ. many appointments have been made previously
D. they all work in the area

2. Freddy cannot get a cab because
A. he doesn�t go as far as the Strand
B. he has no money
C. of his lack of Cockney
D. all the cabs are taken by other theatre-goers

3. The Flower girl (Eliza) is introduced as
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A. a noble character
B. a dirty girl from a gutter
C. The Queen of Sheba
D. an upstart

4. The Note taker proves to be
A. Henry Higgins, Professor of Phonetics
B. a policeman
C. a bystander interested in his own dialect
D. a bystander, possibly in love with Eliza.

5. Colonel Pickering came back to England
A. to study Sanscrit
B. to teach at Harrow
C. because he couldn�t stand the Indian climate
D. to meet Henry Higgins.

3. «Translate» the following phrases into literary English.

1) He wont get no cab not until half-past eleven, missus �
____________________________________________________________

2) See here: what call have you to know about people what never
offered to meddle with you?
____________________________________________________________

3) I dont want to have no truck with him.
____________________________________________________________

4) � and us losing our time listening to your silliness!
____________________________________________________________

5) Of course I havnt none.
____________________________________________________________

4. Give explanation to grammar forms of the verbs in the
following sentences.

1) I�m getting chilled to the bone.
____________________________________________________________

2) He�s been gone twenty minutes.
____________________________________________________________

3) If Freddy had a bit of gumption, he would have got one at the
theatre door.
____________________________________________________________

4) Did you expect me to walk to Hammersmith?
____________________________________________________________

5) You havnt tried at all.
____________________________________________________________
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6) � and dont come back until you have found a cab.
____________________________________________________________

7) Who�s trying to deceive you?
____________________________________________________________

8) We should be so grateful to you, sir, if you found us a cab.
____________________________________________________________

9) � � the rain stopped about two minutes ago.
____________________________________________________________

� So it has. Why didnt you say so before?
____________________________________________________________

5. In the following phrases (1) comment on meanings of modal
verbs, (2) comment on grammar forms of infinitives and (3) give
explanations to the use of these forms. Give Russian equivalents for
the following phrases.

1) What can Freddy be doing all this time?
____________________________________________________________

2) But he ought to have got us a cab by this.
____________________________________________________________

3) But we must have a cab.
____________________________________________________________

4) What could he have done, poor boy?
____________________________________________________________

5) Oh, Freddy, there must be one. You cant have tried.
____________________________________________________________

6) � and everybody had to take a cab.
____________________________________________________________

7) Are we to stay here all night �?
____________________________________________________________

8) You can keep the change.
____________________________________________________________

9) Really, mamma, you might have spared Freddy that�
____________________________________________________________

10) � you need not begin protecting me against molestation by young
women until I ask you.
____________________________________________________________

11) Ought to be ashamed of himself, unmanly coward!
____________________________________________________________
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6. Find Russian equivalents for the following phrases with
Gerunds.

1) � when they come back after dropping their theatre fares.
____________________________________________________________

2) � is there any sign of its stopping?
____________________________________________________________

3) I aint done nothing wrong by speaking to the gentleman.
____________________________________________________________

4) Whats the good of fussing?
____________________________________________________________

5) Nice thing a girl cant shelter from the rain without being insulted�
____________________________________________________________

6) Oh, what harm is there in my leaving Lisson Grove?
____________________________________________________________

7) Hard enough for her to live without being worrited and chivied.
____________________________________________________________

7. Make morphological analysis of the following words:
overbearing, uproariously, overwhelmed. Give examples of words
having the same origins.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

8. Find in the text the words «tiresome» and «troublesome».
A. Give examples of other adjectives with the suffix -some.
B. Find synonyms of these words using the dictionary.
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

9. Find in the text words and word combinations which are
equivalent to the following: eagerly, in wonder, violently, titterings,
appalled, genial.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
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________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

10. Find in the text equivalents for the phrase «Do hold your
tongue» and comment on their stylistic differences.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

11. Find in the texts adjectives, participles and adverbs
describing the state of a hero and find their Russian equivalents.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

12. Using author�s remarks describe (a) the appearance of Eliza
and (b) her room.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

LESSON 2 ÓÐÎÊ 2

ACT II

Next day at II a. m. Higgins�s laboratory in Wimpole Street. It is a room
on the first floor, looking on the street, and was meant for the drawing room.
The double doors are in the middle of the back wall; and persons entering
find in the corner to their right two tall file cabinets at right angles to one
another against the walls. In this corner stands a flat writing-table, on which
are a phonograph, a laryngoscope, a row of tiny organ pipes with a bellows,
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a set of lamp chimneys for singing flames with burners attached to a gas
plug in the wall by an indiarubber tube, several tuning-forks of different sizes,
a life-size image of half a human head, shewing in section the vocal organs,
and a box containing a supply of wax cylinders for the phonograph.

Further down the room, on the same side, is a fireplace, with a
comfortable leather-covered easy-chair at the side of the hearth nearest the
door, and a coal-scuttle. There is a clock on the mantelpiece. Between the
fireplace and the phonograph table is a stand for newspapers.

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

The middle of the room is clear. Besides the easy-chair, the piano
bench, and two chairs at the phonograph table, there is one stray chair. It
stands near the fireplace. On the walls, engravings: mostly Piranesis and
mezzotint portraits. No paintings.

Pickering is seated at the table, putting down some cards and a tuning-
fork which he has been using. Higgins is standing up near him, closing two
or three file drawers which are hanging out. He appears in the morning light
as a robust, vital, appetizing sort of man of forty or thereabouts, dressed in a
professional-looking black frock-coat with a white linen collar and black silk
tie. He is of the energetic, scientific type, heartily, even violently interested in
everything that can be studied as a scientific subject, and careless about
himself and other people, including their feelings. He is, in fact, but for his
years and size, rather like a very impetuous baby �taking notice� eagerly and
loudly, and requiring almost as much watching to keep him out of unintended
mischief. His manner varies from genial bullying when he is in a good humor
to stormy petulance when anything goes wrong; but he is so entirely frank
and void of malice that he remains likeable even in his least reasonable
moments.

HIGGINS (as he shuts the last drawer). Well, I think thats the whole
show.

PICKERING. It�s really amazing. I havnt taken half of it in, you know.
HIGGINS. Would you like to go over any of it again?
PICKERING (rising and coming to the fireplace, where he plants himself

with his back to the fire). No, thank you: not now. I�m quite done up for this
morning.

HIGGINS (following him, and standing beside him on his left). Tired of
listening to sounds?

PICKERING. Yes. It�s a fearful strain. I rather fancied myself because I
can pronounce twenty-four distinct vowel sounds; but your hundred and thirty
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beat me. I cant hear a bit of difference between most of them.
HIGGINS (chuckling, and going over to the piano to eat sweets). Oh,

that comes with practice. You hear no difference at first; but you keep on
listening, and presently you find they�re all as different as A from B (Mrs
Pearce looks in: she is Higgins�s housekeeper). What�s the matter?

MRS PEARCE (hesitating, evidently perplexed). A young woman asks to
see you, sir.

HIGGINS. A young woman! What does she want?
MRS PEARCE. Well, sir, she says youll be glad to see her when you

know what she�s come about. She�s quite a common girl, sir. Very common
indeed. I should have sent her away, only I thought perhaps you wanted her
to talk into your machines. I hope Ive not done wrong; but really you see such
queer people sometimes � youll excuse me, I�m sure, sir�

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

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

HIGGINS (to Pickering). Let�s have her up. Shew her up, Mrs Pearce
(he rushes across to his working table and picks out a cylinder to use on the
phonograph).

MRS PEARCE (only half resigned to it). Very well, sir. It�s for you to
say. (She goes downstairs).

HIGGINS. This is rather a bit of luck. I�ll shew you how I make records.
We�ll set her talking; and I�ll take it down first in Bell�s Visible Speech; then in
broad Romic; and then we�ll get her on the phonograph so that you can turn
her on as often as you like with the written transcript before you.

MRS PEARCE (returning). This is the young woman, sir.
The flower girl enters in state. She has a hat with three ostrich feathers,

orange, sky-blue, and red. She has a nearly clean apron, and the shoddy coat
has been tidied a little. The pathos of this deplorable figure, with its innocent
vanity and consequential air, touches Pickering, who has already straightened
himself in the presence of Mrs Pearce. But as to Higgins, the only distinction
he makes between men and women is that when he is neither bullying nor
exclaiming to the heavens against some feather-weight cross, he coaxes
women as a child coaxes its nurse when it wants to get anything out of her.

HIGGINS (brusquely, recognizing her with unconcealed
disappointment, and at once, bobylike, making an intolerable grievance of it).
Why, this is the girl I jotted down last night. She�s no use: Ive got all the
records I want of the Lisson Grove lingo; and I�m not going to waste another
cylinder on it. (To the girl) Be off with you: I dont want you.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Dont you be so saucy. You aint heard what I come
for yet. (To Mrs Pearce who is waiting at the door for further instructions). Did
you tell him I come in a taxi?
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MRS PEARCE. Nonsense, girl! What do you think a gentleman like Mr
Higgins cares what you came in?

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

HIGGINS. Good enough for what?
THE FLOWER GIRL. Good enough for y@-oo. Now you know, don�t you?

I�m come to have lessons, I am. And to pay for em t@-oo: make no mistake.
HIGGINS (student). Well!!! (Recovering his breath with a gasp). What

do you expect me to say to you?
THE FLOWER GIRL. Well, if you was a gentleman, you might ask me to

sit down, I think. Dont I tell you I�m bringing you business?
HIGGINS. Pickering: shall we ask this baggage to sit down, or shall we

throw her out of the window?
THE FLOWER GIRL (running away in terror to the piano, where she

turns at bag). Ah-ah-ob-ow-ow�ow-oc! (Wounded and whimpering) I wont
be called a baggage when Ive offered to pay like any lady.

Motionless, the two men stazre at her from the other side of the room,
amazed.

PICKERING (gently). But what is it you want?
THE FLOWER GIRL. I want to be a lady in the flower shop stead of

sellin at the corner of Tottenham Court Road. But they wont 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 favor � and he treats me if I was dirt.

MRS PEARCE. How can you be such a foolish ignorant girl as to think
you could afford to pay Mr. Higgins?

THE FLOWER GIRL. Why shouldnt I? I know what lessons cost as well
as you do; and I�m ready to pay.

HIGGINS. How much?
THE FLOWER GIRL (coming back to him, triumphant). Now youre

talking I thought youd come off it when you saw a chance of getting back a
bit of what you chucked at me last night. (Confidentially) Youd had a drop in,
hadnt you?

HIGGINS (peremptorily). Sit down.
THE FLOWER GIRL. Oh, if you�re going to make a compliment of it�
HIGGINS (thundering at her). Sit down.
MRS PEARCE (severely). Sit down, girl. Do as youre told.
THE FLOWER GIRL. Ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-ool (She stands, half rebellious,

half bewildered).
PICKERING (very courteous). Wont you sit down? (He places the stray

chair near the hearthrug between himself and Higgins).
LIZA (coyly). Dont mind if I do. (She sits down. Pickering returns to the

hearthrug).
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HIGGINS. Whats your name?
THE FLOWER GIRL. Liza Doolittle.
HIGGINS (declaiming gravely).

Eliza, Elizabeth. Betsy and Bess.
They went to the woods to get a bird�s nes�:

PICKERING. They found a nest with four eggs in it:
HIGGINS. They took one apiece, and left three in it.
They laugh heartily at their own fan.
LIZA. Oh, dont be silly.
MRS PEARCE (placing herself behind Eliza�s chair) You mustnt speak

to the gentleman like that.
LIZA. Well, why wont he speak sensible to me?
HIGGINS. Come back to business. How much do you propose to pay

me for the lessons?
LIZA. Oh, I know whats right. A lady friend of mine gets French lessons

for eighteenpence 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 for French; so I wont give more than a shilling. Take it or leave it.

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

PICKERING. How so?
HIGGINS. Figure it out. A millionaire has about £150 a day. She earns

about half-a-crown.
LIZA (haughtily). Who told you I only�
HIGGINS (continuing). She offers me two-fifths of her day�s income for

a lesson. To-fifths of a millionaire�s income for a day would be somewhere
about £60. It�s handsome. By George, it�s enormous! it�s the biggest offer I
ever had.

LIZA (rising, terrified). Sixty pounds! What are you talking about? I
never offered you sixty pounds. Where would I get�

HIGGINS. Hold your tongue.
LIZA (weeping). But I aint got sixty pounds. Oh�
MRS PEARCE. Dont 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

dont stop snivelling. Sit down.
LIZA (obeying slowly). Ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-oo-ol One would think you was

my father.
HIGGINS. If I decide to teach you, I�ll be worse than two fathers to you.

Here (he offers her his silk-handkerchief)!
LIZA. Whats this for?
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HIGGINS. To wipe your eyes. To wipe any part of your face that feels
moist. Remember thats your handkerchief; and that�s your sleeve. Dont
mistake the one for the other if you wish to become a lady in a shop.

Liza, utterly bewildered, stares helplessly at him.
MRS PEARCE: It�s no use talking to her like that, Mr Higgins: she

doesnt understand you. Besides, youre quite wrong: she doesnt do it that way
at all (she takes the handkerchief).

LIZA (snatching it). Here! You give me that handkerchief. He gev it to
me, not to you.

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

MRS PEARCE (resigning herself). Serve you right, Mr Higgins.
PICKERING. Higgins: I�m interested. What about the ambassador�s

garden party? I�ll say you�re the greatest teacher alive if you make that good.
I�ll bet you all the expenses of the experiment you cant do it. And I�ll pay for
the lessons.

LIZA. 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 �
LIZA (protesting extremely). Ah-ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-oo-oo!!! I aint dirty: I

washed my face and hands afore I come, I did.
PICKERING. Youre certainly not going to turn her head with flattery,

Higgins.
MRS PEARCE (uneasy). Oh, dont say that, sir: theres more ways than

one of turning a girl�s head; and nobody can do it better than Mr Higgins,
though he may not always mean it. I do hope, sir, you wont encourage him to
do anything foolish.

HIGGINS (becoming excited as the idea grows on him). What is life but
a series of inspired follies? The difficulty is to find them to do. Never lose a
chance: it doesnt come every day. I shall make a duchess of this
draggletailed guttersnipe.

LIZA (strongly deprecating this view of her). Ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-oo!
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 today: now! this moment! Take her away and clean her,
Mrs Pearce. Monkey Brand, if it wont come off any other way. Is there a
good fire in the kitchen?

MRS PEARCE (protesting). Yes; but �
HIGGINS (storming on). Take all her clothes off and burn them. Ring

up Whiteley or somebody for new ones. Wrap her up in brown paper til they
come.

LIZA. Youre no gentleman, youre not, to talk of such things. I�m a good
girl, I am; and I know what the like of you are, I do.
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HIGGINS. We want none of your Lisson Grove prudery here, young
woman. Youve got to learn to behave like a duchess. Take her away, Mrs
Pearce. If she gives you any trouble, wallop her.

LIZA (springing up and running between Pickering and Mrs Pearce for
protection). No I I�ll call the police, I will.

MRS PEARCE. But Ive no place to put her.
HIGGINS. Put her in the dustbin.
LIZA. Ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-oo!!
PICKERING. Oh come, Higgins! be reasonable.
MRS PEARCE (resolutely). You must be reasonable, Mr Higgins: really

you must. You cant walk over everybody like this.
Higgins, thus scolded, subsides. The hurricane is succeeded by a

zephyr of amiable surprise.
HIGGINS (with professional exquisiteness of modulation). I walk over

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

Liza, reassured, steals back to her chair.
MRS PEARCE (to Pickering). Well, did you ever hear anything like that,

sir?
PICKERING (laughing heartily). Never, Mrs Pearce: never.
HIGGINS (patiently). Whats the matter?
MRS PEARCE. Well, the matter is, sir, that you cant take a girl up like

that as if you were picking up a pebble on the beach.
HIGGINS. Why not?
MRS PEARCE. Why not! But you dont know anything about her. What

about her parents? She may be married.
LIZA. Garn!
HIGGINS. There! As the girl very properly says, Garn! Married indeed!

Dont you know that a woman of that class looks a worn out drudge of fifty a
year after she�s married?

LIZA. Whood marry me?
HIGGINS (suddenly resorting to the most thrillingly beautiful low tones

in his best elocutionary style). By George, Eliza, the streets will be strewn
with the bodies of men shooting themselves for your sake before Ive done
with you.

MRS PEARCE. Nonsense, sir. You mustnt talk like that to her.
LIZA. (rising and squaring herself determinedly). I�m going away. He�s

off his chump, he is. I dont want no balmies teaching me.
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HIGGINS (wounded in his tenderest point by her insensibility to his
elocution). Oh, indeed! I�m mad, am I? Very well, Mrs Pearce: you neednt
order the new clothes for her. Throw her out.

LIZA (whimpering). Nah-ow. You got no right to touch me.
MRS PEARCE. You see now what comes of being saucy. (Indicating

the door) This way, please.
LIZA (almost in tears). I didn�t want no clothes. I wouldnt have taken

them (she throws away the handkerchief). I can buy my own clothes.
HIGGINS (deftly retrieving the handkerchief and intercepting her on her

reluctant way to the door). Youre an ungrateful wicked girl. This is my return
for offering to take you out of the gutter and dress you beautifully and make a
lady of you.

MRS PEARCE. Stop, Mr Higgins. I wont allow it. It�s you that are
wicked. Go home to your parents, girl; and tell them to take better care of
you.

LIZA. I aint got no parents. They told me I was big enough to earn my
own living and turned me out.

MRS PEARCE. Wheres your mother?
LIZA. I aint got no mother. Her that turned me out was my sixth

stepmother. But I done without them. And I�m a good girl, I am.
HIGGINS. Very well, then, what on earth is all this fuss about? The girl

doesnt belong to anybody � is no use to anybody but me. (He goes to Mrs
Pearce and begins coaxing). You can adopt her, Mrs Pearce: I�m sure a
daughter would be a great amusement to you. Now dont make any more fuss.
Take her down-stairs; and �

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

HIGGINS. Oh, pay her whatever is necessary: put it down in the
housekeeping book. (Impatiently) What on earth will she want with money?
She�ll have her food and her clothes. She�ll only drink if you give her money.

LIZA (turning on him). Oh you are a brute. It�s a lie: nobody ever saw
the sign of liquor on me. (To Pickering) Oh, sir: youre a gentleman: dont let
him speak to me like that.

PICKERING (in good-humored remonstrance). Does it occur to you,
Higgins, that the girl has some feelings?

HIGGINS (looking critically at her). Oh no, I dont think so. Not any
feelings that we need bother about. (Cheerily) Have you, Eliza?

LIZA. I got my feelings same as anyone else.
HIGGINS (to Pickering, reflectively). You see the difficulty?
PICKERING. Eh? What difficulty?
HIGGINS. To get her to talk grammar. The mere pronunciation is easy

enough.
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LIZA. I dont want to talk grammar. I want to talk like a lady in a flower-
shop.

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

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

MRS PEARCE. Thats her own business, not yours, Mr Higgins.
HIGGINS. Well, when Ive done with her, we can throw her back into

the gutter; and then it will be her own business again; so thats all right.
LIZA. Oh, youve no feeling heart in you: you dont care for nothing but

yourself. (She rises and takes the floor resolutely) Here! Ive had enough of
this. I�m going (making for the door). You ought to be ashamed of yourself,
you ought.

HIGGINS (snatching a chocolate cream from the piano, his eyes
suddenly beginning to twinkle with mischief). Have some chocolates, Eliza.

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

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

HIGGINS. Pledge of good faith, Eliza. I eat one half: you eat the other.
(Liza opens her mouth to retort: he pops the half chocolate into it). You shall
have boxes of them, barrels of them, every day. You shall live on them. Eh?

LIZA (who has disposed of the chocolate after being nearly choked by
it). I wouldnt have ate it, only I�m too ladylike to take it out of my mouth.

HIGGINS. Listen, Eliza. I think you said you came in a taxi.
LIZA. Well, what if I did? Ive as good a right to take a taxi as anyone

else.
HIGGINS. You have, Eliza; and in future you shall have as many taxis as

you want. You shall go up and down and round the town in a taxi every day.
Think of that, Eliza.

MRS PEARCE. Mr Higgins: youre tempting the girl. It�s not right. She
should think of the future.

HIGGINS. At her age! Nonsense! Time enough to think of the future
when you havn�t any future to think of. No, Eliza: do as this lady does: think
of other people�s futures; but never think of your own. Think of chocolates,
and taxis, and gold and diamonds.

LIZA. No: I dont want no gold and no diamonds. I�m a good girl, I am.
(She sits down again, with an attempt at dignity).

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

PICKERING. Excuse me, Higgins: but 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�s
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?

PICKERING. Very clever, Higgins; but not to the present point. (To
Eliza). Miss Doolittle �

LIZA (overwhelmed). Ah-ah-ow-oo!
HIGGINS. There! Thats all youll get out of Eliza. Ah-ah-ow-oo! No use

explaining. As a military man you ought to know that. Give her her orders:
thats 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 youre good
and do whatever youre told, you shall sleep in a proper bedroom, and have
lots to eat, and money to buy chocolates and take rides in taxis. If youre
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 in a carriage, beautifully dressed. If the
King finds out youre not a lady, you will be taken by the police to the Tower of
London, where your head will be cut off as a warning to other presumptuous
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 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?

MRS PEARCE (patiently). I think youd better let me speak to the girl
properly in private. I dont know that I can take charge of her or consent to
the arrangement at all. Of course I know you dont mean her any harm; but
when you get what you call interested in people�s accents, you never think or
care what may happen to them or you. Come with me, Eliza.

HIGGINS. Thats all right. Thank you, Mrs Pearce. Bundle her off to the
bathroom.

LIZA (rising reluctantly and suspiciously). Youre a great bully, you are. I
wont stay here if I dont like. I wont let nobody wallop me. I never asked to go
to Bucknam Palace, I didnt. I was never in trouble with the police, not me. I�m
a good girl �

MRS PEARCE. Dont answer back, girl. You dont understand the
gentleman. Come with me. (She leads the way to the door, and holds it open
for Eliza).
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LIZA (as she goes out). Well, what I say is right. I wont go near the
King, not if I�m going to have my head cut off. If I�d known what I was letting
myself in for, I wouldnt have come here. I always been a good girl; and I
never offered to say a word to him; and I don�t owe him nothing; and I dont
care; and I wont be put upon; and I have my feelings the same as anyone else
�

Mrs Pearce shuts the door; and Eliza�s plaints are no longer audible.
Eliza is taken upstairs to the third floor greatly to her surprise; for she

expected to be taken down to the scullery. There Mrs Pearce opens a door and
takes her into a spare bedroom.

Tasks and Exercises

1. Read the second act of the comedy paying attention to the
following words and word combinations.

drawing room � ãîñòèíàÿ
file cabinets � ÿùèêè ñ êàðòîòåêîé
at right angles � ïîä ïðÿìûì óãëîì
organ pipes � îðãàííûå òðóáêè
a bellows � ìåõè; óñòðîéñòâî äëÿ ðàçäóâàíèÿ èëè âûäóâàíèÿ

âîçäóõà
a gas plug � êðàí äëÿ ïîäà÷è ãàçà
indiarubber = rubber
tuning fork � êàìåðòîí
hearth � î÷àã; êàìåííûé ïîë ïåðåä êàìèíîì
coal-scuttle � ÿùè÷åê äëÿ óãëÿ, íàõîäÿùèéñÿ ðÿäîì ñ êàìèíîì
mantelpiece � êàìèííàÿ äîñêà
stand � ñòîéêà ñ ÿùè÷êàìè èëè îòäåëåíèÿìè
shallow drawers � íåãëóáîêèå âûäâèæíûå ÿùè÷êè
telephone directory � òåëåôîííûé ñïðàâî÷íèê
keyboard � êëàâèàòóðà
extending the full length � âî âñþ äëèíó
heaped � íàïîëíåííîå
one stray chair � îäèí íåïðèêàÿííûé ñòóë; îäèí ëèøíèé ñòóë
engravings � ãðàâþðû; ýñòàìïû
Piranesis � îòåö è ñûí Ïèðàíåçè, ãðàâåðû XVIII � íà÷àëà XIX ââ.

(îòåö òàêæå àðõèòåêòîð)
mezzotint � òèï ãðàâèðîâàíèÿ, ìåööî-òèíòî
are hanging out � (çä. î ÿùèêàõ) âûäâèíóòû
robust � çäîðîâûé, êðåïêèé, ñèëüíûé
vital � ýíåðãè÷íûé, ïîëíûé æèçíè
appetizing � ïðèÿòíûé, ïðèâëåêàòåëüíûé
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a professional-looking � frock-coat � ñþðòóê, êîòîðûé îæèäàåøü
óâèäåòü íàäåòûì íà äîêòîðå, þðèñòå, ó÷åíîì è ò.ï., ò.å. íà ëþäÿõ,
çàðàáàòûâàþùèõ íà æèçíü ïðîôåññèîíàëüíûìè çíàíèÿìè

heartily � èñêðåííå
violently � î÷åíü ñèëüíî, ÿðîñòíî
but for his years and size � åñëè áû íå åãî âîçðàñò è ðàçìåðû
impetuous baby �taking notice� � èìïóëüñèâíûé ìàëûø, ïîçíàþùèé

ìèð è âñå êîììåíòèðóþùèé
watching � ïðèñìîòð
to keep him from unintended mischief � ÷òîáû íå äàòü åìó íåíàðîêîì

íàáåäîêóðèòü
genial � (çä.) âåñåëûé, äðóæåñêèé
bullying � çàäèðèñòîñòü, ãðóáîå îáðàùåíèå
stormy � áóðíûé, áóéíûé
petulance � ðàçäðàæèòåëüíîñòü, ãðóáîå âûñêàçûâàíèå
to go wrong � ñêëàäûâàòüñÿ íå òàê
void of malice � ëèøåí çëîáíîñòè
likeable � ñèìïàòè÷íûé
in his least reasonable moments � â ìîìåíòû, êîãäà îí âåäåò ñåáÿ

ïðåäåëüíî íåðàçóìíî
thats the whole show � ýòî âñå (÷òî åñòü)
to take in � (çä.) âîñïðèíÿòü, îñîçíàòü, çàïîìíèòü
to go over � ïðîñìîòðåòü, ïðîéòèñü (ïî ìàòåðèàëó)
to plant oneself � óñòðàèâàòüñÿ, îáîñíîâûâàòüñÿ
done up � (ðàçã.) óñòàë, èññÿê
I rather fancied myself � (ðàçã.) ß âåñüìà ãîðäèëñÿ ñîáîé
beat me � ïðåâîñõîäÿò ìåíÿ, ïîëîæèëè ìåíÿ íà ëîïàòêè
a bit � ìàëåéøèé (ôðàãìåíò)
chuckling � ïîñìåèâàÿñü (îò óäîâîëüñòâèÿ)
presently � íàêîíåö
housekeeper � ýêîíîìêà
perplexed � îçàäà÷åííàÿ
common � (çä.) ïðîñòàÿ, íåîòåñàííàÿ
queer � ñòðàííûé
shew her up � ïðîâîäèòå åå íàâåðõ (Õèããèíñ íàõîäèòñÿ íà âòîðîì

ýòàæå)
to pick out � âûáèðàòü
It�s for you to say � Âàì ðåøàòü
to set her talking � çàñòàâèòü åå ãîâîðèòü
Bell�s Visible Speech � ôîíåòè÷åñêàÿ òðàíñêðèïöèÿ, èçîáðåòåííàÿ

èçâåñòíûì ôîíåòèñòîì âòîðîé ïîëîâèíû XIX â. Àëåêñàíäðîì Áåëëîì
in broad Romic � ôîíåòè÷åñêàÿ òðàíñêðèïöèÿ, îñíîâàííàÿ íà

çàïèñè ëàòèíèöåé
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to turn her on � âêëþ÷èòü åå (ðå÷ü)
in state � â ëó÷øåì ñâîåì íàðÿäå; âàæíî
ostrich feathers � ñòðàóñîâûå ïåðüÿ
pathos � æàëêèé âèä
deplorable � äîñòîéíàÿ ñîæàëåíèÿ
consequential air � âàæíîå, ñ îñîçíàíèåì ñîáñòâåííîé

çíà÷èòåëüíîñòè, ïîâåäåíèå
straightened himself � ïîäòÿíóëñÿ
feather-weight cross � íåáîëüøàÿ íàïàñòü, íåçàäà÷à
to coax � óãîâàðèâàòü, çàäàáðèâàòü
brusquely � ðåçêî
Why � (çä.) ìåæäîìåòèå, âûðàæàþùåå óäèâëåíèå
to jot down � äåëàòü çàïèñè
lingo � (ïðåçðèòåëüíîå) ÿçûê
Be off with you! � Óõîäèòå!
saucy � äåðçêèé, çàíîñ÷èâûé
Oh, we are proud! � Âîò ìû êàêèå ãîðäûå!
above giving lessons � âûøå òîãî, ÷òîáû äàâàòü óðîêè
y@-oo (Êîêíè) = you
t@-oo (Êîêíè) = too
stupent � ïîðàæåííûé
Recovering his breath with a gasp � ò.å. åìó óäàëîñü âíîâü

âçäîõíóòü ïîñëå òîãî, êàê ó íåãî ïåðåõâàòèëî äûõàíèå
baggage � (çä.) íàõàëüíàÿ äåâèöà
turns at bay � îñòàíàâëèâàåòñÿ, ò.ê. áåæàòü äàëåå íåêóäà, è

îáðàùàåòñÿ ê ïðîòèâíèêó
wounded � (ïåðåí.) îáèæåííàÿ
whimpering � íîÿ è õíû÷à
stead of (ðàçã.) = instead of
sellin � ïðîñòîðå÷íîå ïðîèçíîøåíèå selling
Tottenham Court Road � îäíà èç ãëàâíûõ óëèö, îòõîäÿùàÿ ê ñåâåðó

îò Oxford Street
genteel � àðèñòîêðàòè÷íûé, �æàíòèëüíûé�
zif (ðàçã.) = as if
to come off it � (Êîêíè) ïåðåñòàâàòü ñëèøêîì çàçíàâàòüñÿ
to chuck � (ðàçã.) áðîñàòü, øâûðÿòü
confidentially � äîâåðèòåëüíî
Youd had a drop in � Âû áûëè âûïèâøè
peremptorily � ïîâåëèòåëüíî, âëàñòíî
half rebellious, half bewildered � íàïîëîâèíó â çíàê ïðîòåñòà,

íàïîëîâèíó îò ñìóùåíèÿ ÷óâñòâ
courteous � ëþáåçíûé, âåæëèâûé
hearthrug � îêîëîêàìèííûé êîâðèê
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coyly � çàñòåí÷èâî
one apiece � êàæäàÿ ïî îäíîìó
you wouldnt have the face � âû, ïîæàëóé, íå ïîñìååòå
Take it or leave it � Ëèáî òàê, ëèáî íèêàê
cash � (çä.) ìîíåòû
it works out � ýòî ïîëó÷àåòñÿ (â ðåçóëüòàòå âû÷èñëåíèé)
Figure it out. � Ïîñ÷èòàéòå.
somewhere about � (ðàçã.) ãäå-òî îêîëî
handsome � ùåäðûé
broomstick � ïàëêà îò ìåòëû
to snivel � õíûêàòü; ðàñïóñêàòü ñîïëè; øìûãàòü íîñîì; ðàñïóñêàòü

íþíè
moist � âëàæíûé
Dont mistake the one for the other � Íå ïóòàéòå îäèí ñ äðóãèì
utterly bewildered � ñîâåðøåííî ñáèòàÿ ñ òîëêó
snatching � âûõâàòûâàÿ
gev (Êîêíè) = gave
it must be regarded as her property � îí äîëæåí ñ÷èòàòüñÿ åå

ñîáñòâåííîñòüþ
resigning herself � óñòóïàÿ, ïîêîðÿÿñü
Serve you right � Òàê âàì è íàäî
I�l l bet � cant do it � Ïîñïîðèì íà âñþ ñóììó çàòðàò íà

ýêñïåðèìåíò, ÷òî ýòîãî âàì íå ñäåëàòü
irresistible � íåïðåîäîëèìûé
deliciously low � âîñõèòèòåëüíî �íåîò¸ñàííàÿ�
afore (ïðîñòîðå÷í.) = before
to turn her head with flattery � âñêðóæèòü åé ãîëîâó ëåñòüþ
uneasy � â çàìåøàòåëüñòâå
to turn one�s head � (òàêæå îçíà÷àåò ñì. âûøå) âûâåñòè èç

ðàâíîâåñèÿ
the idea grows on him � èäåÿ îâëàäåâàåò èì
inspired � âäîõíîâåííûé
follies � îøèáêè, çàáëóæäåíèÿ
to find them to do � íàéòè èõ, ÷òîáû ñîâåðøèòü
draggletailed � èçìûçãàííàÿ, çàìàðàííàÿ
guttersnipe � áåñïðèçîðíûé ðåáåíîê; ñîáèðàòåëü îòáðîñîâ â

êàíàâàõ
deprecating � ïðîòåñòóÿ
carried away � (çä.) óâëåêàÿñü, ïðîäîëæàÿ ìå÷òàòü
to pass her off as anything � âûäàòü åå çà ÷òî óãîäíî
Monkey Brand � òèï ÷èñòÿùåãî ïîðîøêà
if it wont come off any other way � åñëè íå îò÷èñòèòüñÿ èíûì

ñïîñîáîì
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Whiteley � áîëüøîé óíèâåðñàëüíûé ìàãàçèí â Ëîíäîíå
brown paper � êîðè÷íåâàÿ îáåðòî÷íàÿ áóìàãà
prudery � ïðèòâîðíàÿ ñòûäëèâîñòü
to wallop � (ñëåíã) âûñå÷ü
dustbin � ïîìîéíîå âåäðî
resolutely � ðåøèòåëüíî
to walk over everybody � îñêîðáëÿòü âñåõ
scolded � óðåçîíåííûé, îòðóãàííûé
to subside � óòèõîìèðèâàòüñÿ, îòñòóïèòü
exquisiteness of modulations � òîíêîñòü ìîäóëÿöèé
to fit herself � ñäåëàòüñÿ ñîîòâåòñòâóþùåé
station � ïîçèöèÿ, ñèòóàöèÿ
to hurt her delicacy � çàäåòü åå ÷óâñòâà
reassured � óñïîêîåííàÿ
to steal back � íåçàìåòíî ïðîáèðàòüñÿ íàçàä
pebble � ãàëüêà
worn out � èçíîøåííûé
drudge � êëÿ÷à, �ðàáî÷àÿ ëîøàäü�
whood = who would
resorting � îáðàùàÿñü, ïðèáåãàÿ
thrillingly � âîñõèòèòåëüíî, çàõâàòûâàþùå
elocutionary � êðàñíîðå÷èâûé
the streets will be � with you � óëèöû, áóäóò óñòëàíû òåëàìè

ìóæ÷èí, êîòîðûå ðàäè âàñ ðàññòàíóòñÿ ñ æèçíüþ, ïðåæäå ÷åì ÿ îêîí÷ó
ðàáîòàòü ñ âàìè

squaring herself � ïîäòÿãèâàÿñü, ñîáèðàÿñü, ïîäáèðàÿñü, ïðèâîäÿ
ñåáÿ â �áîåâóþ ãîòîâíîñòü�

off his chump � âíå ñåáÿ; íå â ñâîåì óìå
balmies � (Êîêíè) ñóìàñøåäøèå
tenderest point � ñàìîå óÿçâèìîå ìåñòî
deftly retrieving � ïðîâîðíî ïîäíèìàÿ
intercepting her on her reluctant way � âñòàâàÿ íà ïóòè åå

íåîõîòíîãî ïðîäâèæåíèÿ
return � (çä.) íàãðàäà
to turn smb out � âûñòàâèòü êîãî-ëèáî
I done without them (êîêíè) = I have done without them � ß îáõîæóñü

áåç íèõ
no use to anybody but me � íèêîìó íåò ïîëüçû êðîìå ìåíÿ
to adopt � óäî÷åðÿòü
What � will she want with money? � Äëÿ ÷åãî åé íóæíû áóäóò

äåíüãè?
turning on him � îáðàùàÿñü ê íåìó âðàæäåáíî
the sign of liquor on me � ïðèçíàêè àëêîãîëÿ âî ìíå
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remonstrance � ïðîòåñò
Not any feelings that we need bother about � Íèêàêèõ ÷óâñòâ,

êîòîðûå íàì íóæíî ïðèíèìàòü â ðàñ÷åò
cheerily � âåñåëî, ïðèâåòñòâåííî
reflectively � ðàçäóìûâàÿ, çàäóì÷èâî
To get her to talk grammar � Çàñòàâèòü åå ãîâîðèòü ãðàììàòè÷åñêè

ïðàâèëüíî
to keep to the point � ãîâîðèòü ïî ñóùåñòâó
What is to become of her? � ×òî ñ íåé ñòàíåò?
making for � íàïðàâëÿÿñü ê
to twinkle � (çä.) ñèÿòü, ñâåòèòüñÿ
to halt � îñòàíàâëèâàòüñÿ
of girls being drugged by the like of you � î äåâóøêàõ, îïîåííûõ

òàêèìè, êàê âû
to bolt � (ðàçã.) çàãëàòûâàòü
pledge of good faith � çàëîã äîâåðèÿ
to retort � âîçðàæàòü
to pop into � çàñîâûâàòü
You shall live on them. � Âû áóäåòå ïèòàòüñÿ èìè (øîêîëàäíûìè

êîíôåòàìè)
to dispose of � èçáàâèòüñÿ
nearly choked � ïî÷òè ïîäàâèâøèñü
with an attempt at dignity � ïûòàÿñü ïîêàçàòü äîñòîèíñòâî
disinherit � ëèøàòü íàñëåäñòâà
to relent � ðàñêàèâàòüñÿ è ïåðåäóìûâàòü
thoroughly � òî÷íî, àáñîëþòíî, ñîâåðøåííî
not to the present point � íå îòíîñèòñÿ ê ñóùåñòâó äàííîãî âîïðîñà
naughty � êàïðèçíûé, íåïîñëóøíûé
idle � ëåíèâûé
beetle � æóê
the Tower of London � èñòîðè÷åñêè êðåïîñòü-òþðüìà, ãäå

ñîâåðøàëèñü ìíîãèå êàçíè (óãðîçà Õèããèíñà, åñòåñòâåííî, øóòêà)
presumptuous � ñàìîíàäåÿííûé
more plainly and fairly � áîëåå ÿñíî è ñïðàâåäëèâî
I dont know. � (çä.) ß íå óâåðåíà.
to take charge of her � ïðèíÿòü îòâåòñòâåííîñòü çà íåå
to consent to the arrangement at all � âîîáùå ñîãëàñèòüñÿ ñ òàêèì

ïîëîæåíèåì âåùåé
when you get � accents � êîãäà âû ñòàíîâèòåñü, êàê âû ýòî

íàçûâàåòå, çàèíòåðåñîâàííûì àêöåíòàìè ëþäåé
to bundle her off � ñïðîâàäüòå åå
suspiciously � ñ ïîäîçðåíèåì, íåäîâåð÷èâî
a bully � òèðàí, äåñïîò
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to answer back � äåðçèòü
not if I�m going to have my head cut off � äàæå åñëè ìíå îòðóáÿò

ãîëîâó
what I was letting myself in for � âî ÷òî ÿ ïîçâîëèëà ñåáÿ âïóòàòü
I wont be put upon � ß íå ïîçâîëþ ñ ñîáîé íå ñ÷èòàòüñÿ
plaints � æàëîáû
scullery � çàäíÿÿ êîìíàòà ïðè êóõíå äëÿ ìûòüÿ ïîñóäû

2. Complete the sentences by choosing one of the given
variants.

1. When Liza comes to see Professor Higgins
A. she looks very tidy and smart.
B. she is dressed in a pretentious and pathetic way.
C. she doesn�t care what she looks like.
D. she is very dirty and dressed in rags.

2. Liza would like to get rid of her Cockney
A. in order to get a job at a florist�s shop.
B. because she has fallen in love with a marquis.
C. because she has fallen in love with Henry Higgins.
D. in order to be received at the Palace.

3. Professor Higgins undertakes to teach Liza proper accent
A. in order to help her to get married.
B. because he needs money.
C. because he loves her.
D. as an experiment: to prove that he could teach a Cockney girl to
speak indistinguishably from a lady.

4. Mrs. Pearce is not happy about the arrangement because
A. Henry Higgins doesn�t understand the responsibility.
B. she is jealous of Liza.
C. Liza is an extra burden at the household.
D. Liza is so dirty.

3. «Translate» the following phrases into literary English.

1) You aint heard what I come for yet.
____________________________________________________________

2) He aint above giving lessons, not him.
____________________________________________________________

3) Dont I tell you I am bringing you business?
____________________________________________________________

4) Oh, you are real good.
____________________________________________________________
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5) I dont want no balmies teaching me.
____________________________________________________________

6) Her that turned me out was my sixth stepmother.
____________________________________________________________

7) I got my feelings same as anyone else.
____________________________________________________________

8) I always been a good girl.
____________________________________________________________

4. Comment on grammar forms of the verbs in the following
sentences.

1) I�m quite done up for this morning.
____________________________________________________________

2) A young woman asks to see you, sir.
____________________________________________________________

3) I�m come to have lessons, I am.
____________________________________________________________

4) Somebody is going to touch you, with a broomstick, if you dont
stop snivelling.
____________________________________________________________

5) If I�d known what I was letting myself in for, I wouldnt have come
here.
____________________________________________________________

5. In the following phrases comment on meanings of modal
verbs and find Russian equivalents for the phrases.

1) You mustnt speak to the gentleman like that�
____________________________________________________________

2) I think it must be regarded as her property�
____________________________________________________________

3) � and nobody can do it better than Mr. Higgins, though he may not
always mean it.
____________________________________________________________

4) You must be reasonable, Mr. Higgins, really you must.
____________________________________________________________

5) You cant walk over everybody like this.
____________________________________________________________

6) All I propose is that we should be kind to this poor girl.
____________________________________________________________
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7) We must help her to prepare and fit herself for her new station in
life.
____________________________________________________________

8) She may be married.
____________________________________________________________

9) You can adopt her, Mrs. Pearce�
____________________________________________________________

10) Not any feelings that we need bother about�
____________________________________________________________

11) I want to know on what terms the girl is to be here.
____________________________________________________________

12)And what is to become of her when youve finished your teaching?
____________________________________________________________

13) You ought to be ashamed of yourself, you ought.
____________________________________________________________

14)How do I know what might be in them?
____________________________________________________________

15) You shall have boxes of them, barrels of them, every day.
____________________________________________________________

16) � but I really must interfere.
____________________________________________________________

17) No use explaining . As a military man you ought to know that�
____________________________________________________________

6. Find Russian equivalents for the following phrases with
Gerunds.

1) Tired of listening to sounds?
____________________________________________________________

2) � but you keep on listening �
____________________________________________________________

3) � to ask me the same for teaching me my own language �
____________________________________________________________

4) It�s no use talking to her like that �
____________________________________________________________

5) You see now what comes of being saucy
____________________________________________________________

7. Comment on models underlying the following words: tuning-
fork, leather-covered, feather-weight. Give examples of other
compound words.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
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________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

8. Find in the text the words «intolerable» and «irresistible».
Give examples of other adjectives with the suffixes -in/-im/-ir and
-able/-ible.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

9. Find in the text words and word combinations which are
equivalent for the following: vital; heartily; likeable; perplexed;
common; whimper; coax; protest.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

10. Find in the text «synonyms» for the words  «woman» and
«girl» and comment on their stylistic differences.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

11. Describe the Higgins�s laboratory in Wimpole Street.
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

12.  Describe how Eliza looked like when she came to
Higgins�s.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
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________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

LESSON 3 ÓÐÎÊ 3

ACT III

It is Mrs Higgins�s at-home day. Nobody has get arrived. Her drawing
room, in a flat on Chelsea Embankment, has three windows looking on the
river; and the ceiling is not so lofty as it would be in an older house of the
same pretension. The windows are open, giving access to a balcony with
flowers in pots. If you stand with your face to the windows, you have the
fireplace on your left and the door in the right-hand wall close to the corner
nearest the windows.

Mrs Higgins was brought up on Morris and Burne Jones; and her
room, which is very unlike her son�s room in Wimpole Street, is not crowded
with furniture and little tables and nicknacks. In the middle of the room there
is a big ottoman; and this, with the carpet, the Morris wall-papers, and the
Morris chintz window curtains and brocade covers of the ottoman and its
cushions, supply all the ornament, and are much too handsome to be hidden
by odds and ends of useless things. A few good oil-paintings from the
exhibitions in the Grosvenor Gallery thirty years ago (the Burne Jones, not
the Whistler side of them) are on the walls. The only landscape is a Cecil
Lawson on the scale, of a Rubens. There is a portrait of Mrs Higgins as she
was when she defied the fashion in her youth in one of the beautiful
Rossettian costumes which, when caricatured by people who did not
understand, led to the absurdities of popular estheticism in the eighteen-
seventies.

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

It is between four and five in the afternoon.



50
Ñîâðåìåííûé Ãóìàíèòàðíûé Óíèâåðñèòåò

The door is opened violently; and Higgins enters with his hat on.
MRS HIGGINS (dismayed). Henry! (Scolding him) What are you doing

here today? It is my at-home day: you promised not to come. (As he bends to
kiss her, she takes his hat off, and presents it to him).

HIGGINS. Oh bother! (He throws the hat down on the table).
MRS HIGGINS. Go home at once.
HIGGINS (kissing her). I know, mother. I came on purpose.
MRS HIGGINS. But you mustnt. I�m serious.
HENRY. You offend all my friends: they stop coming whenever they

meet you.
HIGGINS. Nonsense! I know I have no small talk; but people dont mind.

(He sits on the settee).
MRS HlGGINS. Oh! dont they? Small talk indeed! What about your

large talk? Really, dear, you mustnt stay.
HIGGINS. I must. Ive a job for you. A phonetic job.
MRS HIGGINS. No use, dear. I�m sorry; but I cant get round your

vowels; and though I like to get pretty postcards in your patent shorthand, I
always have to read the copies in ordinary writing you so thoughtfully send
me.

HIGGINS. Well, this isnt a phonetic job.
MRS HIGGINS. You said it was.
HIGGINS. Not your part of it. I�ve picked up a girl.
MRS HIGGINS. Does that mean that some girl has picked you up?
HIGGINS. Not at all. I dont mean a love affair.
MRS HIGGINS. What a pity!
HIGGINS. Why?
MRS HIGGINS. Well, you never fall in love with anyone under forty-five.

When will you discover that there are some rather nice-looking young women
about?

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

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

HIGGINS. Oh bother! What? Marry, I suppose.
MRS HIGGINS. No. Stop fidgeting and take your hands out of your

pockets (With a gesture of despair, he obeys and sits down again). That�s a
good boy. Now tell me about the girl.

HIGGINS. She�s coming to see you.
MRS HIGGINS. I dont remember asking her.
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HIGGINS. You didnt. I asked her. If youd known her you wouldnt have
asked her.

MRS HIGGINS. Indeed! Why?
HIGGINS. Well, it�s like this. She�s a common flower girl. I picked her

off the kerbstone.
MRS HIGGINS. And invited her to my at home!
HIGGINS (rising and coming to her to coax her). Oh, thatll be all right,

Ive 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 � and not to let herself go on
things in general. That will be safe.

MRS HIGGINS. Safe! To talk about our health! about our insides!
perhaps about our outsides! How could you be so silly, Henry?

HIGGINS (impatiently). Well, she must talk about something. (He
controls himself and sits down again). Oh, she�ll be all right: dont you fuss.
Pickering is in it with me. Ive a sort of bet on that I�ll pass her off as a
duchess in six months. I started on her some months ago; and she�s getting
on like a house on fire. I shall win my bet. She has a quick ear; and she�s
been easier to teach than my middle-class pupils because she�s had to learn
a complete new language. She talks English almost as you talk French.

MRS HIGGINS. Thats satisfactory, at all events.
HIGGINS. Well, it is and it isnt.
MRS HIGGINS. What does that mean?
HIGGINS. You see, Ive got her pronunciation all right; but you have to

consider not only how a girl pronounces, but what she pronounces; and
that�s where�

They are interrupted by the parlormaid, announcing guests.
THE PARLORMAID. Mrs and Miss Eynsford Hill. (She withdraws).
HIGGINS. Oh Lord! (He rises; snatches his hat from the table; and

makes for the door; but before he reaches it his mother introduces him).
Mrs and Miss Eynsford Hill are the mother and daughter who sheltered

from the rain in Covent Garden. The mother is well bred, quiet, and has the
habitual anxiety of straitened means. The daughter has acquired a gay air of
being very much at home in society: the bravado of genteel poverty.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL (to Mrs Higgins). How do you do? (They shake
hands).

MISS EYNSFORD HILL. How do you do? (She shakes).
MRS HIGGINS (introducing). My son Henry.
MRS EYNSFORD HILL. Your celebrated son! I have so longed to meet

you, Professor Higgins.
HIGGINS (glumly, making no movement in her direction). Delighted.

(He backs against the piano and bows brusquely).
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MISS EYNSFORD HILL (going to him with confident familiarity). How
do you do?

HIGGINS (staring at her). Ive seen you before somewhere. I havnt the
ghost of a notion where: but Ive heard your voice. (Drearily) It doesnt matter.
Youd better sit down.

MRS HIGGINS. I�m sorry to say that my celebrated son has no
manners. You musnt mind him.

MISS EYNSFORD HILL (gaily). I dont. (She sits in the Elizabethan
chair).

MRS EYNSFORD HILL (a little bewildered). Not at all (She sits on the
ottoman between her daughter and Mrs Higgins, who has turned her chair
away from the writing-table).

HIGGINS. Oh, have I been rude? I didnt mean to be.
He goes to the central window, through which with his back to the

company, he contemplates the river and the flowers in Battersea Park on the
opposite bank as if they were a frozen desert.

The parlormaid returns, ushering in Pickering.
THE PARLORMAID. Colonel Pickering. (She withdraws).
PICKERING. How do you do, Mrs Higgins?
MRS HIGGINS. So glad youve come. Do you know Mrs Eynsford Hill �

Miss Eynsford Hill? (Exchange of bows. The Colonel brings the Chippendale
chair a little forward between Mrs Hill and Mrs Higgins, and sits down).

PICKERING. Has Henry told you what weve come for?
HIGGINS (over his shoulder). We were interrupted: damn it!
MRS HIGGINS. Oh Henry, Henry, really!
MRS EYNSFORD HILL (half rising). Are we in the way?
MRS HIGGINS (rising and making her sit down again). No, no. You

couldnt have come more fortunately: we want you to meet a friend of ours.
HIGGINS (turning hopefully). Yes, by George! We want two or three

people. Youll do as well as anybody else.
The parlormaid returns, ushering Freddy.
THE PARLORMAID. Mr Eynsford Hill.
HIGGINS (almost audibly, past endurance). God of Heaven! another of

them.
FREDDY (shaking hands with Mrs Higgins). Ahdedo?
MRS HIGGINS. Very good of you to come. (Introducing) Colonel

Pickering.
FREDDY (bowing). Ahdedo?
MRS HIGGINS. I dont think you know my son, Professor Higgins.
FREDDY (going to Higgins). Ahdedo?
HIGGINS (looking at him much as if he were a pickpocket). I�ll take my

oath Ive met you before somewhere. Where was it?
FREDDY. I dont think so.
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HIGGINS (resignedly). It dont matter, anyhow. Sit down.
He shakes Freddy�s hand, and almost slings him on to the ottoman with

his face to the window; then comes round to the other side of it.
HIGGINS. Well, here we are, anyhow! (He sits down on the ottoman

next Mrs Eynsford Hill, on her left). And now, what the devil are we going to
talk about until Eliza comes?

MRS HIGGINS. Henry: you are the life and soul of the Royal Society�s
soirées; but really youre rather trying on more commonplace occasions.

HIGGINS Am I? Very sorry. (Beaming suddenly) I suppose I am, you
know. (Uproariously) Ha, ha!

MISS EYNSFORD HILL (who considers Higgins quite eligible
matrimonially). I sympathize. I havnt any small talk. If people would only be
frank and say what they really think!

HIGGINS (relapsing into gloom). Lord forbid!
MRS EYNSFORD HILL (taking up her daughter�s cue). But why?
HIGGINS. What they think they ought to think is had enough. Lord

knows: but what they really think would break up the whole show. Do you
suppose it would be really agreeable if I were to come out now with what I
really think?

MISS EYNSFORD HILL (gaily). Is it so very cynical?
HIGGINS. Cynical! Who the dickens said it was cynical? I mean it

wouldnt be decent.
MRS EYNSFORD HILL (seriously). Oh! I�m sure you dont mean that,

Mr Higgins.
HIGGINS. You see, we�re all savages, more or less. We�re supposed to

be civilized and cultured � to know all about poetry and philosophy and art
and science, and so on; but how many of us know even the meanings of
these names? (To Miss Hill) What do you know of poetry? (To Mrs Hill) What
do you know of science? (lndicating Freddy) What does he know of art or
science or anything else? What the devil do you imagine I know of
philosophy?

MRS HIGGINS (marningly). Or of manners, Henry?
THE PARLORMAID (opening the door). Miss Doolittle. (She

withdraws).
HIGGINS (rising hastily and running to Mrs Higgins). Here she is,

mother. (He stands on tiptoe and makes signs over his mother�s head to Eliza
to indicate to her which lady is her hostess).

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

LIZA (Speaking with pedantic correctness of pronunciation and great
beauty of tone). How do you do, Mrs Higgins? (She gasps slightly in making
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sure of the H in Higgins, but is quite successful). Mr Higgins told me I might
come.

MRS HIGGINS (cordially). Quite right: I�m very glad indeed to see you.
PICKERING. How do you do. Miss Doolittle?
LIZA (shaking hands with him). Colonel Pickering, is it not?
MRS EYNSFORD HILL. I feel sure we have met before, Miss Doolittle. I

remember your eyes.
LIZA. How do you do? (She sits down on the ottoman gracefully in the

place just left vacant by Higgins).
MRS EYNSFORD HILL (introducing). My daughter Clara.
LIZA. How do you do?
CLARA (impulsively). How do you do? (She sits down on the ottoman

beside Eliza, devouring her with her eyes).
FREDDY (coming to their side of the ottoman). Ive certainly had the

pleasure.
MRS EYNSFORD HILL (introducing). My son Freddy.
LIZA. How do you do?
Freddy bows and sits down in the Elizabethan chair, infatuated.
HIGGINS (suddenly). By George, yes: it all comes back, to me! (They

stare at him). Covent Garden! (Lamentably) What a damned thing!
MRS HIGGINS. Henry, please! (He is about to sit on the edge of the

table). Dont sit on my writing-table: youll break it.
HIGGINS (sulkily). Sorry.
He goes to the divan, stumbling into the fender and over the fire-irons

on his way; extricating himself. With muttered imprecations; and finishing his
disastrous journey by throwing himself so impatiently on the divan that he
almost breaks it. Mrs Higgins looks at him, but controls herself and says
nothing.

A long and painful pause ensues.
MRS HIGGINS (at last, conversationally). Will it rain, do you think?
LIZA. The shallow depression in the west of these islands is likely to

move slowly in an easterly direction. There are no indications of any great
change in the barometrical situation.

FREDDY. Ha! ha! how awfully funny!
LIZA. What is wrong with that, young man? I bet I got it right.
FREDDY. Killing!
MRS EYNSFORD HILL. I�m sure I hope it wont turn cold. Theres so

much influenza about. It runs right through our whole family regularly every
spring.

LIZA (darkly). My aunt died of influenza: so they said.
MRS EYNSFORD HILL (clicks her tongue sympathetically)!!!
LIZA (in the same tragic tone). But its my belief they done the old

woman in.
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MRS HIGGINS (puzzled). Done her in?
LIZA. Y-e-e-e-es, Lord love you! Why should she die of influenza? She

come through diphtheria right enough the year before. I saw her with my own
eyes. Fairly blue with it, she was. They all thought she was dead; but my
father he kept ladling gin down her throat til she came to so sudden that she
bit the bowl off the spoon.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL (startled). Dear me!
LIZA (piling up the indictment). What call would a woman with that

strength in her have to die of influenza? What become of her new straw hat
that should have come to me? Somebody pinched it; and what I say is, them
as pinched it done her in.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL. What does doing her in mean?
HIGGINS (hastily). Oh, thats the new small talk. To do a person in

means to kill them.
MRS EYNSFORD HILL (to Eliza, horrified). You surely dont believe that

your aunt was killed?
LIZA. Do I not! Them she lived with would have killed her for a hat-pin,

let alone a hat.
MRS EYNSFORD HlLL. But it cant have been right for your father to

pour spirits down her throat like that. It might have killed her.
LIZA. Not her. Gin was mother�s milk to her. Besides, he�d poured so

much down his own throat that he knew the good of it.
MRS EYNSFORD HILL. Do you mean that he drank?
LIZA. Drank! My word! Something chronic.
MRS EYNSFORD HILL. How dreadful for you!
LIZA. Not a bit. It never did him no harm what I could see. But then he

did not keep it up regular. (Cheerfully). On the burst, as you, might say, from
time to time. And always more agreeable when he had a drop in. When he
was out of work, my mother used to give him fourpence and tell him to go out
and not come back until he�d drunk himself cheerful and loving-like. Theres
lots of women has to make their husbands drunk to make them fit to live with.
(Now quite at her ease) You see, it�s like this. If a man has a bit of a
conscience, it always takes him when he�s sober; and then it makes him low-
spirited. A drop of booze just takes that off and makes him happy. (To
Freddy, who is in convulsions of suppressed laughter) Here! what are you
sniggering at?

FREDDY. The new small talk. You do it so awfully well.
LIZA. If I was doing it proper, what was you laughing at? (To Higgins)

Have I said anything I oughtnt?
MRS HIGGINS (interposing). Not at all, Miss Doolittle.
LIZA. Well, thats a mercy, anyhow. (Expansively) What I always say

is�
HIGGINS (rising and looking at his watch). Ahem!
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LIZA (looking round at him; taking the hint; and rising). Well: I must go.
(They all rise. Freddy goes to the door). So pleased to have met you.
Goodbye. (She shakes hands with Mrs Higgins).

MRS HIGGINS. Goodbye.
LIZA. Goodbye, Colonel Pickering.
PICKERING. Goodbye, Miss Doolittle. (They shake hands).
LIZA (nodding to the others). Goodbye, all.
FREDDY (opening the door for her). Are you walking across the Park,

Miss Doolittle? If so�
LIZA (with perfectly elegant diction). Walk! Not bloody likely.

(Sensation). I am going in a taxi. (She goes out).
Pickering gasps and sits down. Freddy goes out on the balcony to

catch another glimpse of Eliza.
MRS EYNSFORD HILL (suffering from shock). Well I really cant get

used to the new ways.
CLARA (throwing herself discontentedly into the Elizabethan chair). Oh,

it�s all right, mamma, quite right. People will think we never go anywhere or
see anybody if you are so old-fashioned.

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

PICKERING. Dont ask me. Ive been away in India for several years; and
manners have changed so much that I sometimes don�t know whether I�m at
a respectable dinnertable or in a ship�s forecastle.

CLARA. It�s all a matter of habit. Theres no right or wrong in it. Nobody
means anything by it. And it�s so quaint, and gives such a smart emphasis to
things that are not in themselves very witty. I find the new small talk delightful
and quite innocent.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL (rising). Well, after that, I think it�s time for us
to go.

Pickering and Higgins rise.
CLARA (rising). Oh yes: we have three at-homes to go to still.

Goodbye, Mrs Higgins. Goodbye, Colonel Pickering. Goodbye, Professor
Higgins.

HIGGINS (coming grimly at her from the divan, and accompanying her
to the door). Goodbye. Be sure you try on that small talk at the three at-
homes. Dont be nervous about it. Pitch it in strong.

CLARA (all smiles). I will. Goodbye. Such nonsense, all this early
Victorian prudery!

HIGGINS (tempting her). Such damned nonsense!
CLARA. Such bloody nonsense!
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MRS EYNSFORD HILL (convulsively). Clara!
CLARA Ha! ha! (She goes out radiant, conscious of being thoroughly

up to date, and is heard descending the stairs in a stream of silvery laughter).
FREDDY (to the heavens at large). Well, I ask you � (He gives it up,

and comes to Mrs Higgins). Goodbye.
MRS HIGGINS (shaking hands). Goodbye. Would you like to meet Miss

Doolittle again?
FREDDY (eagerly). Yes, I should, most awfully.
MRS HIGGINS. Well, you know my days.
FREDDY. Yes. Thanks awfully. Goodbye. (He goes out).
MRS EYNSFORD HILL. Goodbye, Mr Higgins.
HIGGINS. Goodbye. Goodbye.
MRS EYNSFORD HILL (to Pickering). It�s no use. I shall never be able

to bring myself to use that word.
PICKERING. Dont. It�s not compulsory, you know. Youll get on quite

well without it.
MRS EYNSFORD HILL. Only, Clara is so down on me if I am not

positively reeking with the latest slang. Goodbye.
PICKERING. Goodbye (They shake hands).
MRS EYNSFORD HILL (to Mrs Higgins). You mustnt mind Clara.

(Pickering, catching from her lowered tone that this is not meant for him to
hear, discreetly joins Higgins at the window). Were so poor! and she gets so
few parties, poor child! She doesnt quite know. (Mrs Higgins, seeing that her
eyes are moist, takes her hand sympathetically and goes with her to the door).
But the boy is nice. Dont you think so?

MRS HIGGINS. Oh, quite nice. I shall always be delighted to see him.
MRS EYNSFORD HILL. Thank you, dear. Goodbye (She goes out).

Tasks and Exercises

1. Read the third act of the comedy paying attention to the
following words and word combinations.

at-home day � ïðèåìíûé äåíü
Chelsea Embankment � íàáåðåæíàÿ ×åëñè, îäíîãî èç ñàìûõ

ôåøåíåáåëüíûõ ðàéîíîâ â çàïàäíîé ÷àñòè Ëîíäîíà
lofty � âûñîêèé
pretension � (çä.) ðàíã
access � äîñòóï
Morris � àíãëèéñêèé õóäîæíèê-ïðåðàôàýëèò, à òàêæå ïîýò,

èçâåñòíûé ñâîèìè ñîöèàëèñòè÷åñêèìè âçãëÿäàìè. Ïðîïîâåäîâàë è
ïðàêòèêîâàë ïðèêëàäíîå èñêóññòâî, ïðèçâàííîå ñâîèì èíäèâèäóàëüíûì
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äèçàéíîì ïðîòèâîñòîÿòü áåçëèêîñòè ìàññîâîãî ïðîèçâîäñòâà
ïðåäìåòîâ èíòåðüåðà

Burne Jones � îäèí èç èçâåñòíåéøèõ õóäîæíèêîâ-ïðåðàôàýëèñòîâ
crowded � çàáèòà
nicknacks � áåçäåëóøêè
ottoman � îòòîìàíêà
the Morris wall-papers � îáîè, ðàñïèñàííûå ïî äèçàéíó Ìîððèñà
chintz � (âîùåíûé) ñèòåö; ìåáåëüíûé ñèòåö
brocade � ïàð÷îâûé
cushions � äèâàííûå ïîäóøå÷êè
supply all the ornament � ñîñòàâëÿþò âñå óêðàøåíèå
odds and ends � (çä.) ñëó÷àéíûå ïðåäìåòû
Whistler � õóäîæíèê êîíöà XIX â., îäèí èç âèäíåéøèõ

ïðåäñòàâèòåëåé ýñòåòñêîãî äâèæåíèÿ, åäèíñòâåííûé çíà÷èòåëüíûé
àíãëèéñêèé èìïðåññèîíèñò

The Burne Jones, not the Whistler side of them � ò.å. ñ âûñòàâîê
òðèäöàòèëåòíåé äàâíîñòè, íà êîòîðûõ âûñòàâëÿëèñü è ïîëîòíà
ïîñëåäîâàòåëåé Áåðía Äæîíñà, è Óèñòëåðà, ó ìèññèñ Õèããèíñ åñòü
òîëüêî ïåðâûå.

A Cecil Lawson � êàðòèíà Ñåñèëà Ëîñîíà, àíãëèéñêîãî ïåéçàæèñòà
âòîðîé ïîëîâèíû XIX â.

on the scale of a Rubens � ìàñøòàáà Ðóáåíñà
to defy � áðîñàòü âûçîâ; íå ïîääàâàòüñÿ; èãíîðèðîâàòü
fashion � (çä.) ìîäà
Rossettian � â ñòèëå, õàðàêòåðíîì äëÿ Äàíòå Ãàáðèýëÿ Ðîññåòòè,

ëèäåðà ïðåðàôàýëèñòîâ
Long past � the fashion � äàâíî ïåðåñòàâøàÿ çàáîòèòüñÿ î òîì,

÷òîáû îäåâàòüñÿ íå ïî ìîäå
A Chippendale chair � ñòóë äèçàéíà Òîìàñà ×èïïåíäåéëà,

âûäàþùåãîñÿ ïðîåêòèðîâùèêà ìåáåëè
An Elizabethan chair � ñòóë åëèçàâåòèíñêîãî âðåìåíè, ò.å. 2-îé

ïîëîâèíû XVI â.
roughly � ãðóáî
carved � âûðåçàííûé
case � (çä.) ÷åõîë
dismayed � âîçìóùåííàÿ
to bend � íàêëîíÿòüñÿ
Oh bother! � Âîò íåçàäà÷à!
I have no small talk. � ß íå óìåþ íåïðèíóæäåííî âåñòè ñâåòñêèé

ðàçãîâîð.
settee � äèâàí÷èê
No use, dear. � Áåñïîëåçíî, äîðîãîé.
to get round � îáîéòè, èçáåæàòü, çàäîáðèòü ëåñòüþ
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patent shorthand � îðèãèíàëüíîå ñòåíîãðàôè÷åñêîå ïèñüìî
to pick up � çíàêîìèòüñÿ ñëó÷àéíî, ïîäöåïëÿòü
about � (çä.) âîêðóã
I cant be bothered with � ìíå íå íóæíû�, ìíå íå äî�
lovable � î÷àðîâàòåëüíûé, âíóøàþùèé ëþáîâü
I shall never get into the way of � liking� � Ìíå íèêîãäà íå ñìîãóò

íðàâèòüñÿ�
to fidget � áåñïîêîéíî äâèãàòüñÿ, ¸ðçàòü
as to � îòíîñèòåëüíî
to go on things in general � ðàñïðîñòðàíÿòüñÿ î âåùàõ âîîáùå
insides � (çä.) âíóòðåííîñòè
outside � (çä.) âíåøíîñòü
is in � it � ó÷àñòâóåò â ýòîì, ïîñâÿùåí â ýòî
is getting on like a house on fire � ïðîäâèãàåòñÿ ñòðåìèòåëüíî (êàê

ñãîðàåò äîì ïðè ïîæàðå)
at all events � âî âñÿêîì ñëó÷àå
to withdraw � óäàëÿòüñÿ
the habitual anxiety of straitened means � ïðèâû÷íîå áåñïîêîéñòâî â

ñâÿçè ñ îãðàíè÷åííûìè ñðåäñòâàìè
a gay air � âåñåëàÿ ìàíåðà
very much at home � ïðèâû÷íûé, (÷óâñòâóþùèé ñåáÿ) ñâîáîäíî
genteel poverty � áëàãîðîäíàÿ áåäíîñòü
to long � ñòðàñòíî æåëàòü
glumly � óãðþìî
delighted � â âîñõèùåíèè
confident � óâåðåííûé
staring � óñòàâèâøèñü
I havnt the ghost of a notion. � Íå èìåþ íè ìàëåéøåãî

ïðåäñòàâëåíèÿ.
drearily � ìðà÷íî; ñî ñêóêîé
to contemplate � ñîçåðöàòü
Battersea Park � ïàðê íà þæíîì áåðåãó, ÷åðåç ðåêó, íàïðîòèâ

×åëñè
ushering in � (çä.) ââîäÿ
bows � ïîêëîíû
Are we in the way? � Ìû ìåøàåì?
Youll do as well� � Âû ïîäîéäåòå íå õóæå�
past endurance � ïîòåðÿâ òåðïåíèå
Ahdedo? (ïîäðàæàíèå àôôåêòèðîâàííîìó ìàíåðíîìó

ïðîèçíîøåíèþ) = How do you do?
pickpocket � êàðìàííûé âîð
I�ll take my oath � ìîãó ïîêëÿñòüñÿ
it dont matter (ðàçã.) = it doesn�t matter
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to sling � øâûðÿòü
the Royal Society � Êîðîëåâñêîå Íàó÷íîå Îáùåñòâî, âàæíåéøèé

íàó÷íûé èíñòèòóò Áðèòàíèè, îñíîâàííûé â 1660 ã. (ñð. ñ Àêàäåìèåé
Íàóê)

soirée � âå÷åð, ëèáî ìóçûêàëüíûé, ëèáî ïîñâÿùåííûé êàêîìó-
íèáóäü èíîìó ïðåäìåòó

you are rather trying � òû èñïûòûâàåøü òåðïåíèå
commonplace � îáûäåííûé
beaming � ïðîñèÿâ
eligible matrimonially � ïîäõîäÿùèé äëÿ çàìóæåñòâà
to sympathize � ñî÷óâñòâîâàòü
relapsing � âíîâü ïîãðóæàÿñü
Lord forbid! � Íå äàé Áîã!
taking up her daughter�s cue � ïîäõâàòûâàÿ ðåïëèêó äî÷åðè
to break up the whole show � ïîðòèòü âñå
agreeable � ïðèÿòíûé
if I were to come out now � åñëè áû ÿ ñåé÷àñ âûñêàçàë âñëóõ
the dickens � ìåæäîìåòèå
decent � ïðèñòîéíûé
savages � äèêàðè
warningly � ïðåäóïðåæäàþùèì òîíîì
on tiptoe � íà öûïî÷êàõ
exquisitely � èçûñêàííî
remarkable � çàìå÷àòåëüíûé
distinction � äîñòîèíñòâî
fluttered � (çä.) âçâîëíîâàííûå
guided � ðóêîâîäñòâóÿñü
studied grace � ïîä÷åðêíóòàÿ ãðàöèÿ, ïîä÷åðêíóòîå èçÿùåñòâî
in making sure of the H � ñòàðàÿñü íå çàáûòü ïðîèçíåñòè H
cordially � ñ ñåðäå÷íîñòüþ
devouring � ïîæèðàÿ
infatuated � âîñïëàìåíåííûé, ñèëüíî âîçáóæäåííûé
It all comes back to me! � ß âñå âñïîìíèë!
lamentably � ñ ñîæàëåíèåì
He is about to sit. � Îí ïî÷òè ñàäèòñÿ.
edge � êðàé
sulkily � óãðþìî
stumbling into � íàòàëêèâàÿñü íà
fender � çàãîðîäêà ïåðåä êàìèíîì
fire-irons � ùèïöû äëÿ óãëÿ, êî÷åðãà, ñîâîê
extricating himself � âûñâîáîæäàÿñü
to mutter � áîðìîòàòü
imprecations � ïðîêëÿòüÿ
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to ensue � ñëåäîâàòü
shallow depression � îáëàñòü íèçêîãî äàâëåíèÿ
I bet I got it right � ß óâåðåíà, ÷òî âñå ñäåëàëà ïðàâèëüíî
Killing! � Óáèéñòâåííî ñìåøíî!
runs right through our whole family � îõâàòûâàåò ïðÿìî-òàêè âñþ

íàøó ñåìüþ
to click � ùåëêàòü
to do in (ñëåíã) = to kill
Lord love you! � ðàçãîâîðíîå âûðàæåíèå óäèâëåíèÿ ïî ïîâîäó

îøèáêè èëè íåäîãàäëèâîñòè ñîáåñåäíèêà
to come through � âûçäîðîâåòü
fairly � (çä.) ñîâåðøåííî
to ladle � (çä.) çàëèâàòü (áîëüøîé ëîæêîé)
she came to � îíà ïðèøëà â ñåáÿ
to bit the bowl off the spoon � îòêóñèòü ëîæêó îò ðó÷êè
startled � ïîðàæåííûé
what call (ðàçã.) = what reason
should have come to me � äîëæíà áûëà äîñòàòüñÿ ìíå
to pinch � ñòàùèòü, óêðàñòü
for a hat-pin, let alone a hat � çà øëÿïíóþ áóëàâêó, íå òî ÷òî çà

øëÿïó
to pour spirits � ïèòü êðåïêèé íàïèòîê
he knew the good of it � îí çíàë, êàêàÿ îò ýòîãî ïîëüçà
My word! � ýìôàòè÷åñêîå âîñêëèöàíèå
on the burst � â çàïîå
when he had a drop in � êîãäà ïðèíèìàë äîçó (ñïèðòíîãî)
until he�d drunk himself cheerful and loving-like � ïîêà îí íå âûïüåò è

íå ñòàíåò âåñåëûì è êàê áû ëþáÿùèì
to make them fit to like with � ÷òîáû ñäåëàòü èõ ïðèãîäíûìè äëÿ

ñîâìåñòíîé æèçíè
a her ease � ðàñêîâàííî
conscience � ñîâåñòü
booze (ïðîñòîðå÷í.) � êðåïêèé íàïèòîê
to snigger � õèõèêàòü
interposing � âìåøèâàÿñü
that�s a mercy � ýòî óòåøåíèå
ahem! � ìåæäîìåòèå, óïîòðåáëÿåìîå äëÿ ïðèâëå÷åíèÿ âíèìàíèÿ

èëè äëÿ îáäóìûâàíèÿ ñëåäóþùèõ ñëîâ
taking the hint � ïîíÿâ íàìåê
to catch another glimpse � ÷òîáû åùå ðàç âçãëÿíóòü
suffering from shock � ïåðåæèâàÿ øîê
the new  ways � íîâûå îáû÷àè
discontentedly � ñ ÷óâñòâîì íåóäîâëåòâîðåíèÿ



62
Ñîâðåìåííûé Ãóìàíèòàðíûé Óíèâåðñèòåò

rotter (ñëåíã) � áåñïîëåçíûé èëè íåïðèÿòíûé ÷åëîâåê
filthy (ñëåíã) � ïàðøèâûé
beastly (ñëåíã) � ïîãàíûé, óæàñíûé
forecastle � êóáðèê
quaint � ñòðàííûé è íåîáû÷íûé áëàãîäàðÿ ñòàðèííîñòè
smart � ýëåãàíòíûé
Pitch it in strong (ðàçã.) � Óòâåðæäàéòå åãî íå ñòåñíÿÿñü.
radiant � ñèÿþùèé
thoroughly � ñîâåðøåííî
up to date � ñîâðåìåííûé
to descend � ñïóñêàòüñÿ
to the heavens at large � (îáðàùàÿñü) âîîáùå ê íåáåñàì, ò.å. íè ê

êîìó â îñîáåííîñòè
he gives it up � (çä.) îí íå ïðîäîëæàåò
to bring myself � çàñòàâèòü ñåáÿ
is so down on me � òàê ñåðäèòñÿ íà ìåíÿ
positively � ïîëîæèòåëüíî
to reek � âîíÿòü
discreetly � (çä.) òàêòè÷íî

2. Complete the sentences by choosing one of the given
variants.

1. Mrs Higgins does not want her son�s presence because
A. she is busy writing letters.
B. she does not love him
C. her other visitors are stupid for him.
D. he has neither manners nor small talk.

2. Professor Higgins asked Liza to his mother�s at-home day
A. to try the results of his teaching in a small society.
B. because he wanted to marry her off.
C. in order to annoy his mother�s guests.
D. because his mother was interested in the experiment.

3. At Mrs Higgins� Liza
A. gives herself away and shocks everybody.
B. speaks like a lady from beginning to end
C. charms everyone, so when she does give herself away nobody
understands it.
D. is very strained and so is no success.
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3. «Translate» monologues and phrases of Eliza (from the words
«But it�s my belief they done the old woman in» to the words «Not
bloody likely») into literary English.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

4. Find in the text all modal verbs with perfect infinitives, write
them down and comment on their use.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

5. Find in the text all Participles I and find their Russian
equivalents.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
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________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

6. Explain the origin, structure and meaning of the word
�rotter�.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

7. Find in the dictionary all the meanings of the words
�distinction� and �smart�. Give examples with these words.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

8. Comment on the meaning of the word �quaint�. Give
examples with these word.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

9. Find in the text five slang words and expressions and give
equivalents for them.

Example: to do smb in = to kill smb
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

10. Find in the text all expressions typical of small talk and
write them down.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
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11. How does Professor Higgins show his unwillingness to
participate in small talk? Comment on mistakes in his speech and
correct them.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

12. Find in the text author�s remarks indicating Higgins�s bad
manners.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

LESSON 4 ÓÐÎÊ 4

ACT IV

The Wimpole Street laboratory. Midnight. Nobody in the room. The
clock on the mantelpiece strikes twelve. The fire is not alight: it is a summer
night.

Presently Higgins and Pickering are heard on the stairs.
HIGGINS (calling down to Pickering). I say, Pick: lock up, will you? I

shant be going out again.
PICKERING. Right. Can Mrs Pearce go to bed? We dont want anything

more, do we?
HIGGINS. Lord, no!
Eliza opens the door end is seen on the lighted landing in all the finery

in which she has just won Higgins�s bet for him. She comes to the hearth, and
switches on the electric lights there. She is tired: her pallor contrasts strongly
with her dark eyes and hair; and her expression is almost tragic. She takes off
her cloak: puts her fan and gloves on the piano: and sits down on the bench,
brooding and silent. Higgins in evening dress, with overcoat and hat, comes
in, carrying a smoking jacket which he has picked up down-stairs. He takes
off the hat and overcoat; throws them carelessly on the newspaper stand;
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disposes of his coat in the same way; puts on the smoking jacket; and throws
himself wearily into the easy-chair at the hearth. Pickering, similarly attired,
comes in. He also takes off his hat and overcoat, and is about to throw them
on Higgins�s when he hesitates.

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

HIGGINS. Oh, chuck them over the bannisters into the hall. She�ll find
them there in the morning and put them away all right. She�ll think we were
drunk.

PICKERING. We are, slightly. Are there any letters?
HIGGINS. I didnt look. (Pickering takes the overcoats and hats and

goes downstairs. Higgins begins half singing half yawning an air from La
Fanciulla del Golden West. Suddenly he stops and exclaims) I wonder where
the devil my slippers are!

Eliza looks at him darkly; then rises suddenly and leaves the room.
Higgins yawns again, and resumes his song.
Pickering returns, with the contents of the letter-box in his hand.
PICKERING. Only circulars, and this coroneted billet-doux for you. (He

throws the circulars into the fender, and posts himself on the hearthrug, with
his back to the grate).

HIGGINS (glancing at the billet-doux). Money-lender. (He throws the
letter after the circulars).

Eliza returns with a pair of large down-at-heel slippers. She places them
on the carpet before Higgins, and sits as before without a word.

HIGGINS (yawning again). Oh Lord! What an evening! What a crew!
What a silly tomfoolery! (He raises his shoe to unlace it, and catches sight of
the slippers. He stops unlacing and looks at them as if they had appeared
there of their own accord). Oh! theyre there, are they?

PICKERING (stretching himself). Well, I feel a bit tired. It�s been a long
day. The garden party, a dinner party, and the reception! Rather too much of
a good thing. But you�ve won your bet Higgins. Eliza did the trick, and
something to spare, eh?

HIGGINS (fervently). Thank God it�s over.
Eliza flinches violently; but they take no notice of her; and she recovers

herself and sits stonily as before.
PICKERING. Were you nervous at the garden party? I was. Eliza didnt

seem a bit nervous.
HIGGINS. Oh, she wasnt nervous. I knew she�d be all right. No: it�s the

strain of putting the job through all these months that has told on me. It was
interesting enough at first, while we were at the phonetics; but after that I got
deadly sick of it. If I hadnt backed myself to do it I should have chucked the
whole thing up two months ago. It was a silly notion: the whole thing has
been a bore.
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PICKERING. Oh come! the garden party was frightfully exciting. My
heart began beating like anything.

HIGGINS. Yes, for the first three minutes. But when I saw we were
going to win hands down, I felt like a bear in a cage, hanging about doing
nothing. The dinner was worse: sitting gorging there for over an hour, with
nobody but a damned fool of a fashionable woman to talk to! I tell you,
Pickering, never again for me. No more artificial duchesses. The whole thing
has been simple purgatory.

PICKERING. Youve never been broken in properly to the social routine.
(Strolling over to the piano). I rather enjoy dipping into it occasionally myself:
it makes me feel young again. Anyhow, it was a great success: an immense
success. I was quite frightened once or twice because Eliza was doing it so
well. You see, lots of the real people cant do it at all: theyre such fools that
they think style comes by nature to people in their position; and so they never
learn. Theres always something professional about doing a thing
superlatively well.

HIGGINS. Yes: thats what drives me mad: the silly people dont know
their own silly business. (Rising) However, it�s over and done with; and now I
can go to bed at last without dreading tomorrow.

Eliza�s beauty becomes murderous.
PICKERING. I think I shall turn in too. Still, it�s been a great occasion:

a triumph for you. Goodnight. (He goes).
HIGGINS (following him). Goodnight. (Over his shoulder, at the door).

Put out the lights, Eliza; and tell Mrs Pearce not to make coffee for me in the
morning: I�ll take tea. (He goes out).

Eliza tries to control herself and feel indifferent as she rises and walks
across to the hearth to switch off the lights. By the time she gets there she is
on the point of screaming. She sits down in Higgins�s chair and holds on hard
to the arms. Finally she gives way and flings herself furiously on the floor,
raging.

HIGGINS (in despairing wrath outside). What the devil have I done with
my slippers? (He appears at the door).

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

HIGGINS (astounded). What on earth � ! (He comes to her). Whats
the matter? Get up. (He pulls her up) Anything wrong?

LIZA (breathless). Nothing wrong � with you. Ive won your bet for
you, havnt I? Thats enough for you. I dont matter, I suppose.

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

LIZA. Because I wanted to smash your face. I�d like to kill you, you
selfish brute. Why didnt you leave me where you picked me out of � in the
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gutter? You thank God it�s all over, and that now you can throw me back
again there, do you? (She crisps her fingers frantically).

HIGGINS (looking at her in cool wonder). The creature is nervous, after
all.

LIZA (gives a suffocated scream of fury, and instinctively darts her nails
at his face)!!

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

LIZA (crushed by superior strength and weight). Whats to become of
me? Whats to become of me?

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

LIZA. You dont care. I know you dont care. You wouldnt care if I was
dead. I�m nothing to you � not so much as them slippers.

HIGGINS (thundering). Those slippers.
LIZA (with bitter submission). Those slippers. I didnt think it made any

difference now.
A pause. Eliza hopeless and crushed. Higgins a little uneasy.
HIGGINS (in his loftiest manner). Why have you begun going on like

this? May I ask whether you complain of your treatment here?
LIZA. No.
HIGGINS. Has anybody behaved badly to you? Colonel Pickering? Mrs

Pearce? Any of the servants?
LIZA. No.
HIGGINS. I presume you dont pretend that I have treated you badly.
LIZA. No.
HIGGINS. I am glad to hear it. (He moderates his tone). Perhaps youre

tired after the strain of the day. Will you have a glass of champagne? (He
moves towards the door).

LIZA. No. (Recollecting her manners). Thank you.
HIGGINS (good-humored again). This has been coming on you for

some days. I suppose it was natural for you to be anxious about the garden
party. But thats all over now. (He pats her kindly on the shoulder. She
writhes). Theres nothing more to worry about.

LIZA. No. Nothing more for you to worry about. (She suddenly rises
and gets away from him by going to the piano bench, where she sits and
hides her face). Oh God! I wish I was dead.

HIGGINS (staring after her in sincere surprise). Why? In heaven�s
name, why? (Reasonably, going to her). Listen to me, Eliza. All this irritation
is purely subjective.

LIZA. I dont understand. I�m too ignorant.
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HIGGINS. It�s only imagination. Low spirits and nothing else. Nobody�s
hurting you. Nothing�s wrong. You go to bed like a good girl and sleep it off.
Have a little cry and say your prayers: that will make you comfortable.

LIZA. I heard your prayers. �Thank God it�s all over!�
HIGGINS (impatiently). Well, dont you thank God it�s all over? Now you

are free and can do what you like.
LIZA (pulling herself together in desperation). What am I fit for? What

have you left me fit for? Where am I to go? What am I to do? What�s to
become of me?

HIGGINS (enlightened, but not at all impressed). Oh, thats whats
worrying you, is it? (He 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). I shouldnt bother about it if I were you.
I should imagine you wont have much difficulty in settling yourself
somewhere or other, though I hadnt quite realized that you were going away.
(She looks quickly at him: he does not look at her but examines the dessert
stand on the piano and decides that he will eat an apple). You might marry,
you know. (He bites a large piece out of the apple and munches it noisily). You
see, Eliza, all men are not confirmed old bachelors like me and the Colonel.
Most men are the marrying sort (poor devils); and youre not bad-looking: it�s
quite a pleasure to look at you sometimes � not now, of course, because
youre crying and looking as ugly as the very devil; but when youre all right
and quite yourself, youre what I should call attractive. That is, to the people in
the marrying line, you understand. You go to bed and have a good nice rest;
and then get up and look at yourself in the glass; and you wont feel so cheap.

Eliza again looks at him, speechless, and does not stir.
The look is quite lost on him: he eats his apple with a dreamy expression

of happiness, as it is quite a good one.
HIGGINS (a genial afterthought occurring to him). I daresay my mother

could find some chap or other who would do very well.
LIZA. We were above that at the corner of Tottenham Court Road.
HIGGINS (waking up). What do you mean?
LIZA. I sold flowers. I didnt sell myself. Now youve made a lady of me

I�m not fit to sell anything else. I wish youd left me where you found me.
HIGGINS (slinging the core of the apple decisively into the grate). Tosh,

Eliza. Dont you insult human relations by dragging all this cant about buying
and selling into it. You neednt marry the fellow if you dont like him.

LIZA. 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. (Chuckling)
He�ll have to pay for all those togs you have been wearing today; and that,
with the hire of the jewelry, will make a big hole in two hundred pounds. Why,
six months ago you would have thought it the millennium to have a flower
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shop of your own. Come! youll be all right. I must clear off to bed: I�m devilish
sleepy. By the way, I came down for something: I forget what it was.

LIZA. Your slippers.
HIGGINS. Oh yes, of course. Youd shied them at me. (He picks them

up, and is going out when she rises and speaks to him).
LIZA. Before you go, sir�
HIGGINS (dropping the slippers in his surprise at her calling him Sir). Eh?
LIZA. Do my clothes belong to me or to Colonel Pickering?
HIGGINS (coming back into the room as if her question were the very

climax of unreason). What the devil use would they be to Pickering?
LIZA. 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?
LIZA. I dont want to hear anything more about that. All I want to know

is whether anything belongs to me. My own clothes were burnt.
HIGGINS. But what does it matter? Why need you start bothering about

that in the middle of the night?
LIZA. I want to know what I may take away with me. I dont want to be

accused of stealing.
HIGGINS (now deeply wounded). Stealing! You shouldnt have said that,

Eliza. That shews a want of feeling.
LIZA. I�m sorry. I�m only a common ignorant girl; and in my station I

have to be careful. There cant be any feelings between the like of you and the
like of me. Please will you tell me what belongs to me and what doesnt?

HIGGINS (very sulky). You may take the whole damned houseful if you
like. Except the jewels. Theyre hired. Will that satisfy you? (He turns on his
heel and is about to go in extreme dudgeon).

LIZA (drinking in his emotion like nectar, and nagging him to provoke a
further supply). Stop, please. (She takes off her jewels). Will you take these to
your room and keep them safe? I dont want to run the risk of their being missing.

HIGGINS (furious). Hand them over. (She puts them into his hands). If
these belonged to me instead of the jeweller. I�d ram them down your
ungrateful throat. (He perfunctorily thrusts them into his pockets,
unconsciously decorating himself with the protruding ends of the chains).

LIZA (taking a ring off). This ring isnt the jeweller�s: it�s the one you
bought me in Brighton. I dont want it now. (Higgins dashes the ring violently
into the fireplace, and turns on her so threateningly that she crouches over the
piano with her hands over her face, and exclaims). Dont you hit me.

HIGGINS. Hit you! You infamous creature, how dare you accuse me of
such a thing? It is you who have hit me. You have wounded me to the heart.

LIZA (thrilling with hidden joy). I�m glad. Ive got a little of my own back,
anyhow.
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HIGGINS (with dignity, in his finest professional style). 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.

LIZA (pertly). Youd better leave a note for Mrs Pearce about the coffee:
for she wont be told by me.

HIGGINS (formally). 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 (He goes out with impressive decorum, and spoils it by slamming
the door savagely).

Eliza goes down on her knees on the hearthrug to took for the ring.
When she finds it she considers for a moment what to do with it. Finally she
flings it down on the dessert stand and goes upstairs in a tearing rage.

The furniture of Eliza�s room has been increased by a big wardrobe
and a sumptuous dressing-table. She comes in and switches on the electric
light. She goes to the wardrobe; opens it; and pulls out a walking dress, a
hat, and a pair of shoes, which she throws on the bed. She takes off her
evening dress and shoes; then takes a padded hanger from the wardrobe;
adjusts it carefully in the evening dress; and hangs it in the wardrobe, which
she shuts with a slam. She puts on her walking shoes, her walking dress,
and hat. She takes her wrist watch from the dressing table and fastens it on.
She pulls on her gloves; takes her vanity bag; and looks into it to see that her
purse is there before hanging it on her wrist. She makes for the door. Every
movement expresses her furious resolution.

She takes a last look at herself in the glass.
She suddenly puts out her tongue at herself; then leaves the room,

switching off the electric light at the door.
Meanwhile, in the street outside, Freddy Eynsford Hill, lovelorn, is

gazing up at the second floor, in which one of the windows is still lighted.
The light goes out.
FREDDY. Goodnight, darling, darling, darling.
Eliza comes out, giving the door a considerable bang behind her.
LIZA. Whatever are you doing here?
FREDDY. Nothing. I spend most of my nights here. It�s the only place

where I�m happy. Dont laugh at me, Miss Doolittle.
LIZA. Dont 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 dont
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.

An elderly police constable arrives.
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CONSTABLE (scandalized). Now then! Now then!! Now then!!!
They release one another hastily.
FREDDY. Sorry, constable. We�ve only just become engaged.
They run away.
The constable shakes his head, reflecting on his own courtship and on

the vanity of human hopes. He moves off in the opposite direction with slow
professional steps.

The flight of the lovers takes them to Cavendish Square. There they
halt to consider their next move.

LIZA (out of breath). He didnt half give me a fright, that copper. But
you answered him proper.

FREDDY. I hope I havent taken you out of your way. Where were you
going?

LIZA. To the river.
FREDDY. What for?
LIZA. To make a hole in it.
FREDDY (horrified). Eliza, darling. What do you mean? What�s the

matter?
LIZA. Never mind. It doesn�t matter now. There�s nobody in the world

now but you and me, is there?
FREDDY. Not a soul.
They indulge in another embrace, and are again surprised by a much

younger constable.
SECOND CONSTABLE. Now then, you two! What�s this? Where do you

think you are? Move along here, double quick.
FREDDY. As you say, sir, double quick.
They run away again, and are in Hanover Square before they stop for

another conference.
FREDDY. I had no idea the police were so devilishly prudish.
LIZA. It�s their business to hunt girls off the streets.
FREDDY. We must go somewhere. We cant wander about the streets

all night.
LIZA. Cant we? I think it�d be lovely to wander about for ever.
FREDDY. Oh, darling.
They embrace again, oblivious of the arrival of a crawling taxi. It stops.
TAXIMAN. Can I drive you and the lady anywhere, sir?
They start asunder.
LIZA. Oh, Freddy, a taxi. The very thing.
FREDDY. But damn it, Ive no money.
LIZA. I have plenty. The Colonel thinks you should never go out without

ten pounds in your pocket. Listen. We�ll drive about all-night, and in the
morning I�ll call on old Mrs Higgins and ask her what I ought to do. I�ll tell you
all about it in the cab. And the police wont touch us there.
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FREDDY. Righto! Ripping (To the Taximan) Wimbledon Common. (They
drive off).

Tasks and Exercises

1. Read the fourth act of the comedy paying attention to the
following words and word combinations.

finery � íàðÿäíûé òóàëåò
pallor � áëåäíîñòü
fan � âååð
brooding � ïå÷àëüíî ðàçìûøëÿþùàÿ
a smoking jacket � äîìàøíèé æàêåò, ÷àñòî èç øåëêà
wearily � óòîìëåííî
similarly attired � îäåòûé òàê æå
to hesitate � êîëåáàòüñÿ, ìåäëèòü
row � (çä.) ïðîòåñòîâàòü
to chuck � áðîñàòü, øâûðÿòü
over the bannisters � ÷åðåç ïåðèëà
to yawn � çåâàòü
air � ìåëîäèÿ
slippers � äîìàøíèå òàïî÷êè
darkly � ìðà÷íî
to resume � âîçîáíîâëÿòü
contents � ñîäåðæèìîå
circulars � (çä.) ðåêëàìû, ïðîñïåêòû, ðàññûëàåìûå ïî äîìàì
coroneted billet-doux � ëþáîâíîå ïèñüìî ñ ãåðáîì (ò.å. îò

òèòóëîâàííîé îñîáû)
money-lender � ðîñòîâùèê
down-at-heel � ñòîïòàííûå
crew � (çä.) òîëïà, ñáîðèùå
tomfoolery � ãëóïîñòè, áåññìûñëèöà
to unlace � ðàñøíóðîâûâàòü
of their own accord � ñàìè ñîáîé
stretching himself � ïîòÿãèâàÿñü
too much of a good thing � ïåðåáîð, ñëèøêîì ìíîãî âñåãî
did the trick � (ñëåíã) ñïðàâèëàñü ñ çàäà÷åé
and something to spare � (çä.) è äàæå áîëåå òîãî
fervently � ãîðÿ÷î, ïûëêî
to flinch � âçäðàãèâàòü, ïåðåäåðãèâàòüñÿ
stonily � êàê êàìåííîå èçâàÿíèå, íåïîäâèæíî
putting the job through � âûïîëíåíèå çàäà÷è
to tell on smb. � ñêàçûâàòüñÿ íà êîì-ëèáî
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deadly sick of it � ñìåðòåëüíî óñòàë îò ýòîãî, ýòî áåçóìíî íàäîåëî
to back � ïîñïîðèòü íà äåíüãè, ïîñòàâèòü íà�
to chuck up � çàáðîñèòü
a bore � ñêóêà, çàíóäñòâî
Oh come! � Áðîñüòå! (óâåùåâàþùåå âîñêëèöàíèå)
like  anything � (ðàçã.) î÷åíü ñèëüíî
to win hands down � ïîáåäèòü ñ ëåãêîñòüþ
hanging about � ñëîíÿÿñü
to gorge � îáúåäàòüñÿ, íàñëàæäàòüñÿ (åäîé)
No more artificial duchesses. � Õâàòèò ôàëüøèâûõ (èñêóññòâåííî

ñîçäàííûõ) ãåðöîãèíü.
simple purgatory � ïðîñòî ÷èñòèëèùå
broken in � óêðîùåííûé, ïðèâåäåííûé ê äèñöèïëèíå
routine � ïîðÿäîê âåùåé, îáû÷íûå îáÿçàííîñòè
to dip into � ïîãðóæàòüñÿ
style comes by nature � õîðîøèé ñòèëü ïðèõîäèò åñòåñòâåííî
superlatively � ïðåâîñõîäíî, â âûñøåé ñòåïåíè
to drive smb. mad � ñâîäèòü êîãî-ë. ñ óìà
it�s over and done with � ñ ýòèì ïîêîí÷åíî
to dread � áîÿòüñÿ
murderous � óáèéñòâåííûé
to turn in � (ðàçã.) èäòè ñïàòü
over his shoulder � ÷åðåç ïëå÷î
indifferent � áåçðàçëè÷íûé
on the point of screaming � ãîòîâà çàîðàòü
holds on hard to the arm � êðåïêî âöåïëÿåòñÿ â ïîäëîêîòíèêè
to give way � ñäàòüñÿ, óñòóïèòü (ñèëüíîé ýìîöèè)
flings herself furiously � â ÿðîñòè áðîñàåòñÿ
raging � â íåèñòîâñòâå
in despairing wrath � â ãíåâå îò îò÷àÿíèÿ
hurling them at him � çàïóñêàÿ èìè â íåãî
astounded � ïîðàæåííûé
insect � íàñåêîìîå
to smash � ðàçáèâàòü (âñìÿòêó èëè âäðåáåçãè)
to crisp � õðóñòåòü
frantically � íåèñòîâî
creature � ñóùåñòâî
suffocated � ïðèãëóøåííûé, óäóøàåìûé
fury � ÿðîñòü
darts her nails at his face � âïèâàåòñÿ íîãòÿìè â åãî ëèöî
wrist � çàïÿñòüå
Claws in, you cat. � Óáðàòü êîãòè, êîøêà.
crushed � ïîäàâëåííàÿ
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thundering � ìå÷à ãðîìû è ìîëíèè
with bitter submission � ñ ãîðüêîé ïîêîðíîñòüþ
uneasy � â çàìåøàòåëüñòâå, ñìóùåííûé
treatment � îáðàùåíèå
I presume � ÿ ïîëàãàþ
recollecting her manners � âñïîìèíàÿ î ìàíåðàõ
to pat � òðåïàòü, ïîõëîïûâàòü
to writhe � êîð÷èòüñÿ, èçâèâàòüñÿ
irritation � ðàçäðàæåíèå
purely � ÷èñòî
sleep it off � âûñïèñü è âñå ïðîéäåò
to have a little cry � ïîïëàêàòü íåìíîãî
impatiently � â íåòåðïåíèè
pulling herself together � áåðÿ ñåáÿ â ðóêè
desperation � îò÷àÿíèå
to be fit � (çä.) ãîäèòüñÿ
enlightened � ïîíÿâ, â ÷åì äåëî
condescending � ñíèñõîäÿ
to settle oneself � óñòðîèòüñÿ, îáîñíîâàòüñÿ
to munch � æåâàòü (ãðîìêî)
confirmed old bachelors � áåçíàäåæíûå ñòàðûå õîëîñòÿêè
the marrying sort � òå, êîòîðûå æåíÿòñÿ
poor devils � áåäîëàãè
youre not bad-looking � ó âàñ íåäóðíàÿ íàðóæíîñòü
as ugly as the very devil � ñòðàøíà êàê ñàì äüÿâîë
people in the marrying line = the marrying sort
cheap � (çä.) ïëîõîé, íè÷åãî íå ñòîÿùèé
with the hire of the jewelry � âìåñòå ñî âçÿòûìè íàïðîêàò

äðàãîöåííîñòÿìè
to stir � øåâåëèòüñÿ
The look is quite lost on him. � Îí íå îáðàùàåò âíèìàíèÿ íà ýòîò

âçãëÿä.
afterthought �  çàïîçäàëàÿ ìûñëü
to occur � ïðèõîäèòü â ãîëîâó
who would do very well � êîòîðûé áû î÷åíü ïîäîøåë
above that � âûøå ýòîãî
slinging � øâûðÿÿ
the core of the apple � îãðûçîê îò ÿáëîêà
tosh � (ñëåíã) ãëóïîñòè
to drag � (çä.) âîâëåêàòü
cant � (çä.) ïðèòâîðíûå ñëîâà, ïóñòîé òðåï
to set up � óñòðîèòü, îïëàòèâ
togs � (ñëåíã) îäåæäû, íàðÿäû
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will make a big hole in two hundred pounds � ïîòðåáóåò áîëüøîé
÷àñòè îò äâóõñîò ôóíòîâ

the millenium � (çä.) �çîëîòîé âåê�
to clear off � (ñëåíã) óáèðàòüñÿ, îòïðàâëÿòüñÿ
the very climax of unreason � ñàìàÿ êóëüìèíàöèÿ îòñóòñòâèÿ

çäðàâîãî ñìûñëà
Is that the way you feel towards us? � È òàêèå ÷óâñòâà âû ïî

îòíîøåíèþ ê íàì èñïûòûâàåòå?
to steal � êðàñòü
deeply wounded � ãëóáîêî çàäåòûé
want of feeling � äåôèöèò ÷óâñòâà, íåóìåíèå ïî÷óâñòâîâàòü
in my station � â ìîåé ñèòóàöèè
in extreme dudgeon � êðàéíå îñêîðáëåííûé
nagging him � èçâîäÿ åãî
to provoke a further supply � ÷òîáû ñïðîâîöèðîâàòü äàëüíåéøèå

(ýìîöèè)
to run the risk � ðèñêîâàòü
of their being missing � (çä.) ÷òîáû îíè ïðîïàëè
to hand over � ïåðåäàâàòü
I�d ram them down your ungrateful throat. � ß áû çàïèõíóë èõ â âàøó

íåáëàãîäàðíóþ ãëîòêó.
perfunctorily � íåáðåæíî
protruding ends � âûñîâûâàþùèåñÿ êîíöû
threateningly � óãðîæàþùå
to crouch � ïðèñåñòü, ñæàòüñÿ
infamous � ïîðî÷íûé, çëîé, îòâðàòèòåëüíûé
thrilling � (çä.) âîçáóæäåííàÿ
Ive got a little of my own back. � ß õîòü ñëåãêà ðàñêâèòàëàñü

(îòîìñòèëà).
to cause � çàñòàâëÿòü
to lose one�s temper � âûéòè èç ñåáÿ
pertly � íàõàëüíî, äåðçêî
formally � îôèöèàëüíûì òîíîì
to lavish � ùåäðî èçëèâàòü
treasure � ñîêðîâèùå
regard � óâàæåíèå
intimacy � áëèçîñòü, äîâåðèòåëüíûå îòíîøåíèÿ
with impressive decorum � ñ ïðîèçâîäÿùåé âïå÷àòëåíèå ÷èííîñòüþ
to spoil � ïîðòèòü
to slam � õëîïàòü (äâåðüþ)
savagely � (çä.) ÿðîñòíî
in a tearing rage � ðàçäèðàåìàÿ ÿðîñòüþ
sumptuous dressing table � ðîñêîøíûé òóàëåòíûé ñòîëèê
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a padded hanger � ïëå÷èêè, ñíàáæåííûå ÷åì-òî âðîäå ïðèäåëàííûõ
ê êîíöàì ïîäóøå÷åê, äëÿ òîãî, ÷òîáû òîíêàÿ îäåæäà íå ðâàëàñü è íå
îáðàçîâûâàëà âûñòóïîâ

adjusts it carefully � âñòàâëÿåò èõ (ïëå÷èêè) òùàòåëüíî
to fasten on � çàñòåãèâàòü
vanity bag � àíàëîã ñîâðåìåííîé êîñìåòè÷êè ñ ðó÷êàìè
purse � êîøåëåê
puts out her tongue at herself � ñàìà ñåáå ïîêàçûâàåò ÿçûê
lovelorn � ñòðàäàþùèé îò íåñ÷àñòíîé ëþáâè
bang � ãðîìêèé çâóê
to break down � òåðÿòü ñàìîîáëàäàíèå
to grab � õâàòàòü
to smother � äóøèòü
hungry for comfort � èçãîëîäàâøàÿñÿ ïî óòåøåíèþ
to respond � îòâå÷àòü, ïîääàâàòüñÿ
in one another�s arms � â îáúÿòèÿõ äðóã äðóãà
elderly � ïîæèëîé
scandalized � âîçìóùåííûé
Now then! � (çä.) âîñêëèöàíèå, âûðàæàþùåå îñóæäåíèå
to release  � âûñâîáîæäàòü
to reflect on � ðàçìûøëÿòü î
courtship � óõàæèâàíèå
vanity � òùåòíîñòü
flight � ïîáåã
Cavendish Square � ïëîùàäü ê ñåâåðî-âîñòîêó îò Ãàéä-Ïàðêà
to halt � îñòàíàâëèâàòüñÿ
He didn�t half give me a fright. � (ðàçã.) Îí íè÷óòü ìåíÿ íå èñïóãàë.
cooper (ñëåíã) = policeman
To make a hole in it � ò.å. óòîïèòüñÿ
to indulge � (çä.) ïîçâîëÿòü ñåáå, ïîãðóæàòüñÿ
embrace � îáúÿòèÿ
double quick � è ïîáûñòðåå
Hanover Square � ïëîùàäü ïîáëèçîñòè îò Ïèêàäèëëè
prudish � âûñîêîíðàâñòâåííûé
to wander � ñêèòàòüñÿ
to crawl � ìåäëåííî äâèãàòüñÿ, ïîëçòè
to start asunder � âçäðàãèâàòü è îòïóñêàòü äðóã äðóãà
The very thing � òî, ÷òî íàäî
to call on � çàãëÿíóòü ñ âèçèòîì
Righto! (ñëåíã) = Right!
ripping � (ýìîö.) ïîòðÿñàþùå
Wimbledon Common � îòêðûòàÿ ìåñòíîñòü íà þãî-âîñòî÷íîé

îêðàèíå Ëîíäîíà
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2. Complete the sentences by choosing one of the given
variants.

1. Higgins and Pickering are happy
A) and congratulate Eliza on her success.
B) because now they can get rid of Eliza.
C) but totally neglect Eliza.
D) because they have won a lot of money.

2. Eliza is unhappy
A) and shows her temper to Professor Higgins.
B) because she loves Freddy, but is not sure about his feelings.
C) but thinks it wise to keep her unhappiness under control and go
on as usual.
D) because she would like to be a real Princess, not an artificial
one.

3. Give explanation to grammar forms of the verbs in the
following sentences.

1) I shant be going out again.
____________________________________________________________

2) Mrs Pearce will row if we leave these things lying about�
____________________________________________________________

3) It�s been a long day.
____________________________________________________________

4) But youve won your bet Higgins.
____________________________________________________________

5) I knew she�d be all right.
____________________________________________________________

6) If I hadnt backed myself to do it I should have chucked the whole
thing up two months ago.
____________________________________________________________

7) It was a silly notion: the whole thing has been a bore.
____________________________________________________________

8) You wouldnt care if I was dead.
____________________________________________________________

9) I didnt think it made any difference now.
____________________________________________________________

10) I presume you dont pretend that I have treated you badly.
____________________________________________________________

11)This has been coming on you for some days.
____________________________________________________________
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12)Nobody�s hurting you.
____________________________________________________________

13) I shouldnt bother about it if I were you.
____________________________________________________________

14) I should imagine you wont have much difficulty in settling yourself
somewhere or other, though I hadnt quite realized that you were
going away.
____________________________________________________________

15) Why, six months ago you would have thought it the millennium to
have a flower shop of your own.
____________________________________________________________

16) � she wont be told by me.
____________________________________________________________

17) The furniture of Eliza�s room has been increased by a big
wardrobe�
____________________________________________________________

18) Where were you going?
____________________________________________________________

4. In the following phrases comment on meanings of modal
verbs.

1) Can Mrs Pearce go to bed?
____________________________________________________________

2) You might marry, you know.
____________________________________________________________

3) He might want them for the next girl you pick up to experiment on.
____________________________________________________________

4) I want to know what I may take away with me.
____________________________________________________________

5. Divide the following sentences into two groups (1) with
Participles I and (2) with Gerunds. Find Russian equivalents for the
following phrases.

1) She � sits down on the bench, brooding and silent.
____________________________________________________________

2) He stops unlacing�
____________________________________________________________

3) I felt like a bear in a cage, hanging about doing nothing.
____________________________________________________________

4) The dinner was worse: sitting gorging there for over an hour�
____________________________________________________________
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5) I rather enjoy dipping into it occasionally myself�
____________________________________________________________

6) Theres always something professional about doing a thing
superlatively well.
____________________________________________________________

7) � and now I can go to bed at last without dreading tomorrow.
____________________________________________________________

8) Finally, she gives way and flings herself furiously on the floor,
raging.
____________________________________________________________

9) LIZA (snatching up the slippers, and hurling them at him�)
____________________________________________________________

10) Why have you begun going on like this?
____________________________________________________________

11)Dont you insult human relations by dragging all this cant about
buying and selling into it.
____________________________________________________________

12)HIGGINS (dropping the slippers in his surprise at her calling him
Sir).
____________________________________________________________

13) I dont want to be accused of stealing.
____________________________________________________________

14) I dont want to run the risk of their being missing.
____________________________________________________________

15)� and damn my own folly in having lavished my hard-earned
knowledge � on a heartless guttersnipe.
____________________________________________________________

6. Find out which model underlies the words �smoking-jacket�
and �dressing-table�.  Give examples of the words with the same
model.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

7. Find in the text (author�s remarks) all adverbs and write
them down. Translate them into Russian.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
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________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

8. Find in the text and write down all synonyms of the word �to
throw�. Comment on their meanings.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

9. Using the dictionary find all the meanings of the words
�vanity� and �vain�. Give examples using these words. Find Russian
equivalents for the following:

1) All is vanity (îòêóäà ýòà ôðàçà?)
____________________________________________________________

2) �Vanity Fair� (êàê ïåðåâîäèëîñü çàãëàâèå ðîìàíà Òåêêåðåÿ íà
ðóññêèé ÿçûê?)
____________________________________________________________

3) vanity-case
____________________________________________________________

4) in vain did she try�
____________________________________________________________

5) all his efforts were in vain
____________________________________________________________

6) my vain friend is beautifying herself
____________________________________________________________

7) his vain hopes
____________________________________________________________

8) vain as a peacock
____________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

10. Find in the dictionary the meaning of the phrase «(enough)
and (something) to spare!» and write it down. Give examples using
this phrase.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
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11. Describe the Elisa�s room and her behaviour when she left
the Higgins�s house. What can you say about her character?

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

LESSON 5 ÓÐÎÊ 5

ACT V

Mrs Higgins�s drawing room. She is at her writing-table as before. The
parlormaid comes in.

THE PARLORMAID (at the door). Mr Henry, maam, is downstairs with
Colonel Pickering.

MRS HIGGINS. Well, show them up.
THE PARLORMAID. Theyre using the telephone, maam. Telephoning to

the police, I think.
MRS HIGGINS. What!
THE PARLORMAID (coming further in and lowering her voice). Mr

Henry is in a state, maam. I thought I�d better tell you.
MRS HIGGINS. If you had told me that Mr Henry was not in a state it

would have been more surprising. Tell them to come up when they�ve
finished with the police. I suppose he�s lost something.

THE PARLORMAID. Yes, maam (going).
MRS HIGGINS. Go upstairs and tell Miss Doolittle that Mr Henry and

the Colonel are here. Ask her not to come down til I send for her.
THE PARLORMAID. Yes, maam.
Higgins bursts in. He is, as the parlormaid has said, in a state.
HIGGINS. Look here, mother: heres a confounded thing!
MRS HIGGINS. Yes, dear. Good morning. (He checks his impatience

and kisses her, whilst the parlormaid goes out). What is it?
HIGGINS. Eliza�s bolted.
MRS HIGGINS (calmly continuing her writing). You must have

frightened her.
HIGGINS. Frightened her! nonsense! She was left last night, as usual,

to turn out the lights and all that; and instead of going to bed she changed
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her clothes and went right off: her bed wasn�t slept in. She came in a cab for
her things before seven this morning; and that fool Mrs Pearce let her have
them without telling me a word about it. What am I to do?

MRS HIGGINS. Do without, I�m afraid, Henry. The girl has a perfect
right to leave if she chooses.

HIGGINS (wandering distractedly across the room). But I cant find
anything. I dont know what appointments Ive got. I�m � (Pickering comes in.
Mrs Higgins puts down her pen and turns away from the writing-table).

PICKERING (shaking hands). Good morning, Mrs Higgins. Has Henry
told you? (He sits down on the ottoman).

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

MRS HIGGINS (rising in indignant amazement). You dont mean to say
you have set the police after Eliza.

HIGGINS. Of course. What are the police for? What else could we do?
(He sits in the Elizabethan chair).

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

MRS HIGGINS. Well, of course he did. What right have you to go to the
police and give the girl�s name as if she were a thief, or a lost umbrella, or
something? Really! (She sits down again, deeply vexed).

HIGGINS. But we want to find her.
PICKERING. We cant let her go like this, you know, Mrs Higgins. What

were we to do?
MRS HIGGINS. You have no more sense, either of you, than two

children. Why �
The parlormaid comes in and breaks off the conversation.
THE PARLORMAID. Mr Henry: a gentleman wants to see you very

particular. He�s been sent on from Wimpole Street.
HIGGINS. Oh, bother! I cant see anyone now. Who is it?
THE PARLORMAID. A Mr Doolittle, sir.
PICKERING Doolittle! Do you mean the dustman?
THE PARLORMAID. Dustman! Oh no, sir: a gentleman.
HIGGINS (springing up excitedly). By George, Pick, it�s some relative of

hers that she�s gone to. Somebody we know nothing about. (To the
parlormaid). Send him up, quick.

THE PARLORMAID. Yes, sir. (She goes)
HIGGINS (eagerly, going to his mother). Genteel relatives! now we

shall hear something. (He sits down in the Chippendale chair).
MRS HIGGINS. Do you know any of her people?
PICKERING. Only her father: the fellow we told you about.
THE PARLORMAID (announcing). Mr Doolittle. (She withdraws).
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Doolittle enters. He is resplendently dressed as for a fashionable
wedding, and might, in fact, be the bridegroom. A flower in his buttonhole, a
dazzling silk hat, and patent leather shoes complete the effect. He is too
concerned with the business he has come on to notice Mrs Higgins. He
walks straight to Higgins, and accosts him with vehement reproach.

DOOLITTLE (indicating his own person). See here! Do you see this?
You done this.

HIGGINS. Done what, man?
DOOLITTLE. This, I tell you. Look at it. Look at this hat. Look at this

coat.
PICKERING. Has Eliza been buying your clothes?
DOOLITTLE. Eliza! not she. Why should she buy me clothes?
MRS HIGGINS. Good morning, Mr Doolittle. Wont you sit down?
DOOLITTLE (taken aback as he becomes conscious that he has

forgotten his hostess). Asking your pardon, maam (He approaches her and
shakes her proffered hand). Thank you. (He sits down on the ottoman, on
Pickerings right). I am that full of what has happened to me that I cant think
of anything else.

HIGGINS. What the dickens has happened to you?
DOOLITTLE. I shouldnt mind if it had only happened to me: anything

might happen to anybody and nobody to blame but Providence, as you might
say. But this is something that you done to me: yes, you, you Enry lggins.

HIGGINS. Have you found Eliza?
DOOLITTLE. Have you lost her?
HIGGINS. Yes.
DOOLITTLE. You have all the luck, you have. I aint found her, but she�ll

find me quick enough now after what you done to me.
MRS HIGGINS. But what has my son done to you, Mr Doolittle?
DOOLITTLE. Done to me! Ruined me. Destroyed my happiness. Tied

me up and delivered me into the hands of middle class morality.
HIGGINS (rising intolerantly and standing over Doolittle). Youre raving.

Youre drunk. Youre mad. I gave you five pounds. After that I had two
conversations with you, at half-a-crown an hour. Ive never seen you since.

DOOLITTLE. Oh! Drunk am I? Mad am I? Tell me this. Did you or did
you not write a letter to an old blighter in America that was giving five millions
to found Moral Reform Societies all over the world, and that wanted you to
invent a universal language for him?

HIGGINS. What! Ezra D. Wannafeller! He�s dead. (He sits down again
carelessly).

DOOLITTLE. Yes: he�s dead; and I�m done for. Now did you or did you
not write a letter to him to say that the most original moralist at present in
England, to the best of your knowledge, was Alfred Doolittle, a common
dustman?
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HIGGINS. Oh, after your first visit I remember making some silly joke of
the kind.

DOOLITTLE. Ah! you may well call it a silly joke. It put the lid on me
right enough. Just give him the chance he wanted to shew that Americans is
not like us: that they recognize and respect merit in every class of life,
however humble. Them words is in his blooming will, in which, Henry
Higgins, thanks to your silly joking, he leaves me a share in his Pre-digested
Cheese Trust worth three thousand a year on condition that I lecture for his
Wannafeller Moral Reform World League as often as they ask me up to six
times a year.

HIGGINS. The devil he does! Whew! (Brightening suddenly) What a
lark!

PICKERING. A safe thing for you, Doolittle. They wont ask you twice.
DOOLITTLE. It aint the lecturing I mind I�ll lecture them blue in the

face, I will, and not turn a hair. It�s making a gentleman of me that I object to.
Who asked him to make a gentleman of me? I was happy. I was free. I
touched pretty nigh everybody for money when I wanted it, same as I touched
you, Enry lggins. Now I am worrited; tied neck and heels; and everybody
touches me for money. It�s a fine thing for you, says my solicitor. Is it? says I.
You mean it�s a good thing for you, I says. When I was a poor man and had a
solicitor once when they found a pram in the dust cart, he got me off, and got
shut of me and got me shut of him as quick as he could. Same with the
doctors: used to shove me out of the hospital before I could hardly stand on
my legs, and nothing to pay. Now they finds out that I�m not a healthy man
and can�t live unless they looks after me twice a day. In the house I�m not let
do a hand�s turn for myself: somebody else must do it and touch me for it. A
year ago I hadn�t a relative in the world except two or three that wouldn�t
speak to me. Now I�ve fifty, and not a decent week�s wages among the lot of
them. I have to live for others and not for myself: that�s middle class morality.
You talk of losing Eliza. Dont you be anxious: I bet she�s on my doorstep by
this: she that could support herself easy by selling flowers if I wasnt
respectable. And the next one to touch me will be you, Enry lggins. I�ll have to
learn to speak middle class language from you, instead of speaking proper
English. Thats where you�ll come in; and I daresay thats what you done it for.

MRS HIGGINS. But, my dear Mr Doolittle, you need not suffer all this if
you are really in earnest. Nobody can force you to accept this bequest. You
can repudiate it. Isnt that so, Colonel Pickering?

PICKERING. I believe so.
DOOLITTLE. (softening his manner in deference to her sex). Thats the

tragedy of it, maam. It�s easy to say chuck it; but I havnt the nerve. Which of
us has? We�re all intimidated. Intimidated, maam: thats what we are. What is
there for me if I chuck it but the work-house in my old age? I have to dye my
hair already to keep my job as a dustman. If I was one of the deserving poor,
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and had put by a bit, I could chuck it; but then why should I, acause the
deserving poor might as well be millionaires for all the happiness they ever
has. They dont know what happiness is. But I, as one of the undeserving
poor, have nothing between me and the pauper�s uniform but this here
blasted three thousand a year that shoves me into the middle class. (Excuse
the expression, maam; you�d use it yourself if you had my provocation.)
Theyve got you every way you turn: it�s a choice between the Skilly of the
workhouse and the Char Bydis of the middle class: and I havnt the nerve for
the workhouse. Intimidated: thats what I am. Broke. Bought up. Happier men
than me will call for my dust, and touch me for their tip; and I�ll look on
helpless, and envy them. And thats what your son has brought me to. (He is
overcome by emotion).

MRS HIGGINS. Well, I�m very glad youre not going to do anything
foolish, Mr. Doolittle. For this solves the problem of Eliza�s future. You can
provide for her now.

DOOLITTLE (with melancholy resignation). Yes, maam: I�m expected to
provide for everyone now, out of three thousand a year.

HIGGINS (jumping up). Nonsense! he cant provide for her. He shant
provide for her. She doesnt belong to him. I paid him five pounds for her.
Doolittle: either youre an honest man or a rogue.

DOOLITTLE (tolerantly). A little of both, Henry, like the rest of us: a
little of both.

HIGGINS. Well, you took that money for the girl; and you have no right
to take her as well.

MRS HIGGINS. Henry: dont be absurd. If you want to know where Eliza
is, she is upstairs.

HIGGINS (amazed). Upstairs!!! Then I shall jolly soon fetch her
downstairs. (He makes resolutely for the door).

MRS HIGGINS (rising and following him). Be quiet, Henry. Sit down.
HIGGINS. I�
MRS HIGGINS. Sit down, dear; and listen to me.
HIGGINS. Oh, very well, very well, very well. (He throws himself

ungraciously on the ottoman, with his face towards the windows). But I think
you might have told us this half an hour ago.

MRS HIGGINS. Eliza came to me this morning. She told me of the
brutal way you two treated her.

HIGGINS (bounding up again). What!
PICKERING (rising also). My dear Mrs Higgins, she�s been telling you

stories. We didnt treat her brutally. We hardly said a word to her; and we
parted on particularly good terms. (Turning on 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. I never gave her the slightest
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provocation. The slippers came bang into my face the moment I entered the
room � before I had uttered a word. And used perfectly awful language.

PICKERING (astonished). But why? What did we do to her?
MRS HIGGINS. I think I know pretty well what you did. The girl is

naturally rather affectionate, I think. Isnt she, Mr Doolittle?
DOOLITTLE. Very tender-hearted, maam. Takes after me.
MRS HIGGINS. Just so. She had become attached to you both. She

worked very hard for you, Henry. I dont think you quite realize what anything
in the nature of brain work means to a girl of her class. Well, it seems that
when the great day of trial came, and she did this wonderful thing for you
without making a single mistake, you two sat there and never said a word to
her, but 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 fireirons at
you.

HIGGINS. We said nothing except that we were tired and wanted to go
to bed. Did we, Pick?

PICKERING (shrugging his shoulders). That was all.
MRS HIGGINS (ironically). Quite sure?
PICKERING. Absolutely. Really, that was all.
MRS HIGGINS. You didnt thank her, or pet her, or admire her, or tell

her how splendid she�d been.
HIGGINS (impatiently). But she knew all about that. We didnt make

speeches to her, if thats what you mean.
PICKERING (conscience stricken). Perhaps we were a little

inconsiderate. Is she very angry?
MRS HIGGINS (returning to her place at the writing-table). Well I�m

afraid she wont go back to Wimpole Street, especially now that Mr Doolittle
is able to keep up the position you have thrust on her; but she says she is
quite willing to meet you on friendly terms and to let bygones be bygones.

HIGGINS (furious). Is she, by George? Ho!
MRS HIGGINS. 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 picked out of the mud.
(He flings himself sulkily into the Elizabethan chair).

DOOLITTLE (remonstrating). Now, now, Enry Iggins! Have some
consideration for my feelings as a middle class man.

MRS HIGGINS. Remember your promise, Henry. (She presses the bell-
button on the writing-table). Mr. Doolittle: will you be so good as to step out
on the balcony for a moment. I dont want Eliza to have the shock of your
news until she has made it up with these two gentlemen. Would you mind?
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DOOLITTLE. As you wish, lady. Anything to help Henry to keep her off
my hands. (He disappears through the window).

The parlormaid answers the bell. Pickering sits down in Doollttle�s
place.

MRS HIGGINS. Ask Miss Doolittle to come down, please.
THE PARLORMAID. Yes, maam. (She goes out).
MRS HIGGINS. Now, Henry: be good.
HIGGINS. I am behaving myself perfectly.
PICKERING. He is doing his best, Mrs. Higgins.
A pause. Higgins throws back his head; stretches out his legs; and

begins to whistle.
MRS HIGGINS. Henry, dearest, you dont look at all nice in that attitude.
HIGGINS (pulling himself together). I was not trying to look nice,

mother.
MRS HIGGINS. It doesnt matter, dear. I only wanted to make you

speak.
HIGGINS. Why?
MRS HIGGINS. Because you cant speak and whistle at the same time.
Higgins groans. Another very trying pause.
HIGGINS (springing up, out of patience). Where the devil is that girl?

Are we to wait here all day?
Eliza enters, sunny, self-possessed, and giving a staggeringly

convincing exhibition of ease of manner. She carries a little workbasket, and is
very much at home. Pickering is too much taken aback to rise.

LIZA. How do you do, Professor Higgins? Are you quite well?
HIGGINS (choking). Am I � (He can say no more).
LIZA. But of course you are: you are never ill. So glad to see you again,

Colonel Pickering. (He rises hastily; and they shake hands). Quite chilly this
morning, isnt it? (She sits down on his left. He sits beside her).

HIGGINS. Dont you dare try this game on me. I taught it to you; and it
doesnt take me in. Get up and come home; and don�t be a fool.

Eliza takes a piece of needle work from her basket, and begins to stitch
at it, without taking the least notice of this outburst.

MRS HIGGINS. 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 that I havnt put into her head or a
word that I havnt put into her mouth. I tell you I have created this thing out of
the squashed cabbage leaves of Covent Garden; and now she pretends to
play the fine lady with me.

MRS HIGGINS (placidly). Yes, dear; but youll sit down, wont you?
Higgins sits down again, savagely.
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LIZA (to Pickering, taking no apparent notice of Higgins, and working
away deftly). Will you drop me altogether now that the experiment is over,
Colonel Pickering?

PICKERING. Oh dont. You musnt think of it as an experiment. It shocks
me, somehow.

LIZA. Oh, I�m only a squashed cabbage leaf�
PICKERING (impulsively). No.
LIZA (continuing quietly)�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.
LIZA. It�s not because you paid for my dresses. I know you are

generous to everybody with money. But it was from you that I learnt really
nice manners; and that is what makes one a lady, isnt it? You see it was so
very difficult for me with the example of Professor Higgins always before me.
I was brought up to be just like him, unable to control myself, and using bad
language on the slightest provocation. And I should never have known that
ladies and gentlemen didn�t behave like that if you hadn�t been there.

HIGGINS. Well!!
PICKERING. Oh, thats only his way, you know. He doesnt mean it.
LIZA. Oh, I didnt mean it either, when I was a flower girl. It was only my

way. But you see I did it; and thats what makes the difference after all.
PICKERING. No doubt. Still, he taught you to speak; and I couldnt have

done that, you know.
LIZA (trivially). Of course: that is his profession.
HIGGINS. Damnation.
LIZA (continuing). It was just like learning to dance in the fashionable

way: there was nothing more than that in it. But do you know what began my
real education?

PICKERING. What?
LIZA (stopping her work for a moment). Your calling me Miss Doolittle

that day when I first came to Wimpole Street. That was the beginning of self-
respect for me. (She resumes her stitching). And there were a hundred little
things you never noticed, because they came naturally to you. Things about
standing up and taking off your hat and opening doors�

PICKERING. Oh, that was nothing.
LIZA. Yes: things that shewed you thought and felt about me as if I

were something better than a scullery-maid; though of course I know you
would have been just the same to a scullery-maid if she had been let into the
drawing room. You never took off your boots in the dining room when I was
there.

PICKERING. You musnt mind that. Higgins takes off his boots all over
the place.
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LIZA. I know. I am not blaming him. It is his way, isn�t it? But it made
such a difference to me that you didn�t do it. You see, really and truly, apart
from the things anyone can pick up (the dressing and the proper way of
speaking, and so on), the difference between a lady and a flower girl is not
how she behaves, but how she�s treated. I shall always be a flower girl to
Professor Higgins, because he always treats me as a flower girl, and always
will; but I know I can be a lady to you, because you always treat me as a lady,
and always will.

MRS HIGGINS. Please dont grind your teeth, Henry.
PICKERING. Well, this is really very nice of you, Miss Doolittle.
LIZA. I should like you to call me Eliza, now, if you would.
PICKERING. Thank you. Eliza, of course.
LIZA. And I should like Professor Higgins to call me Miss Doolittle.
HIGGINS. I�ll see you damned first.
MRS HIGGINS. Henry! Henryl
PICKERING (laughing). Why dont you slang back at him? Dont stand it.

It would do him a lot of good.
LIZA. I cant I could have done it once; but now I cant go back to it. You

told me, you know, that when a child is brought to a foreign country, it picks
up the language in a few weeks, and forgets its own. Well, I am a child in
your country. I have forgotten my own language, and can speak nothing but
yours. Thats the real break-off with the corner of Tottenham Court Road.
Leaving Wimpole Street finishes it.

PICKERING (much alarmed). Oh! but youre coming back to Wimpole
Street, arent you? Youll 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.

Doolittle appears at the centre window. With a look of dignified reproach
at Higgins, he comes slowly and silently to his daughter, who, with her back
to the window, is unconscious of his approach.

PICKERING. He�s incorrigible, Eliza. You wont relapse, will you?
LIZA. No: not now. Never again. I have learnt my lesson. I dont believe

I could utter one of the old sounds if I tried. (Doolittle touches her on her left
shoulder. She droops her work, losing her self-possession utterly at the
spectacle of her father�s splendor). A-a-a-a-a-ah-ow-ooh!

HIGGINS (with a crow of triumph). Aha! Just so A-a-a-a-ahowooh! A-a-
a-a-ahowooh! A-a-a-a-ahowooh! Victory! Victory! (He throws himself on the
divan, folding his arms, and spraddling arrogantly).

DOOLITTLE. Can you blame the girl? Dont look at me like that, Eliza. It
aint my fault, Ive come into some money.

LIZA. You must have touched a millionaire this time, dad.
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DOOLITTLE. I have. But I�m dressed something special today. I�m
going to St George�s, Hanover Square. Your stepmother is going to marry
me.

LIZA (angrily). You�re going to let yourself down to marry that low
common woman!

PICKERING (quietly). He ought to, Eliza. (To Doolittle) Why has she
changed her mind?

DOOLITTLE (sadly). Intimidated, Governor. Intimidated. Middle class
morality claims its victim. Wont you put on your hat, Liza, and come and see
me turned off?

LIZA. If the Colonel says I must, I � I�ll (almost sobbing) I�ll demean
myself. And get insulted for my pains, like enough.

DOOLITTLE. Dont be afraid: she never comes to words with anyone
now, poor woman! respectability has broke all the spirit out of her.

PICKERING (squeezing Eliza�s elbow gently). Be kind to them, Eliza.
Make the best of it.

LIZA (forcing a little smile for him through her vexation). Oh well, just to
shew theres no ill feeling. I�ll be back in a moment. (She goes out).

DOOLITTLE (sitting down beside Pickering). I feel uncommon nervous
about the ceremony, Colonel. I wish you�d come and see me through it.

PICKERING. But youve been through it before, man. You were married
to Eliza�s mother.

DOOLITTLE. Who told you that, Colonel?
PICKERING. Well, nobody told me. But I concluded� naturally�
DOOLITTLE. No: that aint the natural way, Colonel: it�s only the middle

class way. My way was always the undeserving way. But dont say nothing to
Eliza. She dont know: I always had a delicacy about telling her.

PICKERING. Quite right. We�ll leave it so, if you dont mind.
DOOLITTLE. And youll come to the church. Colonel, and put me

through straight?
PICKERING. With pleasure. As far as a bachelor can.
MRS HIGGINS. May I come, Mr Doolittle? I should be very sorry to

miss your wedding.
DOOLITTLE. I should indeed be honored by your condescension,

maam; and my poor old woman would take it as a tremenjous compliment.
She�s been very low, thinking of the happy days that are no more.

MRS HIGGINS (rising). I�ll order the carriage and get ready. (The men
rise, except Higgins). I shant be more than fifteen minutes. (As she goes to
the door Eliza comes in, hatted and buttoning her gloves). I�m going to the
church to see your father married, Eliza. You had better come in the
brougham with me. Colonel Pickering can go on with the bridegroom.

Mrs Higgins goes out. Eliza comes to the middle of the room between
the centre window and the ottoman. Pickering joins her.
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DOOLITTLE. Bridegroom! What a word! lt makes a man realize his
position, somehow. (He tabes up his hat and goes towards the door).

PICKERING. Before I go, Eliza, do forgive Higgins and come back to us.
LIZA. I dont think dad would allow me. Would you, dad?
DOOLITTLE (sad but magnanimous). They played you off very cunning,

Eliza, them two sportsmen. If it had been only one of them, you could have
nailed him. But you see. there was two: and one of them chaperoned the
other, as you might say. (To Pickering) It was artful of you, Colonel; but I
bear no malice: I should have done the same myself. I been the victim of one
woman after another all my life, and I dont grudge you two getting the better
of Liza. I shant interfere. Its time for us to go, Colonel. So long, Henry. See
you in St George�s, Eliza. (He goes out).

PICKERING (coaxing). Do stay with us, Eliza. (He follows Doolittle).
Eliza goes out on the balcony to avoid being alone with Higgins. He

rises and joins her there. She immediately comes back into the room and
makes for the door: but he goes along the balcony quickly and gets his back
to the door before she reaches it.

HIGGINS. Well, Eliza, youve had a bit of your own back, as you call it.
Have you had enough? and are you going to be reasonable? Or do you want
any more?

LIZA. You want me back only to pick up your slippers and put up with
your tempers and fetch and carry for you.

HIGGINS. I havnt said I wanted you back at all.
LIZA. Oh, indeed. Then what are we talking about?
HIGGINS. About you, not about me. If you come back I shall treat you

just as I have always treated you. I cant change my nature; and I dont intend
to change my manners. My manners are exactly the same as Colonel
Pickering�s.

LIZA. Thats 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.
LIZA. I see. (She turns away composedly, and sits on the ottoman,

facing the window). The same to everybody.
HIGGINS. Just so.
LIZA. Like father.
HIGGINS (grinning, a little taken down). Without accepting the

comparison at all points, Eliza, it�s quite true that your father is not a snob,
and that he will be quite at home in any station of life to which his eccentric
destiny may call him. (Seriously) The great secret, Eliza, is not having bad
manners or good manners or any other particular sort of manners, but having
the same manner for all human souls: in short, behaving as if you were in
Heaven, where there are no third-class carriages, and one soul is as good as
another.

LIZA. Amen. You are a born preacher.
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HIGGINS. (irritated). The question is not whether I treat you rudely, but
whether you ever heard me treat anyone else better.

LIZA (with sudden sincerity). I dont care how you treat me. I dont mind
your swearing at me. I shouldnt mind a black eye: Ive had one before this.
But (standing up and facing him) I wont be passed over.

HIGGINS. Then get out of my way: for I wont stop for you. You talk
about me as if I were a motor bus.

LIZA. So you are a motor bus: all bounce and go, and no consideration
for anyone. But I can do without you: dont think I cant.

HIGGINS. I know you can. I told you you could.
LIZA (wounded, getting away from him to the other side of the ottoman

with her face to the hearth). I know you did, you brute. You wanted to get rid
of me.

HIGGINS. Liar.
LIZA. Thank you. (She sits down with dignity).
HIGGINS. You never asked yourself, I suppose, whether I could do

without you.
LIZA (earnestly). Dont you try to get round me. You�ll have to do

without me.
HIGGINS (arrogant). 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.
(He sits down near her on the ottoman). 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.

LIZA. Well, you have both of them on your gramophone and in your
book of photographs. When you feel lonely without me, you can turn the
machine on. It�s got no feelings to hurt.

HIGGINS. I cant turn your soul on. Leave me those feelings; and you
can take away the voice and the face. They are not you.

LIZA. Oh, you are a devil. You can twist the heart in a girl as easy as
some could twist her arms to hurt her. Mrs Pearce warned me. Time and
again she has wanted to leave you; but you always got round her at the last
minute. And you dont care a bit for her. And you dont care a bit for me.

HIGGINS. I care for life, for humanity; and you are a part of it that has
come my way and been built into my house. What more can you or anyone
ask?

LIZA. I wont care for anybody that doesnt care for me.
HIGGINS. Commercial principles, Eliza. Like (reproducing her Covent

Garden pronunciation with professional exactness) s�yollin voylets (selling
violets), isnt it?

LIZA. Dont sneer at me. It�s mean to sneer at me.
HIGGINS. I have never sneered in my life. Sneering doesnt become

either the human face or the human soul. I am expressing my righteous
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contempt for Commercialism. I dont and wont trade in affection. You call me
a brute because you couldnt buy a claim on me by fetching my slippers and
finding my spectacles. You were a fool: I think a woman fetching a man�s
slippers is a disgusting sight: did I ever 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? If you come
back, come back for the sake of good fellowship; for youll get nothing else.
Youve had a thousand times as much out of me as I have out of you; and if
you dare to set up your little dog�s tricks of fetching and carrying slippers
against my creation of a Duchess Eliza, I�ll slam the door in your silly face.

LIZA. What did you do it for if you didnt care for me?
HIGGINS (heartily). Why, because it was my job.
LIZA. You never thought of the trouble it would make for me.
HIGGINS. Would the world ever have been made if its maker had been

afraid of making trouble? Making life means making trouble. Theres only one
way of escaping trouble; and thats killing things. Cowards, you notice, are
always shrieking to have troublesome people killed.

LIZA. I�m no preacher: I dont notice things like that. I notice that you
dont notice me.

HIGGINS (jumping up and walking about intolerantly). Eliza: youre an
idiot. I waste the treasures of my Miltonic mind by spreading them before
you. Once for all, understand that I go my way and do my work without caring
twopence what happens to either of us. I am not intimidated, like your father
and your stepmother. So you can come back or go to the devil: which you
please.

LIZA. What am I to come back for?
HIGGINS (bouncing up on his knees on the ottoman and leaning over it

to her). For the fun of it. Thats why I took you on.
LIZA (with averted face). And you may throw me out tomorrow if I dont

do everything you want me to?
HIGGINS. Yes; and you may walk out tomorrow if I dont do everything

you want me to.
LIZA. And live with my stepmother?
HIGGINS. Yes, or sell flowers.
LIZA. Oh! if I only could go back to my flower basket! I should be

independent of both you and father and all the world! Why did you take my
independence from me? Why did I give it up? 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?

LIZA (looking fiercely round at him). I wouldnt marry you if you asked
me; and youre nearer my age than what he is.

HIGGINS (gently). Than he is: not �than what he is.�
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LIZA (losing her temper and rising). I�ll talk as I like. Youre not my
teacher now.

HIGGINS (reflectively). I dont suppose Pickering would, though. He�s
as confirmed an old bachelor as I am.

LIZA. That�s not what I want; and dont you think it. Ive always had
chaps enough wanting me that way. Freddy Hill writes to me twice and three
times a day, sheets and sheets.

HIGGINS (disagreeably surprised). Damn his impudence! (He recoils
and finds himself sitting on his heels).

LIZA. He has a right to if he likes, poor lad. And he does love me.
HIGGINS (getting off the ottoman). You have no right to encourage

him.
LIZA. Every girl has a right to be loved.
HIGGINS. What! By fools like that?
LIZA. Freddy�s not a fool. And if he�s weak and poor and wants me,

may be he�d make me happier than my betters that bully me and dont want
me.

HIGGINS. Can he make anything of you? That�s the point.
LIZA. Perhaps I could make something of him. But I never thought of

us making anything of one another; and you never think of anything else. I
only want to be natural.

HIGGINS. In short, you want me to be as infatuated about you as
Freddy? Is that it?

LIZA. No I dont. Thats not the sort of feeling I want from you. And dont
you be too sure of yourself or of me. I could have been a bad girl if I�d liked.
Ive seen more of some things than you, for all your learning. Girls like me can
drag gentlemen down to make love to them easy enough. And they wish each
other dead the next minute.

HIGGINS. Of course they do. Then what in thunder are we quarreling
about?

LIZA (much troubled). I want a little kindness. I know I�m a common
ignorant girl, and you 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�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. Thats just how I feel. And how Pickering
feels. Eliza: youre a fool.

LIZA. Thats not a proper answer to give me (she sinks on the chair at
the writing-table in tears).

HIGGINS. It�s all you�ll get until you stop being a common idiot. If youre
going to be a lady, you�ll have to give up feeling neglected if the men you
know dont spend half their time snivelling over you and the other half giving
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you black eyes. If you cant stand the coldness of my sort of life, and the
strain of it, go back to the gutter. Work til youre more a brute than a human
being; and then cuddle and squabble and drink til you fall 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 skin: you can taste it and smell it without any training or
any work. Not like Science and Literature and Classical Music and
Philosophy and Art. You find me cold, unfeeling, selfish, dont 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 cant appreciate what youve got, youd
better get what you can appreciate.

LIZA (desperate). Oh, you are a cruel tyrant. I cant talk to you: you turn
everything against me: I�m always in the wrong. But you know very well all
the time that youre nothing but a bully. You know I cant go back to the gutter,
as you call it, and that I have no real friends in the world but you and the
Colonel. You know well I couldnt 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 father�s. But dont you be too sure that 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 couldnt get a job as an errand boy even if he had the guts to try for it!
Woman: do you not understand that I have made you a consort for a king?

LIZA. Freddy loves me: that makes him king enough for me. I dont want
him to work: he wasnt brought up to it as I was. I�ll go and be a teacher.

HIGGINS. Whatll you teach, in heaven�s name?
LIZA. What you taught me. I�ll teach phonetics.
HIGGINS. Ha! ha! ha!
LIZA. I�ll offer myself as an assistant to that hairy-faced Hungarian.
HIGGINS (rising in fury). What! That impostor! that humbug! that

toadying ignoramus! Teach him my methods! my discoveries! You take one
step in his direction and I�ll wring your neck. (He lays hands on her) Do you
hear?

LIZA (defiantly non-resistant). Wring away. What do I care? I knew
you�d strike me some day. (He lets her go, stamping with rage at having
forgotten himself, and recoils so hastily that he stumbles back into his seat on
the ottoman) Aha! Now I know how to deal with you. What a fool I was not to
think of it before! You cant take away the knowledge you gave me. You said I
had a finer ear than you. And I can be civil and kind to people, which is more
than you can. Aha! (Purposely dropping her aitches to annoy him). That done
you, Enry lggins, it az. Now I dont care that (snapping her fingers) for your
bullying and your big talk. I�ll advertize it in the papers that your duchess is
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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. 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 finger to be as good as you, I could
just kick myself.

HIGGINS (wondering at her). You damned impudent slut, you! But it�s
better than snivelling; better than fetching slippers and finding spectacles,
isnt it? (Rising) By George, Eliza, I said I�d make a woman of you; and I have.
I like you like this.

LIZA. 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 like
a millstone round my neck. Now you�re a tower of strength: a consort
battleship. You and I and Pickering will be three old bachelors instead of only
two men and a silly girl.

Mrs Higgins returns, dressed for the wedding. Eliza instantly becomes
cool and elegant.

MRS HIGGINS. The carriage is waiting. Eliza, Are you ready?
LIZA. Quite. Is the Professor coming?
MRS HIGGINS. Certainly not. He cant behave himself in church. He

makes remarks out loud all the time on the clergyman�s pronunciation.
LIZA. Then I shall not see you again, Professor. Goodbye. (She goes to

the door).
MRS HIGGINS (coming to Higgins). Goodbye, dear.
HIGGINS. Goodbye, mother. (He is about to kiss her, when he

recollects something) Oh, by the way, Eliza, order 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 color. (His cheerful,
careless, vigorous voice shews that he is incorrigible).

LIZA (disdainfully). 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 dont notice the difference. I telephoned Mrs
Pearce this morning not to forget the ham. What you are to do without me I
cannot imagine. (She sweeps out).

MRS HIGGINS. I�m afraid youve spoilt that girl, Henry. I should be
uneasy about you and her if she were less fond of Colonel Pickering.

HIGGINS. Pickering! Nonsense: she�s going to marry Freddy. Ha, ha!
Freddy! Freddy!! Ha ha ha ha ha! I!!! (He roars with laughter as the play ends).

THE END
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Tasks and Exercises

1. Read the fifth act of the comedy paying attention to the
following words and word combinations.

maam = madam
lowering her voice � ïîíèæàÿ (ïðèãëóøàÿ) ãîëîñ
in a state � (ðàçã.) î÷åíü âçâîëíîâàí
to burst in � âçðûâàòüñÿ
confounded � óæàñíûé, ïðîêëÿòûé
to check � ñäåðæèâàòü, îñòàíàâëèâàòü
to bolt � ñáåãàòü
her bed wasnt slept in � ee ïîñòåëü íå áûëà ðàçîáðàíà
to do without � oáîéòèñü áåç (êîãî-ëèáî)
distractedly � ðàññåÿííî
appointment � íàçíà÷åííàÿ äåëîâàÿ âñòðå÷à
reward � âîçíàãðàæäåíèå
indignant � âîçìóùåííûé, íåãîäóþùèé
Of course! � (çä.) Êîíå÷íî, äà!
improper purpose � (çä.) íåïðèñòîéíûå öåëè
Really! � (çä.) âîñêëèöàíèå, âûðàæàþùåå ïîðèöàíèå
vexed � îïå÷àëåííûé
very particular (ïðîñòîðå÷í.) = very much
dustman � ìóñîðùèê
announcing � îáúÿâëÿÿ
resplendently � âåëèêîëåïíî, áëåñòÿùå
the bridegroom � æåíèõ (íà ñâàäüáå)
dazzling � îñëåïèòåëüíûé
patent leather � êîæà âûñøåãî êà÷åñòâà
complete the effect � äåëàþò ýôôåêò ïîëíûì
concerned � ïîãëîùåí
to accost � îáðàùàòüñÿ
vehement � áóðíûé
reproach � óïðåê
taken aback � óäèâëåííûé, ñìóùåííûé
proffered � (çä.) ïðîòÿíóòûé
that full (ïðîñòîðå÷í.) = so full
Ruined me. � Ïîãóáèë ìåíÿ.
Tied me up. � Ïîâÿçàë ìåíÿ.
to deliver � äîñòàâëÿòü, ïåðåäàâàòü
to rave � áðåäèòü
blighter � (ñëåíã) ïðîòèâíûé òèï
to found � îñíîâûâàòü
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I�m done for. � (ðàçã.) ß óíè÷òîæåí.
to the best of your knowledge � íàñêîëüêî âàì èçâåñòíî
put the lid on me � (ñëåíã) ïðèêîí÷èëî ìåíÿ
reckonize (ïðîñòîðå÷í.) = recognise
merit � äîñòîèíñòâî
humble � íèçêèé, óíèæåííûé, áåäíûé, ñêðîìíûé
Whew! � ìåæäîìåòèå, îáû÷íî øóòëèâîå
What a lark! � Êàê çàíèìàòåëüíî!
blue in the face � (çä.) äî ïîòåðè ñîçíàíèÿ
and not turn a hair � (çä.) è íå ïîêàæó íè îäíîãî ïðèçíàêà âîëíåíèÿ
pretty nigh = almost
solicitor � àäâîêàò, âåäóùèé äåëà (íå â ñóäå)
pram � äåòñêàÿ êîëÿñêà
to get smb off � îòïóñòèòü áåç îáâèíåíèÿ, íå ïðèâëåêàòü ê

îòâåòñòâåííîñòè
to get shut of � (ïðîñòîðå÷í.) èçáàâëÿòüñÿ (îò)
to shove out of � (ðàçã.) âûáðàñûâàòü (èç)
to do a hand�s turn � ïîøåâåëèòü ïàëüöåì
to touch me for it � (ñëåíã) âçÿòü ó ìåíÿ çà ýòî äåíüãè
not a decent week�s wages among the lot of them � íè îäíîãî

ïðèëè÷íîãî íåäåëüíîãî çàðàáîòêà ñðåäè âñåé ýòîé òîëïû
I bet she is on my doorstep by this. �  Ãîòîâ ïîñïîðèòü, ÷òî ê ýòîìó

âðåìåíè îíà ó ìåíÿ íà ïîðîãå.
respectable � (çä.) ðåñïåêòàáåëüíûé
that�s where you come in � è âîò ãäå çàêëþ÷àåòñÿ âàø èíòåðåñ
in earnest � ñåðüåçíî (ýòî ãîâîðèòå)
bequest � çàâåùàííûå äåíüãè, äàð
to repudiate � îòâåðãàòü, íå ïðèíèìàòü
I havnt the nerve � ìíå íå õâàòàåò ñìåëîñòè
intimidated � çàïóãàíû, ïîäâåðæåíû øàíòàæó
workhouse � ðàáîòíûé äîì
to dye � êðàñèòü âîëîñû
the deserving poor � �äîñòîéíûå áåäíûå�, �äîáðîäåòåëüíûå

áåäíûå� (âèêòîðèàíñêàÿ êîíöåïöèÿ, ïðîòèâîïîñòàâëÿþùàÿ áåäíûõ
òðóæåíèêîâ, ò.å. �äîñòîéíûõ�, íèùèì, áðîäÿãàì, ïüÿíèöàì è ò.ï. � ò.å.
�íåäîñòîéíûì áåäíûì�, ÷üå ìåñòî â ðàáîòíîì äîìå)

to put by a bit � íåìíîãî íàêîïèòü
acause (ïðîñòîðå÷í.) = because
pauper�s  uniform � îäåæäà, âûäàâàåìàÿ â ðàáîòíîì äîìå
this here � (ïðîñòîðå÷í.) ýòè ñàìûå
if you had my provocation � åñëè áû ó âàñ áûë òîò æå ïîâîä, ÷òî ó

ìåíÿ
Skilly � (èñêàæåííîå) Ñöèëëà
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Char Bydis � (èñêàæåííîå) Õàðèáäà
broke (çä. ïðîñòîðå÷í.) = broken
tip � ÷àåâûå
overcome by emotion � âî âëàñòè ýìîöèé
resignation � ïîêîðíîñòü, ñìèðåíèå
rogue � ìîøåííèê
ungraciously � íåâåæëèâî, íåëþáåçíî
bounding up � ïîäïðûãíóâ
to tell stories � ðàññêàçûâàòü íåáûëèöû
to bully � ãðóáî îáðàùàòüñÿ; çàäèðàòü
outrageous � âîçìóòèòåëüíûé
to utter a word � ïðîèçíåñòè ñëîâî
affectionate � ëþáÿùèé, íåæíûé, ïðèâÿç÷èâûé
Takes after me. � Âñÿ â ìåíÿ.
In the nature of brain work � òèïà óìñòâåííîé ðàáîòû
trial � èñïûòàíèå
to pet her � ïðèëàñêàòü åå
conscience stricken � ïîðàæåííûé óãðûçåíèÿìè ñîâåñòè
inconsiderate � íåâíèìàòåëüíûé, íå÷óòêèé
to let bygones be bygones � çàáûòü ïðîøëûå íåïðèÿòíîñòè
to behave yourself � âåñòè ñåáÿ ïðèëè÷íî
put on our best Sunday manners � áóäåì âåñòè ñåáÿ íàèëó÷øèì

îáðàçîì
remonstrating � ïðîòåñòóÿ
to make it up � ïðèìèðèòüñÿ
to groan � ñòîíàòü
sunny � ñèÿþùèé
self-possessed � ïîëíûé ñàìîîáëàäàíèÿ
staggeringly � îøåëîìëÿþùå
exhibition of ease of manner � äåìîíñòðàöèÿ ñâîáîäû â ìàíåðàõ
to be very much at home � ÷óâñòâîâàòü ñåáÿ êàê äîìà
taken aback � óäèâëåí
choking � çàäûõàÿñü
chilly � õîëîäíî
Dont you dare try this game on me. � Íå ñìåéòå èñïûòûâàòü ýòó èãðó

íà ìíå.
to take smb. in � îáìàíûâàòü, ââîäèòü â çàáëóæäåíèå
to stitch � øèòü, äåëàòü ñòåæêè
outburst � âçðûâ
Very nicely put, indeed. � Î÷åíü ìèëî ñêàçàíî, íè÷åãî íå ñêàæåøü.
to resist � óñòîÿòü ïðîòèâ
let her alone � îñòàâü åå â ïîêîå
placidly � ñïîêîéíî, ìèðíî
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deftly � ïðèëåæíî
on the slightest provocation � ïî ìàëåéøåìó ïîâîäó
his way � åãî ïðèâû÷êà, åãî ìàíåðà
scullery-maid � ñëóæàíêà ïðè êóõíå, �êóõîííàÿ äåâêà�
if she had been let � åñëè áû åå äîïóñòèëè
all over the place � ïî âñåìó äîìó, ïîâñþäó
to grind one�s teeth � ñêðèïåòü çóáàìè
I�ll see you damned first. � Íå ðàíüøå, ÷åì âû îêàæåòåñü â àäó.
to slang back at him � èñïîëüçîâàòü òàêèå æå âûðàæåíèÿ ïî

îòíîøåíèþ ê íåìó
Dont stand it. � Íå òåðïèòå ýòîãî.
It would do him a lot of good. � Ýòî áû î÷åíü ïîøëî åìó íà ïîëüçó.
break-off � ðàçðûâ
to relapse � âíîâü (ó)ïàñòü
dignified reproach � ïîðèöàíèå ñ äîñòîèíñòâîì
incorrigible � íåèñïðàâèìûé
spectacle � çðåëèùå
splendor � âåëèêîëåïèå
crow � ðàäîñòíîå âîðêîâàíüå
folding his arms � ñëîæèâ ðóêè
spraddling � øèðîêî ðàññòàâèâ íîãè
arrogantly � âûñîêîìåðíî
to come into some money � ïîëó÷èòü êîå-êàêèå äåíüãè, îáîãàòèòüñÿ
You must have touched a millionaire this time. �  Íà ýòîò ðàç òû,

äîëæíî áûòü, ïîïðîñèë ó ìèëëèîíåðà.
I�m dressed something special today. � ß îäåò âåñüìà îñîáåííî

ñåãîäíÿ.
to St. George�s � ê Ñâÿòîìó Ãåîðãèþ (â öåðêîâü Ñâÿòîãî Ãåîðãèÿ)
to let yourself down � óíèçèòüñÿ
claims its victim � òðåáóåò ñâîþ æåðòâó
turned off (idiom) = married
to demean oneself � óíèçèòüñÿ
for my pains � çà ìîè ñòàðàíèÿ
like enough � (ðàçã.) î÷åíü âîçìîæíî
to come to words � ðóãàòüñÿ, ññîðèòüñÿ
the spirit � (çä.) áîåâîé äóõ
squeezing � ñæèìàÿ
elbow � ëîêîòü
Make the best of it. � Ïîñòàðàéòåñü íå îáðàùàòü âíèìàíèÿ íà

ïëîõîå; íàñòðîéòåñü íà ëó÷øåå, ÷òî èç ýòîãî ìîæíî èçâëå÷ü.
forcing � (çä.) âûäàâàÿ ñ óñèëèåì
vexation � ðàññòðîåííûå ÷óâñòâà
to see me through it � ïîääåðæèâàòü ìåíÿ â ïðîöåññå
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delicacy � (çä.) òàêò, çàáîòà î ÷óâñòâàõ äðóãèõ ëþäåé
put me through straight � (çä.) è ïðîâåäåòå ìåíÿ ÷åðåç öåðåìîíèþ

ëó÷øèì îáðàçîì
to miss � (çä.) óïóñòèòü, íå ïîïðèñóòñòâîâàòü (íà)
I should indeed be honored by your condescention. � Âû ïîèñòèíå

ñäåëàåòå ìíå ÷åñòü ñâîåé ñíèñõîäèòåëüíîñòüþ
old woman � (ïðîñòîðå÷í.) æåíà (ñð. �ñòàðóõà�)
tremenjous (ïðîñòîðå÷í.) = tremendous
compliment � (çä.) ïîçäðàâëåíèå; ïîäàðîê
to be low � áûòü â óãíåòåííîì ñîñòîÿíèè
hatted � â øëÿïêå
buttoning � çàñòåãèâàÿ
brougham � áðîãàì (ìàëåíüêàÿ êàðåòà èëè âàãîí÷èê íà

ýëåêòðè÷åñêîé òÿãå)
magnanimous � âåëèêîäóøíûé
played you off very cunning � ðàçûãðàëè òâîþ êàðòó î÷åíü

õèòðîóìíî
could have nailed him � (ðàçã.) ìîãëà áû çààðêàíèòü åãî
chaperon � (çä.) áûòü òðåòüèì, ÷òîáû íå äîïóñòèòü ôëèðòà
artful � õèòðîóìíûé
I bear no malice. � ß íå äåðæó çëà.
I don�t grudge you two. � ß íè÷åãî íå èìåþ ïðîòèâ âàñ äâîèõ.
for getting the better of � � çà òî, ÷òî âû ïåðåõèòðèëè�; çà òî, ÷òî

âû âçÿëè âåðõ (íàä)�
to avoid � ÷òîáû èçáåæàòü
to put up with your tempers � òåðïåòü âàøå ïëîõîå íàñòðîåíèå
composedly � ñäåðæàííî; âëàäåÿ ñîáîé
taken down � óíèæåííûé
destiny � ñóäüáà, ïðåäíàçíà÷åíèå
third-class carriages � âàãîíû òðåòüåãî êëàññà
a born preacher � ïðèðîæäåííûé ïðîïîâåäíèê
sincerity � èñêðåííîñòü
to swear at � ðóãàòüñÿ
a black eye � ñèíÿê
to pass over � ïðåíåáðåãàòü, èãíîðèðîâàòü
get out of my way � óéäèòå ñ ìîåé äîðîãè
I wont stop for you � ÿ íå îñòàíîâëþñü èç-çà âàñ
bounce and go � õâàñòîâñòâî è äâèæåíèå âïåðåä
consideration � (çä.) ó÷åò èíòåðåñîâ
to get round me � çàäîáðèòü ìåíÿ
spark of divine fire � èñêðà áîæåñòâåííîãî îãíÿ
humility  � êðîòîñòü, ñìèðåíèå
I shall miss you. � Ìíå áóäåò íå õâàòàòü âàñ.
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humbly � ñìèðåííî
I have grown accustomed � ÿ ïðèâûê
I cant turn your soul on. �  ß íå ìîãó âêëþ÷èòü âàøó äóøó.
to twist � ñêðóòèòü, âûâèõíóòü, âûâåðíóòü
humanity � ÷åëîâå÷åñòâî
has come my way � âñòðåòèëàñü íà ìîåì ïóòè
built into my house � �âñòðîèëàñü�, âïèñàëàñü â ìîé äîì
to sneer � íàñìåõàòüñÿ
mean � íèçêèé, ïîðî÷íûé, íåáëàãîðîäíûé
righteous � ïðàâåäíûé
contempt � ïðåçðåíèå
to trade in affection � íàæèâàòüñÿ íà ïðèâÿçàííîñòè
you couldnt buy a claim on me � âû íå ìîãëè êóïèòü ïðàâà íà ìåíÿ
to fetch � ïðèíîñèòü
a disgusting sight � îìåðçèòåëüíîå çðåëèùå
I think a good deal more of you. � ß äóìàþ ãîðàçäî ëó÷øå î âàñ.
good  fellowship � õîðîøåå òîâàðèùåñòâî, ñîäðóæåñòâî
Youve had � out of you. � Âû èìåëè è èìååòå â òûñÿ÷ó ðàç áîëüøå

îò ìåíÿ, ÷åì ÿ îò âàñ.
To set up � a Duchess Eliza � ïðîòèâîïîñòàâèòü âàøè ìàëåíüêèå

ñîáà÷üè òðþêè ïðèíåñåíèÿ òàïî÷åê ìîåìó ñîçäàíèþ ãåðöîãèíè Ýëèçû�
I�ll slam the door in your silly face. � ß çàõëîïíó äâåðü âàì â ãëóïîå

ëèöî.
to shriek � âèçæàòü, êðè÷àòü
once for all � îêîí÷àòåëüíî
without caring twopence � íèñêîëüêî íå çàáîòÿñü
for all my fine clothes � íåñìîòðÿ íà âñå ìîè çàìå÷àòåëüíûå íàðÿäû
settle money on you � îñòàâëþ âàì äåíüãè â çàâåùàíèè
losing her temper � òåðÿÿ ñàìîîáëàäàíèå
What in thunder � ýêñïðåññèâíîå âîñêëèöàíèå
to snivel � ãîâîðèòü âêðàä÷èâî; àïåëëèðîâàòü ê ñåíòèìåíòàëüíûì

÷óâñòâàì
to cuddle � îáíèìàòü, ëàñêàòü
to talk down � �ïåðåãîâàðèâàòü�, ò.å. çàñòàâëÿòü çàìîë÷àòü, ãîâîðÿ

ëèáî ãðîì÷å, ëèáî íàñòîé÷èâåå
guts � (ðàçã.) ñèëà è õðàáðîñòü
consort � ñóïðóã(à) (â âîçâûøåííîì ñòèëå)
ignoramus � íåâåæäà
to wring � ñêðó÷èâàòü
Wring away. � Äàâàéòå, ñêðó÷èâàéòå.
slut �  (çä. øóòë.) äåâóøêà
to make up to me � äîáèâàòüñÿ ìîåé áëàãîñêëîííîñòè
a millstone round my neck � ìîå òÿæåëîå áðåìÿ
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a tower of strength � óòåøèòåëü, íàäåæäà è îïîðà
Stilton cheese � �Ñòèëòîí�, ñîðò àíãëèéñêîãî ñûðà
Double Glocester � ñîðò ñûðà, áîëåå æèðíûé âàðèàíò ýòîãî ñîðòà

(ò.å. �äâîéíîé�)

2. Complete the sentences by choosing one of the given
variants.

1. Professor Higgins and Colonel Pickering ring up the police
because
A) the jewelry are missing.
B) they have lost an umbrella.
C) Eliza has bolted.
D) they would like to annoy Mrs Higgins.

2. Mr Doolittle has come into money
A) because his merit as one of the deserving poor has been
rewarded.
B) through Eliza�s success in the society.
C) with the help of Colonel Pickering.
D) through Henry Higgins� mentioning him to an American
millionaire.

3. Mr. Doolittle is unhappy about his new position
A) but hasn�t the nerve to repudiate the bequest.
B) and is ready to set Eliza up as a florist and so get rid of the
money.
C) and would prefer the workhouse.
D) because he hates lecturing for the Wannafeller Moral Reform
World League.

4. Eliza says she owes a lot to Colonel Pickering
A) because he paid for her dresses.
B) in order to get him marry her.
C) because he was gentlemanly and treated her as a lady.
D) because it was he who taught her to speak properly.

5. Professor Higgins persuades Eliza
A) to come back to his place for the sake of good fellowship.
B) to come back to his place and be married to him.
C) to get married to Colonel Pickering.
D) to continue the experiment.

6. Eliza�s aim is
A) to get married to Freddy.
B) to become a flower-girl again and thus.
C) to win Higgins� respect and, in the end, make him love her.
D) to become a teacher of phonetics.
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3. Translate one of the monologues of Alfred Doolittle («It aint
the lecturing ... what you done it for» or  «Thats the tragedy ... has
brought me to») into literary English.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

4. Translate the following phrases into English (or find
equivalent phrases in the text) paying attention to grammar forms of
the verbs.

1) ×òî íàì îñòàâàëîñü äåëàòü?
____________________________________________________________

2) Åãî ïîñëàëè ñþäà ñ Óèìïîë-ñòðèò.
____________________________________________________________

3) Ýëèçà ïîêóïàëà âàì îäåæäó?
____________________________________________________________

4) Âïîëíå âîçìîæíî, âû íàçûâàåòå ýòî ãëóïîé øóòêîé.
____________________________________________________________

5) � âàì íå íóæíî ñòðàäàòü ïî âñåì ýòèì ïîâîäàì.
____________________________________________________________

6) Íî ÿ ñ÷èòàþ, ÷òî òû ìîãëà áû íàì ýòî ñêàçàòü ïîë÷àñà íàçàä.
____________________________________________________________

7) � îíà ðàññêàçûâàëà âàì íåïðàâäó.
____________________________________________________________

8) Íàì ïðèäåòñÿ æäàòü çäåñü âåñü äåíü?
____________________________________________________________
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9) ß áû õîòåëà, ÷òîáû âû íàçûâàëè ìåíÿ òåïåðü Ýëèçà, åñëè âû íå
ïðîòèâ.
____________________________________________________________

10) � íî âû âåäü âîçâðàùàåòåñü íà Óèìïîë-ñòðèò, äà?
____________________________________________________________

11)Òîãäà î ÷åì ìû ãîâîðèì?
____________________________________________________________

12)ß áû íå âîçðàæàëà ïðîòèâ ñèíÿêà: ÿ èìåëà ñèíÿê äî ýòîãî.
____________________________________________________________

13) Âàì ïðèäåòñÿ îáõîäèòüñÿ áåç ìåíÿ.
____________________________________________________________

14)Íå îäèí ðàç îíà õîòåëà îò âàñ óéòè.
____________________________________________________________

15)Ðàäè ÷åãî ìíå âîçâðàùàòüñÿ?
____________________________________________________________

16) Åñëè áû ÿ ìîãëà âåðíóòüñÿ ê ìîåé êîðçèíå ñ öâåòàìè!
____________________________________________________________

17) Èëè âû áû áîëüøå õîòåëè âûéòè çàìóæ çà Ïèêåðèíãà?
____________________________________________________________

18) ß ìîãëà áû áûòü ïëîõîé äåâî÷êîé, åñëè áû çàõîòåëà.
____________________________________________________________

19) Åñëè âû íå ìîæåòå îöåíèòü òîãî, ÷òî ïîëó÷èëè, âàì ëó÷øå
ïîëó÷èòü òî, ÷òî âû ìîæåòå îöåíèòü.
____________________________________________________________

20)Ñäåëàéòå îäèí øàã â åãî íàïðàâëåíèè, è ÿ ñâåðíó âàì øåþ.
____________________________________________________________

5. Translate the following phrases into English using Gerunds
(or find equivalent phrases in the text).

1) Ýòî áûëî òî÷íî, êàê ó÷èòüñÿ òàíöåâàòü íîâîìîäíûì ñïîñîáîì.
____________________________________________________________

2) Òî, ÷òî âû íàçâàëè ìåíÿ ìèññ Äóëèòë â òîò äåíü, êîãäà ÿ
âïåðâûå ïðèøëà íà Óèìïë-ñòðèò.
____________________________________________________________

3) Íå ïðèíèìàÿ ñðàâíåíèÿ ïî âñåì ïóíêòàì, Ýëèçà�
____________________________________________________________

4) � êîðî÷å, âåñòè ñåáÿ òàê, êàê åñëè áû âû áûëè â Ðàþ.
____________________________________________________________

5) ß íå ïðîòèâ òîãî, ÷òîáû âû ðóãàëèñü íà ìåíÿ.
____________________________________________________________
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6) ß äóìàþ î âàñ ãîðàçäî ëó÷øå áëàãîäàðÿ òîìó, ÷òî âû
øâûðíóëè èõ ìíå â ëèöî.
____________________________________________________________

7) Ñîçäàíèå æèçíè îçíà÷àåò ñîçäàíèå íåïðèÿòíîñòåé.
____________________________________________________________

6. Translate the following remarks into English.

óäàëÿåòñÿ; îáúÿâëÿÿ; ñ ýíòóçèàçìîì; âñòàâàÿ (ïîäíèìàÿñü);
ïîæèìàÿ ïëå÷àìè; âîçâðàùàÿñü íà ñâîå ìåñòî; â ÿðîñòè; ïðîòåñòóÿ;
çàäûõàÿñü; óñïîêàèâàþùå; ïðîäîëæàÿ ñïîêîéíî; ñìåÿñü; ãðóñòíî.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

7. Find in the text synonyms for the word �ïàðåíü�.
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

8. Find in the text all phrases used by Mrs Higgins in order to
make everybody behave decently.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

9. Find in the text two-three author�s remarks indicating the
contrast between Professor Higgins and Colonel Pickering.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

10.  Give explanation to the title of the play «Pygmalion». Find
in the text words explaining the title.

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
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________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

11. Describe one of the main heroes (professor Higgins, Eliza,
Colonel Pickering, or Mrs Higgins).

________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________

12. Retell the text playing the role of Mrs Pierce.
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________
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