ACT ONE

Bertwyiou stopped. If he went on and _ou
stop. Either go"Otmang on or let’s goste*Sed.

HUSBAND e Srtied me. How
e wanted someone to look at him tIies
you look at me.

wiFE But you were Jooking at him. So you couldn’t
have seen how I was looking at you. As a matter of
fact, I was looking at the flowers because he made me
nervous the way he kept avoiding looking at me . . .
You must have tingled for some other reason.

wire  Well, it doesn’t. I would rather you didn’t tell
me such stories . . . Are you planning to see him
again soon?
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EXTON (Puts his hands tp) 1 pray for you. I pray to\
/ the Saints and to our dear Lord in Heaven . . . Be

gentle with me. Spare me pain.

2) KURYATIN My dear Sexton, we are living in an age of
advanced science. In skilled hands, thers is no longer
- —Tlfﬁ - peed for pain. If it’s gentleness you want, it’s gentle-
. ness youll have ... Now, are you ready? (The
w SEXTON nods) Good. Now please open your mouth so
/ I can examine you. (The SEXTON stiffens) Come,
come, open your mouth, please. (The sexron grips
the chair, but won’s open his mouth) My dear Sex-
ton, inexperienced as I am, I know it essential you
open your mouth. It's mandatory to all work concern-
ing the mouth to have it open first, It would be highly
impractical for me to pull your tooth from the out
side. Now, please open up. (The sExTON opens his
lips, but his teeth, remain clenched) Not the lips, the

entire mouth. I don’t want to brush your teeth, I want
to examine them,

. }
SeEXTON - Will you be gentle?

WERYATIN  Didn’t T promise you I would?

ey things I never

KURYATIN There is ndyain connected to this part.
This part is merelyp”in oy Quination to find out what
must be doneAvhere and Yow. NOW OPEN UP!
(The sexrgpOpens his mouth) 8qod. Now, let’s have

a look Murvativ peers in, The' SEXTON groans in
paig¥/Ahh, yes. There it is. There’s thY yely little fel-
lofr. . . Yourea nasty one, aren’t youp W

SEXTON  Stop talking to it! Don’t make friends with 1t
pull it out!
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THE GOOD DOCTOR

/:\:— mustrEsS  Julial (JuLia stops, tuins) Come back here.

(She goes back to the desk and curisies again) Why

m’\s . 3 did you thank me?

misTrEss For the money? . . . But don’t you realize
what I've done? T've cheated yqu . . . Robbed youl
I have no such notes in my book. ¥ made up what-
ever came into my mind. Instead of the eighty rubles
which I owe you, I gave you only ten. I have actu-

ally stolen from you and still you thank me . ..
Why? "

mistress Then they cheated you even worse than I
did . . . I was playing a little joke on you. A cruel
lesson just to teach you. Youre much too trusting,
and in this world that’s very dangerous . . . I'm go-
ing to give you the entire eighty rubles. (Hands her
an envelope) It's all ready for you. The rest is in this
envelope. Here, take it.

", JULIA  As you wish, ma’am.

l misTrEss  Juliale¢fOris™Stepg) Is it possible to be so
| spingless?™Why don’t you pritestf Why don’t you
! _sfeak up? Why don’t you cry out agifhsipthis cruel
| »”" and unjust treatment? Is it really possible to Be®so
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THE GOOD DOCTOR

ﬁ\“‘)( misTreEss That's not a satisfactory answer, ]ulia <
Why would I make a note of giving you ten rubles if

- I did not in fact give it to you, eh? . . . No answer?
. . . Then I must have given it to you, mustn’'t I?

MISTRESS  Wyelhweamamiy=irayege. That’s the point of
‘ this little talk, To clear these matters up . . . Take
twenty-seven from forty-one, that leaves . . . sfouzee

1y
] & "

rEy ) Arg
2 . ()

il

ay, softly crying)

PBAFRY a_!,tf,-;-:?‘i eI
(She turns

MisTRESS What's this? Tears? Are you crying? Has
something made you unhappy, Julia? Please tell me.
It pains me to see you like this. I'm so sensitive to
tears, What is it?

-. misTRESS Really? There’s no note of it in my book.
f I'll put it down now. (She writes in the book) Three
: rubles. Thank you for telling me. Sometimes I'm a
little lax with my accounts . . . Always shortchang-
ing myself. So then, we take three more from four-
teen . . . leaves eleven. . . Do you wish to check my

: | figures?

~FlEAe,, L here’s D0 need to, Jnadme



THE GOOD DOCTOR

Te lower than an insect.
You are th ond C a cockroach! The
son-i of a bed bugl You are ew of a

iping hzmself } You ml’m;ou
maggotgw‘d‘m

[t

me? . . . NOTHINGI!

WRITER At that moment, something broke loose in-

side of Cherdyakov . . . Something so deep and vi-
tal, so organic, that the damage that was done
seemed irreparable . . . Something drained from him
that can only be described as the very life force itself

. (cuErvYAKOV tekes off his coat. He sits on the
sofa, head in hands) The matter was over, for once,
for all, forever. What' happened next was quite

simple . . . (cuERDYAXOV lies back on the sofa) Ivan -
Ilyitch Cherdyakov arrived at home . . . removed
his coat . . . lay down on the sofa—and died]!

(caErDYAKOV'S head drops and his hand falls 1o
the floor)

Blackout
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ACT ONE

%V{- CHERDYAXOV (On fop of the situation now) What is
—_— itP. . . What is it, you askP You sit there behind your

M &“\, desk and ask, What is it? You sit there in your lofty

| position as General and Minister of Public Parks, a
/ member in high standing among the upper class and
ask me, a lowly civil servant, What is it? You sit there

with full knowledge that there is no equality in this

life, that there are those of us who serve and those

that are served, those of us that obey and those that

are obeyed, those of us who bow and those that are

bowed to, that in this life certain events take place

- that cause some of us to be humiliated and those

~ that are the cause of the humiliation . . . and still
you ask, “WHATISITFl

GENERAL {Angrily) What is it? Don’t stand there gib-
bering like an idiot! What is it you want?

cruroYARQy Il tell you what T whathC. . 1 wanted
to apologiZeagain for sneezing gw'you . . . I wasn’t
sure I made it" Blgar It was g 2ccident, an accident,
I assure you . . '

My, Out! Out, you id-
y Sight! I never want
Nline of vision

W NS YOUR

e you exiled forever . . .
ME?

cHERDYAKOV  Ch—Cherdyakov!
(It comes out as a sneeze—in the GENERAL'S
face)
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THE GOOD DOCTOR

_HUsBAND [ tried to make that clear. I again y
_to come home to dinner with me. But hg
jgce people. He is so depressed hps
A He paces in the pubhc Jor

fred him
aid he can’t
can't stay home
fden where we met

wirk No, I'm visiting Aunt tomorrow. She’s
ill. I'll be there at nine , B

E\DA’ PETER (To the audience) Please, no applause. I

/ couldn’t have done it alone. I share that honor with

q my good friend and collaborator, her husband. He

wooed her so successfully that there is no carriage

W fast enough for her to be in my arms. She ran all the

way . . . Observe! (The wire, wearing a cloak, rushes

into the garden and then stops breathless) Now for

the conclusion . . . You will understand if I ask you

to busy yourselves with your programs or such. These

next few moments are private and I am, after all, a

gentleman. (He turns to the wire) My dear . . . My

sweet, dear angel. At last I can speak the words that
I've longed—




