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WAITING FOR GODOT

by
Samuel Beckett

mwilnunazasisos Wating for Godot

Next day. Same time.
Same place.
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Estragon ’s boots front center, heels together, toes splayed Lucky's hat at same place.
The tree has four or five leaves.

Enter Viadimir agitatedly. He halts and looks long at #he 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 extremely lefi, as before. Comes and goes. Halts suddenly and begins
to sing loudly.

Viadimir: 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
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--



28b

He stops, broods, resumes:
Then al the dogs came running
And dug the dog a tomb-
He stops, broods. Softly.
And dug the dog atomb . . .
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 agan! (Estragon halts but does notraise his head. Vladimirgoes
towards him.) Come here till | embrace you.

Estragon: Don’'t touch me!
Vladimir holds back, pained.

Vladimir: Do you wat me to go away? (Pause.) Ggogo! (Pause. Vliadimir

observes him attentively.) Did they best 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 spesk to me Stay with me
Viadimir! Did | ever leave you?
Estragon: You let me go.
Vladimir: Look & me. (Estragon does not raise his head. Violently.) Will you
look & me

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

Estragon: Wha a day!

Vladimir: Who bea you? Tdl me

Estragon: Another day done with.

Viadimir: Not yet.

Estragon: For me it's over and done with, no mater what happens (Silence.)

| heard you singing.
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That’s right. | remember.

That finished me | sad to mysdf. Hes dl dong, he thinks I'm gone
forever, and he sings.

One is not master of one's moods. All day I've felt in great form.
(Pause.) | did’t get up in the night, not once!

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

| missed you,.. and a the same time | was happy. |sn't that a queer thing?
(shocked.) Happy?

Perhaps it's not quite the right word.

And now?

Now? . . . (Joyous) There you are again . . . (Indifferent.) There we are
agan.... (Gloomy,) There | am again.

You see, you feel worse when I'm with you. | feel better alone too.
(vexed) Then why do you always come crawling back?

| don't know.

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

Y ou couldn’'t have stopped them.

Why not?

There was ten of them.

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

| wasn't doing anything.

Then why did they beat you?

| don’t know.

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

| tell you | wasn't doing anything.

Perhaps you weren't. But it's the way of doing it that counts, the way
of doing it, if you want to go on living.

| wasn’t doing anything.
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Y ou must be happy too, deep down, if you only knew it.
Happy about what?

To be back with me again.

Would you say so?

Say you are, even if it’s not true.

What am | to say?

Say, | am happy.

| am happy.
So am |

S0 am |.

We are happy.

We are happy. (Silence) What do we do now, now that we are happy?
Wait for Godot. (Estragon groans. Silence))

Things have changed here since yesterday.

And if he doesn't come.

(after a moment of bewilderment ) WeIl see when the time comes.
(Pause.) | was saying that things have changed here Snce yedterday.
Everything oozes.

Look at the tree.

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

The tree, look at the tree.

Estragon looks at the tree.

Weas it not there yesterday?

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

Is it possible you've forgotten aready?

That’'s the way | am. Either | forget immediately or | never forget.
And Pozzo and Lucky, have you forgotten them too?

Pozzo and Lucky?

He's forgotten everything!
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I remember a lunatic who kicked the shins off me. Then he played
the fool.
That was Lucky.
| remember that. But when was it?
And his keeper, do you not remember him?
He gave me a bone.
That was Pozzo.
And all that was yesterday, you say?
Yes of course it was yesterday.
And here where we are now?
Where else do you think? Do you not recognize the place?
(suddenly furious), Recognize! What is there to recognize?
All my lousy life I've crawled about in the mud! And you tak to me
about scenery! (Looking wildly about him.) Look a this muckhegp!
I’ve never stirred from it!
Calm yoursdlf, calm yoursdlf.
Y ou and your landscapes! Tell me about the worms!
All the same, you can't tel that this (gesture) bears any resemblance
to. .. (he hesitates) . . . to the Macon country for example. You can’t
deny there’s a hig difference.
The Macon country! Who's taking to you about the Macon country?
But you were there yourself, in the Macon country.
No | was never in the Macon country! I've puked my puke of a life
away here, | tell you! Here! In the Cackon country!
But we were there together, | could swear to it! Picking grapes for
aman called ., (he snaps his fingers ) . . . can't think of the name of
the man, at aplace caled .. .. (snaps his fingers) . .. can't think of
the name of the place, do you not remember?
(a little calmer ) It's possible, | didn’t notice anything.
But down there everything is red!
(exasperated ) | didn’t notice anything, | tell you!



289

Silence. Vladimir sighs deeply.

Viadimir: You're a hard man to get on with, Gogo.
Estragon: It'd be better if we parted.
Viadimir: You aways 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: In the meantime let me try and converse calmly, since we are
incapable of keeping silent.
Viadimir: You're right, we're inexhaustible.
Estragon: It's so we won't think.
Viadimir: We have that excuse.
Estragon: It's so we won't hear.
Viadimir: We have our reasons.
Estragon: All the dead voices.
Viadimir: They make a noise like wings.
Estragon: Like leaves.
Viadimir: Like sand.
Estragon: Like leaves.
Silence.
Viadimir: They al speak at once.
Estragon: Each one to itself.
Silence.
Viadimir: Rather they whisper.
Estragon: They rustle.
Viadimir: They murmur,
Estragon: They rustle.
Silence.

Viadimir: What do they say?
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Estragon: They talk about their lives.
Viadimir: To have lived is not enough for them.
Estragon: They have to talk about it.
Viadimir: To be dead is not enough for them.
Estragon: It is not sufficient.

Slence.
Vliadimir: They make a noise like feathers.
Estragon: Like leaves.
Viadimir: Like ashes.
Estragon: Like leaves.

Long silence.
Vladimir: Say something!
Estragon: I’'m trying.

Long silence.
Viadimir: (in anguish ) Say anything at al!
Estragon: What do we do now?
Viadimir: Wait for Godot.
Estragon: Ah!

Slence.
Viadimir: Thisis awful!
Estragon: Sing something.
Vladimir: No no! (He reflects.) We could start all over again perhaps.
Estragon: That should be easy.
Viadimir: It's the start that’s difficult.
Estragon: You can start from anything.
Viadirmir: Y ou, but you have to decide.
Estragon: True.

Slence.

Viadirmir: Help me!
Estragon: I"'m trying.
Slence.
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When you sk you hear.

You do.

That prevents you from finding.

It does.

That prevents you from thinking.

You think dl the same

No no, impossible.

That's the ideg let's contradict each other.
Impossible.

You think so?

Were in no daga of ever thinking ay more
Then what are we complaining about?
Thinking is not the worst.

Perhaps not. But a leest ther€és that.

That what?

Tha's the ideg let's ak each other quedions
What do you mean, a leest the€s tha?
That much less misary.

True.

Well? If we gave thanks for our mercies?
Wha is terible is to have thought.

But did that ever hgppen to us?

Where are dl these corpes from?

These skeletons.

Tell me that.

True.

We mug have thougt a litile

At the very beginning.

A charnel-house! A charnel-house!

You don't have to look.

You can't help looking.
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True.

Try as one may.

| beg your pardon?

Try as one may.

We should turn resolutely towards Nature
We've tried that.

True.

Oh it’s not the worst, | know.
What?

To have thought.

Obvioudly.

But we could have done without it.
Ques voulez-vous?

| beg your pardon?

Que voulez-vous.,

Ah! gque voulez-vous, Exactly.
Silence.

That wasn't such a bad little canter.

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

Let me see
He takes off his hat, concentrates.

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

Ah!

They put on their hats, relax.
Well?

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

What were you saying when?
At the very beginning.

The very beginning of WHAT?
This evening . . . . | was saying...J was saying...
I’m not a historian.
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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!

The tree?

Do you not remember?

I’'m tired.

Look at it.

They look at the tree.

| see nothing.

But yederday evening it wes al balck and bare. And now it's covered
with leaves.

Leaves?

In a single night.
It must be the Spring.

But in a sngle night!

| tell you we weren't here yesterday. Another of your nightmarse
And where were we yesterday evening according to you?

How would | know? In another compatment. Theré's no lack of void.
(sure of himself) Good. We weren't here yesterday evening.
Now what did we do yesterday evening?

Do?

Try and remember.

Do....I suppose we blathered.

(controlling himself ) About what?

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

You don’'t remember any fact, any circumstance?

(weary ) Don’t torment me, Didi.

The sun. The moon. Do you not remember?
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They must have been there as usual.

You didn’t notice anything out of the ordinary?

Alas

And Pozzo? And Lucky?

Pozzo?

The bones.

They were like fishbones.

It was Pozzo gave them to you.

I don’t know.

And the kick.

That’s right, someone gave me a kick.

It was Lucky gave it to you.

And al that was yesterday.

Show your leg.

Which?

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

| can't.

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

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

And what about it?

(letting go the leg ) Where are your boots?

| must have thrown them away.

When?

| don’'t know.

Why?

(exasperated ) | don’'t know why | don’t know!
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Vladimir: No, | mean why did you throw them away?
Estragon: (exasperated ) Because they were hurting me!
Viadimir: (triumphantly, pointing to the boots ) There they are! (Esfragon

looks a the boots. ) At the very spot where you left them yesterday!
Esfragon goes towards fhe boots, inspects them closely.

Estragon: They’re not mine,

Viadimir: (stupefied. ) Not yours!

Estragon: Mine were black. Those are brown.

Viadimir: You're sure yours were black?

Estragon: Well they were a kind of gray.

Vliadimir: And these are brown. Show.

Estragon: (picking up a boot ). Well they’re a kind of green.

Vliadimir: Show. (Esfragon hands him the boot. Vladimir inspects if, throws it
down angrily. ) Well of dl the-

Estragon: You see, dl that's a lot of bloody-

Viadimir: Ah! | seewhat it is. Yes, | see what’s happened.

Estragon: All that's a lot of bloody-

Viadimir: 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.

Viadimir: We can't.

Estragon: Why not?

Viadimir: We're waiting for Godot.

Estragon: Ahl (Pause. Despairing. ) What'll we do, what'll we do!

Viadimir: There’' s nothing we can do.

Estragon: But | can't go on like this!

Viadimir: Would you like a radish?

Estragon: Is that al there is?
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There are radishes and turnips.

Are there no carrots?

No. Anyway you overdo it with your carrots.

Then give me aradish. (Vladimir fumbles in his pockets, finds
nothing but turnips, finally brings out a radish and hands it to Estragon
who examines it, sniffs it. ) It's black!

It's aradish.

| only like the pink ones, you know that!

Then you don’t want it?

| only like the pink ones!

Then give it back to me.

Estragon gives it back.

I’ll go and get a carrot.

He does not move.

This is becoming redly insignificant.

Not enough.

Silence.

What about trying them.

I’ve tried everything.

No, | mean the boots.

Would that be a good thing?

It's pass the time. (Estragon hesitates. ) | assure you, it'd be an occupation.
A relaxation.

A recreation.

A relaxation.

Try. :

You'll help me?

| will of course.

We don't manage too badly, eh Didi, to give us the impresson we exist?
(impatiently ). Yes yes, we're magicians. But let us presevere in
what we have resolved, before we forget. (He picks up a boot. ) Come
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on, give me your foot. (Estragon raises his foot.) The other, hog!
(Estragon raises the other foot.) Higher! ( Wreathed together they
stagger about the stage. Vladimir succeeds findly in getting on the
boot. ) Try and walk. (Estragon walks. ) Well?
It fits.
(taking string from his pocket ). WE'll try and lace it.
(vehemently ). No no, no laces, no laces!
You'll be sorry. Let’s try the other. (As before. ) Well?
(grudgingly ). It fits too.
They don’t hurt you?
Not yet.
Then you can keep them.
They’re too hig.
Perhaps you’ll have socks some day.
True.
Then you'll keep them?
That’ s enough about these boots.
Y es, but-
(violently ). Enough! (silence. ) | suppose | might as well sit down.
He looks for a place to St down, then goes and Sts down on the mound.
That’s where you were sitting yesterday evening.
If | could only Sleep.
Y esterday you slept.
1’11 try.
He resumes his foetal posture, his head between his knees.
Wait. (He goes over and sits down besidde Estragon and begins to
sing in a loud voice. )

Bye bye bye bye

Bye bye-
(Looking up angrily ). Not so loud!
(softly ). Bye bye bye bye
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Bye bye bye bye

Bye bye bye bye

Bye bye . . .
Estragon sleeps. Vladimir gets up softly, fakes off his coat and lays
it across Estragon ’s shoulders, then starts walking up and down,
swinging his arms to keep himself warm. Estragon wakes with a start,
jumps up, casts about wildly. Vladimir runs to him, puts his arms

around him.) There..... there. ... Didi isthere. . . don't be afrad...
Ah!

There. .. .there....it'sal over.

| was falling-

It's al over, it's dl over.

| was on top of a -

Don't tell me! Come, we'll walk it off.

He takes Esfragon by the arm and walks him up and down until
Estragon refuses fo go any further.

That’s enough. I’'m tired.

You'd rather be stuck there doing nothing?

Yes.

Please yoursalf.

He releases Estragon, picks up his coat and puts it on.
Let’s go.

We can't.

Why not?

We're waiting for Godot.

Ah! (Vladimir walks up and down. ) Can you not stay still?
I'm cold.

We came too soon.

It's always at nightfall.

But night doesn't fall.

It'1l fall; al of a sudden, like yesterday.

Then it'll be night.
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And we can go.

Then it'll be day again (Pause. Despairing. ) What'll we do, what’ll we do!
(halting, violently). Will you stop whining! I've had about my
bellyful of your lamentation!

I"'m going.

(seeing Lucky’s hat ). Wel!

Farewdll.

Lucky's hat. (He goes towards it. ) I've been here an hour and never
saw it. (Very pleased. ) Finel

You'll never see me again.

| knew it was the right place. Now our troubles are over. (He picks
up the hat, contemplates it, straightens i, ) Must have been very fine
hat. (He puts it on in place of his own which he hands to Estragon. ) Here.
What?

Hold that.

Estragon takes Vladimir's hat. Vladimir adjusts Lucky’s hat on his
head. Estragon puts on Vladimir's hat in place of his own which he
hands to Vladimir. Vladimir takes Estrgon’s hat Estragon adjusts
Vladimir's hat on his head. Vladimir-puts on Estragon’s hat in place
of Lucky’s which he hands to Estragon. Estragon takes Lucky’s hat.
Vladimir adjusts Estragon’s hat on his head. Estragon puts on
Lucky’s hat in place of Vladimir’s which he hands to Vladimir.
Vladimir takes his hat. Estragon adjusts Lucky’s hat on his head.
Vladimir puts on his hat in place of Estragon’s which he hands to
Estragon. Estragon takes his hat. Vladimir adjusts his hat on his head.
Estragon puts on his hat in place of Lucky’s which he hands to
Vladimir. Vladimir takes lucky’s hat. Estragon adjusts his hat on his
head. Vladimirputs on lucky’s hat in place of his own which he hands
to Estragon. Estrgon takes Vladimir's hat. Vladimir adjusts lucky’s
hat on his head, Estragon hands Vladimir's hat back to Vladimir who
takes it and hands it back to Estagon who takes it and hands it back
to Vladimir who takes it and throws it down.
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How does it fit me?

How would | know?

No, but now do I look in it?

He turns his bead coquettishly to and fro, minces like a mannequin.
Hideous.

Yes, but not more so than usua ?

Neither more nor less.

Then | can keep it. Mine irked me. (Pause. ) How shall | say?
(Pause. ) It itched me.

He takes off Lucky’s hat, peers into it, shakesit, knockson thecrown,
puts it on again.

I’m going.

Silence.

Will you not play?

Play at what?

We could play at Pozzo and Lucky.

Never heard of it.

I'll do Lucky, you do Pozzo. (He imitates Lucky sagging under the
weight of his baggage. Estragon looks at him with stupefaction. ) Go on.
What am | do so?

Curse me!

(after reflection. ) Naughty!

Stronger!

Gonococcus!  Spirochete!

Vladimir sways back and forth, double in two.

Tell me to think.

What?

Say. Think, pig!

Think, pig!

Silence.

| can't.
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That's enough of that.

Tdl me to dance

I’'m going.

Dance, hog! (He writhes. Exit Esragon left, precipitately. )

| can't! (He looks up, misses Estragon. ) Gogo! (He moves wildly
about the stage. Enter Estragon left, panting. He hastens towards
Vladimir, falls into his arms. ) There you ae agan a leg!

I’m accursed!

Where were you? | thought you were gone for ever.

They’'re coming!

Who?

| don't know.

How many?

| don't know.

(triumphantly ). It's Godot! At las! Gogo! It's Godot! We're saved!
Let's go and mest im! (He drags Estragon towards the wings.
Estragon ressts, pulls himself free, exit right.) Gogo! Come back!
(Vladimir runs to extreme left, scans the horizon. Enter Estragon
right, he hastens towards Vladimir, falls into his arms. ) There you
are again again!

I'm in hel!

Where were you?

They’re coming there too!

We're surrounded! (Estragon makes a rush towards back. )} Imbedilel
Thereé's no way out there. (He takes Estragon by the arm and drags
him towards front. Gesture towards frong. ) Therd Not a soul in
sght! Off you go! Quick! (He pushes Estragon towards auditorium.
Estragon recoils in horror. ) You won't? (He contemplates auditorium. )
Wdl | can understand that. Wait till | see (He reflects. ) Your only

hope left is to disgpear.
Where?
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Behind the tree. (Estragon hesitaters.) Quick! Behind the tree.
(Estragon goes and crouches behind the tree, realize he is not hidden,
comes out from behind the tree. ) Decidedly this tree will not have
been dightest use to us.

(calmer ) | lost my head. Forgive me. It won't happen again. Tell
me what to do.

There' s nothing to do.

Y ou go and stand there. (He draws Vladimir to extreme right and
places him with his back to the stage.) There, don't move, and waich
out. (Vladimir scans horizon, s creening his eyes with his hand.
Estragon runs and takes up sameposition extreme left. They turn their
heads and look at each other. ) Back to back like in the good old days.
(They continue to look at each other for a moment, then resume their
watch. Long silence. ) Do you see anything coming?

(turning his head ) What?

(louder ). Do you see anything coming?

No.

Nor I.

They resume their watch. Silence.

You must have had a vision.

(turning his head ). What?

(louder ). You must have had a vision.
No need to shout!

They resume their watch. Silence,
(turning sitmultaneously). Do you-

Oh pardon!

Carry on.

No no, after you.
No no, you first.
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Vladimir: | interrupted you.
Estragon: On the contrary.

They place at each other angrily.
Viadimir: Ceremonious ape!
Estragon: Punctilious pig!
Viadimir: Finish your phrase, | tell you!
Estragon: Finish your won!

Slence. They draw closer, halt.
Vladimir: Moron!
Estragon: That's the idea, let’s abuse each other.

They turn, move apart, tumn again and face each other.
Viadimir: Moron!

Estragon: Vermin!
Viadimir: Abortion!
Estragon: Morpion!
Viadimir: Sewer-rat!
Estragon: Curate!
Viadimir: Cretin!
Estragon: (With finality ). Critic!
Viadimir: Oh!
He wilts, vanquished, and turns away.
Estragon: Now let's make it up.
Vladimir: Gogo!
Estragon: Didi!
Viadimir: Your hand!
Estragon: Take it!
Viadimir: Come to my arms!
Estragon: Your arms?
Viadimir: My breast!
Estragon: Off we go!

They embrace. They separate. Slence.
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Now time flies when one has fun!

Silence.

What do we do now?

While waiting.

While waiting.

Silence.

We could do our exercises.

Our movements.

Our elevations,

Our relaxations.

Our elongations.

Our relaxations.

To wam us up.

To calm us down.

Off we go.

Vladimir hops from one foot to the other. Estragon imitates him.
(stopping ) That's enough. I'm tired.

(stopping) We're not in form. What about a little deep breathing?
I’m tired breathing.

You'reright. (Pause.) Let'sjust do the tree, for the balance.
The tree?

Vladimir does the tree, stagging about on one leg.

(stopping ). Your turn.

Estragon does the tree, staggers.

Do you think God sees me?

Y ou must close your eyes.

Estragon closes his eyes, staggers worse.

(stopping, brandishing his fists, at the top of his voice ). God have a
pity on me!

(vexed ). And me?

On me! On me! Pity! On me!
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Enter Pozzo and Lucky. Pozzo is blind. Lucky burdened as before.
Rope as before, but much shorter, so that Pozzo may follow more
easly. Lucky wearing a different hat. At the sght of VIadimir and
Estragon he stops short. Pozzo, continuing on his way, bumps into
him.

Gogo!

(clutching on to Lucky who staggers } What is it? Who is it?
Lucky falls, drops everything and bring down Pozzo with him. They
lie helpless among the scattered baggage.

Isit Godot?

At last! (He goes towards the heap. ) Reinforcements at |ast!

Help!

Isit Godot?

We were beginning to weaken, now we're sure to see the evening out.
Help!

Do you hear him?

We are no longer alone, waitine for the night, waiting for Godot,
waiting for . . . waiting. All evening we have struggled, unassisted.
Now it's over. It's aready tomorrow.

Help!

Time flows again already. The sun still set, the moon rise, and we
away . . . from here,

Pity!

Poor Pozzo!

| knoew it was him.

Who?

Godot.

But it's not Godot.

It's not Godot?

It's not Godot.

Then who is it?
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It's Pozzo.

Here! Herel Help me up!

He can't get up,

Let’'s go.

We can’t.

Why not?

We're waiting for Godot.

Ah!

Perhaps he has another bone for you.

Bone?

Chicken. Do you not remember?

It was him?

Yes.

AsK him.

Perhaps we would help him first.

To do what?

To get up.

He can't get up?

He wants to get up.

Then let him get up.

He can't.

Why not?

| don't know.

Pozzo writhes, groans, beats the ground with his fists.
We should ask him for the bone first. Then if he refuses we'll leave
him there.

Y ou mean we have him at our mercy?

Yes.

And that we should subordinate our good offices to certan conditions?
What?

That seems intelligent al right. But there's one thing I'm afraid of.
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Help!

What?

That Lucky might get going dl of a sudden. Then wed be balocksed.
Lucky?

The one that went for you yesterday.

| tell you there was ten of them.

No, before that, the one that kicked you.

Is he there?

As large as life. (Gesture towards Lucky. ) For the moment he is
inert. But he might run amuck any minute.

Help!

And suppose we gave him a good beating the two of us?

You mean if we fell on him in his deep?

Yes.

That seems a good idea al right. But could we do it? Is he really
adeep? (Pause. ) No, the best would be to take advantage of Pozzo's
calling for help-

Help!

To help him-

We help him?

In anticipation of some tangible return.

And suppose he-

Let us not waste our time in idle discourse! (Pause. Vehemently. )
Let us do something, while we have the chance! It is not every day
that we are needed. Not indeed that we personaly are needed.
Others would meet the case equaly wdl, if not better. To al mankind
they were addressed, thoses cries for help gill ringing in our ears But
at this place, at this moment of time, all mankind is us, whether we
like it or not. Let us make the most of it, before it istoo late! Let us
represent worthily for once the foul brood to which a crue fate
consigned us! What do you say? (Estragon says nothing. ) It is true



