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   “Skenpvates”, theater group of the 1st Lyceum of Perama , 2017-2018 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Introduction 

 

The relationship we have with people, is defeating time.The 

works of Aeschylus, Sophocles, Aristophanes, Shakespeare, 

Cervantes, Manos Hadjidakis, Cavafy, Beckett, always 

create relationships that are timely for each of us, 

indestructible of time. Because their work served something 

they knew was beyond them: "we", not the "ego", the entire 

society, not the interest of any group of people or guild. 

The relationship is at the opposite of self-appropriation, 

self-interest. That is why It deals with time. People die, 

relationships last. 
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«Jiaxembore» 

 

Lights off. Antigone is on the stage, holding a 

handkerchief with soil in it. Her look is imperious. The 

lights turn on slowly . Antigone lets the soil fall down. 

 An accordion child comes in front, playing in the 

rhythm of Jaxembore, stops, looks at the audience as if he 

wants to talk to them. In the end he decides. 

 

ACCORDION CHILD: 

 We come from the other side of the water.                                                                                        

To achieve the impossible, we must dare the 

absurd.  

(Lights turn off suddenly. The troupe enters from the back 

of the spectators, singing. / Dim lights on the troupe  / They 

cross the corridor singing and dancing.) 

Tell me young girls – Jaxembore 

Where to go  - Jaxembore 

What to eat – Jaxembore 

Ι Like the girls – Jaxembore 

Their bosom – Jaxembore 

Their hips – Jaxembore 

Very easy to decide 

Lets’s meet at the café at night 

To watch a nice play 

What flare lips , such flare eyes 

and wishful cheeks 

You can nowhere  meet  

 a merchandise like this. 

 

This song was heard by 

the Italian troupes coming 

to perform plays in 

Greece during the last 

century.  They used to 

address to their spectators 

with the words “Gia 

sou(chiao) amore”.  This 

was afterwards used  by 

the Greek troupes as the 

“brand” calling for their 

spectators. 

This song is heard in the 

cinema play ” The 

Travelling Players” 

(Thiasos) , by Theodoros 

Angelopoulos.  

source 

: www.musicpaper.gr 

https://www.youtube.com

/watch?v=Gxh-EWRriVE 

 

http://www.musicpaper.gr/articles/item/8489-giaksempore-o-kilaidonis-kai-o-thiasos-mas
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Gxh-EWRriVE
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Gxh-EWRriVE
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   ANTIGONE                                    
by Sophocles (495-406 B.C.) 

Chorus : Something mysterious happens around here. I 

can’t understand.  Surely this captive woman is 

the princess, Antigone. Why should she be 

taken? Poor fate daughter of that poor fate 

father Oedipus, what is going on? 

Guard: Here is the one who did it! We caught her burying 

him. ––But, where is Creon?  

Chorus : Just coming from the house. [Enter CREON, C.]  

Creon :   What has happened?   

Guard: O King, a man should never be too sure of 

anything: I would have sworn that you’d not see 

me here again: your anger frightened me so, and 

the things you threatened me with; But how could 

I tell then that I’d be able to solve the case so 

soon? Here is this woman. She is the guilty one: 

We found her trying to bury him.  Take her, then; 

question her; judge her as you will. I am through 

with the whole thing now, and glad of it.  

Creon:  Are you crazy? Why have you brought her here?  

Guard:  She was burying him, I tell you!  

Creon :    [Severely.] But this is Antigone. You understand 

what you say?  

Guard:  I saw her burring the dead . 

Creon :   Did you catch her doing that?  

Guard: I saw her with my own eyes .Listen how we did 

tha. After those terrible threats of yours ,we went 

back and brushed the dust away from the body. 

The flesh was soft by now, and stinking, so we sat 

on a hill to windward and kept guard. No napping 

happened until the white round sun whirled in the 

center of the round sky over us: Then, suddenly, a 

storm of dust roared up from the earth, and the sky 

went out. The plain vanished with all its trees in 

the stinging dark. We closed our eyes and endured 

it. The whirlwind lasted a long time, but it passed; 

And then we looked, and there was Antigone! I 
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have seen a mother bird come back to a stripped 

nest, heard her crying bitterly a broken note or two 

for the young ones stolen. Just so, when this girl 

found the bare corpse, and all her love’s work 

wasted, she wept, and cried on heaven to damn the 

hands that had done this thing and then she 

brought more dust and sprinkled wine three times 

for her brother’s ghost. We ran and took her at 

once. She was not afraid, not even when we 

charged her with what she had done. She denied 

nothing. And this was a comfort to me, and some 

uneasiness: for it is a good thing to escape from 

death, but it is a bitter feeling to bring death to a 

friend. Yet I always say there is nothing so 

comfortable as your own safety! 

 Creon :   {Slowly, dangerously.] And you, Antigone, you 

with your eyes looking down ––do you confess 

this thing?  

Antigone : I do. I deny nothing.  

Creon :     [To GUARD:] You may go. {Exit GUARD. To 

ANTIGONE:] Tell me, tell me briefly: Had 

you heard my proclamation concerning  this 

matter?  

Antigone : It was public. How could I not hearing it?  

Creon : And yet you dared defy the law.  

Antigone : I dared. It was not God’s proclamation. Nor 

justice that rules the world below makes no such 

laws.I never imagined that your edicts, are so 

strong, so that you a man can surpass the 

immortal and  unrecorded laws of God. They are 

not merely now: they were, and shall be, 

operative for ever, absolutely beyond man. 

Neither did I intend to be judged in front of the 

Gods being afraid of a man’s arrogance. 

                 And if  I must die now, before it is my time to 

die , surely this is no hardship: can anyone 

living, as I live, with evil all around me, think 

death worse than life? This death of mine is of 

no importance; but if I had left my brother lying 

in death unburied, I should have suffered. Now I 
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do not.. Ah Creon, if you  am a fool, I may seem 

to be  a fool by a foolish.  

Chorus :     Like father, like daughter: both headstrong!   

                   She has never learned to yield. 

Creon :         The inflexible heart breaks first, the toughest 

iron cracks first, and the wildest horses bend 

their necks at the pull of the smallest curb. No 

one should be proud of if he is a slave. This girl 

is guilty of a double insolence, breaking the 

given laws and boasting of it. Who is the man 

here, she or I, if this crime goes unpunished? 

Even if she is my sister’s child, or closer yet in 

blood––she and her sister  will have bitter death 

for this! [To servants:] Go, some of you, arrest 

Ismene. I accuse her equally. Bring her: I saw 

her  in the house out of self-control. Minds that 

work on crimes  in the dark are easily betrayed. 

But I hate the one who is caught criminal , 

boasting for his deeds! 

Antigone : Creon, what more do you want than my death?  

Creon :      Nothing. That gives me everything.  

Antigone : Then kill me. Your words are distasteful to me, 

and I am sure that mine seem so to you. And yet 

they should not seem so: I should have praise 

and honor for what I have done. All these men 

here would praise me were their lips not frozen 

shut with fear of you.  

              [Bitterly.] All Tyrants except for all other 

benefits, are licensed to say and do whatever 

they please! 

Creon :      You are alone here in that opinion.  

Antigone : No, they are with me. But they keep their 

mouths shut because they are afraid of you. 

 

Hustle and bustle among the chorus, who are annoyed by 

Anigone’s words.                                                                    

The Chorus stay motionless.                                                                            

The accordion boy comes in front , playing the song 

“Jaxembore” 
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ACCORDION CHILD :                                         

Sometimes the words hurt like nails. When you 

hurt a man, that wound never goes away. It's like 

stabbing him and then taking the knife away 

from his body. A wound will always be torturing 

him.                                                                   

The most terrible torture is not hell. Hell is the 

empty heart. If your heart is a volcano, how do 

you expect flowers to flourish there?         The 

most piteous of all people is he who turns his 

dreams into silver and gold 

 

San Martino del Carso'  

                     Giuseppe Ungaretti 
 

(Valloncello dell'Albero Isolato il 27  

agosto 1916)  

 

Di queste case  

non è rimasto  

che qualche  

brandello di muro  

 

Di tanti  

che mi corrispondevano  

non è rimasto  

neppure tanto  

 

Ma nel cuore  

nessuna croce manca  

E' il mio cuore  

il paese più straziato  

(the Accordion boy is lost among 

the crowd) 

 

 

 
San Martino del 
Carso'  
 
(Valloncello 
dell'Albero Isolato il 
27 agosto 1916)  
 
Di queste case  
non è rimasto  

Of these houses  

nothing  

but  fragments of 

memory 

 

Of all who 

would talk with me               

not  one remains 

 

But  in my heart 

no one's cross is 

missing 

My heart is 

the most  tormented 

country of all  
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The Merchant of Venice 
By William Shakespeare 

Act III, Scene 1                                                    
Venice. A street. 

                  [Enter SALANIO and SALARINO] 

Salarino. One of Antonio’s ships has wrecked on the                                                                                                                       

narrow seas; the Goodwins.I  am  afraid  he will not 

be able to pay back the money he has borrowed                                                                                                                                                       

from Shylock  in  order to help Bassanio meet  Portia, 

his love.                                                                             

This frightens me. What will happen if he can’t pay 

back on time the money he has borrowed from                                                                                                                                                                          

the Jew?                                                                                                                                                    

There the devil comes. He comes in the likeness of a 

Jew.  

[Enter SHYLOCK]  

How now, Shylock! what news among the merchants? 

Shylock. You know, none so well, none so well as you, of my  

daughter's flight. 

Salarino. That's certain: I know the tailor that made the wings 

she flew withal. 

Shylock. She is damned for it. My own flesh and blood to 

rebel! 

Salarino.  But tell me, do you hear whether Antonio have  had 

any loss at sea or no? 

Shylock. There I have another bad agreement that destroyed 

me : a bankrupt , a beggar, that was used to come so 

smug upon  the market; let him look to his bond: he 

used to call me usurer, loan shark; let him look to his 

bond. 

Salarino. Why, I am  sure, if he forfeit, you will  not take  

his flesh: what's that good for? 

Shylock. To bait fish withal: if it will feed nothing else, it will 

feed my revenge. He hath disgraced me, and  

hindered me half a million; laughed at my losses,  

mocked at my gains, scorned my nation, thwarted my  

bargains, cooled my friends, heated mine  
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enemies; and what's his reason? I am a Jew. Hath  

not a Jew eyes? hath not a Jew hands, organs,  

dimensions, senses, affections, passions? fed with  

the same food, hurt with the same weapons, subject  

to the same diseases, healed by the same means,  

warmed and cooled by the same winter and summer, 

as a Christian is? If you prick us, do we not bleed?  

if you tickle us, do we not laugh? if you poison  

us, do we not die? and if you wrong us, shall we not  

revenge? If we are like you in the rest, we will  

resemble you in that. If a Jew wrong a Christian,  

what is his humility? Revenge. If a Christian  

wrong a Jew, what should his sufferance be by  

Christian example? Why, revenge. The villany you  

teach me, I will execute, and it shall go hard but I  

will better the instruction. 

Act III, Scene 3                                                             
Venice. A street 

[Enter , ANTONIO ] 

Antonio. Shylock!   Hear me yet, good Shylock.                                                                                                                  

Shylock. I'll have my bond; speak not against my bond:  

I have sworn an oath that I will have my bond.  

You used to call  me a dog ; didn’t you?  

But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs, my teeth: 

I do wonder for justice.  

Antonio. I pray you,  hear  me speak. 

Shylock. I'll have my bond; I will not hear you  speak:  

I'll have my bond; and therefore speak no more.  

I'll not be made a soft and dull-eyed fool,  

To shake the head.  

I'll have no speaking: I will have my bond. 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Antonio-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Antonio-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
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Act IV, Scene 1                                                                
Venice. A court of justice 

[Enter PORTIA, dressed like a doctor of laws]  

 

Portia. The court starts. Is your name Shylock?                                                                                                                           

Shylock. Shylock is my name. 

Portia.  The Court procedure you follow is of  strange nature;  

Yet in such rule that the Venetian   law cannot stop 

the  procedure. 

You stand within his danger, do you  know that? 

Antonio. Yes, I do. 

Portia. Do you confess the bond? 

Antonio. I do. 

Portia. Then must the Jew be merciful. 

Shylock. On what compulsion must I? tell me that. 

Portia. The quality of mercy is not strain'd,  

It drops as the gentle rain from  heaven  

upon the place beneath: it is twice a blessing;  

It blesses  him that gives and  him that takes:  

It is mightiest in the mightiest: it becomes more 

precious to the king, more  than  his crown; 

His sceptre shows his  power, and this is made of the 

 dread and fear of the people for the  kings;  

But mercy is above  any scepter;  

It is enthroned  in the hearts of  people,  

It is an attribute to God himself;  

And if mercy stands above this earthly power , then 

you are very close to God.  Therefore, Jew, though 

justice  is your  what you ask for , consider this:  in the 

course of  justice, none of us should see salvation: 

we do pray for mercy;  And that same  prayer does  

teach us all  to render the deeds of mercy. I have 

spoken  thus much to relieve your heart and  your  

passion for  justice for  your bond;  

Which if you follow, this  court of Venice  

must  give sentence against the  merchant  there. 

Shylock. My deeds upon my head! I crave the law,  

The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 

Portia. Is he not able to discharge the money?  

  [Enter  Basanio]  

https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Antonio-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Antonio-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
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Bassanio. Yes, here I tender it for him in the court;  

Yea, twice the sum: if that will not suffice,  

I will be bound to pay it ten times over,  

On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart:  

If  this is not enough , then it is not the truth but the 

hatred that wins. And I beg you,  

let your authority pass by/overlook  the law once:  

To do a great right, do a little wrong. 

Curb this cruel devil of his will. 

Portia.  It must not be; there is no power in Venice  

that can alter a decree established:  

It will be recorded for a precedent,  

And many an  error by the same example  

will rush into the state: it cannot be. 

Shylock. A Daniel come to judgment! yea, a Daniel!  

O wise young  judge, how I do honour  you! 

Portia. I pray you, let me look upon  the bond. 

Shylock. Here it is, here it is. 

Portia. Shylock, there's thrice thy money offered  to you. 

Shylock. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven:  

Shall I lay perjury upon my soul? No, not for Venice. 

Portia. Why, this bond is forfeit;  And  lawfully by this the 

Jew may claim a pound of flesh, to be by him cut off  

Nearest the merchant's heart. Be merciful:  

Take thrice your  money; tell  me tear the bond. 

Shylock. When it is paid according to the agreement.  

You are a worthy judge;  

You know the law, your exposition  

has been most sound: I charge you  by the law,  

proceed to judgment: by my soul I swear  

there is no power in the tongue of man  

to alter me: I stay here on my bond. 

Antonio. Most heartily I do beg the court  to give the judgment. 

Portia. Why then, thus it is: You must prepare your  bosom  

for  his  knife. 

Shylock. O  noble judge! O excellent young man! . 'Tis very 

true: O wise and upright judge!  Ay, his breast:  

So says the bond: doth it not, noble judge?  

'Nearest his heart:' those are the very words. 

Portia. It is so. Are there balance here to weigh the flesh? 

Shylock. I have them  ready. 

https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Bassanio&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Antonio-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
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Portia. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your charge,  

 to stop his wounds, so that  he does not  bleed  to death. 

Shylock. Is it so nominated in the bond? 

Portia. It is not so expressed: but what of that?  Charity  

reasons demand it 

Shylock. I cannot find it; it is not in the bond. 

Portia. You, merchant, have you  anything to say? 

Antonio. But little: I am arm'd and well prepared.  

Give me your hand, Bassanio: fare you well! 

Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you;  

Commend  me to your  honourable wife:  

Tell her the process of Antonio's end;  

Death  has its own beauty .Say how I loved you, speak 

me fair in death; and, when the tale is told, bid her be 

judge whether Bassanio had not once a love.  

Bassanio. Antonio, I  am  married  to a wife which is as dear 

to me as life  itself;  But life itself, my wife, and all  

the  world, are not with  me esteemed above your  life: 

I would  lose all, ay, sacrifice them all here to this 

devil, to deliver you. 

Portia. Your wife would give you little thanks for that,  

If she were by, to hear  you make  the offer. 

Shylock. These are  the Christian  husbands. I have a 

daughter;would any of the stock of  Barrabas  

had  been  her husband  rather than  a Christian!  

[Aside]  

We trifle time: I pray you, pursue sentence. 

Portia. A pound of that  merchant's flesh is yours:  

Shylock. Most  rightful  judge! 

Portia. And you must cut this flesh from  off  his  breast:  

The law allows  it, and the court awards it. 

Shylock. Most learned judge! A sentence! Come, prepare! 

Portia. Tarry a little; there is something else.  

This bond  gives  you  no jot of blood;  

The words expressly are 'a pound of  flesh:'  

Take then  your  bond, take your  pound of flesh;  

But, in the cutting it, if you  shed one drop of Christian  

blood, all your  possessions and  goods are, by the laws 

of Venice, confiscated unto the state of Venice. 

Gratiano. O upright  judge! Mark, Jew: O  learned  judge! 

Shylock. Is that the law? 

https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Antonio-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Bassanio&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Gratiano-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
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Portia. You can  see the law by yourself: For, as you asked for  

justice, be sureyou shall  have justice, more than you  

desire. 

Gratiano. O  learned judge! Mark, Jew: a learned judge! 

Shylock. I take this offer, then; pay the bond  thrice and  let 

the Christian go. 

Bassanio. Here is the money. 

Portia. Wait!  The Jew shall have all justice;  You  shall have 

nothing  but the penalty. 

Gratiano. O Jew! an upright judge, a learned judge! 

Portia. Therefore prepare you to cut off  the flesh.  

Shed  no blood, nor cut  less nor more but just a pound 

of flesh: if  you cut more or less than a just pound, if 

the scale  turns even the estimation of a hair,  

you die  and all your  goods are confiscated ..Why 

does  the Jew pause? take your  forfeiture. 

Shylock. Give me my principal, and  let me go. 

Bassanio. I have it  ready  for  you ; here  it  is. 

Portia. He has  refused  it in the open court:  

He  shall  have merely justice and  his bond. 

Shylock. Shall  I  not  have  barely  my  principal? 

Portia. You shall  have  nothing  but  the  forfeiture. 

Shylock. Why, then the devil give him good of  it!  

I'll stay no longer question. 

Portia. Tarry, Jew: The law  has  yet another  hold  on you.  

It  is enacted  in the laws of Venice, if  it is proved  

against  a  foreigner that by direct or indirect attempts  

he seeks  the life of any citizen, the party against  

which he has contrived shall seize one half his goods; 

the other half comes to the state; And the offender's 

life lies in the mercy of  the duke only.  

Down  therefore  and  beg  mercy . 

Shylock. Nay, take my life and all; pardon  not  that: You take 

my house , you  take my  properties You take my life ,  

you take the  means whereby I live. 

Antonio. Please my lord To quit the fine for one half of his 

goods, I am content; so he will let me have The other 

half in use.Upon his  death, this goes to  the 

gentleman that lately got married to his daughter:  

Two more things . The first , he  becomes  a 

Christian; The other, record all his possessions  to his 

daughter after his death. 

https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Gratiano-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Bassanio&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Gratiano-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Bassanio&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Antonio-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
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Portia. Do you agree, Jew? what dost you say? 

Shylock. I am content. I  pray you, give me  leave to go from  

here; I am not well: send the paper  at home . and I 

will sign it.                                                                                                                  

 

 

ACCORDION CHILD :    
 Love the responsibility and  say , I,  alone will save 

the world . If  it is lost  I will be blamed.                                          

I was saved from nationalisms, I was saved from  

religions, I was saved from the money.                          

I  am  free , I  am  human .             
   
 
 

Ascent  [„Възход”] 

by Peyo Yavorov 

 

... A sea of red is all around me,  

splashing. 

The waves are tossing me about. 

And through the abyss  

– laughing and then lashing – 

an evil demon: darkness-bound. 

Black under me...  

Red all around me, splashing 

 

 

 

ВЪЗХОД 

...Наоколо ми кърваво 

се плиска 

море: люлее ме вълна. 

И в бездната ту плаче, 

ту се киска 

на злото демон; - 

глъбина 

под мене се тъмней... 

Море се плиска. 
 

 

https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Portia-mv&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://www.opensourceshakespeare.org/views/plays/characters/charlines.php?CharID=Shylock&WorkID=merchantvenice
https://bulgarianpoetryinenglish.wordpress.com/2016/05/23/ascent-2/
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But I walked. I walked all alone. Nobody held me.  

Nobody helped me. 

I walked by myself.  

I was very strong and everybody else thought so. 

You know I really walked all the way .  

The night fell and I kept walking. 

I did not complain, nor did I get tired.  

I walked ahead. All the way. 

 

We did, but the others didn’t.  

They were following but they could not keep up  

with our pace. 

They were left behind. We kept going. We went on. 

They stayed behind.  

We don’t know what happened to them . 

 

              Mosde, 10 year old girl  

                           from Afganistan to Greece 
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The Acharnians  

By Aristophanes  

(Written 425 B.C.) 

 

Scene  

 

The Orchestra represents the Pnyx at Athens; in the back- 

ground are the usual houses, this time three in number, 

belonging to Dicaeopolis, Euripides, and Lamachus 

respectively. 

 

Dicaeopolis : alone 

 Ah, how much pain in my heart and how few  the 

pleasures in my life! Four, to be exact, while my 

troubles have been as countless as the grains of 

sand on the shore! Let me see my few pleasures. 

The  first one when I saw Cleon had to cough up 

those five talents; I was in ecstasy But the day 

when I was impatiently awaiting a piece by 

Aeschylus, what tragic despair it caused me when 

the herald called, "Theognis, introduce your 

Chorus!" Just imagine how this blow struck 

straight at my heart!  

-Never, however, since I began to bathe, has the 

dust hurt my eyes as it does to-day. Still it is the 

day of assembly; all should be here at daybreak, 

and yet the Pnyx is still deserted. They are 

gossiping in the market-place, slipping hither and 

thither to avoid the vermilioned rope.  

Even the Prytanes do not come; they will be late, 

but when they come they will push and fight each 

other for a seat in the front row. They will never 

trouble themselves with the question of peace. Oh! 

Athens! My poor country! As for myself, I do not 

fail to come here before all the rest, and 

now, finding myself alone, I groan, yawn, stretch, 
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fart, and know not what to do; I make sketches in 

the dust, pull out my loose hairs, think of my 

fields, long for peace, I hate the town life and 

think  my dear country home, which never told me 

to "buy fuel, vinegar or oil"; there the word 

"buy," which cuts me in two, was unknown; I had 

everything at will. Therefore I have come to the 

assembly fully prepared to shout, interrupt and 

abuse the speakers, if they talk of anything but 

peace. 

                  (The Orchestra begins to fill with people.) 

Dicaeopolis : But here come the Prytanes, and high time 

too, for it is midday! There, just as I said, they are 

pushing and fighting for the front seats. 

 Herard:  (officiously) Step forward, step forward; get     

               within the consecrated   area. 

Amphitheus:  (rising)  Has anyone spoken yet? 

Herard:   Who asks to speak? 

Amphitheus:  I do. 

Herard:Your name? 

Amphitheus:  Amphitheus. 

Herard:Are you not a man? 

Amphitheus:  No! I am an immortal! Amphitheus was the 

son of Ceres and Triptolemus; and  it is to me 

alone that the gods have entrusted the duty of 

treating with the Lacedaemonians. But, citizens, 

though I am immortal, I am dying of hunger; the 

Prytanes give me nothing for the trip. 

Herard: (calling)  Officers! 

Amphitheus:  (as the Scythian policemen seize him) 

Oh, Triptolemus and Celeus,  help ! do you 

abandon your own blood? 

Dicaeopolis :  (rising) 

Prytanes, in expelling this citizen, you are offering 

an outrage to the Assembly. He only desired to 

secure peace for us and put the sword  in the 

sheathe. 

(The Scythians release Amphitheus) 

Herard: Sit down! Silence! 
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Dicaeopolis :No, by Apollo, I will not, unless you are 

going to discuss the question of peace. 

Herard: (ignoring this; loudly) The ambassadors, who are 

returned from the Court of the King in Persia ! 

Dicaeopolis : Of what King? I am sick of all those fine 

birds, the peacock ambassadors. 

Herard: Silence! 

Dicaeopolis : (as he perceives the entering ambassadors  

dressed in the Persian mode) 

Oh! oh! By Ecbatana, what a costume! 

Ambassador: (pompously) During the archonship of 

Euthymenes, you sent us to the Great King of 

Persia on a salary of two drachmae per day. 

Dicaeopolis : (aside) Ah! those poor drachmae, our money! 

Ambassador::We suffered horribly on the plains of the 

Cayster, sleeping under tent, stretched deliciously 

on fine chariots, half dead with weariness. 

Dicaeopolis : (aside) And I was very much at ease, lying 

on the straw along the battlements! 

Ambassador:Everywhere we were well received and 

forced to drink delicious wine out of golden or 

crystal flagons..... 

Dicaeopolis : (aside) 

              Oh, city of Cranaus, your  ambassadors are   

laughing at you! 

Ambassador: For great feeders and heavy drinkers are 

alone esteemed as men by the barbarians. 

Dicaeopolis : (aside) 

            Just as here in Athens, we only esteem those who 

lie and cheat. 

Ambassador: At the end of the fourth year we reached the 

King's Court, but he had left with his whole army to 

shit on the mountains, and for eight months he was 

thus sitting on the can in the midst of the 

golden mountains. 

Dicaeopolis : (aside)And how long did it take him? A month? 

  

Ambassador: After this he returned to his palace; then   he 

entertained us . 

Dicaeopolis : (aside) Very tiring job! 
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Herard: Silence!   Soldiers,! Arrest him! 

Dicaeopolis : Prytanes, will you let me be treated in this manner, 

in my own country and by barbarians? But I oppose the 

discussion of paying a wage to the Thracians;  I have just 

felt a drop of rain. 

Herard: Let the Thracians withdraw and return the day 

after tomorrow; the Prytanes declare the end of the 

discussion. 

(All leave except DICAEOPOLIS.) 

Dicaeopolis :Ye gods, what garlic I have lost! But here 

comes Amphitheus returned from Lacedaemon. 

Welcome, Amphitheus. 

(AMPHITHEUS enters, very much out of breath.) 

Amphitheus:  No, there is no welcome for me and I fly as fast 

as I can, for I am pursued by the Acharnians. 

Dicaeopolis : Why, what has happened? 

Amphitheus:  I was hurrying to bring your treaty to stop 

the war, but some old men from Acharnae 

recognized me; they are veterans of Marathon 

battle, tough as oak, rough and ruthless. They all 

started shouting: "Wretch! you are the bearer of a 

treaty, and the enemy has only just cut our vines!" 

Meanwhile they were gathering stones in their 

cloaks, so I fled and they ran after me shouting. 

Dicaeopolis : Let them shout as much as they please! But 

have you brought me treaty? 

Amphitheus: Most certainly, here are three samples to 

select from, this one is five years old; taste it. 

                    (He hands DICAEOPOLIS a bottle.) 

Dicaeopolis : Faugh! 

Amphitheus:   What's the matter? 

Dicaeopolis :I don't like it; it smells of pitch and of the 

ships they are fitting out. 

Amphitheus:  (handing him another bottle) 

               Here is another, ten years old; taste it. 

Dicaeopolis :It smells strongly of the delegates, who go 

around the towns to chide the allies for their 

slowness. 

Amphitheus: (handing him a third bottle)  This last is a 

truce of thirty years, both on sea and land. 
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Dicaeopolis : Oh! by Bacchus! what a bouquet! It has the 

aroma of nectar and ambrosia; this does not say to 

us, "Provision for three days. I accept it, drink it at 

one draught and who fucks the Acharnians. Freed 

from the war, I shall celebrate the rural Dionysia. 

 

. 

Τhe Acharnians / Paravasis 

Lyics & Music by Dionysis 

Savopoulos 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1w

5j9z9fRyU 

 

 
Σε γιορτινό αγώνισμα παίζατε τις αμάδες 

και δεν καταδεχόσασταν το κωμικό παιδί, 

 

μα, τώρα, στον αγώνα νικούνε οι καρβουνάδες, 
που έχουν στην μεριά τους τον ίδιο τον ποιητή. 

 

Ζεί τα ωραία πράγματα μ’ αίμα και με θυσίες, 

προς το συμφέρον όλων σας και το κοινό καλό 

Δε θα σας πει παινέματα, δεν ξέρει κολακείες 

και για την ευτυχία σας πληρώνει τον καιρό. 

 

Μούσα καρβουναρού, θράκα μου πυρωμένη, 

σπιθίτσα φουντωμένη μ’ αναπνοές τρελού  

 

βαρδάρη που μιλά σαν ψάρι φαγωμένο, 

πολλαπλασιασμένο, και σαν καρβέλι να! 

 

Έλα την Κυριακή με το βαρύ σου τέμπο 
κι οι δυο Σοφία Βέμπο ακούγαμε εκεί. 

 

―Ποιος μας γηροκομεί τη σήμερον ημέρα, 

ψηστιέρα, καρβουνιέρα, μούσα δεκεμβριανή; 

 

Πολέμησα καιρό σε όλα τα πεδία 
και με τυφλή μανία ξέσκιζα τον εχθρό. 

 

Τώρα με χειρουργεί η αλλήθωρη νεολαία, 

μια τσογλανοπαρέα, που κάνει κριτική. 

 

Οι γέροι χωριστά, οι νέοι άλλο πράμα 

όποιος τους θέλει αντάμα πληρώνει ακριβά. 

 

Πρόστιμα μια ζωή στην κλεψύδρα και στα 

εφετεία 
είναι μια κοροϊδία, σκιά του δικαστή. 

 

Τhe Acharnians / Paravasis   

Lyics & Music by 

Dionysis Savopoulos  

https://www.youtube.com/wa

tch?v=1w5j9z9fRyU 
In your festive competition 
The young dramatist was made 
unwelcome 

Yet, the winners of the games 
Have the poet on their side 
He relishes life amidst  the  loss 
and  sacrifice 
The common good, his cause 
Neither coaxing, nor flattering 
And a high price he shells out 
for your happiness 
Oh, coal mine Muse 
You, hot glowing ember 
Tiny spark, flaring upon a  
lunatic’s breath 
Northern  wind, nipping and 
homely 
Come you, on Sunday, as you 
always did 
Unlike old folk  
Young people are something   
But for whomever wants them 
alongside 
There is a bitter fine to pay to 
time and justice 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1w5j9z9fRyU
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1w5j9z9fRyU
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1w5j9z9fRyU
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1w5j9z9fRyU
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ACCORDION CHILD :    

   
There are no ideas . There are only people who carry 

the ideas which have the height of those people. 

Τhe heart of man is a bunch of caterpillars – blow 

them , my Christ, to become butterflies! 

Don Quixote - Nazim Hikmet                     

 
The knight of immortal youth 

at the age of fifty found his mind in his 

heart 

and on July morning went out to 

capture 

the right, the beautiful, the just. 

 

Facing him a world of silly and arrogant 

giants, 

he on his sad but brave Rocinante. 

I know what it means to be longing for 

something, 

but if your heart weighs only a pound and 

sixteen ounces, 

there's no sense, my Don, in fighting these 

senseless windmills. 

 

But you are right, of course, Dulcinea 

is your woman, 

the most beautiful in the world; 

I'm sure you'll shout this fact 

at the face of street-traders; 

but they'll pull you down from your 

horse 

and beat you up. 

But you, the unbeatable knight of our 

curse, 

will continue to glow behind the heavy 

iron visor 

and Dulcinea will become even more 

beautiful... 

 

Don Quixote - Nazim Hikmet                     

Ölümsüz gençliğin şövalyesi, 

ellisinde uyup yüreğinde çarpan 

aklına 

bir Temmuz sabahı fethine çıktı 

güzelin, doğrunun ve haklının: 

Önünde mağrur, aptal devleriyle 

dünya, 

altında mahzun ve kahraman 

Rosinant'ı. 

 

Bilirim, hele bir düşmeye gör 

hasretin halisine, 

hele bir de tam okka dört yüz 

dirhemse yürek, 

yolu yok, Don Kişot'um benim, 

yolu yok, 

yel değirmenleriyle dövüşülecek. 

Haklısın, elbette senin 

Dulsinya'ndır dünyanın en güzel 

kadını, 

elbette sen haykıracaksın bunu 

bezirganların suratına, 

ve alaşağı edecekler seni 

bir temiz pataklayacaklar seni. 

Fakat sen, yenilmez şövalyesi 

susuzluğumuzun, 

sen, bir alev gibi yanmakta devam 

edeceksin 

ağır, demir kabuğunun içinde 

ve Dulsinya bir kat daha 

güzelleşecek. 

 

https://aytanavantgarde.deviantart.com/journal/Don-Quixote-Nazim-Hikmet-RAN-410137623
https://aytanavantgarde.deviantart.com/journal/Don-Quixote-Nazim-Hikmet-RAN-410137623
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Don Quixote  
By Miguel de Cervantes(1605 A.D.) 
 

We are the sons of our deeds 

In order to attain the impossible, one must attempt the 

absurd. 

 

CHAPTER I  

 

Don Quixote: Our fate leads our steps. Do you see my 

friend, Sancho Pansa, thirty, maybe a bit fewer, 

huge giants?  I will fight against them and take 

their lives. 

 

Sancho Panza : But, where are the giants, my lord? 
Don Quixote : Those over there , don’t you see them? 

Some of them have very long arms, up to two 

miles.  

Sancho Panza : Look my lord, those down there that 

look like that, are not giants, but windmills, and 

those that look like hands are their wings, which, 

In a village of La 

Mancha, the name 

of which I have no 

desire to call to 

mind, there lived 

not long since one 

of those gentlemen 

that keep a lance in 

the lance-rack, an 

old buckler, a lean 

hack, and a 

greyhound for 

coursing.  

 

En un lugar de la 

Mancha, de cuyo 

nombre no quiero 

acordarme, no ha 

mucho tiempo que 

vivía un hidalgo 

de los de lanza en 

astillero, adarga 

antigua, rocín 

flaco y galgo 

corredor.  
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turn with the wind, and make the millstone grind 

the wheat. 

Don Quixote : It is obvious that you have no idea of 

adventures! Those over there are giants, and if 

you're afraid, stay aside and  pray, as long as I’ll 

give the unequal battle against them. 
 

(Don Quixote moves against them) 

Don Quixote: Do not leave timid and cowardly   

                  creatures, a single knight attacks you! 
       (That moment the air rises and the 

big wings of the windmills begin to 

move. Don Quixote seeing this, 

shouts)    
Well, even you have more hands to move than  

Briareus , you'll pay for it!        
 

(Don Quixote  struck  with his spear on the 

wing of the windmill, but the air moved it, broke 

the two lances and threw away the horse and the 

rider. Sancho ran as fast as he could to help his 

master, but when he reached him, Don Quixote 

could not move) 
 

Sancho Panza :  God knows it, I was crying to your 

kindness for long to watch out , because they 

were not giants, but windmills.   
 

Don Quixote: Be quiet my friend Sancho. Things are 

constantly changing in the war, more than 

anything else. And as I think, I'm so 

convinced that Freston that the magician 

transformed these giants into windmills to 

deprive me of the glory I would win if I 

defeated them. Yet nothing of his spells will 

manage anything  against the goodness of my 

sword! 
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ACCORDION CHILD : And with the help of Sancho, he 

got on  his horse again.. They spent the night among the 

trees. In fact, Don Quixote also cut a branch from a tree, 

and on the edge of it he tapped his broken lance. 

Don Quixote did not shut his eyes all night long, as his 

thought was to his beloved Dulsinea. On the contrary, 

Sancho, whose stomach was full slept deeply. 

The Three Oddest Words  
     (Polish) 

When I pronounce the word Future, 

the first syllable already belongs to the past. 

 

When I pronounce the word Silence, 

I destroy it. 

 

When I pronounce the word Nothing, 

I make something no non-being can hold. 

 by Wislawa Szymborska  

Translated by S. Baranczak & C. Cavanagh 

 

 

 

 

 

          

 

Trzy słowa 

najdziwniejsze  

Kiedy wymawiam słowo 

Przyszłość,   

pierwsza sylaba odchodzi 

już do przeszłości.   
 

Kiedy wymawiam słowo 

Cisza,   

niszczę ją.   
 

Kiedy wymawiam słowo 

Nic,   

stwarzam co, co nie 

mieści się w żadnym 

niebycie 
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A Poem and a Child 

 by Milan Rúfus 
translated byAllan Stevo 

 

The world of childhood. 

Everything melts in its brightness. 

And shines humanity over tired bones. 

The world of childhood – 

a poem lived by children. 

Reality in this world is a miracle 

and miracle here a reality. 

If you can’t figure out 

what here is being served, 

bow down to her 

and ask the Muse. 

The Muse will tell you, 

with a little thrill: 

A poem and a child, 

are twins hand in hand. 

 

 

 

 

              

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

Báseň a dieťa 

 

Krajina detstva. 

Celá sa topí v jase. 

A svieti ľudstvu nad 

unavenou kosťou. 

Krajina detstva – deťmi 

žitá báseň. 

Skutočnosť je tu 

zázrakom 

a zázrak skutočnosťou. 

Ak neuhádneš, čo tu čomu 

slúži, 

pokloň sa jej 

a opýtaj sa Múzy. 

Múza ti povie, 

trochu dojatá: 

– Báseň a dieťa? 

To sú dvojčatá. – 
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Waiting for Godot 
tragicomedy in 2 acts 

By Samuel Beckett 

 
        ACT II 

………………………………………………… 
Estragon:  (louder). Do you see anything coming? 

Vladimir:    No. 

Estragon:  Nor I. 

They resume their watch. Silence. 

Vladimir: You must have had a vision. 

Estragon:  (turning his head). What? 

Vladimir: (louder). You must have had a vision. 

Estragon:  No need to shout! 

They resume their watch. Silence. 

Vladimir  and Estragon: (turning simultaneously).                  

Do you.. 

Vladimir:Oh pardon! 

Estragon:  Carry on. 

Vladimir: No no, after you. 

Estragon:  No no, you first. 

Vladimir:I interrupted you. 

Estragon:  On the contrary. 

They glare at each other angrily. 

Vladimir: Ceremonious ape! 

Estragon:  Punctilious pig! 

Vladimir: Finish your phrase, I tell you! 

Estragon:  Finish your own! 

Silence. They draw closer, halt. 

Vladimir: Moron! 

Estragon:  That's the idea, let's abuse each other. 

They turn, move apart, turn again and face each other. 

Vladimir: Moron! 

Estragon: Vermin! 

Vladimir: Abortion! 
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Estragon: Morpion! 

Vladimir: Sewerrat! 

Estragon: Curate! 

Vladimir: Cretin! 

Estragon:  (with finality). Crritic! 

Vladimir: Oh! 

He wilts, vanquished, and turns away. 

Estragon: Now let's make it up. 

Vladimir: Gogo! 

Estragon: Didi! 

Vladimir: Your hand! 

Estragon: Take it! 

Vladimir: Come to my arms! 

Estragon: Yours arms? 

Vladimir: My breast! 

Estragon: Off we go! 

          They embrace. #  They separate. Silence. 

Vladimir: How time flies when one has fun! 

                      Silence. 

Estragon: What do we do now? 

Vladimir: While waiting. 

Estragon: While waiting. 

                      Silence. 

Vladimir: We could do our exercises. 

Estragon: Our movements. 

Vladimir: Our elevations. 

Estragon: Our relaxations. 

Vladimir: Our elongations. 

Estragon: Our relaxations. 

Vladimir: To warm us up. 

Estragon: To calm us down. 

Vladimir: Off we go. 

Vladimir hops from one foot to the other.                  

Estragon imitates him. 

Estragon:  (stopping). That's enough. I'm tired. 

Vladimir:  (stopping). We're not in form. What about a 

little deep breathing? 
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Estragon: I'm tired breathing. 

Vladimir: You're right. (Pause.) Let's just do the tree, for 

the balance. 

Estragon: The tree? 

Vladimir does the tree, staggering about on one leg. 

Vladimir:  (stopping). Your turn. 

Estragon does the tree, staggers. 

Estragon: Do you think God sees me? 

Vladimir: You must close your eyes. 

Estragon closes his eyes, staggers worse. 

Estragon:  (stopping, brandishing his fists, at the top of 

his voice.) God have pity on me! 

Vladimir:  (vexed). And me? 

Estragon:  On me! On me! Pity! On me! 

Enter Pozzo and Lucky. Pozzo is blind. Lucky 

burdened as before. Rope as before, but 

much shorter, so that Pozzo may follow more 

easily. Lucky wearing a different hat. At 

the sight of Vladimir and Estragon he stops short. 

Pozzo, continuing on his way, bumps into him. 

Vladimir: Gogo! 

Pozzo: (clutching onto Lucky who staggers). What is it? 

Who is it? 

Lucky falls, drops everything and brings down Pozzo with 

him. They lie helpless among the scattered baggage. 

Estragon: Is it Godot? 

Vladimir: At last! (He goes towards the heap.) 

Reinforcements at last! 

Pozzo:  Help! 

Estragon: Is it Godot? 

Vladimir: We were beginning to weaken. Now we're sure 

to see the evening out. 

Pozzo:  Help! 

Estragon: Do you hear him? 

Vladimir: We are no longer alone, waiting for the night, 

waiting for Godot, waiting for . . . waiting. All evening we have 

struggled, unassisted. Now it's over. It's already tomorrow. 

Pozzo: Help! 
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Vladimir: Time flows again already. The sun will set, the 

moon rise, and we away . . . from here. 

Pozzo:  Pity! 

Vladimir: Poor Pozzo! 

Estragon: I knew it was him. 

Vladimir: Who? 

Estragon: Godot. 

Vladimir: But it's not Godot. 

Estragon: It's not Godot? 

Vladimir: It's not Godot. 

Estragon: Then who is it? 

Vladimir: It's Pozzo. 

Pozzo: Here! Here! Help me up! 

Vladimir: He can't get up. 

Estragon: Let's go. 

Vladimir: We can't. 

Estragon: Why not? 

Vladimir: We're waiting for Godot. 

Estragon: Ah! 

Vladimir: Perhaps he has another bone for you. 

Estragon: Bone? 

Vladimir: Chicken. Do you not remember? 

Estragon: It was him? 

Vladimir: Yes. 

Estragon: Ask him. 

Vladimir: Perhaps we should help him first. 

Estragon: To do what? 

Vladimir: To get up. 

Estragon: He can't get up? 

Vladimir: He wants to get up. 

Estragon: Then let him get up. 

Vladimir: He can't. 

Estragon: Why not? 

Vladimir: I don't know. 

Pozzo writhes, groans, beats the ground with his fists. 
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Estragon: We should ask him for the bone first. Then if 

he refuses we'll leave him there. 

Vladimir: You mean we have him at our mercy? 

Estragon: Yes. 

Vladimir: And that we should subordinate our good 

offices to certain conditions? 

Estragon: What? 

Vladimir: That seems intelligent all right. But there's one 

thing I'm afraid of. 

Pozzo:  Help! 

Estragon: What? 

Vladimir: That Lucky might get going all of a sudden. 

Then we'd be ballocksed. 

Estragon: Lucky? 

Vladimir: The one that went for you yesterday. 

Estragon: I tell you there was ten of them. 

Vladimir: No, before that, the one that kicked you. 

Estragon: Is he there? 

Vladimir: As large as life. (Gesture towards Lucky.) For 

the moment he is inert. But he might run 

amuck any minute. 

Pozzo: Help! 

Estragon: And suppose we gave him a good beating, the 

two of us. 

Vladimir: You mean if we fell on him in his sleep? 

Estragon: Yes. 

Vladimir: That seems a good idea all right. But could we 

do it? Is he really asleep? (Pause.) No, 

the best would be to take advantage of Pozzo's 

calling for help— 

Pozzo:Help! 

Vladimir: To help him— 

Estragon: We help him? 

Vladimir: In anticipation of some tangible return. 

Estragon: And suppose he— 

Vladimir: Let us not waste our time in idle discourse! 

(Pause. Vehemently.)  
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Let us do something, while we have the chance! It is 

not every day that we are needed. Not indeed that 

we personally are needed. Others would meet the 

case equally well, if not better. To all mankind they 

were addressed, those cries for help still 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 is too late! Let us 

represent worthily for once the foul brood to 

which a cruel fate consigned us! What do you say? 

(Estragon says nothing.) It is true that when with 

folded arms we weigh the pros and cons we are no 

less a credit to our species. The tiger bounds to the 

help of his congeners without the least reflection, or 

else he slinks away into the depths of the thickets. 

But that is not the question. What are we doing here, 

that is the question. And we are blessed in this, that 

we happen to know the answer. Yes, in this 

immense confusion one thing alone is clear. We are 

waiting for Godot to come— 

Estragon: Ah! 

Pozzo: Help! 

Vladimir: Or for night to fall. (Pause.) We have kept our 

appointment and that's an end to that. We are not 

saints, but we have kept our appointment. How 

many people can boast as much? 

Estragon: Billions. 

Vladimir: You think so? 

Estragon: I don't know. 

Vladimir: You may be right. 

Pozzo: Help! # 

Vladimir: All I know is that the hours are long, under 

these conditions, and constrain us to beguile them 

with proceedings which –how shall I say– which 

may at first sight seem reasonable, until they 

become a habit. You may say it is to prevent our 

reason from foundering. No doubt. But has it not 

long been straying in the night without end of the 
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abyssal depths? That's what I sometimes wonder. 

You follow my reasoning? 

Estragon:  (aphoristic for once). We are all born mad. 

Some remain so. 

Pozzo: Help! I'll pay you! 

Estragon: How much? 

Pozzo: One hundred francs! 

Estragon: It's not enough. 

Vladimir: I wouldn't go so far as that. 

Estragon: You think it's enough? 

Vladimir:No, I mean so far as to assert that I was weak in 

the head when I came into the world. But that is 

not the question. 

Pozzo: Two hundred! 

Vladimir: We wait. We are bored. (He throws up his hand.) 

No, don't protest, we are bored to death, there's no 

denying it. Good. A diversion comes along and what 

do we do? We let it go to waste. Come, let's get to 

work!  

(He advances towards the heap, stops in his stride.)  

In an instant all will vanish and we'll be alone once 

more, in the midst of nothingness! 

He broods. 

Pozzo: Two hundred! 

Vladimir: We're coming! 

He tries to pull Pozzo to his feet, fails, tries again, 

stumbles, falls, tries to get up, fails. 

Estragon: What's the matter with you all? 

Vladimir: Help! 

Estragon: I'm going. 

Vladimir: Don't leave me! They'll kill me! 

Pozzo: Where am I? 

Vladimir:  Gogo! 

Pozzo:  Help! 

Vladimir: Help! 

Estragon: I'm going. 

Vladimir: Help me up first, then we'll go together. 
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Estragon: You promise? 

Vladimir: I swear it! 

Estragon: And we'll never come back? 

Vladimir: Never! 

Estragon: We'll go to the Pyrenees. 

Vladimir: Wherever you like. 

Estragon: I've always wanted to wander in the Pyrenees. 

Vladimir: You'll wander in them. 

Estragon: (recoiling). Who farted? 

Vladimir: Pozzo. 

Pozzo:  Here! Here! Pity! 

Estragon: It's revolting! 

Vladimir: Quick! Give me your hand! 

Estragon: I'm going. (Pause. Louder.) I'm going. 

Vladimir: Well I suppose in the end I'll get up by myself. 

(He tries, fails.) In the fullness of time. 

Estragon: What's the matter with you? 

Vladimir: Go to hell. 

Estragon: Are you staying there? 

Vladimir: For the time being. 

Estragon: Come on, get up, you'll catch a chill. 

Vladimir: Don't worry about me. 

Estragon: Come on, Didi, don't be pigheaded! 

He stretches out his hand which Vladimir       

makes haste to seize. 

Vladimir: Pull! 

Estragon pulls, stumbles, falls. Long silence. 

Pozzo:  Help! 

Vladimir: We've arrived. 

Pozzo:  Who are you? 

Vladimir: We are men. 

Silence. 

Estragon: Sweet mother earth! 

Vladimir: Can you get up? 

Estragon: I don't know. 

Vladimir: Try. 
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Estragon: Not now, not now. 

Silence. 

Pozzo: What happened? 

Vladimir:  (violently). Will you stop it, you! Pest! He can 

think of nothing but himself! 

Estragon: What about a little snooze? 

Vladimir: Did you hear him? He wants to know what 

happened! 

Estragon: Don't mind him. Sleep. 

Silence. 

Pozzo:  Pity! Pity! 

Estragon:  (with a start). What is it? 

Vladimir: Were you asleep? 

Estragon: I must have been. 

Vladimir: It's this bastard Pozzo at it again. 

Estragon: Make him stop it. Kick him in the crotch. 

Vladimir:  (striking Pozzo). Will you stop it! Crablouse! 

(Pozzo extricates himself with cries of pain and 

crawls away. He stops, saws the air blindly, calling 

for help. Vladimir, propped on his elbow, observes 

his retreat.)  

He's off! (Pozzo collapses.) He's down! 

Estragon: What do we do now? 

Vladimir: Perhaps I could crawl to him. 

Estragon: Don't leave me! 

Vladimir: Or I could call to him. 

Estragon: Yes, call to him. 

Vladimir: Pozzo! (Silence.) Pozzo! (Silence.) No reply. 

Estragon: Together. 

Vladimir and Estragon:    Pozzo! Pozzo! 

Vladimir: He moved. 

Estragon: Are you sure his name is Pozzo? 

Vladimir: (alarmed). Mr. Pozzo! Come back! We won't 

hurt you! 

                                   Silence. 

Estragon: We might try him with other names. 

Vladimir: I'm afraid he's dying. 
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Estragon: It'd be amusing. 

Vladimir: What'd be amusing? 

Estragon: To try him with other names, one after the 

other. It'd pass the time. And we'd be bound 

to hit on the right one sooner or later. 

Vladimir: I tell you his name is Pozzo. 

Estragon: We'll soon see. (He reflects.) Abel! Abel! 

Pozzo:  Help! 

Estragon: Got it in one! 

Vladimir: I begin to weary of this motif. 

Estragon: Perhaps the other is called Cain. Cain! Cain! 

Pozzo:  Help! 

Estragon: He's all humanity. (Silence.) Look at the little 

cloud. 

Vladimir:  (raising his eyes). Where? 

Estragon: There. In the zenith. 

Vladimir: Well? (Pause.) What is there so wonderful 

about it? 

Silence. 

Estragon: Let's pass on now to something else, do you mind? 

Vladimir: I was just going to suggest it. 

Estragon: But to what? 

Vladimir: Ah! 

Silence. 

Estragon: Suppose we got up to begin with? 

Vladimir: No harm trying. 

They get up. 

Estragon: Child's play. 

Vladimir: Simple question of willpower. 

Estragon: And now? 

Pozzo: Help! 

Estragon: Let's go. 

Vladimir: We can't. 

Estragon: Why not? 

Vladimir: We're waiting for Godot. 

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

Pozzo: Help! 
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Vladimir: What about helping him? 

Estragon: What does he want? 

Vladimir: He wants to get up. 

Estragon: Then why doesn't he? 

Vladimir: He wants us to help him get up. 

Estragon: Then why don't we? What are we waiting for? 

They help Pozzo to his feet, let him go. He falls. 

Vladimir: We must hold him. ( 

They get him up again. Pozzo sags between them, 

his arms round their necks.)  

Feeling better? 

Pozzo: Who are you? 

Vladimir: Do you not recognize us? 

Pozzo: I am blind. 

   Silence. 

Estragon: Perhaps he can see into the future. 

Vladimir: Since when? 

Pozzo: I used to have wonderful sight— but are you friends? 

Estragon:  (laughing noisily).   

  He wants to know if we are friends! 

Vladimir: No, he means friends of his. 

Estragon: Well? 

Vladimir: We've proved we are, by helping him. 

Estragon: Exactly. Would we have helped him if we 

weren't his friends? 

Vladimir: Possibly. 

Estragon: True. 

Vladimir: Don't let's quibble about that now. 

Pozzo: You are not highwaymen? 

Estragon: Highwaymen! Do we look like highwaymen? 

Vladimir: Damn it, can't you see the man is blind! 

Estragon: Damn it, so he is. (Pause.) So he says. 

Pozzo: Don't leave me! 

Vladimir: No question of it. 

Estragon: For the moment. 

Pozzo: What time is it? 
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Vladimir:  (inspecting the sky). Seven o'clock . . . eight 

o'clock . . . 

Estragon: That depends what time of year it is. 

Pozzo: Is it evening? 

Silence.  

Vladimir and Estragon scrutinize the sunset. 

Estragon: It's rising. 

Vladimir: Impossible. 

Estragon: Perhaps it's the dawn. 

Vladimir: Don't be a fool. It's the west over there. 

Estragon: How do you know? 

Pozzo: (anguished). Is it evening? 

Vladimir: Anyway, it hasn't moved. 

Estragon: I tell you it's rising. 

Pozzo: Why don't you answer me? 

Estragon: Give us a chance. 

Vladimir: (reassuring). It's evening, Sir, it's evening, 

night is drawing nigh. My friend here would 

have me doubt it and I must confess he shook me 

for a moment. But it is not for nothing I have lived 

through this long day and I can assure you it is very 

near the end of its repertory. (Pause.) How do you 

feel now? 

Estragon: How much longer are we to cart him around?  

     (They half release him, catch him again as he falls.) 

            We are not caryatids! 

Vladimir: You were saying your sight used to be good, if 

I heard you right. 

Pozzo: Wonderful! Wonderful, wonderful sight! 

Silence. 

Estragon:  (irritably). Expand! Expand! 

Vladimir: Let him alone. Can't you see he's 

thinking of the days when he was happy. (Pause.) 

Memoria praeteritorum bonorum— that must be 

unpleasant. 

Estragon: We wouldn't know. 

Vladimir: And it came on you all of a sudden? 
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Pozzo: Quite wonderful! 

Vladimir: I'm asking you if it came on you all of a sudden. 

Pozzo: I woke up one fine day as blind as Fortune. (Pause.) 

Sometimes I wonder if I'm not still asleep. 

Vladimir: And when was that? 

Pozzo: I don't know. 

Vladimir: But no later than yesterday— 

Pozzo: (violently). Don't question me! The blind have no 

notion of time. The things of time are hidden from 

them too. 

Vladimir: Well just fancy that! I could have sworn it was  

just the opposite. 

Estragon: I'm going. 

Pozzo: Where are we? 

Vladimir: I couldn't tell you. 

Pozzo: It isn't by any chance the place known as the Board? 

Vladimir: Never heard of it. 

Pozzo: What is it like? 

Vladimir: (looking round). It's indescribable. It's like 

nothing. There's nothing. There's a tree. 

Pozzo: Then it's not the Board. 

Estragon: (sagging). Some diversion! 

Pozzo: Where is my menial? 

Vladimir: He's about somewhere. 

Pozzo: Why doesn't he answer when I call? 

Vladimir: I don't know. He seems to be sleeping. Perhaps 

he's dead. 

Pozzo: What happened, exactly? 

Estragon: Exactly! 

Vladimir: The two of you slipped. (Pause.) And fell. 

Pozzo: Go and see is he hurt. 

Vladimir: We can't leave you. 

Pozzo: You needn't both go. 

Vladimir: (to Estragon). You go. 

Estragon: After what he did to me? Never! 

Pozzo: Yes yes, let your friend go, he stinks so. (Silence.) 

What is he waiting for? 
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Vladimir: What are you waiting for? 

Estragon: I'm waiting for Godot. 

Silence. 

Vladimir: What exactly should he do? 

Pozzo: Well to begin with he should pull on the rope, as 

hard as he likes so long as he doesn't strangle him. 

He usually responds to that. If not he should give 

him a taste of his boot, in the face and the privates 

as far as possible. 

Vladimir:  (to Estragon). You see, you've nothing to be 

afraid of. It's even an opportunity to  revenge 

yourself. 

Estragon: And if he defends himself? 

Pozzo: No no, he never defends himself. 

Vladimir: I'll come flying to the rescue. 

Estragon: Don't take your eyes off me. 

He goes towards Lucky. 

Vladimir: Make sure he's alive before you start. No point 

in exerting yourself if he's dead. 

Estragon:  (bending over Lucky). He's breathing. 

Vladimir: Then let him have it. 

With sudden fury Estragon starts kicking Lucky, 

hurling abuse at him as he does so. But 

he hurts his foot and moves away, limping and 

groaning. Lucky stirs. 

Estragon: Oh the brute! 

He sits down on the mound and tries to take off his 

boot. But he soon desists and disposes himself for 

sleep, his arms on his knees and his head on his arms. 

Pozzo: What's gone wrong now? 

Vladimir: My friend has hurt himself. 

Pozzo: And Lucky? 

Vladimir: So it is he? 

Pozzo: What? 

Vladimir: It is Lucky? 

Pozzo: I don't understand. 

Vladimir: And you are Pozzo? 
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Pozzo: Certainly I am Pozzo. 

Vladimir: The same as yesterday? 

Pozzo: Yesterday? 

Vladimir: We met yesterday. (Silence.) Do you not remember? 

Pozzo:I don't remember having met anyone yesterday. But 

tomorrow I won't remember having met anyone 

today. So don't count on me to enlighten you. 

Vladimir: But— 

Pozzo: Enough! Up pig! 

Vladimir: You were bringing him to the fair to sell him. 

You spoke to us. He danced. He thought. You had 

your sight. 

Pozzo: As you please. Let me go! (Vladimir moves away.) 

Up! 

Lucky gets up, gathers up his burdens. 

Vladimir: Where do you go from here? 

Pozzo: On. (Lucky, laden down, takes his place before Pozzo.) 

Whip!  (Lucky puts everything  down, looks for whip, 

finds it, puts it into Pozzo's hand, takes up everything 

again.) 

Rope! 

(Lucky puts everything down, puts end of rope into 

Pozzo's hand, takes up everything again.) 

Vladimir: What is there in the bag? 

Pozzo: Sand. (He jerks the rope.) On! 

Vladimir: Don't go yet. 

Pozzo: I'm going. 

Vladimir: What do you do when you fall far from help? 

Pozzo: We wait till we can get up. Then we go on. On! 

Vladimir: Before you go tell him to sing. 

Pozzo: Who? 

Vladimir: Lucky. 

Pozzo: To sing? 

Vladimir: Yes. Or to think. Or to recite. 

Pozzo: But he is dumb. 

Vladimir: Dumb! 

Pozzo: Dumb. He can't even groan. 
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Vladimir: Dumb! Since when? 

Pozzo: (suddenly furious.) Have you not done tormenting 

me with your accursed time! It's abominable! 

When! When! One day, is that not enough for you, 

one day he went dumb, one day I went blind, one 

day we'll go deaf, one day we were born, one day 

we shall die, the same day, the same second, is 

that not enough for you? (Calmer.) They give 

birth astride of a grave, the light gleams an instant, 

then it's night once more. (He jerks the rope.)  

On! 

(Exeunt Pozzo and Lucky. Vladimir follows them 

to the edge of the stage, looks after them. The 

noise of falling, reinforced by mimic of Vladimir, 

announces that they are down again. Silence. 

Vladimir goes towards Estragon, contemplates 

him a moment, then shakes him awake). 

Estragon: (wild gestures, incoherent words. Finally.) 

Why will you never let me sleep? 

Vladimir: I felt lonely. 

Estragon: I was dreaming I was happy. 

Vladimir: That passed the time. 

Estragon: I was dreaming that— 

Vladimir:  (violently). Don't tell me! (Silence.) I wonder 

is he really blind. 

Estragon: Blind? Who? 

Vladimir: Pozzo. 

Estragon: Blind? 

Vladimir: He told us he was blind. 

Estragon: Well what about it? 

Vladimir: It seemed to me he saw us. 

Estragon: You dreamt it. (Pause.) Let's go. We can't. Ah! 

(Pause.) Are you sure it wasn't him? 

Vladimir: Who? 

Estragon: Godot. 

Vladimir: But who? 

Estragon: Pozzo. 
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Vladimir: Not at all! (Less sure.) Not at all! (Still less sure.) 

Not at all! 

Estragon: I suppose I might as well get up. (He gets up 

painfully.) Ow! Didi! 

Vladimir: I don't know what to think any more. 

Estragon: My feet! (He sits down again and tries to take 

off his boots.) Help me! 

Vladimir: Was I sleeping, while the others suffered? Am 

I sleeping now? Tomorrow, when I 

wake, or think I do, what shall I say of today? 

That with Estragon my friend, at this 

place, until the fall of night, I waited for 

Godot? That Pozzo passed, with his carrier, 

and that he spoke to us? Probably. But in all 

that what truth will there be? 

  (Estragon, having struggled with his boots in vain, is 

dozing off again. Vladimir looks at him.)  

He'll know nothing. He'll tell me about the 

blows he received and I'll give him 

a carrot. (Pause.) Astride of a grave and a 

difficult birth. Down in the hole, lingeringly, 

the grave digger puts on the forceps. We have 

time to grow old. The air is full of our 

cries. (He listens.) But habit is a great 

deadener. (He looks again at Estragon.) At me 

too someone is looking, of me too someone is 

saying, He is sleeping, he knows 

nothing, let him sleep on. (Pause.) I can't go 

on! (Pause.) What have I said? 

(He goes feverishly to and fro, halts finally at extreme left, 

broods. Enter Boy right. He halts.) 

 Silence. 

Boy: Mister . . . (Vladimir turns.) Mister Albert . . . 

Vladimir: Off we go again. (Pause.) Do you not 

recognize me? 

Boy: No Sir. 

Vladimir: It wasn't you came yesterday. 

Boy: No Sir. 
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Vladimir: This is your first time. 

Boy: Yes Sir. 

Silence. 

Vladimir: You have a message from Mr. Godot. 

Boy:  Yes Sir. 

Vladimir: He won't come this evening. 

Boy:  No Sir. 

Vladimir: But he'll come tomorrow. 

Boy:  Yes Sir. 

Vladimir: Without fail. 

Boy:  Yes Sir. 

Silence. 

Vladimir: Did you meet anyone? 

Boy: No Sir. 

Vladimir: Two other . . . (he hesitates) . . . men? 

Boy: I didn't see anyone, Sir. 

Silence. 

Vladimir: What does he do, Mr. Godot? (Silence.) Do 

you hear me? # 

Boy:  Yes Sir. 

Vladimir: Well? 

Boy:  He does nothing, Sir. 

Silence. 

Vladimir: How is your brother? 

Boy:  He's sick, Sir. 

Vladimir: Perhaps it was he came yesterday. 

Boy: I don't know, Sir. 

Silence. 

Vladimir: (softly). Has he a beard, Mr. Godot? 

Boy: Yes Sir. 

Vladimir: Fair or . . . (he hesitates) . . . or black? 

Boy: I think it's white, Sir. 

Silence. 

Vladimir: Christ have mercy on us! 

Silence. 

Boy: What am I to tell Mr. Godot, Sir? 
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Vladimir: Tell him . . . (he hesitates) . . . tell him you saw 

me and that . . . (he hesitates) . . . that 

you saw me. (Pause. Vladimir advances, the Boy 

recoils. Vladimir halts, the Boy halts. 

With sudden violence.) You're sure you saw me, 

you won't come and tell me tomorrow 

that you never saw me! 

Silence.  

Vladimir makes a sudden spring forward, the 

Boy avoids him and exits running. 

 Silence.  

The sun sets, the moon rises. As in Act 1. 

Vladimir stands motionless and bowed. Estragon 

wakes, takes off his boots, gets up with one in 

each hand and goes and puts them down center 

front, then goes towards Vladimir. 

Estragon: What's wrong with you? 

Vladimir: Nothing. 

Estragon: I'm going. 

Vladimir: So am I. 

Estragon: Was I long asleep? 

Vladimir: I don't know. 

Silence. 

Estragon: Where shall we go? 

Vladimir: Not far. 

Estragon: Oh yes, let's go far away from here. 

Vladimir: We can't. 

Estragon: Why not? 

Vladimir: We have to come back tomorrow. 

Estragon: What for? 

Vladimir: To wait for Godot. 

Estragon: Ah! (Silence.) He didn't come? 

Vladimir: No. 

Estragon: And now it's too late. 

Vladimir: Yes, now it's night. 

Estragon: And if we dropped him? (Pause.) If we 

dropped him? 
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Vladimir: He'd punish us. (Silence. He looks at the tree.) 

Everything's dead but the tree. 

Estragon:  (looking at the tree). What is it? 

Vladimir: It's the tree. 

Estragon: Yes, but what kind? 

Vladimir: I don't know. A willow. 

Estragon draws Vladimir towards the tree.  

               They stand motionless before it. Silence. 

Estragon: Why don't we hang ourselves? 

Vladimir: With what? 

Estragon: You haven't got a bit of rope? 

Vladimir: No. 

Estragon: Then we can't. 

Silence. 

Vladimir: Let's go. 

Estragon: Wait, there's my belt. 

Vladimir: It's too short. 

Estragon: You could hang onto my legs. 

Vladimir: And who'd hang onto mine? 

Estragon: True. 

Vladimir: Show me all the same.  

(Estragon loosens the cord that holds up his trousers which, 

much too big for him, fall about his ankles. They look at the 

cord.)        It might do in a pinch. But is it strong enough? 

Estragon: We'll soon see. Here. 

They each take an end of the cord and pull. # 

It breaks. They almost fall. 

Vladimir: Not worth a curse. 

Silence. 

Estragon: You say we have to come back tomorrow? 

Vladimir: Yes. 

Estragon: Then we can bring a good bit of rope. 

Vladimir: Yes. 

Silence. 

Estragon: Didi? 

Vladimir: Yes. 

Estragon: I can't go on like this. 
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Vladimir: That's what you think. 

Estragon: If we parted? That might be better for us. 

Vladimir: We'll hang ourselves tomorrow. (Pause.) 

Unless Godot comes. 

Estragon: And if he comes? 

Vladimir: We'll be saved. 

Vladimir takes off his hat (Lucky's), peers inside it, feels about 

inside it, shakes it, knocks on the crown, puts it on again. 

Estragon: Well? Shall we go? 

Vladimir: Pull on your trousers. 

Estragon: What? 

Vladimir: Pull on your trousers. 

Estragon: You want me to pull off my trousers? 

Vladimir: Pull ON your trousers. 

Estragon:  (realizing his trousers are down). True. 

                   He pulls up his trousers. 

Vladimir: Well? Shall we go? 

Estragon: Yes, let's go. 

They do not move. 

 

Lights off. 

The troupe enter the stage and leave the theatre through 

the spectators , dancing and singing the same song 

“Jaxaemboré” as at the beginning . 

  

                                The end 
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