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ACT 1

Covent Garden af 10,05 pom, Torvent: of heasy swwmmer
raig, Cab whistles dlowing framtically in all divections. Pedes-
trians rawuing for shelter inte the market and undsr the periica
of St. Paul's Church, wwiere there are already several peopie,
arong them a fady and ber dawgbier in svening dresr. They are
all peering out gloomsily at tée rain, except one man with M dack
turned fo Hhe rest, who seems wholly preocoapied with @ mote-
Sk fm which e ir writing buwilly.

The church clock strikes #Efﬁrr‘,rt guarier.

THE DAUGHTER [in fhe space betroeen the centval pillars, close
ta the ome on ber left] I'm geeting chilled to the bone, What
can Freddy be doing all this ime? Hes been gone twenty
minutes.

THe sornen [ow fer dasgleer's right] Not so long. Bur
he ought to have got us 4 cab by chis.

& BYsTAxDER [on the lody's vighe] He wont get no cab not
untl half-past eleven, missus, when they come back after
dropping their theatre fares.

tHe soTHER. But we must have a cab. We cant stand
here until half-pasc eleven. It's too bad.

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

THE DavcHTER, [f Freddy had a bic of gumprion, he would
have got one at the thearre door,

THE MOTHER. What could he have dane, poor boyf

TiE pavcurer, Other people gor cabs. Why couldnt he ?

B
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Freddy rusbes in out of the rain from the Sowthampton Street
side, and comer between them closing & dripping umébreila. He
ir @ young miam of tecenty, in eveming dress, oery wwel resnd
the ankler,

THE pavaHTER, Well, havnat vou got & cab?

rrEpnY. Theres not one (o be had for love or money.

e moTHER, Oh, Freddy, there must be one, Yoo cant
have tned.

THE DAUGHTER. I1s too tiresome. Do you expect us to
go and get one ourselves?

ereppy. I 1cll you theyre all engaged. The rain was so
sudden : nobody was prepared ; and everybody had to take
a cab. Ive besn to Charing Cross one way and necarly to
Ludgate Circus the other; and they were all engaged.

THE MoTHER. Ihd vou try Trafalgar Square?

FRERDY. LThere wasnt one at Tratalgar Square,

THE navcHTER. INd you wy?

Frenny. | tried as tar as Charing Cross Sration.  [Did you
cxpect me to walk to Hammersmith ?

THE pAavEHTER. You havot tried at all.

THE moTHeEr. You really are very helpless, Froddy. Go
again ; and dont come back unol you have {ound a cab.

FrEnny. 1 shall stmply gor soaked for noching.

THE pavauTer. And what abont us? Are we to stay here
all night in this draught, with next to nothing on. You
sclfish pig—

rreopy. Oh, very well: Ul go, 'Y go. [ He speas bis gom-
frells and dasher off Strandwards, but comes intg collision twith
a femwer girl, whe 1 burrying ix for shriter, knocking her basker
sut of ber hands. A blivaing fask of lightning, follerved instantly
by @ ratthing peal of thander, orchestrates the incident],

THE FLowER GIRL. MNah then, Freddy : look wh' v' gowin’
deah,

rxenoy. Sorry [de racher off |

THE PLOWER GIRL [ picking ap ber scattered flowvers and re-
placing them in the basket] Theres menners 1 yer! Te-oo
banches o voylets trod into the mad. [Ste atr dosenw en



Act 1 Pygmalion

the plinth of the column, sorting ber Fowers, on the lady's right.
She iy mot at all aw atiractive perion. She it perdaps eightees,
perbapr twemty, bardly older, She swears a fivthe sailor bar of
black sirase that bas fong been exposed o the duit and seor of
Logdor and bar seldow if ever been brusbed. Her bair needs
warbing ratber badly: its mewsy coler can bardly be natarad,
Ske wears 8 sboddy black coqt rhar reacies mearly ro ler knees
and if sbdped b ber waint, She bar @ breww pkirt ewith g
coarse dprow. Her beots are mauch the worse for wear. She is
w0 dewdt as clean i sbe cam afferd to be; but compared to the
Ladies sbe irwery dirty. Her features are ne werse thanm theirs;
but their comdition leqves something to be desived; and she peeds
rhe services of a demtist],

THE MoTHER, How do you know that my son’s name 1s
Freddy, pray

THE FLOWER CiRL, Ow, eez ye-ooa san, 1= ¢! Wel, fewd
dan v' de-noty bawmz a mather should, 2ed now bettern to
spawl 8 pore gel’s Hahrza than ran awy etheht pyin. Will
ve-vo py me P'them? [Here, wildh apelepies, this derperaie
whienpd do represent ber dislect witbenl a phoneiie alpbabel musi
be sbandimed a5 umintellipible eutside London].

THE bavcurer. Do nothing of the sort, mother. The
idea!

THE MovuEk. Please allow me, Clara. Have you any
pennics?

THE DAVGHTER. No. Ive neothing smaller than siz-
pence.,

TaE Frower arel [fepefully] 1 can give you change for a
tanner, kind lady.

THE marser [fo Clarg] Give it to me.  [Clara parts re-
fwctantly]. Now [to tfe giri] This is for your Howers.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Lhank 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. [T #he pirl]
You can keep the change.

THE FLOWER GIRL. Oh, thank you, lady.
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THE MoTHER. Now tell me how you know that young
gentleman’s name.

THE FLOWER GIAL. | didmt.

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

THE Flowekr Gzl [ procesting ] Whos trying to deceive you ?
I called him Freddy or Charlie same as you might yoursell
if you was talking to a stranger and wished to be pleasant.
[Ste rits dexvn beside ber basket].

THE DALGHTER. Dixpence thrownaway ! Really, mamma,
you might have spared Freddy thav. [$fe retreats in dirgunt
bebind the pillar].

An eiderly pentieman of the amiadle military type rusher fate
shedtery and claser a dripping ambrella, e ir o the same plight
as Freddy, very wet abogt the apbles, [z is in evening dress,
with ¢ fighr svercoar, e rakes the place left vacamt by the
dawghier's retirement,

THE GENTLEMAN. Phew!

THE MOTHER [fg riv gemtlerman] Oh, eir, 35 there any sign
of its stopping '

TuE GENTLEMaN, I'm afraid not. It started worse than
ever about two minutes ago [fe goes fo tée plineh beside the
JMsseer pivl; pats gp bis foot om il and rdeops o vurn down A
brogier ends |,

it MoTHEr. Oh dear! [8fe retires sadly and joins tber
dagphter]. .

THE FLowez cikL [faking advaniage of the military pentie-
man's proximity to estabiisk friendly reletions with bim] IF
it's worse, 1t's a sigh 1t"s nearly over. So cheer up, Captain;
and buy a flower off a poor girl.

THE cextLeman. I'm sorry, I havnt any change.

THE FLowrk GikL. I can give you change, Caprain.

THE cextiemaN. For a soversign? Ive nothing less.

THE FLowkk GIRL. Garn! Oh do boy a flower off me,
Captain, I can change half-a-crown. Take this for tup-
pence.

THE cexTLEMAN. Now dont be troublesome ; theres a good
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gitl. [Trying fis pockets] I really havnt any change—>Stop :
heres three hapence, if thats any use to you [ retreats s
the sther pillar].

TUE FLOWER GIRL [dizappoiuted, but réinking three balfpence
better than .u‘ﬁ.fﬁ:'ng? ‘Thank you, sir.

THE BYsTANDER [ fo 8¢ gird] You be carcful: give him a
Hower for it. Theres a bloke here behind taking fclwn every
blessed ward youre saying, [44 tarn te 2be man whe is taking
Rotes).

THE FLOWER GIRL [ springing &p terrifed | Laine done nothing
wrong by speaking to the gentleman. Ive a right to secll
fowers if | keep off the kerh. [Hysterically] I'm a respect-
able girl : so help me, I never spoke 1o him except to ask
him to boy a flower off me. [Gewnerad Feddud, moitly sympa-
thetic to the forver givl, but deprecating ber excessive sensibility,
Cries of Dont start hollerin, Who's hurting you? Nobody's
goitg to touch vou., Whats the good of fussing? Steady
ot Basy casy, etg,, come from the elderldy seaid spectators, b
pat ber comfersingly, Leor patient owes bid Fer hut Fer fead,
or ark ber soughly whar Ir wreng with ber. A remoter group,
wer Awpsoimg wwhar the marter I, cromd iw amd increase the
#etse with guestion and answer: Whats the row? Whatshe
dot Where is he? A tec taking her down. What! him?
¥es: him over there: 'l'ook money off the gentleman, etc.
The foswer pird, distraugbt and mobbed, breaks through them &
the gentleman, erying wildly] Oh, sir, dont ler him charge
me, You dunne what it sheans to me. Theyll ke away
my character and drive me on the streets for speaking to
gentiemen, They—

THE NOTE TAKER [eoming forevard sn ber right, the rest cromwd-
ing after bim] There, there, there, there ! whos hurting you,
you silly girl? What do you tzke me forf

TiE BysTawngr. It's all nght: hes a gentleman: look at
his boots. [.Ex}l'iimmﬂg ro the mote taker] She thought you
Yras a EDFPET 5 l'll'l'k g1r,.

THE NOTE TAKER [:t.r:fﬁ' guick imreress] Whats a copper’s
nark ?



6 Pygmalion Act 1

THE BYSTANDER [imapt at aefimivion] IU'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 cigL [1047 bysterical] I take my Bible oath I
never said # word—

THE NOTE TAKER [gverdearing but gosd-bumered] Oh, shut
up, shut up. Do I look hike a policoman ?

THE FLOWER Gire. [ far from rr.mmdl] Then what did you
take down my words for? How do 1 know whether you
took me down night? Yoo just shew me what youve wrote
about me. [The mote daker apers bis book and bolds it steadily
ander ber nose, though the pressgre of the mok trying te read it
arer Fir showiders wowld wpiet a weaker wean]. Whats thar?
That zint proper writing. I cant read chat.

Tae vore Taxer, Dean. [Reads, reproducing ber promuncia-
tien ¢xactiy] * Cheer ap, Keptin; n' baw ya flahr orf a
pare gel.”

THE PLOWER GIRL [mech distressed] Is because 1 called
him Captain. [ meant no harm, [Z% tée gentleman) Oh, sir,
dout let him fay a charge agen me for & word like that.
¥ ou—

tHe GENTLEMAN. Charge! [ make no charge. [Te the
mote taker] Really, sir, if you are a detective, you need
not begin protecting me sgainst molestation by young
women untl T ask you. Anybody could see that the girl
meant no harm.

THE BYSTANDERS QENERALLY [dememstrating againnt pofice
erpionage] 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 f she did? Nice thing a girl cant shelter
from the rain without being insulted, ete., etc,, etc. [§4¢ o
comdueted by the more sympardetic demoustrators back fo ber
plinth, where sbe resumes ber sear ond strugpler with ber
emetion].

THE evsTaxpER. He ainta tec, He'sablooming busybody:
thats what he is. I tell you, look at his boots.



