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Act V

The setting is Mrs. Higgins drawing room. 
THE PARLOR-MAID. They're using the telephone, mam. Telephoning to the police, I think. 
MRS. HIGGINS. What! 
THE PARLOR-MAID [coming further in and lowering her voice] Mr. Henry's in a state, mam. I thought I'd better tell you. 
MRS. HIGGINS. If you had told me that Mr. Henry was not in a state it would have been more surprising. Tell them to come up when they've finished with the police. I suppose he's lost something. 
THE PARLOR-MAID. Yes, mam [going]. 
MRS. HIGGINS. Go upstairs and tell Miss Doolittle that Mr. Henry and the Colonel are here. Ask her not to come down till I send for her. 
THE PARLOR-MAID. Yes, mam. 
Higgins bursts in. He is, as the parlor-maid has said, in a state. 
HIGGINS. Look here, mother: here's a confounded thing! 
MRS. HIGGINS. Yes, dear. Good-morning. [He checks his impatience and kisses her, whilst the parlor-maid goes out]. What is it? 
HIGGINS. Eliza's bolted. 
Bolted=- jumped and ran away. 

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 her clothes and went right off: her bed wasn't slept in. She came in a cab for her things before seven this morning; and that fool Mrs. Pearce let her have them without telling me a word about it. What am I to do? 
MRS. HIGGINS. Do without, I'm afraid, Henry. The girl has a perfect right to leave if she chooses. 
Mrs. Higgins is not alarmed. She said that he had might frightened Eliza.  Eliza had left Higgins house to hide at Mrs. Higgins’s house. 
What am I to do? 
He repeats the same sentence Eliza used before. 

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 don't mean to say you have set the police after Eliza? 
HIGGINS. Of course. What are the police for? What else could we do? [He sits in the Elizabethan chair]. 
PICKERING. The inspector made a lot of difficulties. I really think he suspected us of some improper purpose. 
MRS. HIGGINS. Well, of course he did. What right have you to go to the police and give the girl's name as if she were a thief, or a lost umbrella, or something? Really! [She sits down again, deeply vexed]. 
HIGGINS. But we want to find her. 
PICKERING. We can't 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 parlor-maid comes in and breaks off the conversation. 
THE PARLOR-MAID. Mr. Henry: a gentleman wants to see you very particular. He's been sent on from Wimpole Street. 
HIGGINS. Oh, bother! I can't see anyone now. Who is it? 
THE PARLOR-MAID. A Mr. Doolittle, Sir. 
PICKERING. Doolittle! Do you mean the dustman? 
THE PARLOR-MAID. 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 parlor-maid] Send him up, quick. 
THE PARLOR-MAID. 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 PARLOR-MAID [announcing] Mr. Doolittle. [She withdraws]. 
Doolittle enters. He is brilliantly dressed in a new fashionable frock-coat, with white waistcoat and grey trousers. A flower in his buttonhole, a dazzling silk hat, and patent leather shoes complete the effect. He is too concerned with the business he has come on to notice Mrs. Higgins. He walks straight to Higgins, and accosts him with vehement reproach. 
DOOLITTLE [indicating his own person] See here! Do you see this? You done this. 
HIGGINS. Done what, man? 
DOOLITTLE. This, I tell you. Look at it. Look at this hat. Look at this coat. 
PICKERING. Has Eliza been buying you clothes? 
DOOLITTLE. Eliza! not she. Not half. Why would she buy me clothes? 
MRS. HIGGINS. Good-morning, Mr. Doolittle. Won't you sit down? 
DOOLITTLE [taken aback as he becomes conscious that he has forgotten his hostess] Asking your pardon, ma'am. [He approaches her and shakes her proffered hand]. Thank you. [He sits down on the ottoman, on Pickering's right]. I am that full of what has happened to me that I can't think of anything else. 
HIGGINS. What the dickens has happened to you? 
DOOLITTLE. I shouldn't 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, Henry Higgins. 
HIGGINS. Have you found Eliza? That's the point. 
DOOLITTLE. Have you lost her? 
HIGGINS. Yes. 
DOOLITTLE. You have all the luck, you have. I ain't 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] You're raving. You're drunk. You're mad. I gave you five pounds. After that I had two conversations with you, at half-a-crown an hour. I've never seen you since. 
DOOLITTLE. Oh! Drunk! am I? Mad! am I? Tell me this. Did you or did you not write a letter to an old blighter in America that was giving five millions to found Moral Reform Societies all over the world, and that wanted you to invent a universal language for him? 
HIGGINS. What! Ezra D. Wannafeller! He's dead. [He sits down again carelessly]. 
DOOLITTLE. Yes: he's dead; and I'm done for. Now did you or did you not write a letter to him to say that the most original moralist at present in England, to the best of your knowledge, was Alfred Doolittle, a common dustman. 
Now, he has to submit to middle class morality which he never cared about. He was living a very free and independent life. 

There is an American millionaire who has developed a society to improve the moral of the people. He wanted a moralist to lecture people.  He asked Higgins to suggest a name of a moralist. Higgins just as a joke wrote to him that the most original moralist is Mr. Doolittle because he carries unusual moral ideas. The American millionaire appreciated it. The Americans always show that they are better than the British because in Britain , there is this class system. Americans are free and independent. They do not discriminate among people from different classes. They appreciate talent in any class. To prove that, he chose the dustman. The American millionaire chooses Doolittle to give lectures and receive money for that. Doolittle feels that before he was free. He never cared about anything. He used to get money by any means. He had no one to care about. 
HIGGINS. Oh, after your last visit I remember making some silly joke of the kind. 
DOOLITTLE. Ah! you may well call it a silly joke. It put the lid on me right enough. Just give him the chance he wanted to show that Americans is not like us: that they recognize and respect merit in every class of life, however humble. Them words is in his blooming will, in which, Henry Higgins, thanks to your silly joking, he leaves me a share in his Pre-digested Cheese Trust worth three thousand a year on condition that I lecture for his Wannafeller Moral Reform World League as often as they ask me up to six times a year. 
HIGGINS. The devil he does! Whew! [Brightening suddenly] What a lark! 
PICKERING. A safe thing for you, Doolittle. They won't ask you twice. 
DOOLITTLE. It ain't the lecturing I mind. I'll lecture them blue in the face, I will, and not turn a hair. It's making a gentleman of me that I object to. Who asked him to make a gentleman of me? I was happy. I was free. I touched pretty nigh everybody for money when I wanted it, same as I touched you, Henry Higgins. Now I am worrited; tied neck and heels; and everybody touches me for money. It's a fine thing for you, says my solicitor. Is it? says I. You mean it's a good thing for you, I says. When I was a poor man and had a solicitor once when they found a pram in the dust cart, he got me off, and got shut of me and got me shut of him as quick as he could. Same with the doctors: used to shove me out of the hospital before I could hardly stand on my legs, and nothing to pay. Now they finds out that I'm not a healthy man and can't live unless they looks after me twice a day. In the house I'm not let do a hand's turn for myself: somebody else must do it and touch me for it. A year ago I hadn't a relative in the world except two or three that wouldn't speak to me. Now I've fifty, and not a decent week's wages among the lot of them. I have to live for others and not for myself: that's middle class morality. You talk of losing Eliza. Don't you be anxious: I bet she's on my doorstep by this: she that could support herself easy by selling flowers if I wasn't respectable. And the next one to touch me will be you, Henry Higgins. I'll have to learn to speak middle class language from you, instead of speaking proper English. That's where you'll come in; and I daresay that's what you done it for. 
He was happy and free. Now, he is worried, tied neck and heels. Everybody touches him for money. Now he has a lawyer to advise him about his money. Before, he had never seen a lawyer. He used to go to hospital and not paying money. Now, he has to pay too much for the doctors. Now , he has to pay money for his relatives.  He has to live for others. Now, he has to marry. Now, he has to speak middle class language instead of speaking proper language. 
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. Isn't that so, Colonel Pickering?



Eliza enters, sunny, self-possessed, and giving a staggeringly convincing exhibition of ease of manner. She carries a little work-basket, and is very much at home. Pickering is too much taken aback to rise. 
LIZA. How do you do, Professor Higgins? Are you quite well? 
HIGGINS [choking] Am I— [He can say no more].
LIZA. But of course you are: you are never ill. So glad to see you again, Colonel Pickering. [He rises hastily; and they shake hands]. Quite chilly this morning, isn't it? [She sits down on his left. He sits beside her]. 
HIGGINS. Don't you dare try this game on me. I taught it to you; and it doesn't take me in. Get up and come home; and don't be a fool. 
Eliza takes a piece of needlework from her basket, and begins to stitch at it, without taking the least notice of this outburst. 
MRS. HIGGINS. Very nicely put, indeed, Henry. No woman could resist such an invitation. 
HIGGINS. You let her alone, mother. Let her speak for herself. You will jolly soon see whether she has an idea that I haven't put into her head or a word that I haven't put into her mouth. I tell you I have created this thing out of the squashed cabbage leaves of Covent Garden; and now she pretends to play the fine lady with me. 
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 don't. You mustn't think of it as an experiment. It shocks me, somehow. 
LIZA. Oh, I'm only a squashed cabbage leaf. 
PICKERING [impulsively] No. 
LIZA [continuing quietly]—but I owe so much to you that I should be very unhappy if you forgot me. 
PICKERING. It's very kind of you to say so, Miss Doolittle. 
LIZA. It's not because you paid for my dresses. I know you are generous to everybody with money. But it was from you that I learnt really nice manners; and that is what makes one a lady, isn't it? You see it was so very difficult for me with the example of Professor Higgins always before me. I was brought up to be just like him, unable to control myself, and using bad language on the slightest provocation. And I should never have known that ladies and gentlemen didn't behave like that if you hadn't been there. 
He has created her- like Pygmalion- now she pretends to play this game on her. she becomes unable to control herself- just like Higgins. He is the one who brought her up.  
HIGGINS. Well!! 
PICKERING. Oh, that's only his way, you know. He doesn't mean it. 
LIZA. Oh, I didn't mean it either, when I was a flower girl. It was only my way. But you see I did it; and that's what makes the difference after all. 
PICKERING. No doubt. Still, he taught you to speak; and I couldn't 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 defends Higgins. She keeps the simile. She keeps the comparison alike- that she also did not mean it.  
PICKERING. What? 
LIZA [stopping her work for a moment] Your calling me Miss Doolittle that day when I first came to Wimpole Street. That was the beginning of self-respect for me. [She resumes her stitching]. And there were a hundred little things you never noticed, because they came naturally to you. Things about standing up and taking off your hat and opening doors— 
The way Pickering used to treat her gave her confidence and respect for herself. It is the way she is treated that makes difference to her. 
PICKERING. Oh, that was nothing. 
LIZA. Yes: things that showed you thought and felt about me as if I were something better than a scullery maid; though of course I know you would have been just the same to a scullery-maid if she had been let in the drawing-room. You never took off your boots in the dining room when I was there. 
PICKERING. You mustn't mind that. Higgins takes off his boots all over the place. 
LIZA. I know. I am not blaming him. It is his way, isn't it? But it made such a difference to me that you didn't do it. You see, really and truly, apart from the things anyone can pick up (the dressing and the proper way of speaking, and so on), the difference between a lady and a flower girl is not how she behaves, but how she's treated. I shall always be a flower girl to Professor Higgins, because he always treats me as a flower girl, and always will; but I know I can be a lady to you, because you always treat me as a lady, and always will. 
the difference between a lady and a flower girl is not how she behaves, but how she's treated.
If she has confidence, she knows how to behave and makes people respect her. 

LIZA. I should like you to call me Eliza, now, if you would. 
PICKERING. Thank you. Eliza, of course. 
LIZA. And I should like Professor Higgins to call me Miss Doolittle. 
HIGGINS. I'll see you damned first.
MRS. HIGGINS. Henry! Henry! 
PICKERING [laughing] Why don't you slang back at him? Don't stand it. It would do him a lot of good. 
LIZA. I can't. I could have done it once; but now I can't go back to it. Last night, when I was wandering about, a girl spoke to me; and I tried to get back into the old way with her; but it was no use. You told me, you know, that when a child is brought to a foreign country, it picks up the language in a few weeks, and forgets its own. Well, I am a child in your country. I have forgotten my own language, and can speak nothing but yours. That's the real break-off with the corner of Tottenham Court Road. Leaving Wimpole Street finishes it. 
Now, she could not speak slang language. She has forgotten her old language. Now, she can speak nothing but his language. Pickering wants her to come back to Higgins’s house and to forgive him. 
PICKERING [much alarmed] Oh! but you're coming back to Wimpole Street, aren't you? You'll forgive Higgins? 
HIGGINS [rising] Forgive! Will she, by George! Let her go. Let her find out how she can get on without us. She will relapse into the gutter in three weeks without me at her elbow. 
Higgins does not want her. He wants her to go back into the gutter. 

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 won't relapse, will you? 
LIZA. No: Not now. Never again. I have learnt my lesson. I don't believe I could utter one of the old sounds if I tried. [Doolittle touches her on her left shoulder. She drops her work, losing her self-possession utterly at the spectacle of her father's splendor] A—a—a—a—a—ah—ow—ooh! 
Liza and Higgins must have a conversation alone. 
HIGGINS. Well, Eliza, you've had a bit of your own back, as you call it. Have you had enough? and are you going to be reasonable? Or do you want any more? 
LIZA. You want me back only to pick up your slippers and put up with your tempers and fetch and carry for you. 
HIGGINS. I haven't said I wanted you back at all. 
LIZA. Oh, indeed. Then what are we talking about? 
HIGGINS. About you, not about me. If you come back I shall treat you just as I have always treated you. I can't change my nature; and I don't intend to change my manners. My manners are exactly the same as Colonel Pickering's. 
LIZA. That's not true. He treats a flower girl as if she was a duchess. 
HIGGINS. And I treat a duchess as if she was a flower girl. 
LIZA. I see. [She turns away composedly, and sits on the ottoman, facing the window]. The same to everybody. 
HIGGINS. Just so. 
LIZA. Like father.
She wants him to define why he wants her back- on what basis, what position he wants her back. 
Eliza compares Pickering to her father. Higgins does not accept the comparison. 

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. 
HIGGINS [irritated] The question is not whether I treat you rudely, but whether you ever heard me treat anyone else better. 
LIZA [with sudden sincerity] I don't care how you treat me. I don't mind your swearing at me. I don't mind a black eye: I've had one before this. But [standing up and facing him] I won't be passed over. 
HIGGINS. Then get out of my way; for I won't stop for you. You talk about me as if I were a motor bus. 
She wants him to forget about her. she comparers him to a motor bus. 
LIZA. So you are a motor bus: all bounce and go, and no consideration for anyone. But I can do without you: don't think I can't. 
HIGGINS. I know you can. I told you you could. 
He knows that she can do without him. She is wounded 
LIZA [wounded, getting away from him to the other side of the ottoman with her face to the hearth] I know you did, you brute. You wanted to get rid of me. 
HIGGINS. Liar. 
LIZA. Thank you. [She sits down with dignity]. 
HIGGINS. You never asked yourself, I suppose, whether I could do without YOU. 
LIZA [earnestly] Don't you try to get round me. You'll HAVE to do without me. 
HIGGINS [arrogant] I can do without anybody. I have my own soul: my own spark of divine fire. But [with sudden humility] I shall miss you, Eliza. [He sits down near her on the ottoman]. I have learnt something from your idiotic notions: I confess that humbly and gratefully. And I have grown accustomed to your voice and appearance. I like them, rather. 
Eliza has to leave to live with her step mother. Higgins suggested that he can adopt her as his daughter. He suggests that she can marry Pickering. 

HIGGINS. Not a bit. I'll adopt you as my daughter and settle money on you if you like. Or would you rather marry Pickering? 
LIZA [looking fiercely round at him] I wouldn't marry YOU if you asked me; and you're nearer my age than what he is. 
HIGGINS [gently] Than he is: not "than what he is." 
LIZA [losing her temper and rising] I'll talk as I like. You're not my teacher now. 
HIGGINS [reflectively] I don't suppose Pickering would, though. He's as confirmed an old bachelor as I 
LIZA. That's not what I want; and don't you think it. I've always had chaps enough wanting me that way. Freddy Hill writes to me twice and three times a day, sheets and sheets

LIZA. He has a right to if he likes, poor lad. And he does love me.
HIGGINS. In short, you want me to be as infatuated about you as Freddy? Is that it? 
LIZA. No I don't. That's not the sort of feeling I want from you. And don't you be too sure of yourself or of me. I could have been a bad girl if I'd liked. I've 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
LIZA [desperate] Oh, you are a cruel tyrant. I can't talk to you: you turn everything against me: I'm always in the wrong. But you know very well all the time that you're nothing but a bully. You know I can't go back to the gutter, as you call it, and that I have no real friends in the world but you and the Colonel. You know well I couldn't bear to live with a low common man after you two; and it's wicked and cruel of you to insult me by pretending I could. You think I must go back to Wimpole Street because I have nowhere else to go but father's. But don't you be too sure that you have me under your feet to be trampled on and talked down. I'll marry Freddy, I will, as soon as he's able to support me. 
HIGGINS [sitting down beside her] Rubbish! you shall marry an ambassador. You shall marry the Governor-General of India or the Lord-Lieutenant of Ireland, or somebody who wants a deputy-queen. I'm not going to have my masterpiece thrown away on Freddy. 
LIZA. You think I like you to say that. But I haven't forgot what you said a minute ago; and I won't be coaxed round as if I was a baby or a puppy. If I can't have kindness, I'll have independence. 
HIGGINS. Independence? That's middle class blasphemy. We are all dependent on one another, every soul of us on earth
LIZA [rising determinedly] I'll let you see whether I'm dependent on you. If you can preach, I can teach. I'll go and be a teacher. 
HIGGINS. What'll you teach, 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 Professor Nepean.
LIZA [defiantly non-resistant] Wring away. What do I care? I knew you'd strike me some day. [He lets her go, stamping with rage at having forgotten himself, and recoils so hastily that he stumbles back into his seat on the ottoman]. Aha! Now I know how to deal with you. What a fool I was not to think of it before! You can't take away the knowledge you gave me. You said I had a finer ear than you. And I can be civil and kind to people, which is more than you can. Aha! That's done you, Henry Higgins, it has. Now I don't care that [snapping her fingers] for your bullying and your big talk. I'll advertize it in the papers that your duchess is only a flower girl that you taught, and that she'll teach anybody to be a duchess just the same in six months for a thousand guineas. Oh, when I think of myself crawling under your feet and being trampled on and called names, when all the time I had only to lift up my finger to be as good as you, I could just kick myself. 
HIGGINS [wondering at her] You damned impudent slut, you! But it's better than snivelling; better than fetching slippers and finding spectacles, isn't it? [Rising] By George, Eliza, I said I'd make a woman of you; and I have. I like you like this. 
LIZA. Yes: you turn round and make up to me now that I'm not afraid of you, and can do without you. 
HIGGINS. Of course I do, you little fool. Five minutes ago you were like a millstone round my neck. Now you're a tower of strength: a consort battleship. You and I and Pickering will be three old bachelors together 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? 
Eliza gets married to Freddy. 
Pygmalion is myth about the story of a sculpture who made a statue of a woman with whom he fell in love. He asked the gods to give her life. He marries her.
Shaw uses the same name for his play. We expect a love story and formation of something. With Shaw, it is necessary to think differently. We find the formation of Higgins to Eliza. It is not physical but spiritual formation. It is the shaping of the mind not the shaping of the body. Higgins shaped the mind of Eliza. He gave her speech. She is a physically beautiful girl. It was only her mental; capacity and her speech that needed improvement. In six months, he passed her into a duchess. He has transformed mentally raw girl into a fine speaking lady. 
The myth of Pygmalion ended in love and marriage. With Shaw, he inverted it, put it opposite. Eliza is a mechanical doll. She shows what Higgins has put in her mind. She gives the pronunciation exactly. The flower girl has transformed into a statue- instead of a statue transformed into a girl like the myth. The story of the myth ends happily. Shaw takes the story forward. Out of Eliza, he made a mechanical girl. Then out of the mechanical girl, a strong will woman emerged.  When she finds that Higgins dos not love her, she walks out of the house to make her own identity. She is very much disappointed by her creator- Higgins- Pygmalion- who does not love her. She never begs him to love her. 
As Pygmalion is a romance, Shaw is anti-romantic. Only part of the play is romantic- from act II to act III, when Eliza lives there, she learns the speech, the exhibition, they have lot of fun. After that, the story becomes unromantic. It ends with anti-climax. The end is not expected. Act IV and V shows addition to Pygmalion. He carried the story forwarded, added to it. Shaw also uses the story of Cinderella- a poor girl who got introduced to a prince and married him. Eliza is a flower poor girl who used to live with her step mother. Cinderella comes to a prince party in the palace. Eliza comes to Higgins’s house in a cab. She is accepted there. She lives there a very luxurious life. She enjoys good meals, dresses, parties. Shaw also changes the story of Cinderella. She is a poor girl who is tortured by her step mother who asked her to leave the house not being able to afford her- like Eliza. Higgins is like the prince in Cinderella story. She lives at Higgins house for 6 months. Eliza feels like in a dream. She does not want to wake up. In Cinderella story, the prince searches for Cinderella. In Pygmalion, Higgins asks her to leave. He tempts her to stay with him by giving her chocolate. Shaw is not committed to his myth. He reversed it, changed it in his own way. Pygmalion marries Galatea nor the Prince married Cinderella, but Higgins did not marry Eliza. It is an anti-romantic story.  
The play is divided into three parts: Reality, romance and then reality.
Eliza is a flower poor girl who sells flower in the street. This is reality. She lives six months at Higgins’s house as if she is in a dream, enjoying the company of two scholars. This is romance. Then, Shaw brings us back to reality. Eliza is at a loss what to do, where to go, how to support herself.  
There is a romantic element as the title of the play suggests. But, Shaw would not allow the play to end in romance.  Reality comes back 
This is about the myth 

Ideas in the play 
We have the idea of marriage, from the point of view of a man and the point of view of a woman. In this marriage, the woman is strong. It is Eliza who works sand earns money. Freddy always follows her. 
The idea of class distinction 
Among the poor, there is the deserving poor and the undeserving poor. Doolittle thinks he is from the undeserving poor, they earn money but it is too little to meet his needs. 
Among the rich, there are rich people who get money from inheritance. They do not earn it. This is the undeserving rich people. They get money not by earning but somebody gave it to them. 
Shaw does not accept the idea of the deserving and undeserving poor because he is a socialist. He is against class distinction.  
The idea of language 
Shaw thinks that English language lacks alphabets. There are many letters that have more than one sound. That is why many English people cannot understand well. The people of upper class can speak better than people of low classes because the rich can get good teachers at schools. The poor cannot go to schools. 
The problem of language has two issues; poor education. Because of poor education, the language is not spoken well. The second problem is that the language itself has some weaknesses so that it cannot be spoken properly. 
The idea of manners 
He introduces polite manners. It is appreciated everywhere. Manners do not come with education. Higgins is an educated man but he does not have good manners. Manners do not come with education or class. Higgins says that he does not have polite manners but he deals all people the same way. 
Polite manners are part of education. 
Training is very necessary. Nothing can be taken for granted. 
The end of the play is an open end. It is not justified.
In the sequel Shaw writes that the relation between Higgins and Eliza is a god like relation- a creator and a creature- too scared. 
  
Wish You All the Best
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