POZZ0: He'’s not pleased.

ESTRAGON: You missed a treat. Pity.

POZZ0: He subsides. Indeed all subsides. A great calm descends. Listen! Pan sleeps.
ESTRAGON: Will night never come?

POZZO0: You don’t feel like going until it does?

ESTRAGON: Well you see—

POZZO: Why it’s very natural, very natural. | myself in your situation, if | had an appointment with a
Godin...Godet...Godot...anyhow you see who | mean, I'd wait till it was black night before | gave up. I'd
very much like to sit down, but | don’t quite know how to go about it.

ESTRAGON: Could | be of any help?

POZZO: If you asked me perhaps.

ESTRAGON: What?

POZZO: If you asked me to sit down.

ESTRAGON: Would that be a help?

POZZO: | fancy so.

ESTRAGON: Here we go. Be seated, Sir, | beg of you.

POZZ0: No no, | wouldn’t think of it. (Pause. Aside.) Ask me again.
ESTRAGON: Come come, take a seat | beseech you, you’ll get pneumonia.
POZZ0: You really think so?

ESTRAGON: Why it’s absolutely certain.

POZZO: No doubt you are right. (He sits down.) Done it again! Thank you dear fellow. But | must really be
getting along, if | am to observe my schedule.

ESTRAGON: Time has stopped.
POZZ0: Don’t you believe it, Sir, don’t you believe it. Whatever you like, but not that.
ESTRAGON: Everything seems black today.

POZZO: Except the firmament. But | see what it is, you are not from these parts, you don’t know what our
twilights can do. Shall | tell you? | can’t refuse you.




VLADIMIR: You must have had a vision!
ESTRAGON: No need to shout!

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: | interrupted you.
ESTRAGON: On the contrary.

They glare at each other angrily.
VLADIMIR: Ceremonious ape!
ESTRAGON: Punctilious pig!

VLADIMIR: Finish your phrase, | tell you!
ESTRAGON: Finish your own!
VLADIMIR: Moron!

ESTRAGON: That’s the idea, let’s abuse each other.
VLADIMIR: Moron!

ESTRAGON: Vermin!

VLADIMIR: Abortion!

ESTRAGON: Morpion!

VLADIMIR: Sewer-rat!

ESTRAGON: Now let’s make it up.
VLADIMIR: Gogo!

ESTRAGON: Didi!

VLADIMIR: Your hand!

ESTRAGON: Take it!

VLADIMIR: Come to my arms! (They embrace.) How time flies when one has fun!




ESTRAGON: | remember the maps of the Holy Land. Colored they were. Very pretty. The Dead Sea was pale
blue. The very look of it made me thirsty. That’s where we’ll go, | used to say, that’s where we’ll go for our
honeymoon. We'll swim. We’ll be happy.

POZZ0: 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 | 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? They give birth
astride of a grave, the light gleams an instant, then it’s night once more.

VLADIMIR: Was | sleeping, while the others suffered? Am | sleeping now? Tomorrow, when | wake, or think |
do, what shall | say of today? That with Estragon my friend, at the place, until the fall of night, | 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 will know nothing. He'll tell me about the blows he received and I'll give him a carrot.
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. But habit is a great deadener. At me too someone is
looking, of me too someone is saying, He is sleeping, he knows nothing, let him sleep on. | can’t go on.
What have | said?




ESTRAGON: What exactly did we ask him for?
VLADIMIR: Were you not there?
ESTRAGON: | can’t have been listening.
VLADIMIR: Oh...Nothing very definite.
ESTRAGON: A kind of prayer.

VLADIMIR: Precisely.

ESTRAGON: A vague supplication.
VLADIMIR: Exactly.

ESTRAGON: And what did he reply?
VLADIMIR: That he’d see.

ESTRAGON: That he couldn’t promise anything.
VLADIMIR: That he’d have to think it over.
ESTRAGON: In the quiet of his home.
VLADIMIR: Consult his family.

ESTRAGON: His friends.

VLADIMIR: His agents.

ESTRAGON: His correspondents.
VLADIMIR: His books.

ESTRAGON: His bank account.

VLADIMIR: Before taking a decision.
ESTRAGON: It’s the normal thing.
VLADIMIR: Is it not?

ESTRAGON: | think it is.

VLADIMIR: | think so too.






