Drama- Dr. Batool





The setting of act III is Mrs. Higgins’ house. We find sharp contrast in the preferences of the mother and the son. Mr. Higgins is very scientific in his approach. She is very artistic. Her house, the furniture, the arrangement of things all shows her refined taste. In her manner, she is a very sweet lady, she is cultured. She has much patient. She knows how to deal with people. We see not only a sharp contrast between her preferences with her son’s preferences, but also we see a sharp contrast also in manners. We wonder how a son of such a lady could be like that. It will be a question for critics, did not she do her duty as a mother. These are matters of characters. Shaw himself is not much interested in characters. He does not like giving us life-like human being of flesh, having feelings, having moral perspective or detailed characters. Shaw is more interested in ideas. He wants to present his ideas to the readers. He uses his characters as tools to present his ideas. He is not very much interested in drawing all characteristics of one character as many writers would do.  
Despite all these differences in taste, temperament and manners, Higgins adores his mother. He has not got married. He wants a girl who is very similar to his mother. 
She has power. She is impressive in her understanding and in her personality. 
It is Mrs. Higgins's at-home day. Nobody has yet 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

At-home day= it was a custom that people would declare one day a week when they can receive guests. 
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, further 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.

Her age is over 60
past taking the trouble= beyond 
because of her age, she has no interest in dressing out. 
The door is opened violently; and Higgins enters with his hat on.
Higgins comes in with his hat on . he does not take off his hat. 
MRS. HIGGINS [dismayed] Henry! [scolding him] What are you doing here to-day? 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. 
She reminds him very politely that he forgot to take off his hat. She asks him to go home at once. 
HIGGINS [kissing her] I know, mother. I came on purpose. 
MRS. HIGGINS. But you mustn't. I'm serious, Henry. You offend all my friends: they stop coming whenever they meet you. 
 Higgins is not agreeable to company. He notices things loudly. He says remarks loudly. It will annoy her guests. 
HIGGINS. Nonsense! I know I have no small talk; but people don't mind. [He sits on the settee]. 
MRS. HIGGINS. Oh! don't they? Small talk indeed! What about your large talk? Really, dear, you mustn't stay. 
HIGGINS. I must. I've a job for you. A phonetic job. 
Small-talk= conversation on social occasion about unimportant things. 
MRS. HIGGINS. No use, dear. I'm sorry; but I can't get round your vowels; and though I like to get pretty postcards in your patent shorthand, I always have to read the copies in ordinary writing you so thoughtfully send me.

Short hand is a specific way of writing in symbols. It was very popular and common before computer. It was a basic need of a clerk. 
Higgins used to send post cards written in short hands. She says that she likes this. She says that she is thankful because he always sends translations. 

HIGGINS. Well, this isn't a phonetic job. 
MRS. HIGGINS. You said it was. 
HIGGINS. Not your part of it. I've picked up a girl. 
MRS. HIGGINS. Does that mean that some girl has picked you up? 
HIGGINS. Not at all. I don't mean a love affair. 
MRS. HIGGINS. What a pity! 
HIGGINS. Why? 
MRS. HIGGINS. Well, you never fall in love with anyone under forty-five. When will you discover that there are some rather nice-looking young women about? 
HIGGINS. Oh, I can't be bothered with young women. My idea of a loveable woman is something as like you as possible. I shall never get into the way of seriously liking young women: some habits lie too deep to be changed. [Rising abruptly and walking about, jingling his money and his keys in his trouser pockets] Besides, they're all idiots. 


She understands that he will marry a girl. But, she knows her son well. She knows that it is impossible. 
Abrupt is his manner. He does everything abruptly- quickly. 

MRS. HIGGINS. Do you know what you would do if you really loved me, Henry? 
HIGGINS. Oh bother! What? Marry, I suppose? 
MRS. HIGGINS. No. Stop fidgeting and take your hands out of your pockets. [With a gesture of despair, he obeys and sits down again]. That's a good boy. Now tell me about the girl. 
HIGGINS. She's coming to see you. 
MRS. HIGGINS. I don't remember asking her. 
HIGGINS. You didn't. I asked her. If you'd known her you wouldn't have asked her. 
MRS. HIGGINS. Indeed! Why? 
HIGGINS. Well, it's like this. She's a common flower girl. I picked her off the kerbstone. 
MRS. HIGGINS. And invited her to my at-home! 
HIGGINS [rising and coming to her to coax her] Oh, that'll be all right. I've taught her to speak properly; and she has strict orders as to her behavior. She's to keep to two subjects: the weather and everybody's health—Fine day and How do you do, you know—and not to let herself go on things in general. That will be safe. 

Fidgeting= being restless. 
 He is disappointed that his mother criticizes him so much. 
Kerbstone= street 
He tells his mother that he has picked up the girl from the street. 
Coax= tempt someone= persuade= win over  = charm 
He tells his mother that he has taught the girl to speak properly. He has taught her to speak only of two subjects, health and weather. She is not allowed to talk freely. 
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: don't you fuss. Pickering is in it with me. I've a sort of bet on that I'll pass her off as a duchess in six months. I started on her some months ago; and she's getting on like a house on fire. I shall win my bet. She has a quick ear; and she's been easier to teach than my middle-class pupils because she's had to learn a complete new language. She talks English almost as you talk French. 
He tells his mother that he is not doing that job alone. Pickering is in it with him. He has started teaching her some month ago. She is getting on= improving very fast= like a house on fire. She is a fast learner.  He is sure that he will win his bit and will be able to pass her off as a duchess. She has a quick ear. She has been easier to teach than his middle class pupils. She has to learn a complete new language. 
It is a criticism on the education system and on class distinction. He found it harder to teach middle class people. Middle class people have received education and language at school, but they learned it badly. Once, a language is learned, it is difficult to change because habit becomes strong. But for Eliza, she has almost no language. So, she is like a blank paper. she would imitate exactly.  She would not use her previous knowledge. 
Mrs. Higgins is convinced and said that is satisfactory. 
MRS. HIGGINS. That's satisfactory, at all events. 
HIGGINS. Well, it is and it isn't. 
MRS. HIGGINS. What does that mean? 
HIGGINS. You see, I've 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 parlor-maid, announcing guests. 
THE PARLOR-MAID. 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. 
Her pronunciation becomes all right but they have to consider other things. it is not her pronunciation that matters only but also which words she chooses to pronounce. Her choice of words does matter. 
The maid announces guests 
Higgins wants to leave. He does not want o be bothered by social etiquettes. But Mrs. Higgins introduces him to her guests. 
Shaw is not interested in having many characters, or giving the audience a variety of characters. He is interested in to present his ideas. 
In the first act, he needed a variety of characters to make his audience listens to different accents. So, he collected some people from very low class, some people from middle class. 
Now, he introduces the guests of Mrs. Higgins. It will be economical that he uses the same people. It is economical to make use of the same characters that he had already introduced. The mother and the daughter who took shelter in the first act are made the guests at Mrs. Higgins’  house without any hints whether they are friends, neighbors. There is no justification for that. He uses them just for economy. 
The mother is well bred= cultured= has good manners .
She is quiet- not noisy.  
has the habitual anxiety of straitened means= we can know her anxiety from her face. Her face is not relaxed. It is the face of a mother who does not find it easy to afford good life for her children. She is a mother who is habitual to that. We notice her anxiety, her wariness on the face. 
straitened means= she is always short in money 
The daughter has acquired a gay air of being very much at home in society: the bravado of genteel poverty. 
They belong to the low middle class. They have certain traditions but if they o not have enough income, their life is more difficult than the poor people. They belong to this class how has to show upper class gentility without having enough means. 
This class belongs to the middle class. She does not want to look strange or ignorant in that company. She tries hard to be the same as the people of her class. Whenever there are middle class people, she hides that anxiety that is clear on her mother’s face. So, she shows that she is confident; she can easily speak with people. many times, blindly, she follows others. She thinks that this is the most fashionable way. She never feels shy. She thinks to feel shy is to betray her condition at home. She has acquired a lively cheerful air. She feels very much at home in a company. She never feels stressed or vey carful or cautious. 
Bravado= show of boldness – of confidence 
They are very poor but they belong to the middle class. They want to  keep the show. 


MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [to Mrs. Higgins] How do you do? [They shake hands]. 
MISS EYNSFORD HILL. How d'you do? [She shakes]. 
MRS. HIGGINS [introducing] My son Henry. 
MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. Your celebrated son! I have so longed to meet you, Professor Higgins. 
HIGGINS [glumly, making no movement in her direction] Delighted. [He backs against the piano and bows brusquely]. 
Miss EYNSFORD HILL [going to him with confident familiarity] How do you do? 
HIGGINS [staring at her] I've seen you before somewhere. I haven't the ghost of a notion where; but I've heard your voice. [Drearily] It doesn't matter. You'd better sit down. 
Your celebrated son= famous 
She expects Higgins to move to shake hands with her but he remains where he is. He makes no movement in her direction. 
Mother knows that Higgins is not very forward in greetings but Clara- the daughter  goes to him with confident familiarity= as if she is familiar with him.   
MRS. HIGGINS. I'm sorry to say that my celebrated son has no manners. You mustn't mind him. 
MISS EYNSFORD HILL [gaily] I don't. [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]. 
Mrs. Higgins is ashamed of her son’s manners. She comes to apologize. Mrs. Eynsford Hill  is a little shock by the behavior of the professor. 
HIGGINS. Oh, have I been rude? I didn't 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 dessert.]

He is never aware of what he is doing.  He sits giving his back to the company
Pickering comes in. 
PICKERING. Has Henry told you what we've 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 couldn't have come more fortunately: we want you to meet a friend of ours. 

They have come to introduce Eliza. Henry was telling his mother why they came when he was interrupted by the arrival of those people.
Freddy is announced.  
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. 
His language is corrupted 
Ahdedo= how do you do 
HIGGINS [looking at him much as if he were a pickpocket] I'll take my oath I've met you before somewhere. Where was it? 
FREDDY. I don't think so. 
HIGGINS [resignedly] It don't matter, anyhow. Sit down. He shakes Freddy's hand, and almost slings him on the ottoman with his face to the windows; 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. Eynsford Hill is shocked by Higgins behavior. Mrs. Higgins is very much ashamed of her son’s behavior.
There is a long pause. Nobody is speaking. This pause is broken by Higgins. 
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 soirees; but really you're rather trying on more commonplace occasions. 
HIGGINS. Am I? Very sorry. [Beaming suddenly] I suppose I am, you know. [Uproariously] Ha, ha! 
MISS EYNSFORD HILL [who considers Higgins quite eligible matrimonially] I sympathize. I haven't any small talk. If people would only be frank and say what they really think! 
HIGGINS [relapsing into gloom] Lord forbid! 
Miss. Eynsford Hill considers Higgins an eligible = suitable matrimonially= marriage she is engaged in a conversation with Higgins. He is not interested.  Clara has nothing to say. The mother comes to help her daughter. 
MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [taking up her daughter's cue] But why? 
HIGGINS. What they think they ought to think is bad enough, Lord knows; but what they really think would break up the whole show. Do you suppose it would be really agreeable if I were to come out now with what I really think? 
MISS EYNSFORD HILL [gaily] Is it so very cynical? 
HIGGINS. Cynical! Who the dickens said it was cynical? I mean it wouldn't be decent. 
MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [seriously] Oh! I'm sure you don't 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 I know of philosophy? 
MRS. HIGGINS [warningly] Or of manners, Henry?
He wants to say that all of us lack something. We have no good knowledge of everything. If we speak off we will be exposing our inner ignorance. 
We can be civilized and cultured by having knowledge. 

THE PARLOR-MAID [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 flustered. 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 sure of the H in Higgins, but is quite successful]. Mr. Higgins told me I might come. 
Eliza comes in. she is exquisitely dressed. She walks in a very elegant style of walking. 
Freddy is infatuated with her. she pronounces very correctly. 
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 son Freddy. 
LIZA. How do you do? 
Freddy bows and sits down in the Elizabethan chair, infatuated
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. 
She discusses the weather as if she is reading a paragraph from a book of weather forecast.  

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. I'm sure I hope it won't turn cold. There's so much influenza about. It runs right through our whole family regularly every spring. 
LIZA [darkly] My aunt died of influenza: so they said. 
LIZA [in the same tragic tone] But it's my belief they done the old woman in. 
MRS. HIGGINS [puzzled] Done her in? 
LIZA. Y-e-e-e-es, Lord love you! Why should she die of influenza? She come through diphtheria right enough the year before. I saw her with my own eyes. Fairly blue with it, she was. They all thought she was dead; but my father he kept ladling gin down her throat til she came to so sudden that she bit the bowl off the spoon. 
The other ladies do not understand what” done her in” mean . she says it Instead of saying it killed her. the other ladies are surprised. They get interested. The more they get interested, the more she feels that she has a store of knowledge that she must share with others. She feels easier . 
LIZA [piling up the indictment] What call would a woman with that strength in her have to die of influenza? What become of her new straw hat that should have come to me? Somebody pinched it; and what I say is, them as pinched it done her in. 
MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. What does doing her in mean? 
HIGGINS [hastily] Oh, that's the new small talk. To do a person in means to kill them. 
MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [to Eliza, horrified] You surely don't believe that your aunt was killed? 
LIZA. Do I not! Them she lived with would have killed her for a hat-pin, let alone a hat. 
MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. But it can't have been right for your father to pour spirits down her throat like that. It might have killed her. 
LIZA. Not her. Gin was mother's milk to her. Besides, he'd poured so much down his own throat that he knew the good of it. 
MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. Do you mean that he drank? 
LIZA. Drank! My word! Something chronic. 
MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. How dreadful for you! 
LIZA. Not a bit. It never did him no harm what I could see. But then he did not keep it up regular. [Cheerfully] On the burst, as you might say, from time to time. And always more agreeable when he had a drop in. When he was out of work, my mother used to give him fourpence and tell him to go out and not come back until he'd drunk himself cheerful and loving-like. There's 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? 
She exposes all her background, her conditions of life, her class. 

LIZA. If I was doing it proper, what was you laughing at? [To Higgins] Have I said anything I oughtn't? 
MRS. HIGGINS [interposing] Not at all, Miss Doolittle
LIZA [looking round at him; taking the hint; and rising] Well: I must go. [They all rise. Freddy goes to the door]. So pleased to have met you. Good-bye. [She shakes hands with Mrs. Higgins]. 
MRS. HIGGINS. Good-bye. 
LIZA. Good-bye, Colonel Pickering. 
PICKERING. Good-bye, Miss Doolittle. [They shake hands]. 
LIZA [nodding to the others] Good-bye, all. 
FREDDY [opening the door for her] Are you walking across the Park, Miss Doolittle? If so— 
LIZA. Walk! Not bloody likely. [Sensation]. I am going in a taxi. [She goes out]. 
Pickering gasps and sits down. Freddy goes out on the balcony to catch another glimpse of Eliza. 
MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [suffering from shock] Well, I really can't 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. 
Eliza goes away. Mrs. Eynsford Hill is shocked. Clara takes it easy. 

MRS. EYNSFORD HILL. I daresay I am very old-fashioned; but I do hope you won't begin using that expression, Clara. I have got accustomed to hear you talking about men as rotters, and calling everything filthy and beastly; though I do think it horrible and unladylike. But this last is really too much. Don't you think so, Colonel Pickering? 
PICKERING. Don't ask me. I've been away in India for several years; and manners have changed so much that I sometimes don't know whether I'm at a respectable dinner-table or in a ship's forecastle. 
CLARA. It's all a matter of habit. There's no right or wrong in it. Nobody means anything by it. And it's so quaint, and gives such a smart emphasis to things that are not in themselves very witty. I find the new small talk delightful and quite innocent. 
MRS. EYNSFORD HILL [rising] Well, after that, I think it's time for us to go. 
Higgins and Pickering are very much exited to know Mrs. Higgins opinion about Eliza.

 MRS. HIGGINS. You silly boy, of course she's not presentable. She's a triumph of your art and of her dressmaker's; but if you suppose for a moment that she doesn't give herself away in every sentence she utters, you must be perfectly cracked about her.

MRS. HIGGINS. You certainly are a pretty pair of babies, playing with your live doll.
HIGGINS. Playing! The hardest job I ever tackled: make no mistake about that, mother. But you have no idea how frightfully interesting it is to take a human being and change her into a quite different human being by creating a new speech for her. It's filling up the deepest gulf that separates class from class and soul from soul.

MRS. HIGGINS [putting her fingers in her ears, as they are by this time shouting one another down with an intolerable noise] Sh—sh—sh—sh! [They stop

It is a very hard job to move the gaps between classes, to change her into a quite different human being. a class is differentiated from another class by speech manner.  
He points out the hollowness of class distinction. Higher and lower class are supposed to be different in culture- education. But apparently, the difference lies only in riches- wealth. People can quickly shift from one to another by gaining wealth, but speech cannot change. If they can improve their speech, a complete transformation will happen. the shift from one class to another is completed only through speech not by gaining wealth. No one can transform from one class to another unless he improves his speech.  
She disc uses the problem of what to become of her when they have done the experiment. 
MRS. HIGGINS. The advantages of that poor woman who was here just now! The manners and habits that disqualify a fine lady from earning her own living without giving her a fine lady's income! Is that what you mean?

They have no definite solution. Not only her speech will improve, but her habits, her sensitivity, her sensibility, her knowledge. They are making her a lady without giving her a lady’s income. When her taste is refined along with her speech, it is hard for her to go back to her previous life. Now she will be fit to live in a good house as a lady, but she does not have a house, she does not have an income. So, they are very cruel to her by providing her with her being a lady and depriving her  of something which is necessary for this.
They do not care. They have great fun. 
The day of the ambassador party comes. They feel nervous because they are presenting the flower girl as a lady.  Pickering feels as if he is in a battle. Eliza does not feel nervous at all. She feels as if she is in a dream. She used to go into this experience- having this dream when living in her apartment. Again, she is in a dream. She does not want to get up of her dream. A student of Higgins was attending the party. He knows 32 languages. He works as a translator. He can differentiate the accents. He can locate people in Europe. They were afraid that he will discover all about Eliza. He finds out that she is not English. The way she speaks English, no native can speak. It is only foreigners who learn to speak English can speak this accent. English people themselves cannot speak this accent. He says that she is Hungarian. He says that she is from the royal blood. He knows from her appearance. He says that nobody speaks English like this since the time of Queen Victoria. 
They went back. Eliza is tired. Pickering says that she has done a good job. 
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