Second semester



Drama (8)
Fourth Year
*Waiting For Godot*
· Last time we stopped with Vladimir when he said that’s enough to Estragon when Estragon was talking with Pozzo and asked him for money: 
ESTRAGON: 

 Even ten francs would be a help. 

VLADIMIR: 
 We are not beggars! 

POZZO: 

 Is there anything I can do, that's what I ask myself, to cheer them up? I have given them bones, I have talked to them about this and that, I have explained the twilight, admittedly. But is it enough, that's what tortures me, is it enough? 

ESTRAGON: 

 Even five.

VLADIMIR: 

 (to Estragon, indignantly). That's enough!  
ESTRAGON: 

 I couldn't accept less. 

POZZO: 

 Is is enough? No doubt. But I am liberal. It's my nature. This evening. So much the worse for me. (He jerks the rope. Lucky looks at him.) For I shall suffer, no doubt about that. (He picks up the whip.) What do you prefer? Shall we have him dance, or sing, or recite, or think, or— 

ESTRAGON: 

 Who? 

POZZO: 

 Who! You know how to think, you two? 

VLADIMIR: 

 He thinks? 

POZZO: 

 Certainly. Aloud. He even used to think very prettily once, I could listen to him for hours. Now . . . (he shudders). So much the worse for me. Well, would you like him to think something for us? 

ESTRAGON: 

 I'd rather he dance, it'd be more fun. 

POZZO: 

 Not necessarily. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Wouldn't it, Didi, be more fun?

VLADIMIR: 

 I'd like well to hear him think. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Perhaps he could dance first and think afterwards, if it isn't too much to ask him. 

VLADIMIR: 

 (to Pozzo). Would that be possible? 

POZZO: 

 By all means, nothing simpler. It's the natural order. 

He laughs briefly. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Then let him dance. 

Silence.
· Pozzo is asking Vladimir and Estragon if they want Lucky to dance, sing, or think. Notice that Vladimir is always interested in thinking and intellectual matters “he thinks?”. Notice also that Estragon here appears more of a clown, whereas Vladimir appears as an intellectual person. 
POZZO: 

 Do you hear, hog? 

ESTRAGON: 

 He never refuses? 

POZZO: 

 He refused once. (Silence.) Dance, misery! 

Lucky puts down bag and basket, advances towards front, turns to Pozzo. Lucky dances. He stops. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Is that all? 

POZZO: 

 Encore!  (more)

Lucky executes the same movements, stops. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Pooh! I'd do as well myself. (He imitates Lucky, almost falls.) With a little practice. 

POZZO: 

 He used to dance the farandole, the fling, the brawl, the jig, the fandango and even the hornpipe. (names of dances known in England) He capered. For joy. Now that's the best he can do. Do you know what he calls it? 

ESTRAGON: 

 The Scapegoat's Agony. (عذاب كبش الفداء)

VLADIMIR: 

 The Hard Stool. 

POZZO: 

 The Net. He thinks he's entangled in a net. 

· The meaning of being entangled in a net is that Lucky thinks he cannot run away from his oppression or from being exploited or used as a slave. He surrenders to his fate. This is what we said at the beginning before we read the play: it has a lot of naturalism and determinism as well as existentialism. this is the philosophy of determinism, fatality, that Man is predestined and that Lucky is determined to be a slave, and that he cannot change his fate. 
VLADIMIR: 

 (squirming like an aesthete). There's something about it . . . 

Lucky makes to return to his burdens. 

POZZO: 

 Woaa! 

Lucky stiffens.

ESTRAGON: 

 Tell us about the time he refused. 

POZZO: 

 With pleasure, with pleasure. (He fumbles in his pockets.) Wait. (He fumbles.) What have I done with my spray? (He fumbles.) (he looks around) Well now isn't that . . . (He looks up, consternation on his features. Faintly.) I can't find my pulverizer! 

ESTRAGON: 

 (faintly). My left lung is very weak! (He coughs feebly. In ringing tones.) But my right lung is as sound as a bell! 

POZZO: 

 (normal voice). No matter! What was I saying. (He ponders.) Wait. (Ponders.) Well now isn't that . . . (He raises his head.) Help me!

ESTRAGON: 

 Wait! 

VLADIMIR: 

 Wait! 

POZZO: 

 Wait! 

All three take off their hats simultaneously, press their hands to their foreheads, concentrate. 

ESTRAGON: 

 (triumphantly). Ah! 

VLADIMIR: 

 He has it. 

POZZO: 

 (impatient). Well? 

ESTRAGON: 

 Why doesn't he put down his bags? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Rubbish! 

POZZO: 

 Are you sure? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Damn it haven't you already told us? 

POZZO: 

 I've already told you? 

ESTRAGON: 

 He's already told us? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Anyway he has put them down.

ESTRAGON: 

 (glance at Lucky). So he has. And what of it? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Since he has put down his bags it is impossible we should have asked why he does not do so. 

POZZO: 

 Stoutly reasoned! 

ESTRAGON: 

 And why has he put them down? 

POZZO: 

 Answer us that. 

VLADIMIR: 

 In order to dance.

ESTRAGON: 

 True! 

POZZO: 

 True! 

Silence. They put on their hats. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Nothing happens, nobody comes, nobody goes, it's awful! 

VLADIMIR: 

 (to Pozzo). Tell him to think. 

POZZO: 

 Give him his hat. 

VLADIMIR: 

 His hat? 

POZZO: 

 He can't think without his hat. 

VLADIMIR: 

 (to Estragon). Give him his hat. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Me! After what he did to me! Never! 

VLADIMIR: 

 I'll give it to him.(this takes some kind of movement but he doesn’t move) 

He does not move.
· Estragon is speaking ironically about his lung, not seriously; he is making fun of Pozzo’s problem. 
· They asked Lucky to dance and later on to sing, that’s why he put down his bags. 
· Estragon is waiting for something to happen. This is related to the main theme of the play, which is nothing. The play is entitled Waiting for Godot, and they wait, but does anyone come? No one comes or goes. Vladimir also does not move when something takes movement. They want something to happen but nothing happens. 
ESTRAGON: 

 (to Pozzo). Tell him to go and fetch it. 

POZZO: 

 It's better to give it to him. 

VLADIMIR: 

 I'll give it to him. 

He picks up the hat and tenders it at arm's length to Lucky, who does not move. 

POZZO: 

 You must put it on his head. 

ESTRAGON: 

 (to Pozzo). Tell him to take it. 

POZZO: 

 It's better to put it on his head. 

VLADIMIR: 

 I'll put it on his head. 

He goes round behind Lucky, approaches him cautiously, puts the hat on his head and recoils smartly. Lucky does not move. Silence. 

ESTRAGON: 

 What's he waiting for? 

POZZO: 

 Stand back! (Vladimir and Estragon move away from Lucky. Pozzo jerks the rope. Lucky looks at Pozzo.) Think, pig! (Pause. Lucky begins to dance.) Stop! (Lucky stops.) Forward! (Lucky advances.) Stop! (Lucky stops.) Think! 

Silence. 

LUCKY: 

 On the other hand with regard to—

POZZO: 

 Stop! (Lucky stops.) Back! (Lucky moves back.) Stop! (Lucky stops.) Turn! (Lucky turns towards auditorium.) Think! 

During Lucky's tirade the others react as follows. 

 1) Vladimir and Estragon all attention, Pozzo dejected and disgusted. 

 2) Vladimir and Estragon begin to protest, Pozzo's sufferings increase. 

 3) Vladimir and Estragon attentive again, Pozzo more and more agitated and groaning. 

 4) Vladimir and Estragon protest violently. Pozzo jumps up, pulls on the rope. General outcry. Lucky pulls on the rope, staggers, shouts his text. All three throw themselves on Lucky who struggles and shouts his text.

· Estragon is very afraid of Lucky because he kicked him in the shin, so he doesn’t want to come near him. 
· Pozzo wants to Lucky to stop dancing and start thinking. Look at what Lucky is saying, it has no meaning. The statement he gives is given when discussing something that is related to logic, rhetoric or politics…etc. It is often said when discussing something related to a former discussion. 
· Notice that the play depends more on movements and mime acting more than words. 
· From the long speech given by Lucky we will see that his mind is stuffed like a computer, with so many ideas that are incoherent or unconnected to each other; they appear as very loose material gathered from here and there. When we try to understand his ideas we will see that they’re related to many different topics or subjects of life; like philosophy, religion, business, politics …etc. This tells us that there is a sense of miscommunication in ideas, because the ideas are not related to each other: 
LUCKY:

 Given the existence as uttered forth in the public works of Puncher and Wattmann of a personal God quaquaquaqua with white beard quaquaquaqua outside time without extension who from the heights of divine apathia divine athambia divine aphasia loves us dearly with some exceptions for reasons unknown but time will tell and suffers like the divine Miranda with those who for reasons unknown but time will tell are plunged in torment plunged in fire whose fire flames if that continues and who can doubt it will fire the firmament that is to say blast hell to heaven so blue still and calm so calm with a calm which even though intermittent is better than nothing but not so fast and considering what is more that as a result of the labors left unfinished crowned by the Acacacacademy of Anthropopopometry of Essy-in-Possy of Testew and Cunard it is established beyond all doubt all other doubt than that which clings to the labors of men that as a result of the labors unfinished of Testew and Cunnard it is established as hereinafter but not so fast for reasons unknown that as a result of the public works of Puncher and Wattmann it is established beyond all doubt that in view of the labors of Fartov and Belcher left unfinished for reasons unknown of Testew and Cunard left unfinished it is established what many deny that man in Possy of Testew and Cunard that man in Essy that man in short that man in brief in spite of the strides of alimentation and defecation wastes and pines wastes and pines and concurrently simultaneously what is more for reasons unknown in spite of the strides of physical culture the practice of sports such as tennis football running cycling swimming flying floating riding gliding conating camogie skating tennis of all kinds dying flying sports of all sorts autumn summer winter winter tennis of all kinds hockey of all sorts penicillin and succedanea in a word I resume flying gliding golf over nine and eighteen holes tennis of all sorts in a word for reasons unknown in Feckham Peckham Fulham Clapham namely concurrently simultaneously what is more for reasons unknown but time will tell fades away I resume Fulham Clapham in a word the dead loss per head since the death of Bishop Berkeley being to the tune of one inch four ounce per head approximately by and large more or less to the nearest decimal good measure round figures stark naked in the stockinged feet in Connemara in a word for reasons unknown no matter what matter the facts are there and considering what is more much more grave that in the light of the labors lost of Steinweg and Peterman it appears what is more much more grave that in the light the light the light of the labors lost of Steinweg and Peterman that in the plains in the mountains by the seas by the rivers running water running fire the air is the same and then the earth namely the air and then the earth in the great cold the great dark the air and the earth abode of stones in the great cold alas alas in the year of their Lord six hundred and something the air the earth the sea the earth abode of stones in the great deeps the great cold on sea on land and in the air I resume for reasons unknown in spite of the tennis the facts are there but time will tell I resume alas alas on on in short in fine on on abode of stones who can doubt it I resume but not so fast I resume the skull fading fading fading and concurrently simultaneously what is more for reasons unknown in spite of the tennis on on the beard the flames the tears the stones so blue so calm alas alas on on the skull the skull the skull the skull in Connemara in spite of the tennis the labors abandoned left unfinished graver still abode of stones in a word I resume alas alas abandoned unfinished the skull the skull in Connemara in spite of the tennis the skull alas the stones Cunard (mêlée, final vociferations)
. . . tennis . . . the stones . . . so calm . . . Cunard . . . unfinished . . .
· Imp Questions:-
· What do you think Lucky means by such speech? What does he want to tell us? What kind of information are provided or given here in his speech? What kind of reasoning do we have? 
· The information he gives is irrelevant to each other. Probably heard such topics and materials and put them together, and maybe he recites what he has remembered. They are not related to each other, however, they are related to our life, to every day’s subject. People are interested for example in tennis or hockey, and we see that he said something very important: I resume the skull to shrink. This means that the information we receive makes Man’s mind shrink and stop thinking. So, Lucky is picking up words and statements from here and there and saying them. He cannot concentrate, he only stores information. 
POZZO: 

 His hat! (remove his hat to make him stop)

Vladimir seizes Lucky's hat. Silence of Lucky. He falls. Silence. Panting of the victors. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Avenged! 

Vladimir examines the hat, peers inside it. 

POZZO: 

 Give me that! (He snatches the hat from Vladimir, throws it on the ground, tramples on it.) There's an end to his thinking! (an illogical end)

VLADIMIR: 

 But will he be able to walk? 

POZZO: 

 Walk or crawl! (He kicks Lucky.) Up pig! 

ESTRAGON: 

 Perhaps he's dead. 

VLADIMIR: 

 You'll kill him. 

POZZO: 

 Up scum! (He jerks the rope.) Help me! 

VLADIMIR: 

 How? 

POZZO: 

 Raise him up! 

Vladimir and Estragon hoist Lucky to his feet, support him an instant, then let him go. He falls. (he is exhausted)
ESTRAGON: 

 He's doing it on purpose! 

POZZO: 

 You must hold him. (Pause.) Come on, come on, raise him up. 

ESTRAGON: 

 To hell with him! 

VLADIMIR: 

 Come on, once more. 

ESTRAGON: 

 What does he take us for? 

They raise Lucky, hold him up.

POZZO: 

 Don't let him go! (Vladimir and Estragon totter.) Don't move! (Pozzo fetches bag and basket and brings them towards Lucky.) Hold him tight! (He puts the bag in Lucky's hand. Lucky drops it immediately.) Don't let him go! (He puts back the bag in Lucky's hand. Gradually, at the feel of the bag, Lucky recovers his senses and his fingers finally close round the handle.) Hold him tight! (As before with basket.)

Now! You can let him go. (Vladimir and Estragon move away from Lucky who totters, reels, sags, but succeeds in remaining on his feet, bag and basket in his hands. Pozzo steps back, cracks his whip.) Forward! (Lucky totters forward.) Back! (Lucky totters back.) Turn! (Lucky turns.) Done it! He can walk. (Turning to Vladimir and Estragon.) Thank you, gentlemen, and let me . . . (he fumbles in his pockets) . . . let me wish you . . . (fumbles) . . . wish you . . . (fumbles) . . . what have I done with my watch? (Fumbles.) A genuine half-hunter, gentlemen, with deadbeat escapement! (Sobbing.) Twas my granpa gave it to me! (his watch) (He searches on the ground, Vladimir and Estragon likewise. Pozzo turns over with his foot the remains of Lucky's hat.) Well now isn't that just—

VLADIMIR: 

 Perhaps it's in your fob. 

POZZO: 

 Wait! (He doubles up in an attempt to apply his ear to his stomach, listens. Silence.) I hear nothing. (He beckons them to approach, Vladimir and Estragon go over to him, bend over his stomach.) Surely one should hear the tick-tick. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Silence! 

All listen, bent double.

ESTRAGON: 

 I hear something. 

POZZO: 

 Where? 

VLADIMIR: 

 It's the heart. 

POZZO: 

 (disappointed). Damnation! 

VLADIMIR: 

 Silence! 

ESTRAGON: 

 Perhaps it has stopped. 

They straighten up. 

POZZO: 

 Which of you smells so bad? 

ESTRAGON: 

 He has stinking breath and I have stinking feet.

POZZO: 

 I must go. 

ESTRAGON: 

 And your half-hunter? 

POZZO: 

 I must have left it at the manor. 

Silence. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Then adieu. 

POZZO: 

 Adieu. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Adieu. 

POZZO: 

 Adieu. 

Silence. No one moves. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Adieu. 

POZZO: 

 Adieu. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Adieu. 

Silence. 

POZZO: 

 And thank you. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Thank you. 

POZZO: 

 Not at all. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Yes yes. 

POZZO: 

 No no. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Yes yes. 

ESTRAGON: 

 No no. 

Silence. 

POZZO: 

 I don't seem to be able . . . (long hesitation) . . . to depart.

ESTRAGON: 

 Such is life. 

Pozzo turns, moves away from Lucky towards the wings, paying out the rope as he goes.
· As if Pozzo was a circus clown who ate his watch. 
· Vladimir has a stinking breath because he eats garlic for his kidney. 
· Notice the repetition of words which tells us of the repetition of life. Life is boring because Man keeps repeating the same thing, time after time. 
· Pozzo wants to leave and everybody wants to leave, they all want something to happen, but they find it so difficult. 
VLADIMIR: 

 You're going the wrong way. 

POZZO: 

 I need a running start. (Having come to the end of the rope, i.e., off stage, he stops, turns and cries.) Stand back! (Vladimir and Estragon stand back, look towards Pozzo. Crack of whip.) On! On! 

ESTRAGON: 

 On! 

VLADIMIR: 

 On! 

Lucky moves off. 

POZZO: 

 Faster! (He appears, crosses the stage preceded by Lucky. Vladimir and Estragon wave their hats. Exit Lucky.) On! On! (On the point of disappearing in his turn he stops and turns. The rope tautens. Noise of Lucky falling off.) Stool! (Vladimir fetches stool and gives it to Pozzo who throws it to Lucky.) Adieu! 

VLADIMIR and ESTRAGON: 

 (waving). Adieu! Adieu! 

POZZO: 

 Up! Pig! (Noise of Lucky getting up.) On! (Exit Pozzo.) Faster! On! Adieu! Pig! Yip! Adieu! 

Long silence.
VLADIMIR: 

 That passed the time. 

· The repetitions of words in the play reveal to us the repetition of scenes of life, which reflect some kind of a boring atmosphere. 
· We understand from this that Man is wasting his time, doing nothing useful. 

ESTRAGON: 

 It would have passed in any case. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Yes, but not so rapidly.

 Pause.

ESTRAGON: 

 What do we do now? 

VLADIMIR: 

 I don't know. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Let's go. 

VLADIMIR: 

 We can't. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Why not? 

VLADIMIR: 

 We're waiting for Godot. 

ESTRAGON: 

 (despairingly). Ah! 

Pause. 

VLADIMIR: 

 How they've changed! 

ESTRAGON: 

 Who? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Those two. 

ESTRAGON: 

 That's the idea, let's make a little conversation. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Haven't they? 

ESTRAGON: 

 What? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Changed. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Very likely. They all change. Only we can't. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Likely! It's certain. Didn't you see them? 

ESTRAGON: 

 I suppose I did. But I don't know them. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Yes you do know them. 

ESTRAGON: 

 No I don't know them.

VLADIMIR: 

 We know them, I tell you. You forget everything. (Pause. To himself.) Unless they're not the same . . . 

ESTRAGON: 

 Why didn't they recognize us then? (the question asked by Eliot in The Hollow Men)

VLADIMIR: 

 That means nothing. I too pretended not to recognize them. And then nobody ever recognizes us.

ESTRAGON: 

 Forget it. What we need– Ow! (Vladimir does not react.) Ow! 

VLADIMIR: 

 (to himself). Unless they're not the same . . . 

ESTRAGON: 

 Didi! It's the other foot! 

He goes hobbling towards the mound. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Unless they're not the same . . .
· Pozzo and Lucky left the stage and Vladimir and Estragon are left alone again. 
· Estragon is talking about old generations and that they had changed. T.S. Eliot said in The Hollow men “Those who have crossed before us changed”. 

· A boy enters:- 

BOY: 

 (off). Mister! 

Estragon halts. Both look towards the voice. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Off we go again. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Approach, my child. 

Enter Boy, timidly. He halts. 

BOY: 

 Mister Albert . . . ? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Yes. 

ESTRAGON: 

 What do you want? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Approach! 

The Boy does not move. 

ESTRAGON: 

 (forcibly). Approach when you're told, can't you? 

The Boy advances timidly, halts. 

VLADIMIR: 

 What is it? 

BOY: 

 Mr. Godot . . . 

VLADIMIR: 

 Obviously . . . (Pause.) Approach. 

ESTRAGON: 

 (violently). Will you approach! (The Boy advances timidly.) What kept you so late? 

VLADIMIR: 

 You have a message from Mr. Godot? 

· The boy is a messenger of Mr. Godot. 
BOY: 

 Yes Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Well, what is it? 

ESTRAGON: 

 What kept you so late? 

The Boy looks at them in turn, not knowing to which he should reply. 

VLADIMIR: 

 (to Estragon). Let him alone. 

ESTRAGON: 

 (violently). You let me alone. (Advancing, to the Boy.) Do you know what time it is? 

BOY: 
 (recoiling). It's not my fault, Sir.

ESTRAGON: 

 And whose is it? Mine? 

BOY: 

 I was afraid, Sir. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Afraid of what? Of us? (Pause.) Answer me! 

VLADIMIR: 

 I know what it is, he was afraid of the others. (Pozzo, Lucky or the old generations)

ESTRAGON: 

 How long have you been here? 

BOY: 

 A good while, Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 You were afraid of the whip? (Pozzo’s whip)
BOY: 

 Yes Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 The roars?

BOY: 

 Yes Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 The two big men. 

BOY: 

 Yes Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Do you know them? 

BOY: 

 No Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Are you a native of these parts? (Silence.) Do you belong to these parts? 

BOY: 

 Yes Sir. 

ESTRAGON: 

 That's all a pack of lies. (Shaking the Boy by the arm.) Tell us the truth! 

BOY: 

 (trembling). But it is the truth, Sir! 

VLADIMIR: 

 Will you let him alone! What's the matter with you?

(Estragon releases the Boy, moves away, covering his face with his hands. Vladimir and the Boy observe him. Estragon drops his hands. His face is convulsed.) What's the matter with you? 

ESTRAGON: 

 I'm unhappy. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Not really! Since when? 

ESTRAGON: 

 I'd forgotten. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Extraordinary the tricks that memory plays! (he doesn’t remember anything) (Estragon tries to speak, renounces, limps to his place, sits down and begins to take off his boots. To Boy.) Well? 

BOY: 

 Mr. Godot— 

VLADIMIR: 

 I've seen you before, haven't I? 

BOY: 

 I don't know, Sir.

VLADIMIR: 

 You don't know me? 

BOY: 

 No Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 It wasn't you came yesterday? 

BOY: 

 No Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 This is your first time? 

BOY: 

 Yes Sir. 

Silence. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Words words. (Pause.) Speak. 

BOY: 

 (in a rush). Mr. Godot told me to tell you he won't come this evening but surely tomorrow. (which means they still have to wait)

Silence. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Is that all? 

BOY: 

 Yes Sir. 

Silence. 

VLADIMIR: 

 You work for Mr. Godot? 

BOY: 

 Yes Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 What do you do? 

BOY: 

 I mind the goats, Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Is he good to you? 

BOY: 

 Yes Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 He doesn't beat you? 

BOY: 

 No Sir, not me. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Whom does he beat? 

BOY: 

 He beats my brother, Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Ah, you have a brother? 

BOY: 

 Yes Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 What does he do? 

BOY: 

 He minds the sheep, Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 And why doesn't he beat you? 

BOY: 

 I don't know, Sir. 
· The boy doesn’t know anything. The boy here symbolizes the new generation, which, according to Beckett, doesn’t know a thing. 
BOY: 

 I don't know, Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 He must be fond of you. 

BOY: 

 I don't know, Sir. 

Silence. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Does he give you enough to eat? (The Boy hesitates.) Does he feed you well? 

BOY: 

 Fairly well, Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 You're not unhappy? (The Boy hesitates.) Do you hear me? 

BOY: 

 Yes Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Well? 

BOY: 

 I don't know, Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 You don't know if you're unhappy or not? 

BOY: 

 No Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 You're as bad as myself. (Silence.) Where do you sleep? 

BOY: 

 In the loft, Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 With your brother? 

BOY: 

 Yes Sir. 

VLADIMIR: 

 In the hay? 

BOY: 

 Yes Sir. 

Silence. 

VLADIMIR: 

 All right, you may go. 

BOY: 

 What am I to tell Mr. Godot, Sir? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Tell him . . . (he hesitates) . . . tell him you saw us. (Pause.) You did see us, didn't you? 

BOY: 

 Yes Sir. 

He steps back, hesitates, turns and exit running. The light suddenly fails. In a moment it is night. The moon rises at back, mounts in the sky, stands still, shedding a pale light on the scene. 

VLADIMIR: 

 At last! (Estragon gets up and goes towards Vladimir, a boot in each hand. He puts them down at edge of stage, straightens and contemplates the moon.)
What are you doing? 

ESTRAGON: 

 Pale for weariness. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Eh? 

ESTRAGON: 

 Of climbing heaven and gazing on the likes of us. (those who lived before us)

VLADIMIR: 

 Your boots, what are you doing with your boots? 

ESTRAGON: 

 (turning to look at the boots). I'm leaving them there. (Pause.) Another will come, just as . . . as . . . as me, but with smaller feet, and they'll make him happy. 

VLADIMIR: 

 But you can't go barefoot! 

ESTRAGON: 

 Christ did. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Christ! What has Christ got to do with it. You're not going to compare yourself to Christ! 

ESTRAGON: 

 All my life I've compared myself to him. 
· Why does Estragon compare himself to Christ?
· Christ was deceived, tortured and crucified; he was betrayed by his disciple (Judas the Iscariot). Estragon was deceived by his human mates, he was agonized, tortured, and is almost being crucified each day by his life; he is living a subhuman life. 
VLADIMIR: 

 But where he lived it was warm, it was dry! 

ESTRAGON: 

 Yes. And they crucified quick. 

Silence. 

VLADIMIR: 

 We've nothing more to do here. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Nor anywhere else. 

VLADIMIR: 
 Ah Gogo, don't go on like that. Tomorrow everything will be better.

ESTRAGON: 

 How do you make that out? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Did you not hear what the child said? 

ESTRAGON: 

 No. 

VLADIMIR: 

 He said that Godot was sure to come tomorrow. (Pause.) What do you say to that? 

ESTRAGON: 

 Then all we have to do is to wait on here. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Are you mad? We must take cover. (He takes Estragon by the arm.) Come on. 

He draws Estragon after him. Estragon yields, then resists. They halt. 

ESTRAGON: 

 (looking at the tree). Pity we haven't got a bit of rope.(he wants to hang himself)
· We notice that Estragon is being depressed here. 
· They’re going to wait and they keep on waiting. 
VLADIMIR: 

 Come on. It's cold. 

He draws Estragon after him. As before. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Remind me to bring a bit of rope tomorrow. (he is very depressed)

VLADIMIR: 

 Yes. Come on. 

He draws him after him. As before. 

ESTRAGON: 

 How long have we been together all the time now? 

VLADIMIR: 

 I don't know. Fifty years maybe.
ESTRAGON: 

 Do you remember the day I threw myself into the Rhone? (a kind of stream)

VLADIMIR: 

 We were grape harvesting. 

ESTRAGON: 

 You fished me out. (he tried to kill himself before)

VLADIMIR: 

 That's all dead and buried. 

ESTRAGON: 

 My clothes dried in the sun. 

VLADIMIR: 

 There's no good harking back on that.(don’t think of the past) Come on. 

He draws him after him. As before.

ESTRAGON: 

 Wait! 

VLADIMIR: 

 I'm cold! 

ESTRAGON: 

 Wait! (He moves away from Vladimir.) I sometimes wonder if we wouldn't have been better off alone, each one for himself. (He crosses the stage and sits down on the mound.) We weren't made for the same road. (this is a kind of pessimism)

VLADIMIR: 

 (without anger). It's not certain. 

ESTRAGON: 

 No, nothing is certain. 

Vladimir slowly crosses the stage and sits down beside Estragon.

· Estragon suggests that it would be better if they separate, but of course they don’t. 
· When Estragon says that nothing is certain, it is related to the idea that Godot is not going to come, and that nothing is going to change. 
VLADIMIR: 

 We can still part, if you think it would be better. 

ESTRAGON: 

 It's not worthwhile now. 

Silence. 

VLADIMIR: 

 No, it's not worthwhile now. 

Silence. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Well, shall we go? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Yes, let's go. 

They do not move.

· The End of Act I.

· Notice that there is a balance between Act I and Act II because there is repetition: the same time, same place, same words. The only thing that has changed is the tree:
Next day. Same time.

 Same place.

Estragon's boots front center, heels together, toes splayed.

Lucky's hat at same place. 

The tree has four or five leaves. 

· The leaves of the tree symbolize a feeble light of hope; that something is going to happen, some kind of change is going to take place. 
Enter Vladimir agitatedly. He halts and looks long at the tree, then suddenly begins to move feverishly about the stage. He halts before the boots, picks one up, examines it, sniffs it, manifests disgust, puts it back carefully. Comes and goes. Halts extreme right and gazes into distance off, shading his eyes with his hand. Comes and goes. Halts extreme left, as before. Comes and goes. Halts suddenly and begins to sing loudly.
VLADIMIR: 

 A dog came in–

Having begun too high he stops, clears his throat, resumes: 

 A dog came in the kitchen

 And stole a crust of bread.

 Then cook up with a ladle

 And beat him till he was dead.

 Then all the dogs came running

 And dug the dog a tomb–

He stops, broods, resumes:

Then all the dogs came running

 And dug the dog a tomb

 And wrote upon the tombstone (شاهد القبر)
 For the eyes of dogs to come:

 A dog came in the kitchen

 And stole a crust of bread.

 Then cook up with a ladle

 And beat him till he was dead.

 Then all the dogs came running

 And dug the dog a tomb–

He stops, broods, resumes: 

 Then all the dogs came running

 And dug the dog a tomb–

He stops, broods. Softly. 

 And dug the dog a tomb . . .

He remains a moment silent and motionless, then begins to move feverishly about the stage. He halts before the tree, comes and goes, before the boots, comes and goes, halts extreme right, gazes into distance, extreme left, gazes into distance. Enter Estragon right, barefoot, head bowed. He slowly crosses the stage. Vladimir turns and sees him. 

VLADIMIR: 

 You again! (Estragon halts but does not raise his head. Vladimir goes towards him.) Come here till I embrace you.
· Estragon is sad because at the end of Act I Estragon wanted to separate from Vladimir and he left him for a little while, for almost a minute. Vladimir came back because he could not leave Estragon. Estragon felt sad for telling Vladimir that he wanted to leave him. 
ESTRAGON: 

 Don't touch me! 

Vladimir holds back, pained. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Do you want me to go away? (Pause.) Gogo! (Pause. Vladimir observes him attentively.) Did they beat you? (Pause.) Gogo! (Estragon remains silent, head bowed.) Where did you spend the night? 

ESTRAGON: 

 Don't touch me! Don't question me! Don't speak to me! Stay with me! 

VLADIMIR: 

 Did I ever leave you? 

ESTRAGON: 

 You let me go. 

VLADIMIR:

 Look at me. (Estragon does not raise his head. Violently.) Will you look at me! 

Estragon raises his head. They look long at each other, then suddenly embrace, clapping each other on the back. End of the embrace. Estragon, no longer supported, almost falls.

ESTRAGON: 

 What a day! 

VLADIMIR: 

 Who beat you? Tell me. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Another day done with. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Not yet. 

ESTRAGON: 

 For me it's over and done with, no matter what happens. (Silence.) I heard you singing. 

VLADIMIR: 

 That's right, I remember. 

ESTRAGON: 

 That finished me. I said to myself, He's all alone, he thinks I'm gone for ever, and he sings. 

VLADIMIR: 

 One is not master of one's moods. All day I've felt in great form. (Pause.) I didn't get up in the night, not once! (to urinate)
ESTRAGON: 

 (sadly). You see, you piss better when I'm not there.

VLADIMIR: 

 I missed you . . . and at the same time I was happy. Isn't that a strange thing? 

ESTRAGON: 

 (shocked). Happy? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Perhaps it's not quite the right word. 

ESTRAGON: 

 And now? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Now? . . . (Joyous.) There you are again . . . (Indifferent.) There we are again. . . (Gloomy.) There I am again. 

ESTRAGON: 

 You see, you feel worse when I'm with you. I feel better alone too. 

VLADIMIR:

(vexed). Then why do you always come crawling back? 

ESTRAGON: 

 I don't know. (they are not real friends)

VLADIMIR: 

 No, but I do. It's because you don't know how to defend yourself. I wouldn't have let them beat you. 

ESTRAGON: 

 You couldn't have stopped them. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Why not? 

ESTRAGON: 

 There was ten of them. 

VLADIMIR:

No, I mean before they beat you. I would have stopped you from doing whatever it was you were doing. 

ESTRAGON: 

 I wasn't doing anything. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Then why did they beat you? 

ESTRAGON: 

 I don't know. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Ah no, Gogo, the truth is there are things that escape you that don't escape me, you must feel it yourself. 

ESTRAGON: 

 I tell you I wasn't doing anything. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Perhaps you weren't. But it's the way of doing it that counts, the way of doing it (doing nothing), if you want to go on living. 

ESTRAGON: 

 I wasn't doing anything.

VLADIMIR: 

 You must be happy too, deep down, if you only knew it. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Happy about what? 

VLADIMIR: 

 To be back with me again. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Would you say so? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Say you are, even if it's not true. 

ESTRAGON: 

 What am I to say? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Say, I am happy. 

ESTRAGON: 

 I am happy. 

VLADIMIR: 

 So am I. 

ESTRAGON: 

 So am I. 

VLADIMIR: 

 We are happy.
· Vladimir and Estragon cannot do without each other. They feel better when they are together. 
· Vladimir’s statement: “One is not master of one's moods” is philosophical. 
· Estragon and Vladimir are not real friends. They’re together because each one needs someone to be with him. 

· Estragon being beaten and he doesn’t know why means that humans are being beaten for no reason. 

· The repetition again does not reveal any truth because they’re not really happy. 

ESTRAGON: 

 We are happy. (Silence.) What do we do now, now that we are happy? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Wait for Godot. (Estragon groans. Silence.) Things have changed here since yesterday. 

ESTRAGON: 

 And if he doesn't come? 

VLADIMIR: 

 (after a moment of bewilderment). We'll see when the time comes. (Pause.) I was saying that things have changed here since yesterday. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Everything oozes. (the same thing)

VLADIMIR: 

 Look at the tree. 

ESTRAGON: 

 It's never the same pus from one second to the next. 

VLADIMIR: 

 The tree, look at the tree. 

Estragon looks at the tree. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Was it not there yesterday? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Yes of course it was there. Do you not remember? We nearly hanged ourselves from it. But you wouldn't. Do you not remember? 

ESTRAGON: 

 You dreamt it. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Is it possible you've forgotten already? 

ESTRAGON: 

 That's the way I am. Either I forget immediately or I never forget. 

VLADIMIR: 

 And Pozzo and Lucky, have you forgotten them too? 

ESTRAGON: 

 Pozzo and Lucky? 

VLADIMIR: 

 He's forgotten everything! 

ESTRAGON: 

 I remember a lunatic who kicked the shins off me. Then he played the fool. 

VLADIMIR: 

 That was Lucky. 

ESTRAGON: 

 I remember that. But when was it? 

· Estragon does not concentrate at all. 
· Notice that there is no specification of time in the play. 
VLADIMIR: 

 And his keeper, do you not remember him? 

ESTRAGON: 

 He gave me a bone. 

VLADIMIR: 

 That was Pozzo. 

ESTRAGON: 

 And all that was yesterday, you say? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Yes of course it was yesterday. 

ESTRAGON: 

 And here where we are now? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Where else do you think? Do you not recognize the place? 

ESTRAGON: 

 (suddenly furious). Recognize! What is there to recognize? All my lousy life I've crawled about in the mud! And you talk to me about scenery! (Looking wildly about him.) Look at this muckheap! I've never stirred from it!

VLADIMIR: 

 Calm yourself, calm yourself. 

ESTRAGON: 

 You and your landscapes! Tell me about the worms! 

VLADIMIR: 

 All the same, you can't tell me that this (gesture) bears any resemblance to . . . (he hesitates) . . . to the Macon country for example. You can't deny there's a big difference. (difference between now and before)

ESTRAGON: 

 The Macon country! Who's talking to you about the Macon country? 

VLADIMIR: 

 But you were there yourself, in the Macon country. 

ESTRAGON: 

 No I was never in the Macon country! I've puked my puke of a life away here, I tell you! Here! In the Cackon country!
· Estragon has nothing good to remember in his life. 
· They’re revealing to us their miserable life. They used to live a better life before. But now humans are living in the mud, in the underground. 
· Macon and Cackon were places they lived in. 
VLADIMIR: 

 But we were there together, I could swear to it! Picking grapes for a man called . . . (he snaps his fingers) . . . can't think of the name of the man, at a place called . . . (snaps his fingers) . . . can't think of the name of the place, do you not remember? 

ESTRAGON: 

 (a little calmer). It's possible. I didn't notice anything.(he cannot concentrate) 

VLADIMIR: 

 But down there everything is red! 

ESTRAGON: 

 (exasperated). I didn't notice anything, I tell you! 

Silence. Vladimir sighs deeply. 

VLADIMIR: 

 You're a hard man to get on with, Gogo.

ESTRAGON: 

 It'd be better if we parted.
· They return to the same topic of separation, which shows that they have no real friendship. 
VLADIMIR: 

 You always say that and you always come crawling back. 

ESTRAGON: 

 The best thing would be to kill me, like the other. 

VLADIMIR: 

 What other? (Pause.) What other? 

ESTRAGON: 

 Like billions of others. 

VLADIMIR: 

 (sententious). To every man his little cross. (He sighs.) Till he dies. (Afterthought.) And is forgotten. 
· Estragon’s statements are related to the theme that human beings are being beaten by millions of others; all the world is killing humanity in humans. This is an indication of the agony of Man in the world. 
· Vladimir’s statements refer to the philosophy of existentialism. 
ESTRAGON: 

 In the meantime let us try and converse calmly, since we are incapable of keeping silent. 

VLADIMIR: 
 You're right, we're inexhaustible.
ESTRAGON: 

 It's so we won't think. 

VLADIMIR: 

 We have that excuse. 

ESTRAGON: 

 It's so we won't hear. 

VLADIMIR: 

 We have our reasons. 

ESTRAGON: 

 All the dead voices. 

VLADIMIR: 

 They make a noise like wings. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Like leaves. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Like sand. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Like leaves. 

Silence.

VLADIMIR: 

 They all speak at once. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Each one to itself. 

Silence. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Rather they whisper. 

ESTRAGON: 

 They rustle. 

VLADIMIR: 

 They murmur. 

ESTRAGON: 

 They rustle. 

Silence. 

VLADIMIR: 

 What do they say? 

ESTRAGON: 

 They talk about their lives. 

VLADIMIR: 

 To have lived is not enough for them. 

ESTRAGON: 

 They have to talk about it. 

VLADIMIR: 

 To be dead is not enough for them. 

ESTRAGON: 

 It is not sufficient. 

Silence. 

VLADIMIR: 

 They make a noise like feathers. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Like leaves. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Likes ashes. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Like leaves. 

Long silence. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Say something! (like our ancestors)

ESTRAGON: 

 I'm trying. 

Long silence.

VLADIMIR: 

 (in anguish). Say anything at all!
· This is related to the poem of T.S. Eliot The Hollow Men. They cannot hear the voices of their ancestors, of those who crossed before them. 
ESTRAGON: 

 What do we do now? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Wait for Godot. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Ah! 

Silence. 

VLADIMIR: 

 This is awful!

ESTRAGON: 

 Sing something. 

VLADIMIR: 

 No no! (He reflects.) We could start all over again perhaps. 

ESTRAGON: 

 That should be easy. 

VLADIMIR: 

 It's the start that's difficult. 

ESTRAGON: 

 You can start from anything. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Yes, but you have to decide. 

ESTRAGON: 

 True. 

Silence. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Help me! 

ESTRAGON: 

 I'm trying. 

Silence. 

VLADIMIR: 

 When you seek you hear. 

ESTRAGON: 

 You do. 

VLADIMIR: 

 That prevents you from finding. 

ESTRAGON: 

 It does. 

VLADIMIR: 

 That prevents you from thinking. 

ESTRAGON: 

 You think all the same. 

VLADIMIR: 

 No no, it's impossible. 

ESTRAGON: 

 That's the idea, let's contradict each another. (to get into an argument)

VLADIMIR: 

 Impossible. 

ESTRAGON: 

 You think so? 

VLADIMIR: 

 We're in no danger of ever thinking any more.
· What is awful is to be waiting. 
· Vladimir’s statement tells us that humans are unable to think, living on the margin. 
ESTRAGON: 

 Then what are we complaining about? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Thinking is not the worst. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Perhaps not. But at least there's that. 

VLADIMIR: 

 That what? 

ESTRAGON: 

 That's the idea, let's ask each other questions. 

VLADIMIR: 

 What do you mean, at least there's that? 

ESTRAGON: 

 That much less misery. 

VLADIMIR: 

 True. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Well? If we gave thanks for our mercies? 

VLADIMIR: 

 What is terrible is to have thought. 

ESTRAGON: 

 But did that ever happen to us? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Where are all these corpses (dead bodies) from? 

ESTRAGON: 

 These skeletons.

LADIMIR: 

 Tell me that. 

ESTRAGON: 

 True. 

VLADIMIR: 

 We must have thought a little. 

ESTRAGON: 

 At the very beginning. 

VLADIMIR: 

 A charnel-house! A charnel-house! 

ESTRAGON: 

 You don't have to look. 

VLADIMIR: 

 You can't help looking. 

ESTRAGON: 

 True. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Try as one may. 

ESTRAGON: 

 I beg your pardon? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Try as one may. 

ESTRAGON: 

 We should turn resolutely towards Nature. 

VLADIMIR: 

 We've tried that. 

ESTRAGON: 

 True. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Oh it's not the worst, I know. 

ESTRAGON: 

 What? 

VLADIMIR: 

 To have thought. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Obviously. 

VLADIMIR: 

 But we could have done without it. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Que voulez-vous? 

VLADIMIR: 

 I beg your pardon? 

ESTRAGON: 

 Que voulez-vouz. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Ah! que voulez-vous. Exactly. (Vladimir doesn’t understand French)

Silence.

ESTRAGON: 

 That wasn't such a bad little canter. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Yes, but now we'll have to find something else. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Let me see. 

He takes off his hat, concentrates. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Let me see. (He takes off his hat, concentrates. Long silence.) Ah! 

They put on their hats, relax.
· Vladimir means that humanity is being slaughtered. 
· Taking off the hat here is a sign of irony. 
ESTRAGON: 

 Well? 

VLADIMIR: 

 What was I saying, we could go on from there. 

ESTRAGON: 

 What were you saying when? 

VLADIMIR: 

 At the very beginning. 

ESTRAGON: 

 The very beginning of WHAT? 

VLADIMIR: 

 This evening . . . I was saying . . . I was saying . . . 

ESTRAGON: 

 I'm not a historian. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Wait . . . we embraced . . . we were happy . . . happy . . . what do we do now that we're happy . . . go on waiting . . . waiting . . . let me think . . . it's coming . . . go on waiting . . . now that we're happy . . . let me see . . . ah! The tree! 

ESTRAGON:  The tree? 

VLADIMIR:  Do you not remember? 

ESTRAGON: 

 I'm tired.

VLADIMIR: 

 Look at it. 

They look at the tree. 

ESTRAGON: 

 I see nothing. 

VLADIMIR: 

 But yesterday evening it was all black and bare. And now it's covered with leaves. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Leaves? 

VLADIMIR: 

 In a single night. 

ESTRAGON: 

 It must be the Spring. 

VLADIMIR: 

 But in a single night!

ESTRAGON: 

 I tell you we weren't here yesterday. Another of your nightmares. 

VLADIMIR: 

 And where were we yesterday evening according to you? 

ESTRAGON: 

 How would I know? In another compartment. There's no lack of void. 

VLADIMIR: 

 (sure of himself). Good. We weren't here yesterday evening. Now what did we do yesterday evening? 

ESTRAGON: 

 Do? (they do nothing)

VLADIMIR: 

 Try and remember. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Do . . . I suppose we blathered. (conversed) 

VLADIMIR: 

 (controlling himself). About what? 

ESTRAGON: 

 Oh . . . this and that I suppose, nothing in particular. (With assurance.) Yes, now I remember, yesterday evening we spent blathering about nothing in particular. That's been going on now for half a century. 

VLADIMIR: 

 You don't remember any fact, any circumstance? 

ESTRAGON: 

 (weary). Don't torment me, Didi.

· They’re looking at the tree in order to be happy and find something for their life, something that can console them. 
· Estragon’s statement here is related to the main theme of the play that humans kept blathering for centuries about peace, humanity and life, without any results. 
VLADIMIR: 

 The sun. The moon. Do you not remember? 

ESTRAGON: 

 They must have been there, as usual. 

VLADIMIR: 

 You didn't notice anything out of the ordinary? 

ESTRAGON: 

 Alas! 

VLADIMIR: 

 And Pozzo? And Lucky? 

ESTRAGON: 

 Pozzo? 

VLADIMIR: 

 The bones. 

ESTRAGON: 

 They were like fishbones. 

VLADIMIR: 

 It was Pozzo gave them to you. 

ESTRAGON: 

 I don't know. 

VLADIMIR: 

 And the kick. 

ESTRAGON: 

 That's right, someone gave me a kick. 

VLADIMIR: 

 It was Lucky gave it to you. 

ESTRAGON: 

 And all that was yesterday? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Show me your leg. 

ESTRAGON:  Which? 

VLADIMIR: 

 Both. Pull up your trousers. (Estragon gives a leg to Vladimir, staggers. Vladimir takes the leg. They stagger.) Pull up your trousers. 

ESTRAGON: 

 I can't. 

Vladimir pulls up the trousers, looks at the leg, lets it go. Estragon almost falls. 

VLADIMIR: 

 The other. (Estragon gives the same leg.) The other, pig! (Estragon gives the other leg. Triumphantly.) There's the wound! Beginning to fester! (يتعافى)
ESTRAGON: 

 And what about it? 

VLADIMIR: 

 (letting go the leg). Where are your boots? 

ESTRAGON: 

 I must have thrown them away. 

VLADIMIR: 

 When? 

ESTRAGON: 

 I don't know. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Why? 

ESTRAGON: 

 (exasperated). I don't know why I don't know! 

VLADIMIR: 

 No, I mean why did you throw them away? 

ESTRAGON: 

 (exasperated). Because they were hurting me!
VLADIMIR: 

 (triumphantly, pointing to the boots). There they are! (Estragon looks at the boots.) At the very spot where you left them yesterday! 

Estragon goes towards the boots, inspects them closely. 

ESTRAGON: 

 They're not mine. 

VLADIMIR: 

 (stupefied). Not yours! 

ESTRAGON: 

 Mine were black. These are brown. 

VLADIMIR: 

 You're sure yours were black? 

ESTRAGON:  Well they were a kind of gray. 

VLADIMIR: 

 And these are brown. Show me.

ESTRAGON: 

 (picking up a boot). Well they're a kind of green. 

VLADIMIR: 

 Show me. (Estragon hands him the boot. Vladimir inspects it, throws it down angrily.) Well of all the—

ESTRAGON: 

 You see, all that's a lot of bloody— 

VLADIMIR: 

 Ah! I see what it is. Yes, I see what's happened. 

ESTRAGON: 

 All that's a lot of bloody— 

VLADIMIR: 

 It's elementary. Someone came and took yours and left you his. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Why? 

VLADIMIR: 

 His were too tight for him, so he took yours. 

ESTRAGON: 

 But mine were too tight. 

VLADIMIR: 

 For you. Not for him.

ESTRAGON: 

 (having tried in vain to work it out). I'm tired! (Pause.) Let's go. 

VLADIMIR: 

 We can't. 

ESTRAGON: 

 Why not? 

VLADIMIR: 

 We're waiting for Godot.
· The different colors of the boots tell us that there is no certainty about the silly affairs of life. 
      End …[image: image1.png]
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