******************************************************************************************************************************HIGGINS [to his mother]:  My idea of a lovable woman is somebody 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.  Besides, theyre all idiots.

******************************************************************************************************************************
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 meaning of these names?  What do you know of poetry?  What do you know of science?  What does he know of art or science or anything else?  What the devil do you imagine I know of philosophy?

******************************************************************************************************************************
HIGGINS:  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.

******************************************************************************************************************************
DOOLITTLE:  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:  thats middle class morality.

******************************************************************************************************************************
HIGGINS:  If you can’t appreciate what youve got, youd better get what you can appreciate.

