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NEPEYEHb YMEHUN

HanmeHoBaHune

CogaepxaHue

Onpepenexve B
TEKCTE CUMHOHUMOB
yKa3aHHbIX CIOB Ha
aHITMNCKOM $I3blKe

1.MNpounTanTe TEKCT, YTOYHAS BCE HEesICHble
MOMEHTblI MpPW MOMOLLM CroBapsa W OPYrux
OOCTYNHBIX MaTepuarnos.

2.lMpounTanTte cnoea, K KOTOPbIM Heobxoaumo
nogobpaTe CMHOHUMBI, U NepeBeauTe MX Ha
PYCCKMIA A3bIK.

3.MMpounTanTe TEKCT eLle pas, obpallaa ocoboe
BHMMaHWE Ha Te OTPbIBKWA, B KOTOPbIX MOryT
BCTPETUTLCH CUHOHUMBI.

4.B npouecce BTOPOro NpoyTEHMSA TEKCTA BbIOK-
panTe CUHOHMMbI A1 KaXO0ro Criosa.

5.3anuwmnTe HanMgeHHble CUMHOHWMbI PSOAOM C
Ka)KgbIM 13 CroB.

HaxoxneHune B
TEKCTE aHrMUNCKNX
3KBMBAsIEHTOB pYyC-
CKMX BblpaXKeHUN

1.MNpounTanTe TEKCT, YTOYHAS BCE HEsICHble
MOMEHTbI MpPU MNOMOLLM CrioBaps W Opyrux
OOCTYMHbBIX MaTepuanos.

2.lMpoynTanTe pyccKoe BblpaxeHue.

3.MMpounTanTe TEKCT ewe pas, obpallasi BHUMa-
HWS Ha Te OTPbIBKW, B KOTOPbIX MOXET BCTpe-
TUTbCA 9KBMBANeHT OAaHHOro BbIPAXEHUS Ha
aHIMNACKOM A3bIKe.

4.Hangute B TekcTe aHrNMACKUA SKBMBANEHT
PYCCKOro Bblpa)KeHusl.

MepeBog oOTpbIBKa
M3 TekcTa Ha pyc-
CKMI A3bIK

1.MNpounTanTte TEKCT B MNEPBLIA pa3s, BbISABMAS
ero CTunb, CTPYKTYpy, uenu asTopa u obpa-
Las BHMMaHWe Ha OCHOBHbIE MAEeun 1 riornyec-
Kue CBA3M.

2.lMpoynTanTte BTOPOM pa3 TOT OTPbIBOK U3 TEKC-
Ta, KOTOPbIN MNOANEXWUT NepeBoay, YTOYHSS
BCE HEACHbIE MOMEHTLI.

3.MpuctynuTe K nepeBogy OTPbIBKA, OCYLLECTB-
nAs nepeBof OOHOro NpeanoXeHus 3a Apy-
rmM. lMonb3ynTecb cnoBapem W ApyrumMu Jo-
CTYMHbIMW MaTepuanamu.

4.Mpountante NOMyYEHHbIA NEpPeBOd elle pas,
nucnpaenAs BCe OOMNyLLEHHble rpaMmaTtuyec-
Kue, CTUIMCTUYECKME N OPYTME OLLIMBKN.
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Hanmerosanue

apeplIeHUMe  Npennox e

CoanepxaHve

HMUS MPU MOMOLUU OfHOro
N3 HECKONbKUX YKa3aHHbIX
BapuvaHTOB B COOTBETCT-
BUW C COAEPXaHNEM TeKC-
Ta

1.MpounTante TEKCT, YTOYHSAS BCe Hesic-
Hble MOMEHTbI NPy MOMOLLK CrioBaps U
OPYrMX AOCTYMHbIX MaTepuanos.

2.MMpoynTanTe Ha4ano npeaioxXeHus.

3.lMpountante Bce NpPEASIOKEHHbIE Ba-
pyaHTbl ero 3aBepLUEHNS.

4.0npegenuTe B TEKCTE OTPbIBOK, B KOTO-
pPOM MAeT peyb O TOM Xe COBbITUM UnK
nvue, 4YTo 1 B npeanoxeHun. MNpn Heob-
XOAMMOCTM MOXeTe npountaTb TEeKCT
eLle pas.

5.Bbibepute 13 npennoXeHHbIX BapuaH-
TOB MMEHHO TOT, KOTOPbIA COOTBETCT-
BYeT COAEPKaHMIO TEKCTa.

6.3aBepLunTe NpeanoxeHue.
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LESSON 1 YPOK 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 |

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 Inigo 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. | 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. | tried as far as Charing Cross Station. Did you expect me to
walk to Hammersmith?

THE DAUGHTER. You havnt tried at all.

CoBpeMEHHbIN M'ymaHuTapHbin YHuBepcuteT



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. Ive nothing smaller than sixpence.

THE FLOWER GIRL (hopefully). | 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. | didnt.

THE MOTHER. | heard you call him by it. Dont try to deceive me.

THE FLOWER GIRL (protesting). Who’s trying to deceive you? | called
him Freddy or Charlie same as you might yourself if you was talking to a
stranger and wished to be pleasant.

THE DAUGHTER. Sixpence thrown away! Really, mamma, you 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. | havnt any change.

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

THE GENTLEMAN. For a sovereign? lve nothing less.

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

THE GENTLEMAN. Now dont be troublesome: there’s a good girl.
(Trying his pockets) | 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). | aint done nothing wrong
by speaking to the gentleman. Ive a right to sell flowers if | keep off the kerb.
(Hysterically) I’'m a respectable girl: so help me, | 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: €’s a gentleman: look at his bs-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). I1t'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). | take my Bible oath | 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 | 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. | cant read that.

THE NOTE TAKER. | 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 | called him
Captain. | 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! | 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 | 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. | tell you, look at his ba-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 | had to pay four-and-six a
week. (In tears) Oh, boo —hoo—o0—

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, | would.

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

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

THE NOTE TAKER (promptly). Hoxton.

Titterings. Popular interest in the note taker’s performance increases.

THE SARCASTIC ONE (amazed). Well, who said | 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. | 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 | ask, sir, do you do this for your living at a
music hall?

THE NOTE TAKER. Ive thought of that. Perhaps | 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? | shall get pneumownia if | 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 | say that out loud? | didnt mean to. | beg your
pardon. Your mother’s Epsom, unmistakeably.

THE MOTHER (advancing between the daughter and the note taker).
How very curious! | 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! | 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. | 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. | 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 | 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. | can
place any man within six miles. | 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 | 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 |
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-00!

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-00!

THE FLOWER GIRL (tickled by the performance, and laughing in spite
of herself). Garn! Garn!

CoBpeMEHHbIN M'ymaHuTapHbin YHuBepcuteT



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 | could pass that girl off as a duchess at an ambassador’s
garden party. | 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: | could pass you off as the Queen of Sheba. (To the Gentleman)
Can you believe that?

THE GENTLEMAN. Of course | can. | 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. | am Colonel Pickering. Who are you?

THE NOTE TAKER. Henry Higgins, author of Higgins’s Universal
Alphabet.

PICKERING (with enthusiasm). | came from India to meet you.

HIGGINS. | 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. | 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!

CoBpeMeHHbIii MymaHuTapHbin YHUBepcuteT



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: | 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 | havnt none. But | 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, | 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 — nuBeHb; (torrent — NoToK)

cab whistle — cBMCTOK, MCNOb30BaBLUMIACS A1 OCTAHOBKKU “k3ba”, To
€CTb 3arnpsKeHHOoro nowagbMmn kabpuoneTta, a no3xe — Takcu (JTIOHOOHCKUe
TakCcu 00 CUX Nop UMEHYIOTCS kKabamu)

frantically — HeucToBO

portico — nopTukK, ranepes

St. Paul’s Church - 3gaHue uepkBu CeaTtoro laBna, nepeoe
BO3BeAeHHOe B JIOHOOHE 3a4aHMe NpoTecTaHTCKoM uepkBu (1631-38;
apxutekTop UHuro AmnoHc)

not Wren’s Cathedral — 1o ecTtb He Co6op CeaToro lMasna
(n3BECTHENLLEE apXNTEKTYPHOE COOPYXEHMEe B BOCTOYHOM YacTn JIOHOOHa,
nocTtpoeHHoe B koHue XVII B. BbloalOWMMCA apXUTEKTOPOM C3POM
Kpuctodpepom PeHoMm)

Covent Garden Market — rnaBHbI7 OBOLLHOM, PPYKTOBbLIA N LBETOYHbIN
6a3ap JloHooHa, HaXOOMBLUNIMCS A0 HEJABHErO BPpeEMeEHU B paioHe KOBEHT
MlapaoeH. Tam Xe HaxoguTcs 3gaHne n3BecTHenwero B bputanmm Teatpa
Onepsbl 1 Baneta

to peer out — BbIrgabIBATL

gloomily — mpayHo

to the rest — kK ocTanbHbIM

preoccupied — 3aHATbIN

pillar — konoHHa

chilled to the bone — npogporwuin 0o KocTen
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he won’t get no cab — oH He nolimaeT kaba (NPOCTOPEYHOE OBONHOE
oTpuLaHnE)

after dropping their theatre fares — nocne Toro, Kak OBe3yT
rnaccaxmpoB 13 TeaTpa

aint npoctopeyHoe = aren’t

missus — npocTtopedyHas ¢dopma obpauLeHnsa K XeHuwunHe 6e3
yNOMUHaHUA ee MeHun (cp. Mrs. + surname)

gumption pasr. — cMekasnka, npeanpuMMiYnBOCTb

to rush in — Bberatb

dripping — 34. MOKpPBbIA, C KOTOPOro Te4yeT

ankle — wykonoTka

There’s not one to be had for love or money — HeT H1 ogHOro, H1 paamn
no6BU, HX 3a AEHbI

Charing Cross — mecTto B6/am3u Tpadanbrapckon naouwiaau,
daKkTU4eCKM yCnoBHAd rpaHmua Mexay 3anagHom U BOCTOYHOW YacTamu
JNloHpoHa

Ludgate Circus — nnowganb JlagrnT (ecnm nnowanb He KBagpaTHOM u
HEe NPSMOYroJibHOM GOPMbI, @ CKOPEE HANOMUHAET OKPY>XXHOCTb, K KOTOPOM
CTEeKaKTCa HECKONBLKO YNNLL, UCNOb3YETCS CNOBO Circus)

Hammersmith — palioH Ha 3HaYMTENbLHOM PacCTOSHUKX K 3anagy oT
KoBeHT MapaeH

to get soaked — NPOMOKHYTb HAaCKBO3b

draught — CkBO3HSK

with next to nothing on — no4tn pasgeTble

to dash off — pBaHyTbCq, BbINETETL

Strandwards — no HanpaeneHuto kK CtpaHay (the Strand - ogHa n3
rnaBHbIX ynuu, JIoHOoHa, coeauHsiiowas BeCTMMHCTEP, MONUTUYECKUIN LEEHTP
cTpaHbl, ¢ Cntn, ee OenoBbIM LEHTPOM; -wards — cydpPpukc HanpaBneHus,
cp. npegnor towards — “K”)

to come into collision — HaneTeTb, CTONKHYTLCSA

Nah then ... deah (BocnpounsseneHune nponsHoweHna KokHm) = Now
then, Freddy look where you are going, dear.

scattered — paccbinaHHble

There’s menners ... the mad (npousHoweHne KokHn) = There’s
manners for you! Two bunches of violets trodden into the mud)

plinth — nAanHTyC, KBagpaTHas OCHOBA KOJIOHHbI

has long been exposed to... — ponro nogsepranace...

seldom if ever — penko, ecnm BooOLLEe Koraa-nnmoo

needs ... badly — o4eHb HyXXgalOTCA

shoddy 34. — HU3KOKAYECTBEHHbIN (TakXXe BO3MOXHO 3Ha4dyeHume “c
NIOXXHOW npeTeH3nein”)

shaped to her waist — nogorHaHo en no Tanun

are much the worse for wear — 04€Hb CUIbHO NOHOLLEHHbIE
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to leave something to be desired — ocTaBnATb XenaTb Ay4yLLErO

pray 34. = please

Ow, eer ... me f them? (Bocnpou3seneHne pedn KokHu) = 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 — HEMOHATHBIN, HEBHATHBIN, HEPa300PYMBLIIA

The idea! 34. = 310 e Hano noaymaTbes!

tanner cneHr = sixpence

parts reluctantly — pacctaetcs (C MOHETOW) HEOXOTHO

you might have spared Freddy that — (0guH 13 BO3MOXHbIX NEPEBOAOB)
3TOro ToNbLKO Mpenam He xgatano

amiable — NpuATHbLIN, NPUBETINBLIN

in the same plight — B Takol e 6e3HaQEXHON CUTyaumn

Phew! — mexgomeTune, Bbipaxatrlliee HeETeEpPNeHne, pasapaxenHme,
nocany n T.Mn. aMmoummn

of its stopping — 4TOGLI OH (AOXAb) NPeKpaTUICS

to stoop — HaKMOHATLCA

to turn down 34. — OTBEPHYTb BHU3 (3aKaTaHHbIE paHee OPIOKK)

proximity — 61130cTb

it’s nearly over — no4TM KOHYaeTcA

to buy off (mpocTopeyHoe) = buy from

change — menoyb

sovereign - aHrammnmckass 30a0Tass MOHeTa, Bblwealwas us
yrnoTpebnenus; paHee paBHANACb OAHOMY PYHTY CTEPNIMHIOB (CP. PYCCKUA
30/10TON pybb)

Garn! — mexgomeTtme Ha KokHu (nckaxxeHHoe Go on!), BbipaxatoLiee
HenooBepue NN COMHEHNE

half-a-crown — aHrnuiickas cepebpsiHasa MoHeTa, Bbilleglas 3
ynoTpebneHns; paHee paBHsNacb NOYTM YeTBEPTU PyHTA CTEPIIMHIOB

troublesome — Ha3onnMBas

hapence = halfpence

bloke — napeHb, “Tnn”

taking down - 3anuceiBarowmin

blessed 34. — ycunuTenbHoe CNoOBO TUNa “gypaukoe” u T. .

aint 34. = am not

hubbub - reanT; Hepasbepunxa

deprecating — He0gOBPUTENbHbIN

holler npocTtopeyHoe = to shout

to fuss — cyeTuTbCH

Easy easy — nocnokomnHee

Bid her shut her head — npocaTt ee 3aTKHYTbCS

What she do? (KokHn) = What has she done?
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tec pasar. = detective

to charge 34. — 06BUHATL

dunno = don’t know

to take away my character — onopounTb MeHs

What do you take me for? — 3a koro Tbl MEHs1 MPUHUMaELLIb?

It’s aw rawt ... Go-oots (BocnpounsBeaeHune peuun KokHun) = It’s all right:
he’s a gentleman: look at his boots

copper (cs1eHr) — NONNLENCKUIN

nark (cs1eHr) — Wwnuk, nuenka, AOHOCUYNK

| take my Bible oath — KnaHycb Ha Bubnum (To ectb kak 3To genaioT
nepen TeM, Kak gaBaTb MoOKa3aHWs B Cyae: KNSHYTCSA rOBOPUTb npasny “uv
HMYEro Kpome npaeabl”, MNOJOXMUB PyKy Ha Bubnnio)

overbearing — BNnacCTHbI, NOBENUTENBHbIN

good-humored — no6poayLUHbINA

far from reassured — ganeko HeyCNOKOEHHas

took me down right — 3anncann meHs npaBUNLHO

shew — BapuaHT HanmcaHnsa show, HbiHE YCTapEeEBLLWN

“Cheer ap ... gel” (BocnponssepneHne peun KokHu) = Cheer up,
Captain; and buy your flower from a poor girl

to lay a charge — BblABUHYTb 0O6BUHEHME B Lengx cyaebHoro
npecnenoBaHns

agen (KokHun) = against

to make a charge = to lay a charge

molestation — npuctaBaHue

Course they could = Of course they could (3oecb 1 ganee nponycku
CcnyXeOHbIX C/OB, XapakTepHble A/s ObICTPOW Pa3roBOPHON peyn)

Girl never said... = The girl never said...

Nice thing... = a nice thing ... (34.) — nogymMmaTtb TONLKO...

resumes her seat — oHa BHOBb caguTCcs

blooming (34. creHr) — npoknaTbin

busy-body — TOT, KTO CyeT HOC B uyxue gena

genially — opyxento6Ho

your people — Balua poaHs

down — 34. Hapeuune, ykasblBaloLLLEE HaNpaBieHne OT CTONULbI

to come from — nponcxoanTsb (POAOM) U3...

Never you mind (akcrnipeccuBHoe) = Never mind — HEBaXXHO

up — 34. Hape4une, ykasblBaloLLLEee HanpaB/ieHME K LEHTPY ropoaa

appalled — noTpsceHHas

Lisson Grove — ynuua Kk ceBepo-3anaay JIoHaoHa

fit — nooxopawmn

four-and-six = four shillings and sixpence

boo-h00-00 — nogpaxxaHne rpoMkomMy naavy

trusting himself — BkanHMBasiCb
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Park Lane — ynuua B 3anagHown yactu JlongoHa, okono Nana-fapka,
roe Xunbe O4eHb JOPOro

go into — 34. 3aHATbLCS, 06CYOUTb

subsiding into a brooding melancholy — npegasascb 3agym4nBom
MeNaHXoNmnn

not attending — He BHUMag

Hoxton — nctopuyeckn 6eaHbln paioH JIoOHOOHA, HAaCeNeHHbIn
pabounMm N peMecneHHUKamMm

titterings — xuxmnkaHbe

Bly me! — npocTtopeyHoe BOCKAMLUAHUE, BbipaXkalollee yanBieHne n
T.Mn. (MckaxxeHHoe ‘God blind me!’)

still nursing her sense of injury — HMKak He Xenas paccTaTbCs C
YYBCTBOM 0OUAbI

Aint no call to meddle with me — Y Hero HeT noBoaa coBaTbCs B MOU
nena

see here (npoctopeyH.) = Look here

... people what never... — nioan, KOTOpbIE HUKOrAA... (CBOMCTBEHHOE
KOKHM ncnonb3oBaHme OTHOCUTENBHONO MecTonmenuns what sBmecto who nnm
that)

have no truck with — (pasr.) He nmeTb gena c...

Catch you taking liberties with a gentleman! — Hackonbko g noHumato,
Bbl Obl HE AONYyCKanM TakuUx BOSIbHOCTEN MO OTHOLUEHMUIO K I)KEHTJIbMEHY!

to go fortune-telling — 3aHaTLCS ragaHnem

Cheltenham - kypopT ¢ LeNnedbHbIMN NCTOYHMKAMU, N3BECTHBbIN Takxe
6narogaps HECKOJIbKUM y4eOHbIM 3aBefeHUSIM, CPean KOTOPbIX OAHa U3
CTapenLmx B CTpaHe 1 04eHb JOPOrnX LLIKON

Harrow - ogHa M3 cTapenmnx n nyvywunx “nyoénmyHbix” (T.e.
HEerocyaapCTBEHHbIX) LLKOJ

proper (npoctopeyH.) = properly

taff — (cneHr) 3HaTHbINM YenoBek

for your living — gns 3apaboTka

at a music hall - Ha acTpage

to drop off — pacxogutbca, yxoauTb

resenting — BO3MyLLLAACh

on earth — ycunutenbHasa nnm akcnpeccusHasa ¢ppasa

pneumownia — umuTaumsa adhpekTUMPOBAHHOIO “apUCTOKPaTUYECKOro”
NMPOM3HECEHMS C/IoBa pneumonia

Earlscourt — ynuua B panoHe Hammersmith, HaceneHne KoTOpOro
COCTaBNSNN NIOAN CpenHero knacca

Epsom — paHee ropog B rpadpctee Surrey, kK oro-3anaay ot JIoHaoHa
(HbIHe npuropog, JIoHaoHa)

uproariously — (34.) 04€Hb BECEJIO CMESICb

repudiate — 0TKkasblBaTbCHA NPU3HaBaTb, OTBEPraTb, HE MPUHUMATb
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shrug — pBuxeHne nneya (to shrug — noxatb nnevyamu)

retires haughtily — BoICOKOMEPHO OTX0AUT

a piercing blast — (34.) NpoOH3UTENbHbIA CBUCT

plain-clothes — (34.) B rpaxgaHckom, 6e3 GopMbl

Anwell (npousHoweHne KokHu) = Hanwell — 6onbHULA Ong
ayueBHoOoNbHbIX B npuropoae JloHaoHa Hanwell

affecting great distinction of speech — penasa cBolo peyb O4YEHb
BbICOKOMAPHOW U HACBILLEHHOMN

Thenk you (KokHu) = Thank you

Haw, haw! (umutaumsa npom3HoweHns KokHu) = Ha, ha! —
3ByKOMNoapaxaHne cMmexa

with mock respect — ¢ MPOHUYECKU-HACMELLUNIUBOW UMUTaALNEN
YBaXEHMS

It’s quite fine now — noroga BNonHe xopotLuas

motor bus —aBTOOYC

out of hearing — BHe Npeaenos CNbILLNMOCTHU

worrited (npocTtopeyH.) = worried

chivied — npecnenyemsblii

to spot — (pasr.) ono3HaTb, BbIIBUTb

brogue — guanekTHoe NPOU3HOLIEHME, B OCOBEHHOCTU MPIaHOCKNIA
AHIMNCKNIA A3bIK

place — nomecTutb, “npmuBasaTtb” K MECTY, OMNO3HATb MECTHYIO
NPUHAOEXHOCTb

Is there a living in that? — MoxHO N1 3TUM 3apaboTaTb HA XU3Hb?

Quite a fat one. — O4yeHb Hennoxow (3apaboTok).

upstarts — BbICKO4YKM, HOBble BoraTtble

Kentish Town — paiioH Ha ceBepo-3anaae JIoHaoHa, paHee paboyuit

to drop — oTkazaTbcs, N36aBUTLCS

they give themselves away — oHuM BblgaloT cebs

explosively — B3pbiBasiCb

boohooing - (34.) HbITbe, CTOHbI

place of worship = church

feeble — cnabobin

defiance — nep3ocTb

Shakespear — BapunaHT HanucaHua Shakespeare

crooning — (34.) MOHOTOHHO HoOLLLAA

bilious — xen4Hbin

overwhelmed — nogasneHHas

in mingled wonder and deprecation — cO CM€eLWaHHbIM 4YYBCTBOM
YOVBNEHUS N NPe3peHns

Ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-ow-00! — BOCnpoun3BeaeHne NpomnsHoleHnsa KokHu
mexagomeTus Oh!

whipping out his note-book — 6bICTpO gocTaBas cBOM GAOKHOT
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tickled — Bo36yxaeHHas, 3aMHTPUroBaHHas

in spite of herself — HEBONbLHO

kerbstone English — “aHrnnincknin 93blk BOAOCTOYHbLIX KaHaB”, T.e. Ha
KOTOPOM FOBOPSAT TOProBubl U 3a3biBaJibl, HE UMEIOLLNE NpaBa CTOATb Ha
TpoTyape; 4ToObl HE MeLWaTh NELexonam, OHU OO/IKHblI OTOABUHYTLCS K
Kpato TpoTyapa

gutter — BogocTo4yHaqa KaHaBka

to pass that girl off as a duchess — BblgaTb 3Ty AEBYLLKY 3@ FrEPLOTrMHIO

garden party — BENMKOCBETCKNIA NpUeM, NPOBOAMMBI B TEMNI0E BPEMS
roga B cagy

lady’s maid — ropHuyHas

squashed — pasngaBneHHbIN

incarnate — BonnaoweHHOEe

the Queen of Sheba - uapunua Caeckasa (Betxun 3aBeT. 3-9 KHUra
uapcts, X)

the Carlton — koHcepBaTuBHbIN kKNy6 B JTOHOOHE

jaw — (pa3sr.) 6becena

Right you are = All right

I’'m short for my lodging. — MHe He xBaTaeT OeHer 3annatuTb 3a
XUnbe.

mendacity — nXXnBocTb

You ought to be stuffed with nails! — YTo6bl Tebe GbITb HAOUTbLIM
reo3gsamu!

rebuking — nopuuatoLwmnin

Pharisaic — dapucenckuin

want of charity — HegocTaTok Mmnnocepaus

a reminder — HaNOMUHaHWe

solemnly — TOP>XXeCTBEHHO, CEPbLE3HO

handful — ropcTb, NnpuropLHa

springing out — BbICKakmBas

on my hands — Ha MOeln OTBETCTBEHHOCTU (Cp. pyc. “Ha pykax”)

with grandeur — BeIM4ECTBEHHO

sails off — nponnbiBaeT, T.€. ABUXETCS BENNYABO

no object — (34.) HECYLLECTBEHHO

Charlie — nms, ynotpebnsemoe kak obpatleHue Boobuie (cp. pyc.
“Baca”)

Here = Look here

Tuppence extra — elle OBa neHca, ABa NeHca CBepx onyarhl 3a Npoesn,

crushes — BTuckmBaet

Here! — (34.) Norogwn!

Drury Lane - ynuua, pacnofoxeHHas o4eHb OGNNM3KO OT MecTa
DENCTBUSA NEePBOro akTa NbEecChl; KOrga-To cnaBmnach AypHOW penytaumen (B
Haww OHW 30eCb — MHOXECTBO TeaTpOB)
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Meiklejohn’s oil shop — macnaHaa naska MuknbaoxoHa

That sounds more like it — 310 HonbLle NOXoXxe Ha Npasay

Judy — obpauleHue (npocTopevyHoe) K noboi XeHLnHe, 0COBEHHO K
BHeLlHe cMeLlHON (0coOeHHO Ha KokHWN)

with best love from all at home — 34. npoHn4Yeckn NepeocMbICNEHHAs
TpaaULIMOHHAsA KOHLOBKA NMCbMa: “C NioOOBLIO OT BCEX POACTBEHHUKOB”

Impidence! (npoctoped.) = Impudence!

trudge — ycTano uaTtn, yHbI10 TalmUTbCS

up — 34. BAOJb

hanging loose - 34. oTCcTaswwe, cBucaloLLme

pane — OKOHHOE CTEK/10

fashion plate — kapTuHkn ¢ MOaHbLIMU pacoHamMm

wildly beyond ... means — ganeko HegOCTyMHbIE

tenant — xuntenb

memorial — 34. namaTb, “memopuan”

irreducible — npenenbHbIN

draped packing case — 3agpanupoBaHHbIii TKAHbIO CYHAYK

basin — pakoBunHa (Nog, pyKOMOWMHNKOM)

the refuse — BbIBPOLLEHHbIE 32 HEHY>XHOCTbIO BELLY

a penny in the slot meter — rasomeTp, NnogawWMn ra3 No mMepe
OonyckaHus B LEesb MOHEThI

weary — n3My4deHHasi, yctanas

without grudging it — He Xanes ee, He ckynacb

prodigal — paCTO4YNTENbHbIN

gnawing — rnoxyLumin, 6ecnokoiHbIn

miscellaneous — pa3HoobpasHble, Pa3HOTUMHbIE

to kicks off — copacbiBaTb

without any further change — 34. panee, He nepeogeBasiCb

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

1. The characters of the play are gathered together because
A. they have all been to the Opera
B. they have all been trapped by heavy rain
C. 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

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.
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)

2)

3)
4)

3)

4.

He wont get no cab not until half-past eleven, missus ...

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

| dont want to have no truck with him.

... and us losing our time listening to your silliness!

Of course | havnt none.

Give explanation to grammar forms of the verbs in the

following sentences.

I’m getting chilled to the bone.

He’s been gone twenty minutes.

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

Did you expect me to walk to Hammersmith?

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 | 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) laint 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 YPOK 2

ACT 1l

Next day at Il 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, | think thats the whole
show.

PICKERING. It’s really amazing. | 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. | rather fancied myself because |
can pronounce twenty-four distinct vowel sounds; but your hundred and thirty
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beat me. | 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. | should have sent her away, only | thought perhaps you wanted her
to talk into your machines. | 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. | 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 | 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 | jotted down last night. She’s no use: Ive got all the
records | want of the Lisson Grove lingo; and I’m not going to waste another
cylinder on it. (To the girl) Be off with you: | dont want you.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Dont you be so saucy. You aint heard what | come
for yet. (To Mrs Pearce who is waiting at the door for further instructions). Did
you tell him | 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: | heard him say so. Well, | aint come here to ask for any compliment;
and if my money’s not good enough | can go elsewhere.

HIGGINS. Good enough for what?

THE FLOWER GIRL. Good enough for ys-00. Now you know, don’t you?
I’'m come to have lessons, | am. And to pay for em to-00: 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, | think. Dont | 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) | wont
be called a baggage when lve 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. | 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 |
can talk more genteel. He said he could teach me. Well, here | am ready to
pay him — not asking any favor — and he treats me if | 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? | 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 | 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-oo0l (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 | 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, | 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 | 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 J150 a day. She earns
about half-a-crown.

LIZA (haughtily). Who told you | 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 J60. It’s handsome. By George, it’s enormous! it’s the biggest offer |
ever had.

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

HIGGINS. Hold your tongue.

LIZA (weeping). But | 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-00-0l One would think you was
my father.

HIGGINS. If | 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. | 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-00-00!!! | aint dirty: |
washed my face and hands afore | come, | 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. | 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. | shall make a duchess of this
draggletailed guttersnipe.

LIZA (strongly deprecating this view of her). Ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-00!

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 | know what the like of you are, | 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’ll call the police, | will.

MRS PEARCE. But Ive no place to put her.

HIGGINS. Put her in the dustbin.

LIZA. Ah-ah-ah-ow-ow-o0!!

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). | walk over
everybody! My dear Mrs Pearce, my dear Pickering, | never had the slightest
intention of walking over anyone. All | 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 | did not express myself clearly it was because | 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 Ilve 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. | 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 |? 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. (/ndicating
the door) This way, please.

LIZA (almost in tears). | didn’t want no clothes. | wouldnt have taken
them (she throws away the handkerchief). | 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. | 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. | aint got no parents. They told me | was big enough to earn my
own living and turned me out.

MRS PEARCE. Wheres your mother?

LIZA. | aint got no mother. Her that turned me out was my sixth
stepmother. But | done without them. And I’'m a good girl, | 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, | dont think so. Not any
feelings that we need bother about. (Cheerily) Have you, Eliza?

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

MRS PEARCE. Will you please keep to the point, Mr Higgins. | 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 | 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! lve 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 | 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. | 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). | wouldnt have ate it, only I’'m too ladylike to take it out of my mouth.

HIGGINS. Listen, Eliza. | think you said you came in a taxi.

LIZA. Well, what if | 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: | dont want no gold and no diamonds. I’m a good girl, | 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 | 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-00!

HIGGINS. There! Thats all youll get out of Eliza. Ah-ah-ow-00! 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 | put it
more plainly and fairly, Mrs Pearce?

MRS PEARCE (patiently). | think youd better let me speak to the girl
properly in private. | dont know that | can take charge of her or consent to
the arrangement at all. Of course | 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. |
wont stay here if | dont like. | wont let nobody wallop me. | never asked to go
to Bucknam Palace, | didnt. | 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 | say is right. | wont go near the
King, not if I'm going to have my head cut off. If I'd known what | was letting
myself in for, | wouldnt have come here. | always been a good girl; and |
never offered to say a word to him; and | don’t owe him nothing; and | dont
care; and | wont be put upon; and | 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 — roctuHag

file cabinets — awmkn ¢ kKapTOTEKON

at right angles — nog npsaMbIM yrnom

organ pipes — opraHHbie Tpyoku

a bellows — mexu; yCTpONCTBO ANg pasfnyBaHUd WU BblAyBaHUSA
BO3ayxa

a gas plug — kpaH gnsa noga4ym rasa

indiarubber = rubber

tuning fork — kamepTOH

hearth — ouar; kameHHbIN NoON Nepen KaMMHOM

coal-scuttle — awmyek ona yrnsa, HaxoaaLWmincs paaomM ¢ KaMMHOM

mantelpiece — kamnHHas nocka

stand - cTonka ¢ awmuykamMmm nnn oTaeneHnaMmn

shallow drawers — Hernybokue BblABUXHbIE ALLWYKN

telephone directory — Tene@oHHbIN CrpaBOYHMK

keyboard — knaBunatypa

extending the full length — Bo BClO onvHy

heaped - HanonHeHHOE

one stray chair — 04NH HENPUKASAHHbIN CTYN; OOMH NULLHWIA CTYN

engravings — rpaBlopbl; 3CTamnbl

Piranesis — otey n cbiH MNupaHesun, rpasepbl XVIII — Havana XIX BB.
(oTew, TakKe apxuTeKkTop)

mezzotint — TMN rpaBMpoBaHUs, MELLO-TUHTO

are hanging out — (34. O AWMKax) BblABUHYTHI

robust — 300pOBbLIN, KPENKUIA, CUSTbHbIN

vital — 3HEPrnYHbIN, MONHBINA XN3HN

appetizing — NPpUATHLIN, NpUBNEKaTeNbHbIN
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a professional-looking ... frock-coat — ClOpTYyK, KOTOPbIN OXMaaelb
yBMOETb HAAETbIM Ha OOKTOPE, IOpUCTe, YHEHOM U T.M., T.€. HA NOASX,
3apabaTbiBalOLLMX HA XN3Hb NPO(PECCUOHANIbHBIMY 3HAHMSIMMN

heartily — nckpeHne

violently — o4eHb CMNBLHO, APOCTHO

but for his years and size — ecnu Obl He ero Bo3pacT U pa3mepsbl

impetuous baby “taking notice” — MAYNbLCMBHbLIN ManbiLl, NO3HAIOLLNMT
MWP 1 BCE KOMMEHTUPYIOLLWIA

watching — npncmoTtp

to keep him from unintended mischief — 4ToObl He AaTb EMYy HEHAPOKOM
HabenokypuTb

genial — (34.) Becenblil, APYXeECKUin

bullying — 3agmpuctocTb, rpyboe obpatleHmne

stormy — OypHbIiA, ByHbIN

petulance — pasgpaxnTenbHOCTb, rPyboe BbiCKa3biBaHWE

to go wrong — cknaapiBaTbCs HE Tak

void of malice — nuweH 3n106HOCTU

likeable — cumnaTnyHbIN

in his least reasonable moments — B MOMeHTbI, KOraa OH BeAeT cebs
npeaenbHO Hepa3yMHO

thats the whole show — 3710 BCe (4TO ecTb)

to take in — (34.) BOCNPUHATbL, OCO3HATb, 3aNOMHUTb

to go over — NpOCMOTPETL, NPONTUCH (N0 MaTepuany)

to plant oneself — ycTpaneatbcsi, 060CHOBbLIBATLCS

done up - (paasr.) yctan, uccsak

| rather fancied myself — (pa3r.) 9 BecbMma ropamncs cobomn

beat me — npeBOCXOAAT MEHS, NONOXUIN MEHS Ha NIONaTKM

a bit — manenwun (bparmeHT)

chuckling — nocmeunBasich (0T yA0BOILCTBUS)

presently — HakoHel,

housekeeper — aKoHOMKa

perplexed — 03aga4yeHHas

common — (34.) npocTasa, HeoTeCcaHHas

queer — CTPaHHbIN

shew her up — npoBoauTe ee HaBepX (XUITMHC HAXOAUTCS HA BTOPOM
aTtaxe)

to pick out — BbIOMpaTbL

It’s for you to say — Bam pelwatb

to set her talking — 3acTaBuUTb €€ roBOpUTb

Bell’s Visible Speech — ¢poHeTn4eckas TpaHCKpmnums, n3odbpetTeHHas
M3BECTHbLIM (POHETUCTOM BTOPOI NOM0BUHLI XIX B. AnekcaHapom Bennom

in broad Romic — ¢poHeTnyeckas TpaHCKPUNLMSA, OCHOBAHHAsa Ha
3anucu NaTMHULEn
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to turn her on — BK/IOUNTL €€ (peyb)

in state — B ny4ywem cBoeM Hapsaae; BaXHO

ostrich feathers — cTpaycoBbie nepbs

pathos - xankunin Bug,

deplorable — poctonHasa coxaneHus

consequential air — BaXHoe, ¢ oco3HaHueM COOCTBEHHOW
3HAYMTENBbHOCTU, NOBEOEHME

straightened himself — nogTaHynca

feather-weight cross — HeGonblIaa HanacTb, HE3aaa4a

to coax — yroBapuBatb, 3a0abpmBaThb

brusquely — pe3ko

Why - (34.) mexgomeTue, Bbipaxalollee yanBneHne

to jot down — penatb 3anucu

lingo — (npe3putesbHoe) A3bIK

Be off with you! — YxoaunTte!

saucy — Aep3Knin, 3aHOCUKUBbLIN

Oh, we are proud! — BoT Mbl kakue ropabie!

above giving lessons — Bblille TOro, 4ToObI AaBaTb YPOKU

y9-00 (KokHu) = you

t0-00 (KokHun) = too

stupent — NnopaxeHHbIN

Recovering his breath with a gasp - T.e. eMy yganocb BHOBb
B3O0XHYTb NOC/IE TOr0, KaK y HEro NepexsaTtuio apixaHne

baggage - (34.) HaxanbHasa nesvua

turns at bay — octaHaBnuBaeTcsa, T.K. 6exaTb ganee Hekyna, u
obpallaeTcs K NPOTUBHUKY

wounded — (repeH.) obuxeHHas

whimpering — HOS 1 XHbl4a

stead of (pasr.) = instead of

sellin — npocTtopeyHoe nponaHolleHue selling

Tottenham Court Road — ogHa 13 rnaBHbIX YNuL, OTXOASLLASA K ceBepy
ot Oxford Street

genteel — apuUCTOKPATUYHbIN, “XaHTUNBbHbLIN”

zif (pasr.) = as if

to come off it — (KokHu) nepectaBaTb CNMLLKOM 3a3HaBaTbCS

to chuck - (pa3r.) 6pocaTb, LBbLIPATb

confidentially — noBeputensHo

Youd had a drop in — Bbl 6b1111 BbINMBLLIN

peremptorily — noBenntenbHO, BNaCTHO

half rebellious, half bewildered — HanonoBMHY B 3HaK NpoTecTa,
HaMoJIOBUHY OT CMYLLIEHUNS YYBCTB

courteous — ntob6e3HbIN, BEX/INBBIN

hearthrug — oKONOKaMMHHbLIN KOBPUK

CoBpeMEHHbIN M'ymaHuTapHbin YHuBepcuteT



coyly — 3aCTEHYMBO

one apiece — kaxgas rno ogHomy

you wouldnt have the face — BbI, noxanyi, He nocmeeTe

Take it or leave it — JInbo Tak, NM60O HMKak

cash — (34.) MOHEeTbI

it works out — 5170 nonyyaeTtcq (B pe3ynbTaTe BbIYUCIEHNIA)

Figure it out. — MNocuunTanTe.

somewhere about — (pasr.) roe-To okono

handsome — wieapbi

broomstick — nanka ot meTnbl

to snivel — xHbIKaTb; pacnyckaTb COMJN; LUMbIFraTb HOCOM; pacnyckaTb
HIOHN

moist — BnaxHbI

Dont mistake the one for the other — He nytante oanH ¢ apyrum

utterly bewildered — coBepLueHHO cOuTas ¢ Tonky

snatching — BbixBaTbIBas

gev (KokHu) = gave

it must be regarded as her property — OH LOJIXEH CYMUTATLCS €€
COBCTBEHHOCTbIO

resigning herself — yctynas, nokopsisicb

Serve you right — Tak BaMm 1 Hago

I'll bet ... cant do it — lNMNocnopum Ha BCKO CymMMy 3aTpaT Ha
3KCMEPUMEHT, YTO 3TOro BaM He caenatb

irresistible — HenpeogonmeIn

deliciously low — BocxututensHo “HeoTécaHHas”

afore (npoctopeyH.) = before

to turn her head with flattery — BCkpy>XuTtb ein ronoBy nectbto

uneasy — B 3amMellaTeNibCTBe

to turn one’s head - (TakXxe O3Ha4yaeT CM. Bbille) BbIBECTU U3
paBHOBECUS

the idea grows on him — ngesa opnagesaet nm

inspired — BOOXHOBEHHLIN

follies — owunbKM, 3abNyXAEHUSA

to find them to do — HalnTK nx, 4TOOLI COBEPLUUTL

draggletailed — nambi3raHHas, 3amapaHHas

guttersnipe — 6ecnpu3opHbin pebeHoK; cobupaTtenb oTOPOCOB B
KaHaBax

deprecating — npoTecTys

carried away — (34.) yBnekasiCb, Npoaoskas Mmeytatb

to pass her off as anything — BblgaTh ee 3a 4TO yrogHo

Monkey Brand — Tnn yncTauwero nopotuka

if it wont come off any other way — ecnm He OTYUCTUTBLCSA MHLIM
cnocobom
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Whiteley — 6onblLLIOW YHUBEPCalbHbIN MarasuH B JIOHOOHE

brown paper — kopnyHeBas obepToyHasa bymara

prudery — NnpuTBOpHas CTblOJIMBOCTb

to wallop - (cneHr) Bbiceyb

dustbin — nomoiHoe Beapo

resolutely — peluntensHo

to walk over everybody — ockop6naTb BCeX

scolded — ype30HEHHbI, OTPYraHHbIn

to subside — yTnxommpmeaTbCs, OTCTYNUTb

exquisiteness of modulations — TOHKOCTb MOAY LM

to fit herself — coenaTbCca COOTBETCTBYIOLLEN

station — nosuuuga, cutyauusa

to hurt her delicacy — 3ageTb ee 4yyBcTBa

reassured — yCNOKOEHHAas

to steal back — HesameTHO NnpobupaTbca Ha3ag,

pebble — ranbka

worn out — N3HOLWEHHbIM

drudge - knaua, “paboyas nowaab”

whood = who would

resorting — obpawasice, Nnpnderas

thrillingly — BoCcxntutensHo, 3axeaTbiBaloLWE

elocutionary — KkpacHOpe4MBbIA

the streets will be ... with you — ynuubl, 6yayT ycTnaHbl Tenammu
MY>XXUYMH, KOTOPbIE paan Bac PacCTaHYTCH C XU3HbIO, NPexne YeM 1 OKOHYY
paboTaTb C BaMu

squaring herself — nograrueasice, cobunpasicb, nogdupascs, NPUBOAS
cebs B “60eByl0 rOTOBHOCTL”

off his chump — BHe cebs; He B CBOEM yMe

balmies — (KokH1) cymaclwienlune

tenderest point — camoe ya3BMMoe MecTo

deftly retrieving — npoBopHO NogHMas

intercepting her on her reluctant way — BctaBasa Ha nyTu ee
HEOXOTHOIro NPOABMXEHUNS

return — (34.) Harpana

to turn smb out — BbICTaBUTL KOro-nMbo

| done without them (kokHu) = | have done without them — 9 06xoxycb
6e3 HuX

no use to anybody but me — HUKOMY HET NO/b3bl KPOME MEHS

to adopt — yoouepaTtb

What ... will she want with money? — na 4ero e HyXHbl 0yayT
neHbrn?

turning on him — o6pawiasice kK HeMy BpaXaebHO

the sign of liquor on me — NnpmM3Haku ankorons BO MHe
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remonstrance — npoTtecT

Not any feelings that we need bother about - Hukakmnx 4yBCTB,
KOTOPbIE HAM HY>XHO NPUHUMATbL B pacyeT

cheerily — Beceno, npuBeTCTBEHHO

reflectively — pasgymbiBag, 3aaymumBo

To get her to talk grammar — 3acTaBUTbL €e roBOpPUTbL rPaMMaTUYECKN
npaBuIbHO

to keep to the point — roBopuTb NO CyLLECTBY

What is to become of her? — Yto ¢ Hen cTaHeT?

making for — HanpaBnNAACh K

to twinkle — (34.) cuaTb, CBETUTLCS

to halt — ocTtaHaBnmBaTtbCs

of girls being drugged by the like of you — 0 geByLkax, ONOEHHbIX
TakMMU, Kak Bbl

to bolt — (pa3ar.) sarnatbiBaTb

pledge of good faith — 3anor gosepus

to retort — Bo3paxartb

to pop into — 3acoBbiBaThb

You shall live on them. — Bbl 6yaeTte nutaTbCa UMK (LLIOKONAAHBIMW
KOHpeTammn)

to dispose of — n3baeuTbeCA

nearly choked — no4tn nogaBmBLLINCH

with an attempt at dignity — nbiITascbe nokasatb 4OCTONHCTBO

disinherit — nnwaTtb HacneacTea

to relent — packanBaTbCs U NepeaymbiBaTb

thoroughly — TouHO, aGcontoTHO, COBEPLUEHHO

not to the present point — He oTHOCKTCS K CyLLECTBY AAHHOINO BONpOCca

naughty — KanpuaHbIi, HEMNOCAYLUHbIN

idle — neHuBbI

beetle — xyk

the Tower of London — ncrtopunyeckm KpenocTb-TiOpbMa, rae
COBEepLUANMCb MHOIME Ka3Hu (yrposa XurrmHca, eCTECTBEHHO, LUYTKA)

presumptuous — caMOHaOEesAAHHbIN

more plainly and fairly — 6onee sicHO 1 cnpaBeanBo

| dont know. — (34.) 9 He yBepeHa.

to take charge of her — NpyHATL OTBETCTBEHHOCTL 3a HEE

to consent to the arrangement at all — Boobwe cornacuTbcs ¢ Takum
MONIOXKEHMEM BELLEN

when you get ... accents — Korga Bbl CTAHOBUTECH, KakK Bbl 9TO
Ha3blBaeTe, 3aMHTEPECOBAHHbIM akLLEHTaMM Naen

to bundle her off — cnpoBaabTe ee

suspiciously — ¢ nogo3peHneM, HeaOBEPHMBO

a bully — TnpaHn, gecnot
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to answer back — nep3uTtb

not if I’'m going to have my head cut off — gaxe ecnn MHe oTpybaT
rosiosy

what | was letting myself in for — Bo 4TO 9 Nno3Bosinna cebs BnyTaTb

| wont be put upon — 9 He No3BoNO ¢ COBON HE CHUTATLCS

plaints — xano6bl

scullery — 3agHs9 KOMHaTa Npu KyxHe A5 MbITbst NOCYAbI

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 | come for yet.

2) He aint above giving lessons, not him.

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

4) Oh, you are real good.
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3)
6)
7)

8)

I dont want no balmies teaching me.

Her that turned me out was my sixth stepmother.

I got my feelings same as anyone else.

| always been a good girl.

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

5.

I’m quite done up for this morning.

A young woman asks to see you, sir.

I’'m come to have lessons, | am.

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

If I'd known what | was letting myself in for, | wouldnt have come
here.

In the following phrases comment on meanings of modal

verbs and find Russian equivalents for the phrases.

You mustnt speak to the gentleman like that...

| think it must be regarded as her property...

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

You must be reasonable, Mr. Higgins, really you must.

You cant walk over everybody like this.

All | 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 | know what might be in them?

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

16) ... but | 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 YPOK 3

ACT 1l

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.
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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). | know, mother. | 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! | know | have no small talk; but people dont mind.
(He sits on the settee).

MRS HIGGINS. Oh! dont they? Small talk indeed! What about your
large talk? Really, dear, you mustnt stay.

HIGGINS. | must. Ive a job for you. A phonetic job.

MRS HIGGINS. No use, dear. I'm sorry; but | cant get round your
vowels; and though | like to get pretty postcards in your patent shorthand, |
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. | 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, | cant be bothered with young women. My idea of a
lovable woman is somebody as like you as possible. | 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, | 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. | dont remember asking her.
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HIGGINS. You didnt. | 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. | 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. | started on her some months ago; and she’s getting
on like a house on fire. | shall win my bet. She has a quick ear; and she’s
been easier to teach than my middle-class pupils because she’s had 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! | 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. | 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). | 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 | been rude? | 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. | 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. | 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
soirnes; but really youre rather trying on more commonplace occasions.

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

MISS EYNSFORD HILL (who considers Higgins quite eligible
matrimonially). | sympathize. | 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 | were to come out now with what |
really think?

MISS EYNSFORD HILL (gaily). Is it so very cynical?

HIGGINS. Cynical! Who the dickens said it was cynical? | 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? (Indicating Freddy) What does he know of art or
science or anything else? What the devil do you imagine | 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 | 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. | feel sure we have met before, Miss Doolittle. |
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? | bet | got it right.

FREDDY. Killing!

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

LIZA (darkly). My aunt died of influenza: so they said.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL (clicks her tongue 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. | 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 | 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 | not! Them she lived with would have killed her for a hat-pin,
let alone a hat.

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

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 | 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 | was doing it proper, what was you laughing at? (To Higgins)
Have | said anything | oughtnt?

MRS HIGGINS (interposing). Not at all, Miss Doolittle.

LIZA. Well, thats a mercy, anyhow. (Expansively) What | 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: | 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). | 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 | 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. | daresay | am very old-fashioned; but | do
hope you wont begin using that expression, Clara. | have got accustomed to
hear you talking about men as rotters, and calling everything filthy and
beastly; though | 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 | 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. | find the new small talk delightful
and quite innocent.

MRS EYNSFORD HILL (rising). Well, after that, | 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). | 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, | 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, | 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. | 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 | 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. | 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 — npuemHbIli aeHb

Chelsea Embankment — HabepexHas Yencu, o4HOro M3 cambix
deLeHebenbHbIX paioHOB B 3anagHon YacTn JIoHooHa

lofty — BbICOKNI

pretension — (34.) paHr

access — 0ocTyn

Morris — aHrIMNCKNN XygoXHUK-npepadasnnt, a takxe noaT,
M3BECTHbI CBOMMU cCouMannucTu4eckmmm Barnagamu. lNponosenosan u
npakTUKoBan NpuKIagHoe UCKYCcCTBO, NPU3BaHHOE CBOUM NHONBUAYANbHBLIM
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ON3aliHOM NPOTUBOCTOATbL GE3N1MKOCTM MAacCOBOro Npom3BoacTBa
npeamMeToB MHTEpPbepa

Burne Jones — 0anH 13 N3BECTHENLLUX XYyOOXHNKOB-NpepadasnmcToB

crowded — 3abuta

nicknacks — 6e3aoenyLikm

ottoman — otTToMaHka

the Morris wall-papers — o6ou, pacnmcaHHble no ansanHy Moppuca

chintz — (BowleHbIn) cuTel; MebenbHbIl cuTtel,

brocade — nap4oBbii

cushions — gMBaHHbIE NOAYLUEYKMN

supply all the ornament — cocTaBnaOT BCE yKpalLleHne

odds and ends - (34.) cnyyariHble NnpeaMeThl

Whistler — xymaoxHuk koHua XIX B., oAWH M3 BUAHEWNLWINX
npeacTaBuUTENEN 3CTETCKOro OBUXEHUS, €ANHCTBEHHbIA 3HAYNTENbHbIN
AHMNACKUIA UMAPECCUOHNCT

The Burne Jones, not the Whistler side of them — T.e. ¢ BbiIcCTaBOK
TpuauaTuneTHen OAaBHOCTU, HA KOTOPbLIX BbICTABASMCL U NMOJNIOTHA
nocnegosatenenn bepHa IxoHca, n Yncrtnepa, y MUCCUC XUTTUHC €CTb
TOJIbKO MepBbIE.

A Cecil Lawson — kapTuHa Cecuna JIocoHa, aHrMMNcKoro nesaxucra
BTOPOW NonoBuHbI XIX B.

on the scale of a Rubens — macwTaba PybeHca

to defy — 6pocaTb BbI30B; He NOA4aBaTLCH; MFTHOPUPOBATb

fashion — (34.) moaa

Rossettian — B cTune, xapaktepHom anga OaHte MNabpuansa PoccetTtn,
nngepa npepadasnncTonB

Long past ... the fashion — paBHO nepecTaBlias 3ab0TUTLCHA O TOM,
4yTO6bI OOEBATLCS HE MO MOAE

A Chippendale chair — ctyn gusanHa Tomaca YvnneHpenna,
BblAAIOLLLErOCS NPOEKTUPOBLLMKA Mebenun

An Elizabethan chair — cTtyn ennsaBeTUHCKOro Bpemenu, T1.e. 2-oi
nonosuHbl XVI B.

roughly — rpy6o

carved — Bblpe3aHHbI

case — (34.) yexon

dismayed — BO3MYLLIEHHAS

to bend - HaknoHATbCS

Oh bother! — Bot He3apaua!

| have no small talk. — Y He ymMel0 HENMPUHYXAEHHO BECTU CBETCKUN
pasroBop.

settee — omBaH4mK

No use, dear. — becnone3Ho, OPOron.

to get round — o6oliTn, n3dexartb, 3a400pPUTb NIECTbIO
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patent shorthand — opurnHansHoe cteHorpadunyeckoe NMCbMo

to pick up — 3HaKOMUTLCS cny4arHo, NoAUENNATb

about — (34.) BOKpyr

| cant be bothered with — MHe He HYXHBbI..., MHE He O0...

lovable — o4apoBaTenbHbIN, BHYLLAOLWWIA N0O0BL

| shall never get into the way of ... liking... — MHe HuKorga He cMoryT
HPaBUTLCA. ..

to fidget — 6ecnokoHo aBuraTbes, €p3aTb

as to — oTHocuTenbHO

to go on things in general — pacnpocTpaHaTbCs 0 Belax BoobLue

insides — (34.) BHYTPEHHOCTU

outside — (34.) BHELLHOCTb

isin ... it — yyacTByeT B 3TOM, NOCBSLLUEH B 3TO

is getting on like a house on fire — NnpoaBMraeTcs CTPEMUTENBHO (Kak
Cropaet AoM npu rnoxape)

at all events — BO BcsikOM criyqae

to withdraw — yoanatbca

the habitual anxiety of straitened means — npuBblHHOE 6ECMOKOINCTBO B
CBSI3U1 C OrpPaHUYeHHbIMI CpeacTBaMm

a gay air — Becenas maHepa

very much at home — npuBbIYHbLIN, (4yBCTBYIOLLNMI cebsl) cBOOOAHO

genteel poverty — 6naropogHas 6eaHOCTb

to long — cTpacTHO XxenaTtb

glumly — yrptomo

delighted — B BOCXuLWEHNN

confident — yBepeHHbIl

staring — yctaBmBLUNCb

| havnt the ghost of a notion. - He umeo HW mManenwero
npeacTaBfieHns.

drearily — Mpa4HO; CO CKyKOW

to contemplate — co3epuatb

Battersea Park — napk Ha loxHOM bGepery, 4epe3 peky, HanpoTuB
Yencun

ushering in — (34.) BBOAS

bows — NOKNOoHbI

Are we in the way? — Mbl meliaem?

Youll do as well... — Bbl nogonaoete He Xyxe...

past endurance — noTepsB TepreHne

Ahdedo? (noapaxaHune adpdOeKTUPOBAHHOMY MAaAHEPHOMY
npounsHoLlenmno) = How do you do?

pickpocket — kapmaHHbIN BOP

I'll take my oath — mory noknacTbcs

it dont matter (pasar.) = it doesn’t matter
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to sling — wWBbIpATL

the Royal Society — Koponesckoe Hay4yHoe OOLLECTBO, BaxHeWLLINM
Hay4HbIN NHCTUTYT BpuTtaHumn, ocHoBaHHLIN B 1660 r. (cp. ¢ AkagemMuen
Hayk)

soirée — Bevep, MO0 My3blkasibHbIli, NMOO NOCBSALLEHHbIN KaKOMY-
HMOYAb MHOMY NMPEOMETY

you are rather trying — Tbl UCNbITbIBAELLb TEPNEHNE

commonplace — 0OblAeHHbIN

beaming — npocusas

eligible matrimonially — nogxogawuin ons samyxecTsa

to sympathize — couyyBcTBOBaTH

relapsing — BHOBb MOrpyxascb

Lord forbid! — He pan bor!

taking up her daughter’s cue — nogxeatbiBasi penanky go4epu

to break up the whole show — nopTutb BCe

agreeable — npuUaATHbIN

if | were to come out now — ecnu 6kl 9 ceivac Bbicka3asn BCyX

the dickens — mexagomeTne

decent — NPUCTONHLIN

savages — amkapu

warningly — npeaynpexgaloLmm TOHOM

on tiptoe — Ha ubIno4ykax

exquisitely — nsbickaHHO

remarkable — 3ameyaTenbHbIN

distinction — gocTonHcTBO

fluttered — (34.) B3BONIHOBAHHbLIE

guided — pykoBOACTBYSICb

studied grace — nog4yepkHyTasa rpauus, NOAYEPKHYTOE U3SILLECTBO

in making sure of the H — cTapasicb He 3abbITb Npon3HecTn H

cordially — ¢ cepae4yHoCTbIO

devouring — noxvpas

infatuated — BocnnaMmeHeHHbI, CUIbHO BO3OYXXAEHHbIN

It all comes back to me! — 4 Bce BcnomHun!

lamentably — ¢ coxaneHnem

He is about to sit. — OH nouTn cagutcs.

edge - kpaii

sulkily — yrptomo

stumbling into — HaTankmBascb Ha

fender — 3aropogaka nepeg, KaMMHOM

fire-irons — wmnubl gnNa yrng, koyepra, COBOK

extricating himself — BbicBOGOXOASCh

to mutter — 6opmoTaTb

imprecations — npokNaTbs
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to ensue - cnepoBatb

shallow depression — 06nacTb HU3KOro AaBfeHUs

| bet | got it right — A yBepeHa, 4TO BCe caenana npaBuibHO

Killing! — YGuincTBEHHO CMELLHO!

runs right through our whole family — oxBaTbiBaeT NpsiMO-Takn BCIO
Hally CEMbIO

to click — wenkatb

to do in (caenr) = to Kill

Lord love you! — pa3roBopHOe BblipaXeHue yauBaeHnUsa no NoBoAay
OLWNBKU UK HeAOraaIMBOCTN cobecenHmKa

to come through - BbI3OOpPOBETL

fairly — (34.) coBepLUEHHO

to ladle — (34.) 3anmBaTtb (H6ONbLLUOK NOXKOMN)

she came to — oHa npuwna B cebs

to bit the bowl off the spoon — 0TKyCUTb NOXKY OT py4kmn

startled — nopaxxeHHbIN

what call (pasr.) = what reason

should have come to me — gomkHa 6bl1a A0CTaTbCS MHE

to pinch — cTawuTb, yKkpacTtb

for a hat-pin, let alone a hat — 3a wnanHyio 6ynaBky, He TO 4TO 3a
wnsny

to pour spirits — NTb KPENKNIN HANUTOK

he knew the good of it — oH 3Han, kakas OT 3TOro noJsib3a

My word! — amdartnyeckoe BOCKNMLAHNE

on the burst — B 3anoe

when he had a drop in — korga npuHuMan gosy (CNMPTHOro)

until he’d drunk himself cheerful and loving-like — noka oH He BbINbET U
He CTaHeT BecesibiM 1 Kak Obl Nobawmm

to make them fit to like with — 4TOGbLI coenaTb Ux NPUrogHLIMU OIS
COBMECTHOM XWN3HN

a her ease — packoBaHHO

conscience — COBeCTb

booze (MpocTopeyH.) — KPpenkmin HaNUTOK

to snigger — xuxmnkatb

interposing — BMeLWwBasiCb

that’s a mercy — 9710 yTEeLwweHne

ahem! — MmexgomeTune, ynotpebnsgemMmoe ons npuBnevyeHns BHUMaHUS
WUnn ong o64ymMbIBaHUS CNenyloLmx CrloB

taking the hint — noHsB Hamek

to catch another glimpse — 4ToGbI ele pa3s B3rnasaHyTb

suffering from shock — nepexmsas Lok

the new ways — HOoBble 0OblHau

discontentedly — ¢ 4yBCTBOM HeyO0OBNETBOPEHUS
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rotter (csieHr) — 6ecnonesHbln NN HENPUSATHBLIN YeNoBEK

filthy (cnenr) — napwmBsbiii

beastly (cneHr) — noraHbiin, y>acHbl

forecastle — kyOpuk

quaint — cTpaHHbIl 1 HeOObIYHbIN Bnarogaps CTapUHHOCTU

smart — aneraHTHbIN

Pitch it in strong (pasr.) — YTBepXaanTe ero He CTECHSASACh.

radiant — cuaowmn

thoroughly — coBepLieHHO

up to date — coBpeMEHHbIN

to descend - cnyckaTtbcs

to the heavens at large — (o6pawasicb) BoobLle K Hebecam, T.e. HU K
KOMY B OCODEHHOCTH

he gives it up — (34.) OH He npogomKaeT

to bring myself — 3acTaBuTb cebs

iS SO down on me — TaKk CepanTCcs Ha MeHs

positively — nonoxmntensHo

to reek — BOHATb

discreetly — (34.) TakTM4HO

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 | 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.

CoBpeMeHHbIii MymaHuTapHbin YHUBepcuteT



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 YPOK 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). | say, Pick: lock up, will you? |
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 weatrily 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. | 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. | 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) | 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, | 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? | was. Eliza didnt
seem a bit nervous.

HIGGINS. Oh, she wasnt nervous. | 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 | got
deadly sick of it. If | hadnt backed myself to do it | 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 | saw we were
going to win hands down, | 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! | 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). | rather enjoy dipping into it occasionally myself:
it makes me feel young again. Anyhow, it was a great success: an immense
success. | was quite frightened once or twice 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 |
can go to bed at last without dreading tomorrow.

Eliza’s beauty becomes murderous.

PICKERING. I think | 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 | 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. / dont matter, | suppose.

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

LIZA. Because | 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 | know whats to become of you? What does
it matter what becomes of you?

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

HIGGINS (thundering). Those slippers.

LIZA (with bitter submission). Those slippers. | 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 | 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. | presume you dont pretend that / have treated you badly.

LIZA. No.

HIGGINS. | 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. | 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! | wish | 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. | 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. | 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 | fit for? What
have you left me fit for? Where am | to go? What am | 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). | shouldnt bother about it if | were you.
| should imagine you wont have much difficulty in settling yourself
somewhere or other, though | 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 | 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). | 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. | sold flowers. | didnt sell myself. Now youve made a lady of me
I’m not fit to sell anything else. | 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 | 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. | must clear off to bed: I’'m devilish
sleepy. By the way, | came down for something: | 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. | dont want to hear anything more about that. All | 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. | want to know what | may take away with me. | 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 |
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? | 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. | 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. | prefer to say nothing more tonight. | 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. | 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. | hope | 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. | 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? | 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 | drive you and the lady anywhere, sir?

They start asunder.

LIZA. Oh, Freddy, a taxi. The very thing.

FREDDY. But damn it, lve no money.

LIZA. | 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 | 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 — HapsgHbIn TyaneT

pallor — 6negHocTb

fan — Beep

brooding — nevanbHO pasmbiLngoLLas

a smoking jacket — gomaluHuin XakeT, 4acTo 13 Lweska

wearily — yToMneHHo

similarly attired — ogeTbIn Tak xe

to hesitate — konebaTbcs, MepINTb

row — (34.) npoTecToBaTtb

to chuck — 6pocartb, WBLIPSATbL

over the bannisters — 4epes nepuna

to yawn — 3eBaTb

air — menoams

slippers — gomatuHme Tarno4km

darkly — mpa4Ho

to resume — BO306HOBNATb

contents — cogepxvumoe

circulars — (34.) peknambl, NPOCMNEKTbI, paccbllaeMble NO JOMaMm

coroneted billet-doux — nio6oBHOe nucbmo ¢ repbom (T.e. oT
TUTYNOBaHHOM 0COObI)

money-lender — pOCTOBLLMK

down-at-heel — ctonTaHHbIE

crew — (34.) Tonna, cobopuLle

tomfoolery — rnynoctn, 6eccmbicnunua

to unlace — pacluHypoOBbIBaTb

of their own accord — camun coboii

stretching himself — notarneadace

too much of a good thing — nepe6op, CANLLKOM MHOIO BCEro

did the trick — (cs1eHr) cnpaBunace ¢ 3agaden

and something to spare — (34.) n npaxe 6onee TOro

fervently — ropsa4o, nbisiko

to flinch — B3gparueaTb, nepegeprmeaTbCs

stonily — kak kKameHHOoe n3BasiHne, HeNno4BuMXHO

putting the job through — BeinonHeHne 3aga4yn

to tell on smb. — cka3biBaTbCS HA KOM-NTMBO
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deadly sick of it — cmepTenbHO ycTan ot 3T0ro, 3710 6€3yMHO HaZ0eno

to back — nocnopnTb Ha AEHbLIN, NOCTABUTDL Ha...

to chuck up — 3abpocuTb

a bore — ckyka, 3aHyaCTBO

Oh come! — BpocebTe! (yBelleBaioLee BOCKIMLAHUE)

like anything — (pa3sr.) o4eHb CUNLHO

to win hands down — no6eanTb C NErkocTbiO

hanging about — cnoHgsaco

to gorge — o6benaTbes, HachaxaaTbes (enon)

No more artificial duchesses. — XBatnt ¢danblumBbiX (MCKYCCTBEHHO
CO30aHHbIX) repuUOormHb.

simple purgatory — npocTo YncTunmie

broken in — yKpOLLEHHbIW, NPUBEAEHHbIN K ANCUMUMINHE

routine — Nopsaaok BeLlein, 0Obl4HblIE 003aHHOCTU

to dip into — norpyxartbcsa

style comes by nature — xopowuin CTunb NPUXOANT ECTECTBEHHO

superlatively — npeBoCxo4HO, B BbICLLEN CTENEHN

to drive smb. mad — cBoanTbL KOro-a. ¢ yma

it’'s over and done with — ¢ 3T1UM NOKOHYEHO

to dread — 6oaTbCA

murderous — yOMNCTBEHHBbIN

to turn in — (pasr.) uoTn cnatb

over his shoulder — yepe3 nneyo

indifferent — 6e3pa3nnyHbIn

on the point of screaming — rotosa 3aopaTb

holds on hard to the arm — kpenko BuenngeTca B NOA/I0OKOTHUKN

to give way — coaTtbCs, YCTYNUTb (CUIIbHOM aMoLmn)

flings herself furiously — B apocTn 6pocaeTcs

raging — B HEMCTOBCTBE

in despairing wrath — B rHeBe OT oT4asgHUS

hurling them at him — 3anyckas nmn B Hero

astounded — nopaxeHHbIn

insect — HacekomMmoe

to smash — pazbusaTtb (BCMATKY nnu Bapedesrun)

to crisp — xpycTeTb

frantically — HencTOBO

creature — cyLlecTBO

suffocated — npurayleHHbIn, yaoylaemMblii

fury — apocTb

darts her nails at his face — BnmBaeTcs HOrTAMM B €ro My

wrist — 3anacTbe

Claws in, you cat. — YbpaTb KOrTH, KoLuKa.

crushed — nogasfnieHHas
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thundering — mMeya rpombl 1 MONIHUM

with bitter submission — ¢ ropbkoin NMOKOPHOCTbIO

uneasy — B 3aMellaTeIbCTBE, CMYLLEHHbIN

treatment — obpalleHne

| presume — 9 nonarato

recollecting her manners — BCnoMmnHas o MaHepax

to pat — TpenaTb, NOXNonbIBaTh

to writhe — kopunTbCs, N3BMBaATLCA

irritation — pasgpaxeHne

purely — yncto

sleep it off — BbICMCbL U BCe NpongeTt

to have a little cry — nonnakatb HEMHOIO

impatiently — B HeTepneHun

pulling herself together — 6eps cebs B pyku

desperation — otyagHue

to be fit — (34.) roguTbc4

enlightened — noHsaB, B 4em geno

condescending — cHUcxoas

to settle oneself — ycTpontbcs, 060CHOBaTLCS

to munch — xeBaTtb (FPOMKO)

confirmed old bachelors — 6e3HagexHble cTapble XON0CTAKN

the marrying sort — Te, KOTOpbIE XEHATCSH

poor devils — 6egonarmu

youre not bad-looking — y Bac HegypHasi Hapy>XHOCTb

as ugly as the very devil — cTpalHa kak cam absBOn

people in the marrying line = the marrying sort

cheap - (34.) NNOXOW, HAYErO HE CTOALLMNIA

with the hire of the jewelry — BMecTe cO B349TbiMM HanpokaT
OparoueHHOCTAMM

to stir — wesennTbLCa

The look is quite lost on him. — OH He obpallaeT BHUMAHUA Ha 9TOT
B3rnsaa.

afterthought — 3anospanas mbicnb

to occur — NpuxoguTb B rONOBY

who would do very well — KoTopblii 6bl 04eHb NOAOLLEN

above that - Bbiwe aToro

slinging — wBbIpss

the core of the apple — orpbi3ok oT s6n0Ka

tosh — (caeHr) rnynoctun

to drag - (34.) BOBNEKaTH

cant — (34.) NpUTBOPHbIE CNOBA, NYCTON Tpen

to set up — ycTpouTb, onnaTtme

togs - (cseHr) ogexnabl, Hapsabl
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will make a big hole in two hundred pounds — noTpebyeTt 6onbLUOW
4acTu OT ABYXCOT MYHTOB

the millenium - (34.) “3onoton Bek”

to clear off — (cs1eHr) younpatbcs, OTAPaBAATLCSA

the very climax of unreason — camas KyabMuHaunusg OTCYTCTBUSA
30paBoro cMeicna

Is that the way you feel towards us? — U Takme yyBcTBa Bbl NO
OTHOLLIEHMIO K HAM MCIMbITbIBaeTe?

to steal — kpacTb

deeply wounded — rnyboko 3apeThii

want of feeling — nednuunT YyBCTBa, HEYMEHME NMOYYBCTBOBATb

in my station — B moen cutyaummn

in extreme dudgeon — kpaiHe 0CKOpPONEHHbIN

nagging him — n3sogs ero

to provoke a further supply — 4T06bI CNpoBOLMPOBATL AanbHeWLLINE
(amouun)

to run the risk — puckoBaTb

of their being missing — (34.) 4T06bI OHK Mponann

to hand over — nepegaBsaTb

I’d ram them down your ungrateful throat. — 9 6bl 3anuxHyn nx B BaLLy
HebnarogapHyto rnoTky.

perfunctorily — HeGpexHo

protruding ends — BbICOBbIBaIOLLIMECS KOHLIbI

threateningly — yrpoxaioLue

to crouch — npucecTb, cxaTbcsa

infamous — NOPOYHbIN, 3N0N, OTBPATUTENbHbIN

thrilling — (34.) BO36Yy>XXAeHHas

Ive got a little of my own back. — A xoTb cnerka packeutanacob
(oTtomcTuna).

to cause - 3acTaBnaTb

to lose one’s temper — BbIlTM N3 cebs

pertly — HaxanbHO, OEP3KO

formally — opuumanbHbiM TOHOM

to lavish — weapo nanueartb

treasure — cokpoBuLLe

regard — yBaxeHue

intimacy — 611M30cTb, JOBEPUTESbHbIE OTHOLLEHUS

with impressive decorum — ¢ npon3BoasiLLEN BnevyaTNieHne YHHOCTbIO

to spoil — nopTnTb

to slam — xnonatb (OBepbIO)

savagely — (34.) apOCTHO

in a tearing rage — pasgmpaemas apoCTbio

sumptuous dressing table — pOCKOLUHbIN TyaneTHbIN CTONUK
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a padded hanger — nne4yrkn, cHabXeHHble 4eM-TO BPOAE NPUAENAHHbIX
K KOHUAM noaylieyek, ansg Toro, 4ytobbl TOHKas ogexaa He pBanacb U He
obpas3oBbiBana BbICTYMOB

adjusts it carefully — BcTaBngeT nx (Nne4mkmn) TwaTenbHO

to fasten on - 3actermsatb

vanity bag — aHanor CoBpeMeHHON KOCMETUNYKN C pyHKamu

purse — Kollenek

puts out her tongue at herself — cama cebe nokasbiBaeT A3blK

lovelorn — cTpapatloLmii OT Hec4acTHOW Nto6BU

bang - rpomkmin 3ByK

to break down — TepsaTb camoobnanaHme

to grab - xBatatb

to smother — aywnTb

hungry for comfort — nsronogasLwiasacs no yTelweHuto

to respond — oTBevaTb, NogaaBaTbCs

in one another’s arms — B 006bATUSAX APYr Apyra

elderly — noxunnown

scandalized — BO3MYLLIEHHbIN

Now then! — (34.) BOCKNMUAHME, BbipaxKaloLLee OCyXXaeHne

to release - BbICBOGOXOATb

to reflect on — pa3ambIlNATbL O

courtship — yxaxuBaHue

vanity — TLWETHOCTb

flight — no6er

Cavendish Square — nnowiaabs K ceBepo-BOCTOKY OT ara-MNapka

to halt — octaHaBnnBaTbCS

He didn’t half give me a fright. — (pa3r.) OH HNYyTb MeHs He ncnyrarn.

cooper (cneHr) = policeman

To make a hole in it — T.e. ytonuTtbcs

to indulge — (34.) no3BonaTb cebe, NorpyxaTbcs

embrace — 06bATUSA

double quick — 1 nobbICcTpee

Hanover Square — nnowaaps nobnnsocTtu oT Mukagunnm

prudish — BbICOKOHPaBCTBEHHbIM

to wander — ckutaTbCs

to crawl — meaneHHoO oBUraTbCcs, NON3TU

to start asunder — B3gparneartb 1 oTnyckatb Apyr gpyra

The very thing — 10, 4TO Hago

to call on — 3arngHyTb C BUSUTOM

Righto! (cnenr) = Right!

ripping — (amoy.) noTpsacatoLe

Wimbledon Common — oTKpbiTass MECTHOCTb Ha IOro-BOCTOYHOM
okpauHe JloHgoHa
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2.
variants.

1.

Complete the sentences by choosing one of the given

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.

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)

| shant be going out again.

Mrs Pearce will row if we leave these things lying about...

It’s been a long day.

But youve won your bet Higgins.

| knew she’d be all right.

If | hadnt backed myself to do it | should have chucked the whole
thing up two months ago.

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

You wouldnt care if | was dead.

| didnt think it made any difference now.

10) | presume you dont pretend that | have treated you badly.

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

13) | shouldnt bother about it if | were you.

14)1 should imagine you wont have much difficulty in settling yourself
somewhere or other, though | 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) | want to know what | may take away with me.

5. Divide the following sentences into two groups (1) with
Participles |1 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 | 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) | dont want to be accused of stealing.

14)1 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) Allis vanity (oTkyna ata ¢ppasa?)

2) “Vanity Fair” (kak nepeBogunocb 3arnaBme pomaHa Tekkepes Ha
PYCCKWNIN A3bIK?)

3) vanity-case

4) invain 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 YPOK 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, | think.

MRS HIGGINS. What!

THE PARLORMAID (coming further in and lowering her voice). Mr
Henry is in a state, maam. | 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. | 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 | 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 | 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 | cant find
anything. | 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. | 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! | 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, | 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). | am that full of what has happened to me that | cant think
of anything else.

HIGGINS. What the dickens has happened to you?

DOOLITTLE. | 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 Iggins.

HIGGINS. Have you found Eliza?

DOOLITTLE. Have you lost her?

HIGGINS. Yes.

DOOLITTLE. You have all the luck, you have. | 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. | gave you five pounds. After that | had two
conversations with you, at half-a-crown an hour. Ive never seen you since.

DOOLITTLE. Oh! Drunk am I? Mad am 1? 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 | 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 | 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 | mind I'll lecture them blue in the
face, | will, and not turn a hair. It’s making a gentleman of me that | object to.
Who asked him to make a gentleman of me? | was happy. | was free. |
touched pretty nigh everybody for money when | wanted it, same as | touched
you, Enry Iggins. Now | 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, | says. When | 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 | 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 | 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. | have to live for others and not for myself: that’s middle class morality.
You talk of losing Eliza. Dont you be anxious: | bet she’s on my doorstep by
this: she that could support herself easy by selling flowers if | wasnt
respectable. And the next one to touch me will be you, Enry Iggins. I'll have to
learn to speak middle class language from you, instead of speaking proper
English. Thats where you’ll come in; and | 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. | 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 | havnt the nerve. Which of
us has? We’'re all intimidated. Intimidated, maam: thats what we are. What is
there for me if | chuck it but the work-house in my old age? | have to dye my
hair already to keep my job as a dustman. If | was one of the deserving poor,
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and had put by a bit, | could chuck it; but then why should |, acause the
deserving poor might as well be millionaires for all the happiness they ever
has. They dont know what happiness is. But |, 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 | havnt the nerve for
the workhouse. Intimidated: thats what | 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. | 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 | shall jolly soon fetch her
downstairs. (He makes resolutely for the door).

MRS HIGGINS (rising and following him). Be quiet, Henry. Sit down.

HIGGINS. |—

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 | 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 | went to bed?

HIGGINS. Just the other way about. She threw my slippers in my face.
She behaved in the most outrageous way. | never gave her the slightest
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provocation. The slippers came bang into my face the moment | entered the
room — before | had uttered a word. And used perfectly awful language.

PICKERING (astonished). But why? What did we do to her?

MRS HIGGINS. | think | know pretty well what you did. The girl is
naturally rather affectionate, | 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. | 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! | 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. | 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. | 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). | was not trying to look nice,
mother.

MRS HIGGINS. It doesnt matter, dear. | 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 | — (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. | 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 | havnt put into her head or a
word that | havnt put into her mouth. | tell you | 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 | owe so much to you that | 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. | know you are
generous to everybody with money. But it was from you that | learnt really
nice manners; and that is what makes one a lady, isnt it? You see it was so
very difficult for me with the example of Professor 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 | 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 | was a flower girl. It was only my
way. But you see | did it; and thats what makes the difference after all.

PICKERING. No doubt. Still, he taught you to speak; and | 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 | 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 |
were something better than a scullery-maid; though of course | 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 | was
there.

PICKERING. You musnt mind that. Higgins takes off his boots all over
the place.
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LIZA. | know. | 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. | shall always be a flower girl to
Professor Higgins, because he always treats me as a flower girl, and always
will; but | know | 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. | should like you to call me Eliza, now, if you would.

PICKERING. Thank you. Eliza, of course.

LIZA. And | 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. | cant | could have done it once; but now | 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, | am a child in
your country. | 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. | have learnt my lesson. | dont believe
| could utter one of the old sounds if | 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, lve come into some money.

LIZA. You must have touched a millionaire this time, dad.
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DOOLITTLE. | 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 | must, | — 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). | feel uncommon nervous
about the ceremony, Colonel. | 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 | 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: | 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 | come, Mr Doolittle? | should be very sorry to
miss your wedding.

DOOLITTLE. | 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). | 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! It makes a man realize his
position, somehow. (He tabes up his hat and goes towards the door).

PICKERING. Before | go, Eliza, do forgive Higgins and come back to us.

LIZA. | 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 |
bear no malice: | should have done the same myself. | been the victim of one
woman after another all my life, and | dont grudge you two getting the better
of Liza. | 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. | havnt said | wanted you back at all.

LIZA. Oh, indeed. Then what are we talking about?

HIGGINS. About you, not about me. If you come back | shall treat you
just as | have always treated you. | cant change my nature; and | 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 | treat a duchess as if she was a flower girl.

LIZA. | 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 | treat you rudely, but
whether you ever heard me treat anyone else better.

LIZA (with sudden sincerity). | dont care how you treat me. | dont mind
your swearing at me. | shouldnt mind a black eye: Ive had one before this.
But (standing up and facing him) | wont be passed over.

HIGGINS. Then get out of my way: for | wont stop for you. You talk
about me as if | were a motor bus.

LIZA. So you are a motor bus: all bounce and go, and no consideration
for anyone. But | can do without you: dont think | cant.

HIGGINS. | know you can. | told you you could.

LIZA (wounded, getting away from him to the other side of the ottoman
with her face to the hearth). | 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, | suppose, whether | could do
without you.

LIZA (earnestly). Dont you try to get round me. You’'ll have to do
without me.

HIGGINS (arrogant). | can do without anybody. | have my own soul: my
own spark of divine fire. But (with sudden humility) | shall miss you, Eliza.
(He sits down near her on the ottoman). | have learnt something from your
idiotic notions: | confess that humbly and gratefully. And | have grown
accustomed to your voice and appearance. | 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. | 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. | 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. | 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. | have never sneered in my life. Sneering doesnt become
either the human face or the human soul. | am expressing my righteous
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contempt for Commercialism. | 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: | think a woman fetching a man’s
slippers is a disgusting sight: did | ever fetch your slippers? | 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 | 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: | dont notice things like that. | notice that you
dont notice me.

HIGGINS (jumping up and walking about intolerantly). Eliza: youre an
idiot. | waste the treasures of my Miltonic mind by spreading them before
you. Once for all, understand that | go my way and do my work without caring
twopence what happens to either of us. | 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 | 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 | took you on.

LIZA (with averted face). And you may throw me out tomorrow if | dont
do everything you want me to?

HIGGINS. Yes; and you may walk out tomorrow if | dont do everything
you want me to.

LIZA. And live with my stepmother?

HIGGINS. Yes, or sell flowers.

LIZA. Oh! if | only could go back to my flower basket! | should be
independent of both you and father and all the world! Why did you take my
independence from me? Why did | 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). | 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 | like. Youre not my
teacher now.

HIGGINS (reflectively). | dont suppose Pickering would, though. He’s
as confirmed an old bachelor as | am.

LIZA. That’s not what | 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 | could make something of him. But | never thought of
us making anything of one another; and you never think of anything else. |
only want to be natural.

HIGGINS. In short, you want me to be as infatuated about you as
Freddy? Is that it?

LIZA. No | dont. Thats not the sort of feeling | want from you. And dont
you be too sure of yourself or of me. | 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). | want a little kindness. | know I’'m a common
ignorant girl, and you a book-learned gentleman, but I’'m not dirt under your
feet. What | done (correcting herself) what | did was not for the dresses and
the taxis: | did it because we were pleasant together and | 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 | 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. | 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 | cant go back to the gutter,
as you call it, and that | have no real friends in the world but you and the
Colonel. You know well | 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 | could.
You think | must go back to Wimpole Street because | 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, | 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 | have made you a consort for a king?

LIZA. Freddy loves me: that makes him king enough for me. | dont want
him to work: he wasnt brought up to it as | 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 | care? | 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 | know how to deal with you. What a fool | was not to
think of it before! You cant take away the knowledge you gave me. You said |
had a finer ear than you. And | 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 Iggins, it az. Now | 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 | think
of myself crawling under your feet and being trampled on and called names,
when all the time | had only to lift up my finger to be as good as you, | 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, | said I'd make a woman of you; and | have.
| 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 | 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 | 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 | 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. | telephoned Mrs
Pearce this morning not to forget the ham. What you are to do without me |
cannot imagine. (She sweeps out).

MRS HIGGINS. I'm afraid youve spoilt that girl, Henry. | 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! 'l (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 — noHwxas (npuraywas) ronoc
in a state — (pasr.) o4eHb B3BOJSIHOBaH

to burst in — B3pbIBaTHCS

confounded — y>xacCHbI, NPOKATLIN

to check — coepxuBaTtb, OCTaHaBNMBaTb

to bolt — cberatb

her bed wasnt slept in — ee noctenb He BGbina pasobpaHa
to do without — ob6orTICh 6€3 (koro-nMbo)
distractedly — paccesiHHO

appointment — Ha3Ha4YeHHas genoBasi BCTpe4a
reward — BO3HarpaxmneHue

indignant — BO3MYLLEHHbIN, HEFOAYIOLMIA

Of course! — (34.) KoHeuHo, ga!

improper purpose — (34.) HENPUCTOMNHbIE LENn
Really! — (34.) BOCKNMLUaHWE, BbipaxatoLlee nopuuaHme
vexed — onevyaneHHbIin

very particular (mpoctopeyH.) = very much
dustman — mycopLmk

announcing — o0baBnss

resplendently — BenmkonenHo, 6iecTsiLie

the bridegroom — xeHux (Ha ceagpbe)

dazzling — ocnenuTernbHbIn

patent leather — koXa BbICLLEr0 KaYecTBa
complete the effect — penaiotT apdekT NoNHLIM
concerned — nornoweH

to accost — obpauiaTbes

vehement — GypHbIiA

reproach — ynpek

taken aback — yanBneHHbI, CMYyLLLEHHbIN
proffered — (34.) NPOTAHYTLIN

that full (npoctopeuyH.) = so full

Ruined me. — Mory6un mexsl.

Tied me up. — lNoBA3an MeHs.

to deliver — poctaenaTh, nepenasaTtb

to rave — 6peanTb

blighter — (csieHr) npoTuBHLIN TUN

to found — ocHoBbIBaTL
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I’'m done for. — (pasar.) 9 yHU4TOXEH.

to the best of your knowledge — Hackonbko BaM M3BECTHO

put the lid on me — (cs1eHr) NPUKOHYNAO MEHS

reckonize (npocTopeyH.) = recognise

merit — LOCTOMHCTBO

humble — HU3KUIN, YHUXKEHHBIN, 6eOHbIN, CKPOMHbI

Whew! — mexagomeTne, 00bI4YHO LUYTIMBOE

What a lark! — Kak 3aHnmaTtenbHo!

blue in the face — (34.) 0O NnoTEPU CO3HAHUS

and not turn a hair — (34.) n He Nokaxy HY 0AHOro NPM3HaKka BOSTHEHUS

pretty nigh = almost

solicitor — agBokaT, BeayLwimin gena (He B cyne)

pram — getckas konsicka

to get smb off — oTnycTUTb 6€3 0BBUHEHUSA, HE NPUBNEKATbL K
OTBETCTBEHHOCTU

to get shut of — (mpocTopeyH.) n3baenaTbLcs (OT)

to shove out of — (pa3r.) BeiOpackIBaTh (13)

to do a hand’s turn — noweBennTbL NaabLEM

to touch me for it — (c1eHr) B39Tb Y MEHSA 32 9TO AEHLIN

not a decent week’s wages among the lot of them - Hn ogHoro
NMPUANYHOIo HeJenbLHOro 3apaboTka cpean Bcen 3ToM ToNMbI

| bet she is on my doorstep by this. — '0TOB NOCNOPUTL, YTO K 3TOMY
BPEMEHN OHA Y MEHS Ha Mopore.

respectable — (34.) pecnektabdenbHbIi

that’s where you come in — 1 BOT rge 3ak/o4yaeTca Ball MHTEPEC

in earnest — cepbe3HO (3TO roBopuUTE)

bequest — 3aBellaHHbIE AeHbIN, Aap

to repudiate — oTBEpraTb, He NPUHUMATb

| havnt the nerve — MHe He xBaTaeT CMeNoOCTU

intimidated — 3anyraHbl, NOABEPXEHbI LLUAHTAXY

workhouse — paboTHbIN AOM

to dye — kpacuTb BONOCHI

the deserving poor — “gocToliHble 6GegHble”, “nobpoaeTenbHble
6enHble” (BUKTOPMAHCKaa KOHUEenuus, npoTueonocTaBnsaowan 6eaHbix
TPY>XEHUKOB, T.€. “NOCTOMHbIX”, HULLKM, Bpoasaram, NbsHULAM U T.M. — T.€.
“HeoCTOMHbIM OeaHbIM”, Ybe MECTO B pabOTHOM AOME)

to put by a bit — HemMHOro HakonuUTb

acause (MpocTopeyH.) = because

pauper’s uniform — ogexnaa, BblgaBaemMasi B paboTHOM AoMe

this here — (MpocTopeyH.) 3TN camble

if you had my provocation — ecnu 6bl y Bac Oblnl TOT Xe NOBOA, Y4TO Y
MeHS1

Skilly — (nckaxeHHoe) Cumnnna
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Char Bydis — (nckaxeHHoe) Xapubaa

broke (34. npocTtopeyH.) = broken

tip — yaeBble

overcome by emotion — BO Bnact amoumi

resignation — NOKOPHOCTb, CMUPEHME

rogue — MOLLEHHUK

ungraciously — HEBEXIMBO, HENOBE3HO

bounding up — nognpbirHys

to tell stories — pacckasbiBaTb HEObLINNLLbI

to bully — rpy6o obpaliaTtbcs; 3agupaTtb

outrageous — BO3MYTUTENbHbIN

to utter a word — npon3HecTn cnoBo

affectionate — noBALWMIN, HEXHbIN, NPUBA3YMBbIN

Takes after me. — Bcsa B MeHs.

In the nature of brain work — TMna ymcTBeHHO paboThl

trial - ucneiTaHne

to pet her — npunackatb ee

conscience stricken — NOpaXKeHHbIN YrpbI3eHNIMN COBECTU

inconsiderate — HEBHMMATEbHbIN, HEYYTKUI

to let bygones be bygones — 3a6bITb NpoLUble HENPUATHOCTA

to behave yourself — BecTn cedba npuanyHoO

put on our best Sunday manners — 6ynem BecTu cebs Hannyywmnm
obpasom

remonstrating — npotecTtys

to make it up — npuMmmMpuTbLCH

to groan - cToHaTb

sunny — CUSIIOLLIVIA

self-possessed — nonHbI camoobnagaHus

staggeringly — owenomnsowe

exhibition of ease of manner — npemoHcTpauua ceBoboabl B MaHepax

to be very much at home — yyBcTBOBaThH CeOS Kak AomMa

taken aback — youBneH

choking — 3agpixasicb

chilly — xonogHo

Dont you dare try this game on me. — He cmeiiTe ncnbiTeiBaTb 3Ty Urpy
Ha MHe.

to take smb. in — o6mMaHbIBaTb, BBOAUTL B 3a0nyXaAeHWe

to stitch — wnTh, penartb CTEXKN

outburst — B3pbIB

Very nicely put, indeed. — O4eHb MU0 CKa3aHO, HUYErO He CKaXellb.

to resist — yctoaTbh NpoTMB

let her alone — ocTaBb ee B nNokoe

placidly — cnokoMHO, MUPHO
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deftly — npunexHo

on the slightest provocation — no manenwemy nosoay

his way — ero npmuBblyka, ero maHepa

scullery-maid — cnyxaHka npu KyxHe, “KyxOHHas aeBka”

if she had been let — ecnu 6bl ee gonycTunm

all over the place — no Bcemy gomy, NoBctoay

to grind one’s teeth — ckpuneTb 3ybamm

I'll see you damned first. — He paHblle, 4eM Bbl OKaXXETECH B aay.

to slang back at him - ncnonb3oBaTb Takne Xe BblpaXeHUs no
OTHOLLEHUIO K HEMY

Dont stand it. — He TepnuTe aToro.

It would do him a lot of good. — 310 Gbl O4EHb MOLLUNIO EMY Ha MOJIL3Y.

break-off — paspbiB

to relapse — BHOBb (y)nacTtb

dignified reproach — nopuuaHue ¢ 4OCTOMHCTBOM

incorrigible — HencnpasuMbIi

spectacle — 3penuie

splendor — Benukonenme

Crow — pafloCTHOE BOPKOBaHbLE

folding his arms — cnoxwe pyku

spraddling — LWUMPOKO paccTaBmB HOMU

arrogantly — BbICOKOMEPHO

to come into some money — Noay4YnTb Koe-Kakune AeHbr, 06oraTtuTbcs

You must have touched a millionaire this time. — Ha atoT pa3s Thl,
[OMKHO BbITb, MOMPOCU Y MUNIJIMOHEPA.

I’'m dressed something special today. — 9 ogeT BecbMa 0CcoBeHHO
cerogHs.

to St. George’s — k CeaTomy N'eopruio (B uepkoBb CeATOro eoprus)

to let yourself down — yHn3uTtbes

claims its victim — TpebyeT cBOIO XepTBYy

turned off (idiom) = married

to demean oneself — yHn3nTbLCA

for my pains — 3a mon cTapaHus

like enough - (pasar.) o4eHb BO3MOXHO

to come to words — pyraTtbcs, CCOpUTLCA

the spirit — (34.) 6oeBoit oyx

squeezing — cxxmmas

elbow — nokoTb

Make the best of it. — MNMocTapaiiTecb He obpaliaTb BHUMAHUA Ha
MJI0OX0€; HACTPOMTECH Ha NydLlee, YTO N3 3TOF0 MOXHO U3BJEYb.

forcing — (34.) BblgaBas C ycunmem

vexation — pacCTpO€EHHbIe HYyBCTBa

to see me through it — nogaepxnBaTb MEHS B NpoLecce
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delicacy - (34.) TakT, 3ab0Ta 0 YyBCTBaX APYrux noaemn

put me through straight — (34.) u npoBeaeTe MeHs YepPe3 LEPEMOHUIO
Ny4wm obpas3om

to miss — (34.) ynycTuTb, HE MONPUCYTCTBOBATbL (HA)

| should indeed be honored by your condescention. — Bbl nonctunHe
caenaeTe MHe YeCTb CBOEWM CHUCXOOUTENbHOCTbIO

old woman - (nmpocTopeuyH.) xeHa (cp. “ctapyxa”)

tremenjous (npoctopeyH.) = tremendous

compliment — (34.) no3gpasneHme; Nnogapok

to be low — ObITb B yrHETEHHOM COCTOSIHUN

hatted - B wnanke

buttoning — 3acternsas

brougham - 6poram (ManeHbkas kapeTa MAM BaAaroH4YUK Ha
3/1EKTPUYECKON TAare)

magnanimous — BEIMKOAYLUHbIA

played you off very cunning — pasbirpanm TBOI KapTy OYEHb
XUTPOYMHO

could have nailed him — (pa3r.) morna 6bl 3aapkaHUTb €ro

chaperon — (34.) 6bITb TPETbMM, 4TOObLI HE OONYCTUTL PNMpTa

artful — xuTpoymHbIn

| bear no malice. — 9 He aepxy 3na.

| don’t grudge you two. — 9 HU4Yero He NMeto NPOTMB BaC ABOWX.

for getting the better of ... — 3a T0, 4TO Bbl NEPEXUTPUAN...; 3a TO, 4YTO
Bbl B3911 Bepx (Han)...

to avoid — 4ToObI N36exaTb

to put up with your tempers — TepneTb Balle naoxoe HacTpoeHne

composedly — caepxaHHO; Bnaaes cobon

taken down — yHUXEHHbIN

destiny — cynbba, npegHasHavyeHme

third-class carriages — BaroHbl TPETbErO Kjlacca

a born preacher — npMpoXaeHHbIN NPONoOBEAHUK

sincerity — NICKPEHHOCTb

to swear at — pyrartbc4

a black eye — cuHsk

to pass over — npeHebperaTb, UTHOPUPOBATL

get out of my way - yingute ¢ moei goporu

| wont stop for you — 9 He oCTaHOBAOCb N3-3a BaC

bounce and go — xBaCcTOBCTBO 1 ABMXEHWNE BNEPEL,

consideration — (34.) y4eT nHTEPECOB

to get round me — 3a006pUTb MeEHS

spark of divine fire — nckpa 60>XxecCTBEHHOIro OrHs

humility — kpoTOCTb, CMUPEHUNE

| shall miss you. — MHe 6yneT He xBaTaTb Bac.
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humbly — cMupeHHO

I have grown accustomed — 9 npmBbIK

| cant turn your soul on. — ¥ He MOry BK/IIO4YNTb Bally AyLlly.

to twist — cKpyTUTb, BbIBUXHYTb, BLIBEPHYTb

humanity — yenoBe4ecTBo

has come my way — BCTpeTnnacb Ha MOEM NyTun

built into my house — “BcTpounack”, Bnmcanacb B MOV AOM

to sneer — HacmexaTbCa

mean — HWU3KWIA, NOPOYHbIN, HeGNaropoaHbIN

righteous — npaBegHbIl

contempt — npespeHne

to trade in affection — HaXXMBaTbLCA HA NPUBA3AHHOCTU

you couldnt buy a claim on me — Bbl HE MOrIM KynnTb NpaBa Ha MeHs

to fetch — npuHocuTtb

a disgusting sight — omepauntensHoe 3penuiue

| think a good deal more of you. — 9 aymalo ropasgo nydiie o Bac.

good fellowship — xopoluee ToBapnLLECTBO, COAPYXECTBO

Youve had ... out of you. — Bbl umenu n nmeete B Thica4y pa3 6onbLue
OT MEHS, 4YeM 4 OT Bac.

To set up ... a Duchess Eliza — npotuBonocTtaBuTb Balln ManeHbkmMe
cobayby TPIOKM NPUHECEHUS TarnoyYek MOEMY CO3OaHNI0 FrepUOrMHn Dnn3bl...

I'll slam the door in your silly face. — 9 3axnonHy agepb Bam B rynoe
muo.

to shriek — Bu3xaTtb, KpuyaTtb

once for all — okoH4YaTenNnbHO

without caring twopence — HUCKONbKO He 3a00TACh

for all my fine clothes — HecMOTps Ha BCe MOU 3aMedaTesibHble Hapsaabl

settle money on you — 0CTaB/o BaM AEHbI B 3aBELLLAHUN

losing her temper — Tepsis camoobnagaHue

What in thunder — akcnpeccnBHoe BOCKIMNLLAHWE

to snivel — roBopuTb BKpaa4mMBO; anennmpoBaTtb K CEHTUMEHTaNIbHbIM
YyBCTBaM

to cuddle — o6HMMaTb, Nackatb

to talk down — “neperoBapuBartb”, T.€. 3aCTaBNgTb 3aM0O4aTb, FOBOPS
nnbo rpomye, NMbBO HacTonunBee

guts — (pasr.) cuna n xpabpocTb

consort — cynpyr(a) (B BO3BbILLEHHOM CTUNE)

ignoramus — HeBeXaa

to wring — ckpy4ymBaTtb

Wring away. — [laBaiiTe, ckpy4ynBamTe.

slut — (34. wyTn.) oesylika

to make up to me — nobmnBaTbcs Moer 61aroCKIIOHHOCTHU

a millstone round my neck — moe Taxenoe 6pems
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a tower of strength — ytewumTtens, Hagexga v onopa

Stilton cheese — “CTunToH”, COPT aHINUINCKOro Chipa

Double Glocester — copT cbipa, 6o5ee XMpPHbIA BapuaHT 3TOro copTa
(T.e. “nBonHoN”)

2.
variants.
1.

Complete the sentences by choosing one of the given

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.

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.

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.

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.

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.

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) YT10 Ham ocTaBanocb aenartb?

2) Ero nocnanu cioga ¢ YMMMNON-CTPUT.

3) 3nun3a nokynana Bam ogexay?

4) BnonHe BO3MOXHO, Bbl HA3bIBAETE 3TO [YMOW LLIYTKOWN.

5) ... BaM He HyXHO cTpaaaTtb No0 BCEM 3TVUM NOBOAAM.

6) Ho g cuuTalo, 4To Thl MOrna 6bl HAM 3TO ckasaTb Non4yaca Halag,

7) ... OHa pacckasbiBana BaM Henpasay.

8) Ham npugeTcs xgaTb 30eCb BECb AEHbL?
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9) 9 6bl xoTena, 4ToObl Bbl HA3bIBA/IM MEHS Tenepb AM3a, ec/iv Bbl He
npoTuB.

10) ... HO BbI BeOb BO3BpALL@eTECH HA YUMMNON-CTPUT, Aa?

11)Torga 0 YemM Mbl FOBOPUM?

12) 9 Obl He BO3paxasna NPOTUB CHHSKA: 9 MMeNna CUHSAK OO 3TOro.

13) Bam npmgetca o6xoauTbcs 63 MeHs.

14)He oaonH pa3 oHa xoTena OT BacC ynTn.

15) Pagm yero mHe Bo3BpaLLaTbca?

16) Ecnun 6bl 9 MOrna BepHyTbCS K MO€E KOp3uHe ¢ LpeTamu!

17) inwn Bbl 6Gbl GONbLLE XOTENM BbINTK 3amyX 3a MnukepuHra?

18) A morna 6bl 6bITb NI0XOK AEBOYKOWN, ecnun Obl 3axoTena.

19) Ecnn Bbl HE MOXETe OLUEHUTb TOro, 4YTO MONy4YUnu, Bam nyyile
MOJYYUTb TO, YTO Bbl MOXETE OLLEHUTD.

20) CoenaiiTe oauH LIar B ero Hanpas/ieHUN, 1 9 CBEPHY BaM LLEIO.

5. Translate the following phrases into English using Gerunds
(or find equivalent phrases in the text).

1) 370 ObINO TOYHO, KaK YYNTLCS TaHLLEBATb HOBOMOHBLIM CTOCOOOM.

2) To, 4TO Bbl Ha3BaAu MeHa MuUcc AynuTn B TOT AeHb, Korga
BNepBble npuwia Ha YUMnn-cTpuT.

3) He npuHumas cpaBHEHUS MO BCEM MyHKTaM, dnuaa...

4) ... Kopoue, BecTn cebs Tak, kak ecnu Obl Bbl 66111 B Paio.

5) ¢ He npoTme TOro, 4ToObI Bbl Pyranncb Ha MeHs.
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6) 9 nymaio o Bac ropas3no ny4ywe 6narogaps TOMY, YTO Bbl
LUBBLIPHYNN UX MHE B NLO.

7) Co3gaHue Xn3HM 03HavyaeT co3aaHne HeNpPUSTHOCTEN.

6. Translate the following remarks into English.

yoanaeTcs; 06bABNAd; C 9HTy3Ma3MoOM; BcTaBas (NoaHMMasaCh);
noxunmas njedyamMu; Bo3BpallasiCb Ha CBOE MEeCTO; B APOCTU; MPOTECTys;
3abIXasChb; ycrnokamnsaoLLe; NpPoaosixXas CroKOMHO; CMEACh; FMPYCTHO.

7. Find in the text synonyms for the word “napeHb”.

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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