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Pygmalion written by George Bernard Shaw

Directed by Kayleigh Denneler

Assistant Directed by Kristen Yasenchak

Synopsis: The play is set in England(1914). Eliza Doolittle is an impoverished flower girl living in London when one night she is discovered by a speech pathologist: Prof. Henry Higgins who says that he could raise her from the gutter if he so pleased. Eliza takes this as an actual offer and shows up on his doorstep the next day. Higgins, enthralled by the challenge takes her on as his pupil with the help of another speech pathologist from India(Col. Pickering). Over the course of the play Eliza learns to be a proper lady and is accepted into society.


Below are audition materials we will be using for “call back” readings after your audition if we choose to call you back.  While you are more than welcome to use them for your audition, we would prefer if you found a reading of your own so as to avoid having several people reading the same monologues.  The choice of monologue is completely up to you, but please do not use a monologue from My Fair Lady.  In the two dialogues below, the parts in bold are the parts we would like you to read, the other lines (which will be read by one of us) are in parentheses.


While we will not require you to read the monologue you’ve chosen for your audition in an accent, we would appreciate it if you could read any sides we give you in a British accent.  We also won’t require you to memorize your chosen monologue (or any sides we give you), however, memorizing your monologue will help us to see you act to your full potential and would ultimately be better for us.  Thank you!

MALE

THE NOTE TAKER:

You see this creature with her kerbstone English: the English that will keep her in the gutter to the end of her days. Well, sir, in three months I could pass that girl off as a duchess at an ambassador's garden party. I could even get her a place as lady's maid or shop assistant, which requires better English. That's the sort of thing I do for commercial millionaires. And on the profits of it I do genuine scientific work in phonetics, and a little as a poet on Miltonic lines.

-------------

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:

[enlightened, but not at all impressed] Oh, that's what's worrying you, is it? I shouldn't bother about it if I were you. I should imagine you won't have much difficulty in settling yourself, somewhere or other, though I hadn't quite realized that you were going away. You might marry, you know. You see, Eliza, all men are not confirmed old bachelors like me and the Colonel. Most men are the marrying sort (poor devils!); and you're not bad-looking; it's quite a pleasure to look at you sometimes—not now, of course, because you're crying and looking as ugly as the very devil; but when you're all right and quite yourself, you're what I should call attractive. That is, to the people in the marrying line, you understand. You go to bed and have a good nice rest; and then get up and look at yourself in the glass; and you won't feel so cheap.

--------------

THE NOTE TAKER:

Oh yes. Quite a fat one. This is an age of upstarts. Men begin in Kentish Town with 80 pounds a year, and end in Park Lane with a hundred thousand. They want to drop Kentish Town; but they give themselves away every time they open their mouths. Now I can teach them—

            (THE FLOWER GIRL: Let him mind his own business and leave a poor girl—)

THE NOTE TAKER:

[explosively] Woman: cease this detestable boohooing instantly; or else seek the shelter of some other place of worship.

            (THE FLOWER GIRL: [with feeble defiance] I've a right to be here if I like, same as you.)

THE NOTE TAKER:

A woman who utters such depressing and disgusting sounds has no right to be anywhere—no right to live. Remember that you are a human being with a soul and the divine gift of articulate speech: that your native language is the language of Shakespeare and Milton and The Bible; and don't sit there crooning like a bilious pigeon.

FEMALE

LIZA:

Y-e-e-e-es, Lord love you! Why should she die of influenza? She come through diphtheria right enough the year before. I saw her with my own eyes. Fairly blue with it, she was. They all thought she was dead; but my father he kept ladling gin down her throat til she came to so sudden that she bit the bowl off the spoon.

             (MRS. EYNSFORD HILL: [startled] Dear me!)
LIZA:

[piling up the indictment] What call would a woman with that strength in her have to die of influenza? What become of her new straw hat that should have come to me? Somebody pinched it; and what I say is, them as pinched it done her in.

-------------

MRS. HIGGINS:

Just so. She had become attached to you both. She worked very hard for you, Henry! I don't think you quite realize what anything in the nature of brain work means to a girl like that. Well, it seems that when the great day of trial came, and she did this wonderful thing for you without making a single mistake, you two sat there and never said a word to her, but talked together of how glad you were that it was all over and how you had been bored with the whole thing. And then you were surprised because she threw your slippers at you! I should have thrown the fire-irons at you.


