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MUSICAL NUMBERS

ACT ONE
Why Can’t The English? Higgins
Wouldn’t It Be Loverly? Eliza & Costermongers
With A Little Bit of Luck Doolittle, Harry & Jamie
I'm An Ordinary Man Higgins
With A Little Bit Of Luck Doolittle & Friends
Just You Wait Eliza
The Rain in Spain Higgins, Eliza & Pickering
I Could Have Danced All Night Eliza, Mrs, Pearce & Maids
Ascot Gavotte Spectators / Chorus
On The Street Where You Live Freddy
ACT TWO
You Did It Higgins, Pickering, Mrs. Pearce
& Servants
Show Me Eliza & Freddy
Get Me To The Chruch On Time Doolittle, Harry, Jamie & Chorus
A Hymn To Him Higgins
Without You Higgins & Eliza

I've Grown Accustomed to Her Face  Higgins
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T is an evening in 1912, and London's smart society is emerging from C
H follows, a restrained stampede for hansom cabs and a swift mus
collides with Eliza Doolittle, a ragged flower girl, and scatters her vi
When Eliza makes a vain attempt to sell her wilting wares to a bystanc
A gentleman is making notes behind a pillar. It is, of course, Professor !
cockney walls, “such depressing and disgusting sounds" he cheerfully d
dentally boasts to the rapidly-growing crowd of bystanders that in six mon
Ball, the Season’s most glittering event. By a chance remark, Higgins di
him | They march ofl arm in arm into the rain, but not before Higgins
puddles rapturously, hardly daring to believe her good fortune.

As day dawns over Covent Garden, now alive with the bustle of co
cadging some money for a ‘breakfast’ drink. Eliza, dazzled by her new-f

Meanwhile Eliza has been pondering on Higgins' boast that he could P
herself at Higgins’ Wimpole Street house in her Sunday finery. Ushered
lessons so that she may become a lady in a flower shop. The astoundes
But he is tempted 1o take her on, spurred by Pickering's wager that he canni
bath, to burn her clothes, and to wallop her if she misbehaves.

Alfred Doolittle delightedly learns of his daughter's defection and thir
with Higgins, he arrives in Wimpole Street to bully the Professor. He poil
morality for the rest of his life, he merits at least five pounds in exchange
that this dustman, surely one of the most original moralists in England, sho

Higgins works poor Eliza half to death, using every sort of tortuous me:
chocolates—until she masters the principles of the language.

But at last comes the day when “the rine in Spine sties minely in theg
of joy and victory for all. Especially Eliza.

Now the time has come to present her in public. Stunningly gowne
her pronounciation and limiting her conversation to the weather and ey
recognise her as the erstwhile Covent Garden flower girl. Everything |

stoic phlegm of the rest of the observers, causes her to forget herseli. In
blinkin' arsel"

Three ladies faint.

Higgins refuses to be daunted by this setback, and redoubles his efio

Freddy Eynsford-Hill meanwhile, has fallen in love with Eliza. He haun
and love-letters. But Eliza's feelings, ambivalent though they may be, are

The night of the Embassy Ball arrives and Eliza is 2 vision. Her perform
duchesses and even dances with a crown prince, not to mention Zoltan
no imposter escapes.

* In triumph Higgins, Colonel Pickering and Eliza return home. The tu
is entirely and ignominiously ignored. As the Professor ratires for the nig
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@ quarrel that follows, Eliza accuses Higgins of picking her up from the gul
**, ingratitude, Higgins commits the unpardonable sin of losing his temper. |

‘ She runs straight into the arms of the indefatigable Freddy and with 1

% by people to whom she once belonged. Her father arrives, resplendently dress
. up and delivering me into the hands of middle-class morality". Having be
* = G ruined. And the deepest cut of all is that Eliza's 'stepmother’ wants to mar

Back at Higgins' home, the professor is infuriated to discover thal
: irritated by her coolness towards him. They guarrel violently and Higg
shows him the door, telling him that he will not be seeing her again.
t% Thunderstruck, Higgins walks home, making the sudden, terrifying d
' But, as he sits dejectedly alone in his study, Eliza walks softly into ther
i Higgins leans back in his chair with a contented sigh. "Eliza", he s&
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Garden Opera House into a torrential downpour. In the elegant melee which
iing of umbrellas, handsome young man-about-town Freddy Eynsford-Hill
n the mud.

lonel Pickering, she is horrified to discover that she is being “spied on".
Higgins, an authority on the science of speech who is delighted by Eliza's
es them. Eliza is outraged and a little frightened. The professor confi-
could pass Eliza, with her guttersnipe English, as a duchess at the Embassy

s that Colonel Pickering, a student of Indian dialects, is in London to meet
mperiously thrown Eliza a handful of coins which she gathers up from the

ongers, Alfred P, Doolittle arrives in search of his daughter in the hope of
vealth, gives him enough for a celebration drink with his cronies.

er off as a lady in six months, and summoning all her courage, presents
a disapproving Mrs. Pearce, the housekeeper, Eliza offers to pay for speech
irascible professor almost throws “'the baggage" out for her presumption,
| his boast. He orders Mrs. Pearce to shuttle the wailing Eliza ¢ff ¢ ihe

1@ may be able to meie a little cagilal out of the lact that ahie nas moved in
Lol since he is one ol the undeserving poor and i up against middle-class
5 daughter. Higgins, much taken with Doolittle’s philoscophy, recommends
:come a lecturer with the Moral Reform League.

honetic machines, marbles in the mouth, and witholding lunch, dinner and

is transformed into “the rain in Spain stays mainly in the plain™. Itis a time

e is the guest of Higgins' mother in her box at Ascot. Carefully guarding
dy's health, Eliza captivates Freddy Eynsford-Hill, who of course does not
swimmingly until the big race when Eliza's excitement, in contrast with the
Cockney accent of her birth she screams, “Come on Dover, move your

prepare Eliza for the Embassy Ball, which is to be his final triumph.

2 Professor's house in the hope of seeing her and deluges her with flowers
d on her tutor.

at the ball is impeccable. She evokes admiring comments from dukes and
thy, a linguistics expert and former pupil of Higgins, from whose detection

en congratulate one another while Eliza, exhausted by the strain of the ball,
ill flushed with smug success, Eliza hurls his slippers at him. In the bitter
1d now being ready to throw her back. Enraged by what he considers her
packs her sultcase and storms from the house.

ung man in tow, she returns to Covent Garden, feeling alone among the
r a wedding, and curses Professor Higgins for ruining his life—"tieing me
ft a fortune by the founder of the Moral Reform Society, his happiness is
i

a has bolted. He eventually finds her at his mother's home and is further
s forced to admit that he wants her back—but only on his own terms. Eliza

ery that he has grown accustomed to her face.
- "l washed my hands before | come, | did"” she says gently.
pping his hat over his eyes, " Where the devil are my slippers?"

000, P \& @) ()" X
7




The stunning collab-
oration of Alan Jay

The Genius
S and Frederick
of L&L.. SR oyl

Lady” elevated these highly gifted men to a place where
they were acclaimed the best writer-composer team in the
American musical theatre.

High acclaim, indeed. Yet aside from the immediate
popular acceptance of the “Fair Lady” music, the high
quality of their work, the durability of the songs and their
international appeal have shown conclusively that Lerner
and Loewe brought something to the musical theatre that
may never be matched.

Who else but Alan Lerner could have written: “A
pensive man am I|Of philosophic joys/Who likes to medi-
tate{Contemplate/Free from humanity's mad, inhuman
noise . ..”?

And who else but Frederick Loewe could have set to
enchanting music the petulant indignation of a phonetics
professor trying to justify his eecentricities by proclaiming
that he’s just an ordinary man?

In their collaborative work, Lerner came up with
the song title and usually the first line (avoiding, inci-
dentally, ‘s’ sounds), after which Loewe took over and
started putting the music together. Lerner’s lyrics have
been described as being like expertly cut glass, while Loewe
thinks of music in terms of color,

The Lerner-Loewe union began more than 40 years
ago with a show called “The Life of the Party ” which they

wrote in 12 days and which ran for nine weeks in Detroit.
Their first Broadway production was “What’s Up?” pre-
sented in 1943, followed two years later by “The Day
Before Spring,” which ran for five months. “Brigadoon”
appeared in 1947 and “Paint Your Wagon” in 1951. The
tremendous success of “My Fair Lady” in 1956 was fol-
lowed by another great success in “Camelot.”

Lerner wrote the screenplay of “An American in
Paris,” for which he won an Academy Award, and Lerner
and Loewe joined talents for the motion picture, “Gigi,”
for which they won three Oscars between them.

Their twinship ends with the melding of their words
and music—for, as men, they represent, as do all men,
distinct personalities. Reared in a Park Avenue apartment
(his father founded the chain of apparel stores that bears
the family name), Lerner is self-contained, mannered and
fastidious. He is witty, elusive and social. His Manhattan
office is, or was, embellished with a Ben Shahn painting
of a bird, and a handsome Chinese horse.

Loewe was born to the musical theatre in Vienna.
His father, Edmond, a tenor, was the first Prince Danilo
in “The Merry Widow” and the first Chocolate Soldier
in Berlin. His mother. Rose, was an actress. Loewe is
given to emotion and flamboyance. He is, he says, too old
to be modest; therefore, he is willing to acknowledge his
genius. Presently, he lives in sand-dunec splendor in Palm
Springs, the sequined resort whose charities the [.oewe
purse has great! hed.




POPULAR LYRICS

GET ME TO THE CHURCH ON TIME!

DOOLITTLE: How much time do I have left?
JAMIE, HARRY, AND FRIENDS:
There’s just a few more hours.
That’s all the time you've go.
A few more hours
Before they tie the knot.
[pooriTTLE bows his head in despair.|

pooriTTLE: There are drinks and girls all over London, and I
have to track 'em down in just a few more hours.

I'm getting marvied in the moming!
Ding dong! the bells are gonna chime.
Pull out the stopper!

Let's have a whopper!

But get me to the church on time!

1 gotta be there in the momin’
Spruced up and lookin’ in me prime.
Girls, come and kiss me;

Show how you’ll miss me.

But get me to the church on time!

If I am dancin’

Roll up the floor.

If 1 am whistlin®

Whewt me out the door!

For I'm gettin® married in the mornin®
Ding dong! the bells are gonna chime.
Kick up a rumpus

Burt don’t lose the compass;

And get me to the church,

Get me to the church,

For Gawd's sake, get me to the church on time!

DOOLITTLE AND EVERYONE!
P'm getting marvied in the morning

Ding dong! the bells are gonna chime.
DOOLITTLE:

Drug me or jail me,
Stamp me and mail me.
ALL:
But get me fo the church on time!

1 gotta be there in the niorning

Spruced up and lookin’ in me prime.
DOOLITTLE:

Some bloke who’s able

Lift up the table,
ALL:

And get me to the church on timel
DOOLITTLR:

If I am flying

Then shoot me down.

If 1 am wooin’,

Get her out of town!
ALL:

For I'm getting married in the morning!

Ding dong! the bells are gonna chime.
DOOLITTLE:

Feather and tar me;

Call out the Army;

But get me to the church,

ALL:

Get me to the church . . .

DOOLITTLE:

For Gawd's sake, get me to the chusch on timel

HARRY AND EVERYONE:

Starlight is reelin’ home to bed now.
Mornin’ is smearin’ up the sky.
London is wakin’.

Daylight is breakin’.

Good luck, olid chim,

Good health, good-bye.

DOOLITTLE:

“Harry™ MICHAEL FOSKIN

I COULD HAVE DANCED ALL NIGHT!

[Solermnly shakes hands with all. In decpest gloom.)
I'm gettin® married in the mornin’
Ding dong! the bells are gonna chime . . .
Hail and salute me
Then haul off and boot me . . .
And get me to the church,
Get me to the church . . .
For Gawd's sake, get me to the church on time!

EL1ZA [lost on an errant clond only hears

Bed! Bed! 1 couldn’t po to bed!

My head’s too light to try to set it down!
Sleep! Sleep! I couldn’t skeep tonight!
Not for all the jewels in the erown!

1 could have danced all night!
I could have danced all night!
And still have begged for more.
1 could have spread ni y wings
And done a thousand things
P've never done before.

Pl never know

What made it so exciting;

Why all at once

My heart took flight.

Ionly kuow when he

Began 1o dance with me.

I could have danced, danced, danced all night!

her from far below):



ON THE STREET WHERE YOU LIVE
FREDDY:
1 have ofien walked down this strect before;

But the pavement always stayed beneath my feet before.
All at once am 1

Several stories high,
Knowing I'mi on the street where you live,

Are there lilac trees in the heart of town?

Can you hear a lark in ary other part of town ?
n. ]

And oh! the towering Seeling

Just to know somchow you are near!
The overpowering feeling

That any second you may suddenly appear!

People stop and stare, They don’t bother me.

For there’s nowhere else on earth that I would rather be.
Let the time go by,

I won't care if 1

Can be here on the street where you live.

s ey

“Freddy"

WITH A LITTLE BIT OF LUCK

pooLITTLE: Goodnight, Eliza! You're a noble daughter! [He turns

to his friends smugly] You see, boys, I rold you not to go home!
It’s just Faith, Hope, and a litdle bit of luck!

The Lord above gave man an arm of iron

So he could do his job and never shirk.

The Lord above gave man an arm of iron ~ but

With a little bit of luck,

With a little bit of luck,

Somcone else’ll do the blinkin® work!

THE THREE:
With a little bit . . . with a little bir . . .
Wb hale bie o hacke

“Mrs. Pearce”
MARY MURPHY

LIAM FLYNN

DOOLITTLE:
The Lord above made liguor for temptation,
To see if man could twm away from sin,
The Lord above made liquor for temptation ~ but
With a litcle bit of luck,
With a little bit of luck,
When temptation comes you'll give right in!
THE THREE:
With a liule bit . , . with a Fle bit . . ,
With a little bit of luck
You'll give right in.
DOOLITTLE:
Oh, you can walk the straight and narrow;
But with a litcle bit of hack
You'll run amuck!
The gentle sex was made for man to marry,
To share his nest and see his food is cooked.
The gentle sex was made for man to marry - but
With a little bit of luck,
With a little bit of luck,
You can have it all and not get hooked.
THE THREE:
With a little bit . . . with a liule bir . . .
With a little bit of luck

= AHGRY w OMAN pokes i Fdant il G g n.'li'J\l‘di’.'.\' window nj
the mews.)

ANGRY WOMAN: Shut your face down there! How’s a woman
supposed to get Lier rest?
DOOLITTLE: I'm tryin’ to kecp 'em quiet, lady !
[ The voice of an ANGRY MAN is heard down the street.]
ANGRY MAN: Shut up! Once and for all, shut up!
ANOTHER ANGRY MAN: One more sound, so help me, I'll call 2
copper!
DOOLITTLE: Here, here, here! Stop that loud talk! People are
tryin’ to sleep! [He turns to his friends) Let's try to be neighbourly-
like boys. Afterall. ..
[Sings softly)
The Lord above made man to help his neighbour,
No matter where, on land, or sea, or Soam.
The Lord above made man to help his neighbowr - but
With a little bit of luck,
With a little bit of luck,
When he comes around you won’t be homel

JAMIE AND HARRY:

With a little bit . . . with a little bit .,
With a little bit of luck,
You won’t be home.

DOOLITTLE:

They're always throwin® goodness at you;
But with a little bit of luck
A man can duck!

Oh, it’s a crime Jfor man to go philanderin’

Ard fill his wife’s poor heart with grief and doubt
Oh, it’s a erime Jor man to go philanderin® - but
With a little bit of luck,

With a little bit of luck,

You can see the bloodhound don’t find out!

THE THREE [af the top of their lungs):

With a litle bit . . . with a litcle bit . . .
With a little bit of luck

She won’t find out!

With a linle bit . . . with a litle bit . . .
[E31 ST T 8 ST T W
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WOULDN'T IT BE LOVERLY

EL1ZA [leaning against the pillar|:
All I want is a room somewhere,
Far away from the cold night air;
With one enormous chair . . .

Oh, wouldn’t it be loverly

Lots of choc’late for me to eat;

Lots of coal makin® lots of heat;

Warm face, warm hands, warm feet . . .
Oh, wouldn't it be loverly?

Oh, so loverly sittin’ absobloominlutely still
I would never budge till spring
Crept over me winder sill.

Someone’s head restin® on my knee,
Warm and tender as he can be,
Who takes good care of me . . .

Oh, wouldn’t it be loverly?

Loverly! Loverly!
Loverly! Loverly!

I'VE GROWN ACCUSTOMED TO HER FACE

116G61INS: Damn !l Damn !l Damn!! Damn 11 [A sudden terrifying dis-
covery] I've grown accustomed to her face!

She almost makes the day begin.

Pve grown accustomed to the tune

She whistles night and noon.

Her smiles. Her frowns.

Her ups, her downs,

Are second nature to me now;

Like breathing out and breathing in.
[Reassuringly.)

1 was serenely independent and content before we met;

Surely I could always be that way again -
[ The reassurance fails.)

and yet

T've grown accustomed to her looks;

Accustomed to her voice:

Accustomed to her face.
|Bitterly] Marry Freddy! What an infantile idea! What a heartless,
wicked, brainless thing to do! But she’ll regret it! She'll regret it.
It's doomed before they even take the vow!

I can see her now:

Mrs Freddy Eynsford-Hill,

In a wretched litrle flat above a store.

I can see her riow:

Not a penny in the till,

And a bill-collector beating at the door.

She’ll try to teach the things I taught her,

And end up selling flow’rs instead;

Begging for her bread and water,

While her husband has his breakfast in bed!
[Fiendishly pleased)

In a year or so

When she's prematurely grey,

And the blossom in her cheek has turned to chalk,

She’ll come home and lol

He'll have upped and run away

With a social climbing heiress from New York!
[Tragically]

Foor Elizal

How simply frightful!

How humiliating!
[Hrresistibly)

How delightful!

[He walks to his door)
How poignant it will be on that inevitable night when she hammers
on my door in tears and rags. Miscrable and lonely, repentant and
contrite. Will T let her in or hurl her to the wolves? Give her
kindness, or the treatment she deserves? Will I take her back, or
throw the baggage our?

[With sudden benevolence]

I'm a most_forgiving man;

The sort who never could,

Ever would,

Take a position and staunchly never budge.

Just a most forgiving tan.

[With sudden vindictiveness)

But I will never take her back,

If she were crawling on her knees.

Lf‘ hfr Prﬂﬂlisf fo a'.foﬂf’

Let her shiver, let her moan!

I will slam the door and let the hell~cat freezel
Marry Freddy! Ha! [he takes out his keys to open the door but stops
in despair]

But I'm so used to hear her say
Good morning every day.

Her joys, her woes,

Her highs, her lows

Are second nature to me now;

Like breathing out and breathing in.
I'm very grateful she's a woman
And so easy to forget;

Rather like a habit

One can always break - and yet
I've grown accustomed to the trace
Of something in the air;
Accustomed to her face.

- ""Mrs. Eynsford-Hill”
FIONA O'DONNELL

"Mrs. Higgins"
' ELAINE DAVITT
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