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THE HYPOCHONDRIAC premiered at the cell (Kira Simring, Artistic Director) in New York City, opening on November 4th, 2009.  It was directed by Matthew A.J. Gregory; the set design was by Justin Couchara; the costume design was by Adam Coffia; the lighting design was by Nick Gonsman; the sound and video design was by Justin Stasiw; the pharmaceutical commercials were by Matthew A.J. Gregory, Guy Rader and Jesse Cowell; the original music was by Chris Critelli; and the production stage manager was Katy Moore.  The cast was as follows:

MR. ARGAN…………………………………………………...……………Chris Harcum

TOINETTE…………………………………………………………….....Vivienne Leheny

ANGELIQUE………………………………………………………………..Shira Gregory

BELINE……………………………………………...……………………Cate Bottiglione

BONNEFOI / BARRY…………………………...……………….Douglas Scott Sorenson

CLAY………………………………………………………………………....Chris Critelli

DR.  DIAFOIRUS / NURSE FLORENCE……………………………..……..Sheila Jones

THOMAS DIAFOIRUS / DR. PURGON…………………………………..Kyle Haggerty

Cast of Characters
Mr. Argan, an imaginary invalid.
Beline, second wife to Argan.
Angelique, daughter to Argan, in love with Clay.
Barry, brother to Argan.
Clay, lover to Angelique.
Dr. Diafoirus, a physician (Pronounced Dee-uh-fwa-roo)
Thomas Diafoirus, her son, in love with Angelique.
Dr. Purgon, physician to Argan.
Nurse Florence, a home health aide.
Mr. Bonnefoi, an accountant and notary.
Toinette, personal assistant to Argan. 

 

PLAYWRIGHTS’ NOTE – The original production of THE HYPOCHONDRIAC doubled roles for some cast members (as indicated in the original cast list) for both practical and artistic reasons.  The doubling is recommended, as the roles doubled are often two sides of the same coin,  Argan has lost the ability to differentiate reality from fantasy, and the doubling used in the original production reinforced Argan’s sense of confusion as to who to trust.  For instance, having the same actor play both Bonnefoi and Barry creates an interesting synergy as Argan is faced with one character who is trying to scam him but who seems trustworthy and another who speaks the truth and is trying to save him, but who Argan sees as an adversary.  However, directors of future productions need not adhere to this doubling, and may double other roles as they see fit.
THE HYPOCHONDRIAC includes fake pharmaceutical commercials in lieu of Moliere’s original musical interludes, as commercials are a trope more familiar to modern audiences as interruptions in the action, and they also provide additional opportunities to satirize the current state of health care.  These commercials can be removed from future productions without affecting the integrity of the play as a whole (though the play is more fun with them), with the exception of the final infomercial that replaces Moliere’s original graduation ceremony.  However, if the decision is made to cut the commercials due to practical reasons, the final infomercial can be performed live on stage, being “filmed” by onstage cameramen (an option we explored in early discussions).  All of the commercials can be performed live, pre-recorded by the company producing the play, or DVD’s of the original commercials (except the final infomercial) are also available for rental.  In the original production, these commercials were shown on a large flat screen TV that was also set dressing for Argan’s home, however they could be projected onto a screen or displayed in any number of ways that a director can imagine.
During the pre-show of the original production, the actress playing Toinette was in the house (in character) while the audience entered; welcoming them to the home of Mr. Argan, asking them to wipe their feet, offering them hand sanitizer and tissues, and generally improvising around pieces of set business in order to build a rapport with the audience at the outset and to enhance the sense of environment in the play.  Breaking the fourth wall during pre-show in this way brought the audience into the farce and prepared them for the frequent interactions Toinette has with the audience throughout the show.  This approach is also recommended, but not prescribed.  

Further, Toinette delivered a short curtain speech before the action of the show.  The original speech is included here, which directors should feel free to opt out of using or to adjust according to the needs of their theatre audience.
TOINETTE.  Hello, and welcome everyone to the home of my employer, Mr. Argan.  While my boss is off in the bathroom, there are a few things we should cover before he gets back:

1)  Please turn off all cell phones and other electronic devices as they drive Mr. Argan mad, and you wouldn’t like him when he’s angry.
2)  Please unwrap any candy now, as the crinkling of wrappers gives Mr. Argan a splitting migraine.
3) Laughter, on the other hand, is highly encouraged.  They say it is the best medicine, and Mr. Argan loves to sound of laughter.  It doesn’t matter if you laugh at him or with him, he’ll never know the difference.
4) If you should need to leave for any reason during the performance, please exit through the doors located here and here.
5) Finally, there will be one ten minute intermission, during which our friends in concessions can fill all of your snack and beverage needs…and if someone could buy me a drink, just hold it over your head when the lights go down and I will grab it from you in the second half of the show.
(Sound effect of a toilet flush is heard offstage)

TOINETTE.  That would be my boss, he’ll be back any second.  So, thank you, and please enjoy “The Hypochondriac”

(TOINETTE exits)



First Commercial

HALONEX

ACTOR.  It was so embarrassing.  I brush after every meal.  I floss.  Visit my dentist.  But, I guess, sometimes that just isn't enough.  My bad breath just would not go away no matter what.  I was so tired of having to check my breath every time I spoke to someone.  Some days I didn't even leave the house.  I spoke to my doctor and she said Halonex could help. 

 

VOICE OVER.  Sometimes brushing and flossing just isn't enough.  Sometimes even mouthwash won’t help.  30% of adults over 30 suffer from chronic bad breath called halitosis, and it can interfere with relationships at home and even at work.  But if you ask your doctor, she might recommend…Halonex, a formula that gets to the core of bad breath problems, not just the surface.

Halonex is easy to take, and the change could be dramatic.  Just five pills  day can alleviate most of the symptoms of chronic halitosis.  During clinical trials, some patients using Halonex have experienced serious side-effects including blurred vision, constipation, acid reflux, bleeding of the gums, numbness in tongue and cheeks, and in some rare cases heart failure and stroke.  Other side effects may include a metallic taste in the mouth, excessive salivation and discolored mucus.  Continued use of Halonex may promote tooth decay.  

ACTOR.  Do not take Halonex if you are nursing, pregnant or may become pregnant.  Tell your doctor about any other medications you are taking including aspirin, as serious interactions may occur.

 

ACTOR.  (looking happy and satisfied)  Halonex made all the difference.

 

 VOICE OVER.  Ask your doctor if Halonex is right for you.   Halonex; because your next breath shouldn’t smell like your last.

Act One
Scene One. (Argan sits on a hospital bed in his Manhattan living room.  The bed dominates the room, all of the other furniture pushed aside to accommodate a wheelchair, massive medical equipment, monitors, IV stands and other medical paraphernalia.  Pill bottles, both full and empty, litter the room and cover most surfaces.  Argan sits in bed and goes through this month’s medical bills, punching away at an adding machine.  Nurse Florence stands beside the bed and is administering his meds.)
 ARGAN. (counting out pills and then swallowing them) Three and two is five, plus five is ten, plus ten makes twenty. OK, next. “Item: on the 24th, a small, gentle buttermilk enema, according to Dr. Purgon’s prescription, to soften, moisten, and refresh the bowels of Mr. Argan.” What I like about you, Nurse Florence, my home health aide, is that your bills are always so polite. “To soften, moisten and refresh the bowels of Mr. Argan.” My bowels are refreshed just reading that. (Nurse Florence exits) “Six hundred dollars.” Six hundred dollars for an enema?  You’re joking, Flo, it’s not enough to be polite, you must also be reasonable, and not plunder the pockets of people who are sick! With all due respect, you only charged me…let’s see (checks his ledger) two hundred dollars last month. And two hundred, in the language of medical bills, really means one.  So then, a hundred dollars it is.

 “Item: on the 26th, a carminative injection to combat the flatulence of Mr. Argan. Three hundred dollars.” Come on, Florence!  “Item: the injection repeated that evening, as above. Three hundred dollars.” A hundred for both, Florence.  The stuff was useless, I was farting up a storm all night.  Nobody could sleep a wink!  
"Item: on the 28th,  at home ultra-sound testing administered on the abdomen of Mr. Argan in search of gall stones, kidney stones, bladder stones and liver stones.”  No stone left unturned!  “Ten thousand dollars.” Ten thousand dollars?!  What are you thinking, Florence? At this rate, I can’t afford to stay sick. I’ll give you four thousand, four hundred dollars and, um, forty cents. Let’s see… (hits the total button on the adding machine) Seventy six thousand, eight hundred, eleven dollars and ninety one cents.  Agh!  These co-pays are killing me and I'm drowning in deductibles!
So, this month I’ve had (counting half under his breath, excitement building as the numbers mount)  two, four, six, eight medications; one, three, five, seven, nine, ten tests; and four, eight, twelve enema! But, wait a second, last month there were twelve medications, thirteen tests and twenty four enemas. No wonder I don’t feel as well as I did last month. I’ll have to speak with Dr. Purgon about this, she’ll take care of everything.

Okay, this can all be taken away. (beat)  Hello? Anybody there? 
(He rings a hand-bell.)
 No one.  They’ve all left me here to die.  (He rings again while shouting.) Hello? Hello? It's no use, They can't hear you, you little ding-aling ! (He rings again while shouting.) Ding-aling-aling!  Toinette?  Why do I bother? Toinette?!  You hussy! (He rings again, shouting louder.) DING-ALING-ALING-ALING-ALING-ALING!!!!  This is ridiculous! I am a very sick man! 

(He picks up a walkie talkie and speaks)  
Have you all abandoned me?  How can you leave a poor sick invalid alone like this?  I could keel over at any minute!  Toinette, you traitor!  (Screaming into the walkie talkie) DING-ALING-ALING-ALING-ALING-ALING-ALING ALING-ALING ALING-ALING ALING-ALING ALING-ALING ALING-ALING …oh!  I’m hyperventilating…feeling faint…darkness encroaching…this is it…this is really it…they left me here to die…ding…aling…aling…aling



(Toinette enters from upstairs)
Scene two. ARGAN, TOINETTE.
TOINETTE. You called.

ARGAN. You good-for-nothing, half-witted slut.
(She slaps the wall and pretends to have hit her head.)
TOINETTE. Ow!  Damn your impatience!  I rushed down here and knocked my head against the banister.
ARGAN. You traitorous piece of trash, I could’ve —

TOINETTE.  —(crying in pain) Ouch!

ARGAN.  You left me—
TOINETTE. —(crying) Ouch!
ARGAN. For the last hour I—
TOINETTE. —(crying) Ouch!
ARGAN.  You are the worst assistant I’ve—
TOINETTE.  —(crying) Ouch! Ow! Ow!
ARGAN. Shut up, you nincompoop, and let me scold you.

TOINETTE. After I hurt myself running at your beck and call?

ARGAN. I almost lost my voice screaming for you. 
(He sprays his throat with medicine.)

TOINETTE. And you made me break my head open, so let’s call it even.

ARGAN. Never! You’re an insult to your profession.
TOINETTE. If you go on insulting me, I’m gonna cry.
ARGAN.  Circus poodle.

TOINETTE.  (crying) Oh!
ARGAN. Ninnyhammer.

TOINETTE. (crying) Oh!
ARGAN. Triple sow cow.

TOINETTE. (crying) Ooooh!
ARGAN. Why do you rob me of the pleasure of belittling you?

TOINETTE. Well, belittle away; I’m on the clock, do as you please.   (crying) Oh!
ARGAN. But you keep interrupting me!  How am I supposed to scold you if you keep crying like that.

TOINETTE. You like to scold?  I like to cry. To each his own.  (crying) Oh! Oh!

ARGAN. I give up!  Enough already.  Take this away. Is my enema prepared?  I’m due for another one shortly.
(She clears away his tray table.)
TOINETTE.  Enemas, pills, enemas, pills. Nurse Florence and Dr. Purgon sure pump you full at both ends.

ARGAN. Hold your tongue, you pop tart—

TOINETTE.—Now you’re too dizzy to see what they are really up to: milking you for all you’re worth. I’d love to know just what the diagnosis is that has them abuse you so!
ARGAN. You poor, sweet simpleton. Your provincial mind cannot possibly comprehend the intricacies of modern medicine.  It’s not your fault.  High school health class simply doesn’t equip one to grasp the subtleties of this art.

TOINETTE. Sir, I have my Masters in Social -
ARGAN. Of course you do.  Now be a good little social master and ask my daughter Angelique to come here. I have something to tell her. 

TOINETTE Why not get her yourself?

ARGAN. My vertigo is worse than ever.  No wonder Dr. Purgon has confined me to bed rest. (moans) Angelique…

TOINETTE.  (crosses to fetch Angelique, but can’t resist a parting shot.  Half under her breath) Hypochondriac.
(He grabs Toinette’s arm to stop her.)

ARGAN.  What did you say?

TOINETTE.  I said, “Hhhhi’ll be right back.”  That’s exactly what I said.
(ANGELIQUE enters from downstairs.) 
Ah, here she is herself; what timing. 

 

Scene three. ARGAN, ANGELIQUE, TOINETTE.
ARGAN. There you are my perfect little angel. I want to speak with you.

ANGELIQUE. Daddy, what a coincidence I need to speak to you too—

ARGAN. –Hold that thought. (To Toinette) Cane.  (She tosses him his cane, which he catches as though it is a routine they go through day in and day out)  I'll be back shortly.

TOINETTE.   Oh sir, here’s the paper.  Wouldn’t want to rush it—Dr. Purgon said not to strain yourself or you’ll have an ass like a baboon…with wits to match.

ARGAN. I’ll respond to that in a moment. Oh!
(He rushes off.)
Scene four. ANGELIQUE, TOINETTE.
ANGELIQUE. (whispers) Toinette!

TOINETTE.  (whispers) What?

ANGELIQUE.  Look at me.

TOINETTE.  I am looking at you.
ANGELIQUE. Well?

TOINETTE. Well, what?

ANGELIQUE. Don’t I look different to you today?

TOINETTE. Oh my god, you’re pregnant.
ANGELIQUE. Toinette!
TOINETTE. Oh, thank goodness

ANGELIQUE. You know what I want to talk about!
TOINETTE. Let me guess.  You want to talk about our young lover? The gentleman who you’ve been fawning over endlessly for the last six days? 
ANGELIQUE. I know, I never get tired of talking about him.  Oh dear I must be driving you crazy.  Am I?  

TOINETTE. —Oh sweetie. 
(Toinette straightens around the bed.)

ANGELIQUE. Toinette, can you blame me?  There’s no one else in the world I can turn to except you!  He wants to marry me. And I’m determined to tell my father about it. Today.
TOINETTE. You’ve only known him six days.

ANGELIQUE. Six days.  It feels like six years.  Six lifetimes. You think I’m being naïve.

TOINETTE.  I think you’re in love.

ANGELIQUE. I think I am too!  He writes, Toinette, such words!  You read the notes.

TOINETTE. And the emails and the texts and the tweets…
ANGELIQUE. He’s a poet.  What can I do?  I’m not made of stone, Toinette. I know it sounds crazy but the way we met couldn’t have just been coincidence. It was fate.  And don’t you think, Toinette, that he’s very good-looking?

TOINETTE. Hoo boy.

ANGELIQUE. His radiant smile?
TOINETTE. 100 watts.

ANGELIQUE. His chiseled chest?
TOINETTE. Sing it, sister.

ANGELIQUE. His HUGE--
TOINETTE: --Nothing below the belt.

ANGELIQUE. Heart?

TOINETTE.  That’s better.

ANGELIQUE.  How can Dad expect me to live under these impossible rules?  Curfew; 10:30?!  No bars, no clubs, no fun.  The only pleasure I’m allowed is going to school, and I am one flu outbreak away from being able to do that!  At least I have my music lessons.  If it weren’t for you lying to Daddy and taking me to the movies instead of church I’d have never even met Clay!  There’s nothing more painful than these restraints, which stunts our love and any sweet intercourse.

TOINETTE. What?  Are you using protection?

ANGELIQUE. I’ve been protected enough.  It’s time my father knew how I really feel.  I want to be free.  And I’m resolved to say so.  But before I tell Father about him, tell me, do you think Clay really loves me as much as he says he does?

TOINETTE. Well, love is a tricky thing.   Men will say A LOT of things to a woman when love is involved, and they mean it all when they say it, but can it be trusted?  Things spoken in the throes of passion can look an awful lot like the truth, and be very convincing.  There are some very good actors who’ve made whole careers from of one look.
ANGELIQUE. What are you saying?  That he’s not telling the truth?

TOINETTE. We’ll know soon enough, Angelique.  He says he wants to marry you, well, give the boy time to prove to you that what he says is true.
ANGELIQUE. Toinette, if he deceives me, I don’t think I could survive it.

(sound of toilet flushing)
TOINETTE.  Hush now.  Here comes your father. 
(Toinette sits at desk. Argan returns and climbs into his bed.)

 

Scene Five. ARGAN, ANGELIQUE, TOINETTE.
ARGAN. There that’s better. (to Toinette) I may have an ass like a baboon, but you have a… oh, I forget what I was going to say…I may have an ass like a…damn, it was a real zinger too.  Never mind. Angelique, dear, come sit by me. I have an exciting piece of news for you. You’re of a certain age now my dear when young ladies and young men…you see, when a flower has come into bloom…

TOINETTE.  Sir, I gave her the stork talk years ago.
ARGAN. Oh thank God.  Well then I’ll cut to the chase.  Angelique, someone has asked me for your hand in marriage.  
(Angelique screams, jumps up and down, and hugs Toinette.) 
Oh my dear are you alright?  Are you laughing or crying?  I suppose there is nothing so funny to young girls as marriage. Ah, nature. 
(Angelique hugs Argan.) 
Ha. Sweetheart.  Sweetheart, I can’t breathe.  Ah there.  Well, judging from your reaction I’ve no need to ask what your feelings are in the matter.

ANGELIQUE. As always I obey you in every respect, Dad.

ARGAN. What a lucky man I am to have such an obedient daughter.  It’s settled then.

ANGELIQUE. Oh thank you, Daddy!
ARGAN. You know, your sweet charitable stepmother wanted me to send you off to save the skinny kids in Africa.  

TOINETTE. (aside) Saint Beline, indeed. 

ARGAN. She wouldn’t consent to the marriage; but lucky for you I wear the pants in this house.

 TOINETTE. Pajama pants.

ARGAN.  Watch it you.

TOINETTE.  Sir, I must say…

ARGAN.  Don’t you start, you little…

TOINETTE.  No, sir, I am genuinely surprised.  I bear witness to an event rarely seen in all my years of service, an even-handed and wise decision from my employer.  Really.  Well done.
ARGAN. I’ve not yet met the young man in question; but I am told we’ll be very satisfied when we do.

ANGELIQUE. He is absolutely wonderful, Daddy. 

ARGAN. Now how would you know a thing like that, Angelique? 

ANGELIQUE. Well, I was afraid of how you might react but after this wonderful news I suppose I should just come right out and say it. Now don’t be cross, Daddy, but I’ve already had the pleasure of meeting the young man in question six days ago.  And this marriage proposal is the result of the amazing connection we felt at first sight.

TOINETTE.  Don’t look at me. I’ve been getting an earful all week.  Your turn.

ARGAN. You’ve known all week?  Funny they didn’t mention that. Well, never mind.  That’s just wonderful, my angel.  This couldn’t get any better! They say he has a strapping physique.
ANGELIQUE. Daddy!
ARGAN. Pleasant, well-mannered.

ANGELIQUE. A finer man doesn’t exist.  Except for you, Daddy.

ARGAN. A “good catch” as they said in my day.
ANGELIQUE. A “mench” as they said in your day.

ARGAN. Well educated.  Speaks Latin, Greek, and French.

ANGELIQUE. I didn’t know that.

ARGAN. And in three days he will complete his medical degree!
ANGELIQUE. Really, Daddy?  I hadn’t a clue.

ARGAN. Oh.  Didn’t he tell you?

ANGELIQUE. No, he didn’t.  A poet and a doctor. Is there anything he can’t do?  Who told you he is going to be a doctor?

ARGAN. Dr. Purgon.

ANGELIQUE. And Dr. Purgon knows him!
ARGAN. Of course she knows him, he’s her nephew.

ANGELIQUE. Clay is Dr. Purgon’s nephew?

ARGAN. Who’s Clay? We’re talking about the man who you’re going to marry.

ANGELIQUE. Yes, of course, Daddy.  Clay.

ARGAN. No, not Clay.  That’s not it.  He is the nephew of Dr. Purgon, and the son of her sister, Dr. Diafoirus.

ANGELIQUE. Diafoi—who?

 ARGAN.  Diafoirus.  And this son is called Thomas. Thomas Diafoirus, not Clay. Dr. Purgon, Nurse Florence and I decided upon the match this morning, and tomorrow my future son-in-law and his mother are coming over to meet us. What’s the matter, you look positively thunderstruck?
ANGELIQUE. I…I…I thought you were talking about somebody else.

TOINETTE. (aside) He has had some harebrained ideas in the past, but this one really takes the cake. (To Argan) Sir, with all your wealth, why do you want to marry your daughter to a doctor?

ARGAN. None of your business, you meddlesome tramp.
TOINETTE. Easy, sir, if you start with the name-calling now you’ll have no insults left when we’re done, and I know that will only sadden you.  This way, if we start with reason first we can build our way up to degrading me.  Imagine the satisfaction, sir.  Now, let’s speak calmly. What possessed you, if you please, to agree to such a marriage?
ARGAN. Fine. My reason, you brainless wonder –

TOINETTE.  (aside) He just can’t resist.

ARGAN. - is that I am not a well man!  I mean, look at me. Sick.  Infirm.  I need a doctor in the family. I want relatives who are doctors, surrounding me with constant care.  This way, I can ensure endless professional advice, consultations, and prescriptions out of filial duty. For free!
TOINETTE. Very good; that’s a reason.  I would say you ought to have your head examined, but I know better than to dangle a beer in front of an alcoholic.  But, I’ll give you that you answered calmly.  Thank you, Xanax.  But now, sir, marshal through your drug induced haze, channel your sober self and answer me, truly.  Do you really, really believe that you are ill?
ARGAN. Do I believe that I am ill?  Do I believe that I am ILL?  HOW DARE YOU!  You ought to be ashamed.  It’s because of people like you that—

TOINETTE. –Alright sir, alright, you’re ill; very ill.  How dare I indeed?  You are more ill than you even know. Now that’s settled.  But your daughter is the one getting married here and she’s as healthy as can be. What use is there in her marrying a doctor?

ARGAN. It is for my sake. Mine. It’s a gift.  From me. I gave her this doctor, and a good daughter ought to be delighted to marry for the sake of her father's health.  You were both delighted a moment ago! Isn’t that right, Angelique?
TOINETTE. Mind if I give you a piece of advice?

ARGAN. Probably.

TOINETTE. Sir, flush this marriage business right out of your head. Your daughter will never consent to it.

ARGAN. My daughter will not consent to it?

TOINETTE. No.

ARGAN. My daughter?

TOINETTE.  Your daughter.

ARGAN. MY daughter?

TOINETTE. My daughter.

ARGAN. Your daughter?

TOINETTE. Yes and since she is my daughter I tell you that she has no need of Dr. Diafoirus, or her son, Thomas Dia-flahlu, nor any other Dia-bahfoon in the world.

ARGAN. But I need them. Not everything is about you!  Besides, the match is more advantageous than you know. Dr. Diafoirus has only one son for an heir; and, Dr. Purgon, who has neither a husband nor children, will not only pay for the wedding but also leave her entire estate to the happy couple in her will.  And Dr. Purgon makes over seven figures a year!
TOINETTE. Ripping off patients like you, how could she not?
ARGAN. Think of the assets.  The stocks, the bonds, the houses, the prostate exams….

TOINETTE. All the same, sir, I urge you.  Choose another husband for her. Angelique’s not cut out to become Mrs. Dia-swine flu.

ARGAN.   It’s already settled. You’re too late. (laughs) Ha ha!
TOINETTE. She’ll never go through with it.

ARGAN. Then I’ll force her to.

TOINETTE. She won’t do it.

ARGAN. She will, or I’ll disown her.

TOINETTE. You?

ARGAN. Me.

TOINETTE. Right.

ARGAN. What do you mean, “right”?

TOINETTE. You won’t disown her.

ARGAN. I won’t disown her?

TOINETTE. No.

ARGAN. No?

TOINETTE. No.

ARGAN.  You’re not the boss of me.
TOINETTE How old are you?

ARGAN. I’ll disown her if I want.  I’ll throw her out on the street if I have to.  Nowhere to live. No money for college. Not one thin dime.

TOINETTE. Nah, I don’t buy it.

ARGAN. And who is going to stop me?

TOINETTE. You.

ARGAN. Me?

TOINETTE. Fatherly love will stop you in your tracks.
ARGAN. Nonsense.

TOINETTE. Look sir.  Look at those big brown eyes.  They bat a lash or two, drenched in tears, "oh please daddy, no daddy" and you’ll be putty in her hands.
ARGAN. I will not.  I’ve made up my mind and nothing will change it.

TOINETTE. I know the real you, sir.  Like it or not, you are naturally kind-hearted.

ARGAN. Kind-hearted.  Pah.  I’m an asshole.  I’m a low down dirty bastard. I park in handicapped spaces!  I don’t follow the exact ingredients in recipes!
TOINETTE. Wow.  You really are a bad ass.
ARGAN. Angelique.  Come here this instant.  Give me your phone.

ANGELIQUE.  But, daddy.

ARGAN.  Don’t ‘daddy’ me, young lady. I’m cancelling your plan and changing all of the wireless passwords.  No internet for you.  
(He looks at her phone.)
What is this?  UR 2G2BT?  Is this some new language?

ANGELIQUE.  Daddy, that’s private.

ARGAN. Private? Not in my house. Angelique, prepare yourself.  You’re getting married. 
(He drops the phone into his bed pan.)

TOINETTE. Angelique.  I forbid you to do anything of the kind!
ARGAN. What?  You can’t order her to do anything.  I run this house.  You work for me.  I pay you to—

TOINETTE. –to help you sir.  And when my employer can’t find his ass with two hands and a flashlight, the able assistant should set him straight!
(Argan runs after Toinette.)
ARGAN.  You.  Get over here so I can kill you.
(A chase ensues.)
TOINETTE. Ah!  You may want to kill me now, sir, but someday you’ll thank me.  

ARGAN.  Dishrag. Mophead.

TOINETTE. It is my duty to prevent you from making a fool of yourself.
ARGAN. Come here, come here, I’ll teach you how to speak to me.

TOINETTE. You may not want to believe this sir but I’m on your side.

ARGAN.  Liar.

TOINETTE. I’ll never consent to this marriage. You want her to marry Thomas Diafoirus?  You’ll have to kill me first. 

ARGAN. With pleasure.  
(He swings his cane at her.) 
Angelique, stop her.

ANGELIQUE. Dad, stop, please.  You’ll make yourself sick.

ARGAN. (to Angelique). Stop her, or I’ll disinherit you.

TOINETTE. And I will disinherit her if she obeys you.
(He throws himself onto his bed.)
ARGAN.  Ah. Enough. It’s enough to kill me.  I can’t take anymore.
(Beline enters from the front door with shopping bags, throws them into Toinette’s arms and rushes to her husband, but only after first sanitizing her hands)
Scene Six. BELINE, ARGAN.
ARGAN. Ah. Save me, my sweet wife.
BELINE. What is it, sweetheart, what’s wrong?

ARGAN. Help me.

BELINE. What’s the matter, darling?

ARGAN. They’ve just put me into such a rage.

BELINE. My poor beloved husband. Who got you so worked up?

ARGAN. Toinette. (He urgently points at Toinette who is trudging off under the weight of Beline’s shopping bags.  Toinette motions for Angelique to leave to the kitchen)   She’s a bad-tempered, brazen beast and she’s being more insolent than ever.  She’s disobeying every order I give.
BELINE. Shhh. Don't excite yourself, babykins.  You’ll give yourself a seizure.

ARGAN. She made me so angry, mommy.

BELINE. Gently, my sweet baby.

ARGAN. She’s been thwarting me for the last hour.
BELINE. There, there; never mind.

ARGAN. And had the audacity to say I’m not ill.

BELINE. She is an audacious hussy.

ARGAN. That nasty slut will be the death of me.

BELINE. No, don’t.  Don't speak of your dying.  I simply can’t take it.

ARGAN. She’s the cause of all my bile.

BELINE. You’re getting agitated again.  Remember what Dr. Purgon said about your blood pressure.  Here, take one of these.  
(She takes a pill out of one of the hundreds of pill bottles surrounding his bedside and pops it in his mouth, hands him water bottle.)  
There, now sip, and swallow.  There you go, dearheart.

ARGAN. I have asked you so many times to send her away.

BELINE. (While Beline speaks, Toinette appears and quietly listens to Beline)  My sweet sensitive baby, there is no servant without defects.  Sometimes we are forced to put up with their bad qualities in order to enjoy their good ones. Toinette is capable, hygienic, and, above all, honest.

Scene seven. ARGAN, BELINE, TOINETTE.
BELINE.  (shouts, not noticing Toinette standing nearby) Toinette!  

TOINETTE.  Yes, madam?

BELINE.  Oh.  A moment of your time.  What is this I hear about you upsetting my husband?

TOINETTE. I, Madam? I don't know what you mean, as my only aim is to please Mr. Argan in everything.
ARGAN. Oh.  Don’t be deceived by her lies.

TOINETTE. He told us he wished to marry Angelique to the son of Dr. Diafoirus. I told him that I thought the match very advantageous for her, yes, but that I believed it better to send her to Africa to build schools for orphans.
BELINE. Where’s the harm in that?  I think that she’s right.

ARGAN. How can you believe her? That’s not what she said.  She’s a liar and a bully!  You have to punish her, mommy.

BELINE. Well, I believe you, dear.  Alright now, compose yourself; and you, Toinette, listen good and listen hard. If you ever anger my husband again, I will have no choice but to fire you. Oh, I hate confrontation.  Alright now, go fetch his comforter and some pillows. 
(TOINETTE exits to kitchen. ANGELIQUE follows her.) 
Let’s make you a little more comfortable, babykins. You are all in a tizzy.  You just calm down.  Do those breathing exercises my yogi taught you. 
(She massages hair-growth tonic into his scalp.)
ARGAN. Ahhh, dearheart.  Ah, I owe you…ah…my life…ah…for taking such….ah…good care of me….ahhh.
BELINE. I know.  I’d do anything for my handsome hubby. Oh!  You have a whole new crop of fuzz growing in.  A few more months of treatments and you’ll look forty again.

ARGAN.  Oh, mommy, you make me feel so vital. So young.  Grrrr…

BELINE.  You sexy beast.  If it weren’t for your little problem…

ARGAN.  We’ll find a pill that works, I just know it!  For now, just a little kiss…?

(The two tease and play towards a kiss. Toinette enters.)

TOINETTE.  (interrupting the kiss) Pillows!
BELINE.  Ah, here we are. Raise yourself a little bit for me, so this can go under here. Let’s put this one here for you to lean on, and this one on the other side; this one behind your back, and this other to support your neck.

TOINETTE. And this one for your head.
(Toinette tosses a pillow on his head.)
ARGAN. Wretch.  She’s trying to smother me.

 





(Toinette exits to the kitchen.)

 
Scene eight. ARGAN, BELINE.
BELINE.  What is it now?  She only wanted to help.

ARGAN. You don't know what she’s really like.  It’s all well and good when you’re here, my sunshine, but as soon as you look away, that degenerate tart has it in for me.  Your charitable soul blinds you to her hypocrisy.  Her insolence has derailed my entire recovery. 

BELINE. A tranquilizer or two!  Just what the doctor ordered. 

ARGAN. And a sturdy enema.  Sweetheart, would you?  Be gentle, I’m a little raw. 
(He bends over and holds the enema out to her.)
BELINE. OK. (she pops one of the tranquilizers for herself)  Come, come, my sweet, compose yourself. I wouldn’t want to step on any toes, or God forbid get it wrong.  Nurse Florence and Dr. Purgon are very specific about your treatments.  Please, put it away.

ARGAN. Oh, my love, you’re my only consolation.

BELINE. Oh my poor little monkey noodle.

ARGAN. I want you to know, my darling, that for all the love you’ve shown me, I want to write you into my will.

BELINE. Shh. No. Shh. Don’t speak of such things, my soul cannot bear it.  I shudder to think of it.  (She cries) The thought of losing you, I just can’t…. the very mention of the word "will"…it just might make me die of grief.
ARGAN. Did you call your accountant about it, as we discussed?

BELINE. Oh, he’s just outside.

ARGAN. Out?
BELINE.  Side!  Darling, you know I hang on your every word, it’s my duty to do my sweet husband’s bidding.  What kind of bride would I be if I didn’t?

ARGAN.  Well, we should invite him in then.
BELINE. Impossible though it is for me to even consider such  matters, I suppose we must.

Scene nine. BONNEFOI, BÉLINE, ARGAN.
BELINE.  Mr. Bonnefoi.  Please come in.  This is my beloved husband, Mr. Argan.

(Bonnefoi enters, near the point of a nervous breakdown, but trying to appear calm.  He has sweat through his shirt.  Beline squirts some hand sanitizer into Bonnefoi’s hand.  He is unsure of what to do with it and in his nervousness runs it through his hair like gel)
ARGAN. Bonnefoi, you are French?  You know, I am quite the Francophile.  (Sings the first few phrases of the French National Anthem with zeal)  Allons enfants de la Patrie…(motions for Bonnefoi to join in)
 BONNEFOI.  Uhh…
(Bonnefoi looks to Beline, at a loss on how to respond.) 
Oui, Monsieur.  My, uh, parents were from Paris.  I grew up in Westchester.

ARGAN. We’ll forgive you that. (Argan and Beline laugh) We honeymooned in Paris.  Simplemente j’adour les Francais.  (Chuckles).  I love all things French.  Except Moliere.  Don’t get me started on Moliere.  Please have a seat. My wife tells me, sir, that you are a very honest man, and a trusted friend; and that is why I asked her to speak to you about making out my will.

BELINE. Please. I can’t stand to speak of such things.

BONNEFOI. She has fully explained to me your intentions, sir, and what you mean to do for her. But I’m afraid you won’t be able leave more than a small fraction of your fortune to your wife in your will.

ARGAN. But why?

BONNEFOI. Location, location, location.  (Laughs at his own joke, which has fallen flat, and he recovers)  We live in America sir, a fine country, but with our tax system, after your demise the government can swoop right in and clear you out.  It’s called the death tax.  (Beline cries at the mention of the word ‘death’)  You see, in your tax bracket, the government has the right to take most of your fortune after you’re gone, and worse, whatever is left will be taxed as income for your beloved recipient.  In other words, you die then they make a killing. 

ARGAN.  The thieves! How can they do that?  My money, mine.  My God, is this even legal?  Well, I think it’s time I contact my lawyer and see what can be done about this. 

BONNEFOI. (Beline gets Argan’s cell phone away from and comforts Argan while Bonnefoi covers)  Lawyer? Lawyer. Lawyer…no, I wouldn’t advise calling a lawyer.  Lawyers are only good for one thing: headaches.  They, uh, go around calling everything a crime, abiding by the letter of the law, and not the spirit. They always insist on only doing what is legal, not what is right.  Lawyers, their whole profession exists to complicate matters and make things more difficult. They know every law of the land, but they are ignorant of the bylaws of the conscience.

ARGAN. Well what do you suggest?

BONNEFOI.  I have several ideas sir.  First, you might set up a trust with your wife as the beneficiary.  That’s one decent way to avoid a giant bite out of your wealth.  You might also consider a GST, a generational skipping trust, which basically means you leave your fortune to your grandchildren, which upon your demise…(Beline flails wildly, signaling “NO”) ize…is—really—not as good as I originally thought, forget that one.  You can instead create an S corporation.

ARGAN.  What does the “S” stand for?

BONNEFOI. Secure.  It stands for Secure, sir.  Secure from the death tax.  You see, you take all your business wealth, put it into the S corporation…and I find this part very exciting…avoid personal income tax, and instead be taxed at a much, much lower rate.

ARGAN.  My wife was right, sir, you are very clever and honest man. So, what’s the best way to leave my entire fortune to my wife?

BONNEFOI. Well, sir, you might consider setting up a charity.
BELINE.  Charity?

BONNEFOI. Yes, a charity to which you might bequeath a generous contribution.  Almost your entire fortune.  It’s not only tax free, it’s tax deductible.

ARGAN. Cha-ching.

BONNEFOI. You might then discreetly choose a friend of your wife, someone you can trust, someone who understands the intricacies of finance, to act as the (mispronouncing it) executor …(corrects himself with prompting from Beline) executor!...of the charity.  Then after a prudent length of time; we would want to avoid any indication of impropriety, this good friend would artfully reconstruct the charity’s balance sheet, and then hand that ample contribution back to your wife.  I would even be willing to take on that burden on your wife…all over your wife…on your wife’s behalf.

ARGAN. I don’t know…

BONNEFOI. Or!  Or, I don’t know why I didn’t think of this in the first place; you can also, during your lifetime, gift your wife up to two million dollars, no questions asked.  It’s also important to diversify. Stocks in her name.  Bonds, which you can make payable to the bearer.

BELINE. Enough. This is all just too much…too much to endure.   Darling, you mustn’t trouble yourself with any of this. Your energy should only be focused on getting well.  If I were to lose you, my eternal love, I could no longer stay in this world.

ARGAN. My pookie pie.







(their lines overlapping)
BELINE. Yes, my sweet, sweet baby, if I ever lost you …I’d…I’d….
ARGAN. Oh, sweet sugey.

BELINE. Life would mean nothing to me.

ARGAN. No, honey comb, don’t say that.
BELINE. I would follow you to the grave to prove just how much I loved you.

ARGAN. Dearest, you’re breaking my heart.

BELINE.  (crying and overlapping with Argan) I would do it… I would…anything for you…oh, my love…I’m doing it!  I’ll kill myself!  I’m going first!
ARGAN. (overlapping and crying as well) Oh, sweetheart…no…don’t say that…I love you, too… 
(Beline lunges for a bottle of pills, and Argan and Bonnefoi shout at simultaneously.)
ARGAN and BONNEFOI. Darling, no!

BONNEFOI.  Uh, madam. Madam.  It’s not the time for tears.

BELINE. Oh, Sir. You don't know what it’s like to have a husband you love and worship.

ARGAN. If I die, my darling – 

BELINE.  Don’t you die on me!

ARGAN.  - my only regret would be not having a child with you. But Dr. Purgon assures me that once we have the right medication, we can give this thing another try.

BONNEFOI. Ach!  Ah…the wonders of modern medicine.

ARGAN. I must get my affairs in order, sweetie, according to what this gentleman advises.   The two-million-dollar gift. I don’t have it all here in the house, but I can give you the two hundred thousand in gold which I’ve hidden beneath the floorboard in my study. Oh, and two bearer bonds.

BELINE. No, no. Why do you torture me?  I don’t want the money, I only want you. How much did you say was in the study?

ARGAN. Two hundred thousand dollars in gold, darling.

BELINE. Please.  Don't speak to me of money.  I beg you!  How much are the bonds for?

ARGAN. One, my love, is for forty thousand, and the other, six hundred thousand.

BELINE. Oh.  Oh.  My love, all the money in the world is nothing compared to you. 
(Argan leans in to kiss Beline again.  Bonnefoi dances in the background.)

BONNEFOI. (to Argan). Shall we begin drawing up the paperwork?

BELINE.  It’s more comfortable in the study.
(Argan turns around to get his cane as Beline and Bonnefoi quickly do a little celebratory dance behind his back.)  

ARGAN.  Yes, let’s go to the study.  Please, your arm, my love.

BELINE.  Come, my poor, dear sweet baby.
(They all exit. Toinette enters with Angelique.)

 

Scene ten. ANGELIQUE, TOINETTE.
TOINETTE. OK, they’re in there now with the accountant, and I heard them say something about a will.  One thing’s for sure: your stepmother’s after the whole kit and caboodle.  You have to give it to her; she has him completely duped.  In his eyes she’s piety personified.  Why I stick around here, I don’t know.  If it weren’t for all of my student loans, I would’ve left years ago…

ANGELIQUE. God, this is impossible!  I can’t call Clay.  Can’t email him.  Can’t…I’m going to go find him.

(Angelique goes to leave, and Toinette intercepts her)
 
TOINETTE. Whoa!  Go charging off now, and your father will really blow his lid.  Let me take care of it.  I’ll set things right. 
ANGELIQUE. How?
TOINETTE. Hush. Trust me?
ANGELIQUE.  I trust you.

TOINETTE.  Good girl.  I’ll get word to Clay…
BELINE. (Offstage) Toineh-ette!  Scotch on the rocks.  Now!
TOINETTE. (Quietly) With arsenic.  (Loudly, but sweetly) Be right there. (To Angelique) The beast calls. Good night.  Trust me.  
(They exit.)

 
Second Commercial

ZONOR

WIFE.  We were at a party…  And one of my girlfriends turns to me and says…  “I think your husband has ‘WES’.”

HUSBAND.  Wandering Eye Syndrome.

WIFE.  And I thought “Wow, she’s right…”

HUSBAND.  I didn’t even know I had a problem, all these years I thought it was just…y’know, normal.

VOICEOVER.  Wandering Eye Syndrome, or WES, is a condition that affects nearly 80% of the male population.  Many of those suffering don’t even know they have it.  It is an insidious condition that can lead to erratic behavior, depression and difficulties with your spouse or romantic partner.

WIFE.  So when I heard about ZONOR, I was like “thank goodness!”

VOICEOVER.  ZONOR is the first FDA-approved drug that is designed specifically to treat WES.  Quickly, effectively and with a minimum of side effects.

HUSBAND.  I started taking ZONOR and it was as if, overnight, my WES just…went away.  It used to be if I saw a woman, I’d, y’know, take a look, just to see, if she was ‘pretty’ or, whatever.

WIFE.  And now?

HUSBAND.  I could really care less.

WIFE.  Now the only thing that wanders is his conversation!

(Couple has short laugh, wife laughing longer than husband. Wife puts hand on husband’s leg, husband discretely moves hand off)

Act Two

Scene one. CLAY, TOINETTE.
(The doorbell rings. Toinette enters from upstairs. It rings again.)
TOINETTE. I’m coming. 
CLAY – I must speak with Angelique

TOINETTE – Oh!  C’mon.  (She grabs his hand and leads him in)

CLAY.   Wow.  Nice place.
TOINETTE.   Oh, you are adorable…What the heck are you doing here so early?  My instructions said no earlier than 11 a.m.

CLAY.  Instructions? There’s no time for instructions!    
(Toinette pulls him toward the door. Clay pulls her toward the stairs.  Toinette falls to the floor, still holding onto his arm.) 
I’m sorry, I really am, but I need to speak with Angelique.  Now.
TOINETTE.  Whoa, whoa, whoa!  You can’t just waltz right into her room. She’s being watched like a hawk. Over-protective doesn’t even begin to cover it.   Mr. Argan will kill both of us if he finds out what we’re up to.
CLAY.  Exactly.  That’s why I am not here as Clay, or her lover, (feigns a rather convincing alter ego) but as the friend of her music-teacher, a former classmate of mine, who has allowed me to come here instead. 
(He shows Toinette the sheet music.)
TOINETTE. Aren’t you clever, let’s just hope you can fool the master.

(sound of toilet flushing)

Oh!  Here he comes; quick, hide here, and let me tell him the substitute teacher has arrived. 
(Clay hides behind the sofa. Argan enters from downstairs.)
 

Scene two. ARGAN, TOINETTE.
ARGAN. …forty-eight, forty-nine, fifty!  There.  Ah, Toinette.  Dr. Purgon told me I must walk fifty paces a day in each room of my house in order to stay fit.  But I forgot to ask her whether it should be lengthwise or crosswise.

TOINETTE. Crosswise. 
(Argan starts to pace, counting to himself through the next series of lines.) 
ARGAN.  One, two…

TOINETTE.  Sir, there is a gentleman …

ARGAN. Quiet down, you screaming banshee; don’t forget I am a very sick man, and you should never speak so loud to sick people.  (Starts from the beginning) One, two…
TOINETTE. I wanted to tell you, sir …

ARGAN. Didn’t you hear me?  I said quiet down.  (Starts from the beginning again) One, two…
TOINETTE. Sir … 
(She moves her lips as if she were speaking.)

ARGAN. What?

(She continues mouthing words.)

ARGAN. What is that you said?

(She continues mouthing words more and more animatedly as Argan leans in closer.)

ARGAN.  I can’t hear you.

TOINETTE. (very loudly) There is a gentleman here who wants to speak with you!
(Argan is blasted back by the force of her voice. He collects himself and goes back to pacing the room.)  

ARGAN.  Well, send him in.

 

Scene three. ARGAN, CLAY, TOINETTE.
(Clay pops up and speaks loudly.)
CLAY.   Mr. Argan, sir!
TOINETTE. Not so loud, we wouldn’t want to split open the master’s skull, (aside) then again there are some days….

CLAY.  I am delighted to find you up out of bed and feeling better.

TOINETTE. What.  Better?  Are you blind?  He’s extremely ill.

CLAY.  I…I heard that he was feeling better, and I think he looks quite well.

TOINETTE. What do you mean “he looks quite well”? Look at him.  He looks terrible.  He walks, sleeps, eats, and drinks, just like other people, but that doesn’t stop him from being very, very, very ill. 
(She helps Argan into bed)

ARGAN. Quite true.

CLAY. Oh yes I see sir, my mistake, in that case, I hope you get well…soon. 

ARGAN.  Who is this charming fellow, Toinette? 

CLAY.  Pleasure to meet you, sir.  (Clay reaches out to shake Argan’s hand, who shrinks away from Clay’s unsanitized hand.  Argan offers the end of his cane instead, and Clay shakes that)  Your daughter's music teacher sent me. He had to go upstate for a few days, and as I am a longtime friend of his, he asked me to come here in his place, to continue with your daughter’s lessons, for fear that if they were discontinued, she might forget everything she has already learned.

ARGAN. Very wise. (To Toinette) Call Angelique.

TOINETTE. I think, sir, it would be better to take the gentleman to her room.

ARGAN. No, make her come here.

TOINETTE. He can’t give her a good….lesson if they are not left alone.

ARGAN. Sure he can, he’s a professional, aren’t you, son.

CLAY. Yes. Yes, of course.

TOINETTE. Sir, you said yourself you can barely stand the sound of my voice, let alone music.  Really, sir, in your condition?

ARGAN.  Music is therapeutic, Toinette. I like music, and I should be glad to…. 
(Angelique enters from upstairs, wearing an iPod. She does not notice Clay.) 
Ah. Here she is. Angelique.  

(the doorbell rings)
ARGAN.  Toinette.
(the doorbell rings)
ARGAN.  Toinette.
TOINETTE.  What?

ARGAN.  The door.

TOINETTE.  Oh.  I’m going, I’m going.

(Toinette goes to the door)

Scene four. ARGAN, ANGELIQUE, CLAY.
ARGAN. Come, my daughter, your music teacher is away for a few days, and here is a nice young man sent as the substitute for your lesson.

ANGELIQUE. (recognizing Clay). Oh.

ARGAN. What’s the matter?

ANGELIQUE. It’s …

ARGAN. What’s wrong?  You look like you’ve seen a ghost.

ANGELIQUE. It’s…it’s…it’s déjà vu.

ARGAN. How so?

ANGELIQUE. I dreamt last night that I was in great danger…and…just as I was about to come…to a tragic end…that someone, exactly like this gentleman, came to save me.  So, imagine my surprise to see, to see the man I’ve been dreaming of all night.

CLAY. I am honored to fill your thoughts, either sleeping or waking, and I would feel gigantic pleasure in delivering you from danger.  I would gladly be inside you—er—stand beside you during such a climax. 

Scene five. ARGAN, ANGELIQUE, CLAY, TOINETTE.
TOINETTE. (to Argan)  Sir, Dr. Diafoirus and her son have finally arrived.   I hate to admit it, sir, but you were right.  What a looker.  And smart as a whip. Your daughter is going to fall head over heels for this one, I only wish there was an older brother for me. 





(Toinette motions to Clay to follow to front door.)

ARGAN. (to Clay) Hey, where are you headed off to?  My daughter is about to meet her future husband.  Please, stay. 

CLAY.  It would be a great honor, sir, but I think I really should leave and come back at a better time.

ARGAN. I understand. We’ll just take a rain check on the music lesson. We have plenty of arrangements to make, what with the marriage taking place in four days.

CLAY. Four days?

ARGAN. Yup. 

CLAY. In that case, I’ll stay to meet the lucky groom. 

ARGAN. Lovely. (Argan farts loudly) Oh.  Make room; they’re here.

 

Scene six. DR. DIAFOIRUS, THOMAS DIAFOIRUS, ARGAN, ANGELIQUE, CLAY, TOINETTE, SERVANTS.
(Dr. Diafoirus enters with Thomas in tow.  Toinette silently instructs them to wipe their feet, then squirts a bit of hand sanitizer into their palms.  Dr. Diafoirus rubs her hands together, while Thomas instead eats the sanitizing gel)
ARGAN.  Dr. Diafoirus, it’s a pleasure. Welcome, welcome to my home.  Please forgive my attire, but as I’m sure Dr. Purgon told you, I am very ill and, for the most part, restricted to bed rest.  I hope you can forgive my fashion faux-pas?

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. Our Hippocratic Oath binds us in all our visits to bring relief to the sick, and not to make them uncomfortable.

ARGAN.  Then you will feel at home in our family.

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. We are completely at your disposal. (To her son) Now, Thomas, come here, and pay your respects.

THOMAS. (to Dr. Diafoirus). Should I begin with the father?

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. Oui.
THOMAS.  OK.

Dr. DIAFOIRUS.  Au francias, Thomas.

THOMAS.  Oui, Mother.
THOMAS. Sir, I come to salute, acknowledge, cherish, and revere you as a second father; but a second father to whom I owe more, if I may be so bold to say, than to the first. The first seeded my mother’s womb but you have chosen me. He received me by necessity, but you have accepted me of your own free will.  Like Adam, I was made in my father’s image; and having been cast from Eden you welcome me voluntarily into your home; and insomuch as charitable actions outweigh mere familial obligation, all the more do I hold precious this future filial affiliation, for which I come today to offer you my most humble and most respectful gratitude.

(to Dr. Diafoirus).  Did I do it good, Mother?

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. Well done, Thomas.

ARGAN. (to Angelique). Come here, Angelique, and welcome our guests. 

THOMAS. (to Dr. Diafoirus).  It is time for me to kiss her?

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. Yes, yes.

THOMAS. (to Angelique). Madam, it is with supreme justice and grace that heaven has furnished you with the name of mother-in-law, since –

ARGAN. (to Thomas) This is my daughter, not my wife.

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. Can we expect your wife to join us?

ARGAN. She’ll be here soon.

THOMAS. Shall I wait, mother, till she comes?

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. No; compliment the young lady in the meantime.

THOMAS. Mademoiselle, just as the torch held aloft by the Statue of Liberty shines forth as a beacon of love and beauty for all the free peoples of the world, so do I wish to experience the sweet rapture at following the signpost of your beauty.   Furthermore, as botanists remark that as flowers turn toward the star of day, so will my heart forever turn towards the resplendent stars of your adorable eyes, just as the compass needle is drawn inexorably to the magnetic northern pole. Suffer me, then, Mademoiselle, to offer today on the altar of your charms the sacrifice of my still-beating heart, which longs for and is ambitious of no greater glory than to be till death, your most humble, most obedient, most faithful servant and husband.

(Thomas leans in slowly to kiss Angelique but Toinette steps between them.  Thomas then begins to passionately kiss Toinette’s bare shoulder)

ARGAN. (to Clay). Well. What can you say to that?

CLAY.  The gentleman works wonders with words.  He has a nimble tongue, and if he’s as good a doctor as he is an orator, then I would gladly be one of his patients.

ARGAN. Now, Toinette, seats for everybody. 
(Toinette points out chairs and motions Clay to sit in the chair she places beside the sofa.) 
You sit down here, Angelique, beside your fiancé.  Ah, well… (To Dr. Diafoirus) As you can see, Doctor, we all admire your son.  You’re very fortunate to have born such a fine young man.

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. Sir, it’s not just because I am his mother, but I can boast that I have so many reasons to be pleased with him. He may not have the liveliest of imaginations, nor the sparkling wit found in some; but it is his ability to remain utterly un-phased by the opinions or feelings of others that I have always admired in him, and which bodes well for a promising medical career to come. As a child he never was what one might necessarily call sharp or lively. He was a gentle soul: peaceful, almost mute, and never showed even the smallest interest in children's games.  Rather he would sit for hours and stare, unblinking, at the wall; demonstrating even at that young age an unparalleled focus. We felt that kindergarten wasn’t the best fit for Thomas, and so we decided to home school him.  I found it most difficult teaching him to read, and he was nine years old before he knew the alphabet. A good omen, I used to say to myself; writing on marble is more difficult than in sand, but the result is more lasting.  His limited comprehension and his lacking imagination are but the mark of sound judgment in the future. While at college, his professors always praised him for his unrelenting persistence.

THOMAS. (whispers and pokes, but Dr. Diafoirus never acknowledges her son or loses focus on Argan) Mom.  

DR. DIAFOIRUS. Through pure determination, continually hammering away in his classes, and an army of personal tutors, he at last succeeded gloriously in obtaining his degree;

THOMAS. (whispers and pokes) Mother.

DR. DIAFOIRUS. …and I can say, without any vanity, that since receiving his diploma there has been no other candidate who has made more noise among the faculty in the history of our school.

THOMAS. (whispers and pokes) Mommy.

DR. DIAFOIRUS. There his legacy is formidable.  No debate passed but he would argue loudly and to the furthest extreme for the opposite point of view,

THOMAS. (whispers) Momala.

DR. DIAFOIRUS. …regardless of the argument at hand.

THOMAS. (whispers loudly) Juicebox.
(Dr. Diafoirus reaches into her bag, pulls out a juicebox, and hands it to Thomas without ever taking her eyes off Argan.  Thomas tries various methods to get into the juicebox during the rest of Dr. Diafoirus’ speech, but fails repeatedly)

DR. DIAFOIRUS. He is firm in dispute, never changes his opinion, defends his principles with the winning determination of a fundamentalist, and pursues an argument to the last recesses of logic. But, above all else, what pleases me most, and in doing so he follows my example, is that he blindly and unquestioningly holds fast to the opinions of the medical profession. That he flatly refuses to understand or even listen to the propositions and studies which question established orthodoxy.  In a society which rewards too freely a sense of relativism, his sort of faith in our medical science is refreshing.  He displays admirable reason in rejecting the supposed “discoveries” of our new century, like those that claim that “overuse of antibiotics” could spawn a “super-bug” and other such alarmist nonsense. 
(Thomas and Dr. Diafoirus both laugh. Dr. Diafoirus pulls the Thesis out of her bag and hands it to Thomas.)
THOMAS. I have composed a thesis that disputes the dangers of antibiotic abuse which, with your permission, I would like to present it to the young lady as the first fruits of my genius. 
(Thomas tries to hand it to Angelique.)

ANGELIQUE. Sir, I don’t know anything about medicine. I wouldn’t want you to waste your “fruits” on me.

TOINETTE. Never mind, Angelique, give it to me; the cover is…unique, and I know just the place for it. 
(Toinette covertly puts it in a trash can.)

THOMAS. I would also like, if your father sees fit, to invite my bride-to-be for a bit of mild amusement by assisting me in the dissection of a body.

TOINETTE. That’s so…romantic.
Dr. DIAFOIRUS. Moreover, in respect to the qualities required for a fruitful marriage, I assure you that Thomas is all you could wish for, and that he will breed a strong and stubborn brood. 
(Angelique stands and walks away.)

ARGAN. So, Doctor, tell us how you plan on helping young Thomas land a residency at one of the city’s finest hospitals?
Dr. DIAFOIRUS. To tell you the truth, and Thomas shares my views on this, it is far better to work in private practice, where we don’t have to trouble ourselves with the uninsured.  Hospital practice is so…common.  You have to treat anyone who walks in off the street.  Only socialists advocate hospitals, and we all know where we would be if they had their way.  Given free reign, first they’d have universal health coverage and the next thing you know, we’ll have abortions and euthanasia on every corner and other such horrible things until finally they’ve legalized bestiality.  Dogs, sir.  Goats marrying our children!

THOMAS.  (half under his breath)  A cheetah.  

DR. DIAFOIRUS.  (without missing a beat) Not to mention if such a thing were to occur, perish the thought, if healthcare were free, where would that leave doctors?  Penniless.  On the streets.  And where would that leave YOU sir?  Ah yes, deep issues to ponder indeed.

TOINETTE. How absurd.  The gall of people to expect to be treated just because they’re sick. 

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. Quite so. We are only bound to treat people according to form.  And if illness is no longer profitable, well, why bother treating patients in the first place?

ARGAN. (to Clay).  Ah nothing like a hearty discussion to whet the appetite, eh?  Toinette, will brunch be ready soon?

TOINETTE.  I’ll go check with the chef, sir. (She goes to leave, and says quietly as she passes Argan) You’re nuts.

ARGAN.  (Quietly back at her) Get. Out.

 
(Toinette goes to exit, but lingers in the doorway).
ARGAN.  In the meantime, a little entertainment, perhaps?  We’ve learned how terrifically talented my new son-in-law to be is, but did you know my Angelique is quite the little songbird?  Ah.  And her substitute music teacher is here too.  How fortuitous.  Sir, please have my daughter sing for us.

CLAY.  Perhaps it would be better sir, if we were to prepare in private?  I feel it might…

ARGAN. Nonsense.  This is not her first time singing for a small group.  Do you remember Angelique, when you dressed up in that silver lame leotard and tutu and sang “I’m A Little Teapot” for the whole family?

ANGELIQUE. I was twelve, Dad.  Thanks for bringing that up.

ARGAN. With your adorable braces and headgear.  I still have pictures right over….
ANGELIQUE.  I’d love to sing! Yes! Please. Let’s sing right now. 

ARGAN. Lovely.

CLAY. In that case, in order to amuse the company, I will sing with the young lady.  A duet.  (To Angelique) There is your part.

ANGELIQUE. Ok.

CLAY. (to Angelique). Just play along. (Aloud) I think you’ll all enjoy it.

ARGAN. Is it a catchy tune?

CLAY.  Well, it’s from an experimental new rock musical, sir, still being work-shopped here in town.
ARGAN. Sounds great.  I saw Billy Elliot seven times!  Let’s hear it.

CLAY.  Yes, well, this is a song about a girl, a beautiful girl, whose father wasn’t quite as evolved as you, Mr. Argan.  He was overbearing, and he couldn’t see what was right before his eyes.  It’s sung by the young girl’s lover, an American chap, and even though he’d only known this girl for a short time, it felt like they had been together forever.

CLAY (sings and accompanies himself on an instrument)  

A long time ago,




You leapt into my eyes.




Somewhere I said,




She’s the one.




Took us both by surprise.



If he would only listen to me,




Maybe this could go somewhere.




I know something’s bound to happen




To me, and then he’ll see




He’s got a heart made of stone,




But that don’t mean his baby girl should be alone




Just look in her eyes, she’s up and grown.

ARGAN.  Is my daughter going to sing anytime soon?

CLAY.  Of course.  Angelique, one, two, three, two, two, three…

ANGELIQUE.  (sings tentatively)  

I don’t always know the perfect thing to say,

But since I met you that day.

Felt like no one could hear my cries,

But you, you took me by surprise.

CLAY and ANGELIQUE (sing together)




If he would only listen to me,




Baby this could go somewhere.




I know something’s bound to happen




And we will make him see…
ARGAN. And what does the father say about all this?

CLAY. Nothing.

ARGAN. This is absurd!  What kind of father wouldn’t see that his daughter is in love with someone else.  Only an idiot.  Show me that sheet music. Where are the words that you just sang? There are only musical notes.

CLAY. Well, um, you see…
(Toinette takes sheet music from Argan and hands it to Clay.)
TOINETTE. Maybe you haven’t heard, sir but, they have discovered a new way of writing the words directly into the musical notes?

ARGAN. Really?

CLAY.  What will they think of next? 
ARGAN.  Boy do I feel behind the curve.  Thanks, son, but I think we’ve heard about enough.  I go for much more refined entertainments.  (Farts loudly)  Now when is brunch going to be ready, I’m starving.  
(Beline enters from upstairs.) 
Ah. Here is my wife.

 

Scene Seven. BELINE, ARGAN, ANGELIQUE, CLAY, DR. DIAFOIRUS, THOMAS, TOINETTE.
ARGAN. My love, please meet Dr. Diafoirus and her son, Thomas.

THOMAS. Madam, it is with supreme justice and grace that heaven has furnished you with the name of mother-in-law, since we see in you -

BELINE. Sir, I’m so pleased to have come just in time to meet you.

THOMAS. Since we see in you … since we see in you…. Madam, you have interrupted me in the middle of my speech, and I can’t remember how the rest goes.  I’ll have to start over; Madam, it is with supreme justice and grace that heaven has -

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. Keep it for another time, Thomas.

ARGAN. I wish, my dear, you’d been here earlier.

BELINE.  So sorry, sweetheart, I have a splitting headache, please forgive me.

TOINETTE. Oh, madam, you missed out.  You should have been here for the statue of liberty and her shining juice box.
ARGAN. Alright, back to business.  Come, my daughter, take the gentleman’s hand, and pledge yourself to him. 
(Dr. Diafoirus and Thomas stand.)

ANGELIQUE.  Daddy.

ARGAN. Daddy what?
ANGELIQUE.  I’m begging you not to rush this.  Please give us time to become better acquainted and allow for true respect to grow between us.

THOMAS.  As far as I’m concerned, the flower of our relationship is already fully bloomed in me.  I can think of no good reason to delay the marriage.

ANGELIQUE.  I am afraid your particular merits have not yet made their way to my heart.

ARGAN. Oh, nonsense.  You’ll have plenty of time for his merits to take root in your heart after you are married.

ANGELIQUE.  Father, give it time.  Please.  Marriage is a bond which shouldn’t be forced. And if this gentleman is a man of honor, he shouldn’t accept a wife pushed into a marriage she didn’t choose.

THOMAS. We read in the ancients, Mademoiselle, that it was custom to abduct the maiden a man wished marry, and drag her by the hair out of her father's house.
ANGELIQUE. The ancients, sir, are the ancients; but we are the moderns.  This is the 21st century, and a woman has a right to choose as much as any man. Give me time.  Have a little patience; if you love me, sir, consider my wishes.

THOMAS. Certainly, Mademoiselle, just as long as your wishes do not infringe on my interests.

ANGELIQUE. But the greatest mark of love is to submit to the will of the one you love.

THOMAS. Au contraire, mon cheri. If one occasionally submits to a woman’s will in order to possess her more fully, then yes.  If not, then absolument pas.
ANGELIQUE.  Possession of her?  
THOMAS.  (Interrupting)  Absolument pas.
ANGELIQUE.  Do you think of a wife as property?  
THOMAS.  (Interrupting)  Absolu…

ANGELIQUE.  You’re barbaric!
THOMAS.  It’s a French word.
ARGAN. Hey.  That’s about enough out of you, young lady.
BELINE. If I were you, darling, I wouldn’t force her to marry; I know very well what I’d do.  A few months in the African bush helping those less fortunate would teach her a world of humility and gratitude.

ANGELIQUE. You are too kind, stepmother, but I think I can determine my own future.

BELINE. It amazes me that despite your exceptional upbringing and the life of privilege you’ve enjoyed, you scorn your father’s generosity and reject his hopes for you. My, how times have changed.  Children appreciate nothing today.  Love and marriage are not always perfect mates, Angelique.  Your father and I started out as friends, when your dear sweet mother was still alive, and after her unfortunate passing, our love blossomed and matured over time into the exquisite marriage we enjoy today.  
(Argan and Beline kiss.)

ANGELIQUE. When I marry, I want it to be for life, and to someone I can love freely.  There are women who only see marriage as a means to an end.  These gold-diggers move ruthlessly from husband to husband, caring more about what they’ll get in their husband’s will than the quality of his character.

BELINE. When you grow up, you will realize that security and stability counts for quite a lot more than a man’s musical aptitude.
ANGELIQUE.  If it weren’t for your famed charitable nature, stepmother, I might think you were trying to provoke me.
BELINE. My darling stepdaughter, I am desperately worried that your disrespect is going to anger your dear father, and he may do something rash.  I lie awake at night, frightened that he might make good on his threats.  Without your father’s money, how will you eat?  Where will you live?  I’m terrified for your safety.
ANGELIQUE.  I am too.  Enjoy your brunch everyone. 
(Angelique starts to exit.)
 ARGAN. Listen up, young lady.  You’ve got two choices here: either you marry Thomas or I disown you. 
(Angelique exits.) 
Don't worry; she’ll come around.

 

Scene eight. ARGAN, BELINE, MR. DIAFOIRUS, T. DIAFOIRUS, TOINETTE.
BELINE. I hate to cut our party short, but I really must be leaving.   I have an important pre-op appointment with my doctor. I’m having my lymph nodes removed.  Be back soon.  Kiss, kiss.

ARGAN.  Run along, sweetheart, and don’t forget to call your accountant so that he can press on with, ahem, you know….
(Beline exits)

 

Scene nine. ARGAN, MR. DIAFOIRUS, THOMAS, TOINETTE.
ARGAN. Ahhh.  How much that woman loves me, I can hardly believe it.

(Toinette and Clay sneak out while Argan is distracted. Both exit downstairs.)

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. We must also be leaving now, sir.

ARGAN. What about brunch?

Dr. DIAFOIRUS.  I am embarrassed to admit, Thomas and I ate before arrival…
THOMAS.  Grilled cheese!

Dr. DIAFOIRUS.  …and I must check in on one of my patients who is quite unwell.

ARGAN.  Before you go, tell me how I feel.

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. (feeling Argan's pulse). Now, Thomas, take the gentleman’s other arm to show him you can take a proper pulse. Quid dicis?  What do you say?

THOMAS. Dico, I say, this is not the pulse of a well man.

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. Good.

THOMAS.  It’s strongish, but not at all strong.

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. Very good.

THOMAS.  It’s becoming irregular now.

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. Correctement.
THOMAS. And even a little erratic.  Maybe a little…frisky…jumpy…kinky…we’re losing him!  Get the paddles!
Dr. DIAFOIRUS. Optime.
THOMAS. Which would suggest problems with the splenetic parenchyma; or what laymen call the “spleen”.

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. Quite right.

ARGAN. No, that’s not right.  Dr. Purgon says it’s my liver.

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. Of course.  Spleen, liver; same thing. 

THOMAS. Same place.

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. When one uses the term parenchyma they mean both.  Dr. Purgon and I are of the same mind on your treatment.  No doubt she orders you to eat nothing but roasted vegetables.
ARGAN. No; nothing but raw.

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. Yes, yes; cooked or raw, there’s no difference. 

THOMAS. Same food.

Dr. DIAFOIRUS. Dr. Purgon is a fine physician; very prudent prescribing on her part.  You couldn’t be in better hands if I was treating you myself.

 (Thomas starts to inspect Argan’s head) 
Thomas, stop that.  He’s getting fussy, I think it’s time to put him down for his afternoon…We must be leaving.  Good day, sir. 
(Dr. Diafoirus and Thomas exit out the front door.)

ARGAN. Good-bye to you both, and thanks for the advice.  
I’m going to have a doctor in the family!
INTERMISSION

Third Commercial

HUBRISIA

WOMAN.  I was in pain all the time.  It was so bad, I was having trouble at work, walking to the grocery…even going out with my friends.  Someone said to me, “Well, why don’t you wear different shoes?”  

Clearly, that was NOT an option.  My life is too important to change anything about it.

I talked to my doctor and he suggested I try Hubrisia…

VOICE OVER.  Hubrisia is the first FDA-approved analgesic specifically designed to treat the foot, ankle, calf, knee, thigh, hip, lower and upper back pain associated with wearing high-heeled shoes.  Hubrisia is a drug that works with your lifestyle, giving you the freedom to do the things that you want to do…pain-free.

WOMAN.  (clearly high on pills) I take one 2,000 milligram Hubrisia and…I’m WALKIN’!  Hubrisia is mild, and has a gel coating so it doesn’t upset my stomach the way some pills do.  Yet it’s strong enough that when I take it…Wow…I know it’s working.  Suddenly, the pain is gone and I’m free to do whatever I want!  Work?  No problem.  Errands?  No problem.  And my social life?  WOW.

(Cut-scene to scene of the woman at an office carrying a sheaf of paper near water cooler.  She drops the papers, weaving visibly.)

CO-WORKER.  Hey, are you okay?

WOMAN.  I’ve never been better! 

(She collapses to the floor)

VOICE OVER.  Hubrisia:  Because it’s YOUR Life.
Act Three
Scene one. ARGAN, TOINETTE, BELINE
(Argan is in his hospital bed with a cold compress on his head.  He is moaning quietly.  Toinette enters, whistling, with a tray table, which she placed in Argan’s lap.  Assuming it is his usual bland fare, he unenthusiastically lifts a cloth napkin off of the food and uncovers a couple of huge chocolate chip cookies.  A huge grin splits is face from ear to ear, he checks to make sure that none of this doctors are around to see him cheat on his strict diet, each of them pick up a cookie and ‘clink’ them together as though to toast the occasion and as Argan goes to bit into the cookie, Beline enters and spots him, Argan takes one bite, Beline takes away the rest of the cookie. Toinette clears tray and cold compress and exits.)

BELINE. Before I go I feel I must inform you of something a little alarming.  Now don’t over-react, but passing by Angelique's door…he ran away as soon as he spotted me…I saw her in there with a young man.
ARGAN. A young man with my daughter?

BELINE. Yes, it was that substitute music teacher.
ARGAN. Oh, that shameless little liar. I guess this explains why she’s resisting the marriage plans, she already had a lover.  And right under my nose!
BELINE.  Gotta run.  Kiss, kiss.

(Beline exits, eating the cookie. Barry enters from front door and they cross paths.  Nurse Florence enter, puts down a tray of many pills and begins taking Argan’s temperature)
BELINE.  Hello, Barry.

BARRY.  Goodbye, Beline.


Scene two. BARRY, ARGAN.    
BARRY.  Good morning, Jean. How are you feeling? 
ARGAN: Oh Hi, Barry. Wait, did you take the subway?

BARRY.  Uh, yeah?

(Argan sprays Barry with disinfectant and promptly shoves hand sanitizer into his hands).

ARGAN. Can’t be too safe.

BARRY: (Coughs, recovers). My, what a colorful breakfast.  (He examines a few pills). They’re multiplying— it’s like you won a pill poker game — pretty soon you’ll have the complete set.
ARGAN.  Wait, what?  You think I’m missing some?  Which ones? 
(He begins to looks frantically for missing pills.  Florence exits)

BARRY: No, no, I’m sure there all there.  How are you feeling today?

ARGAN.  Very bad, very very bad.  

BARRY. I’m sorry to hear that.

ARGAN.  It’s a constant battle, you know, but we’re determined to beat this thing.

BARRY.  We’re all hoping you’ll pull through.  Say, do you feel up for having a chat today?

ARGAN.  Oh, ohhhhh I don’t know Barry it’s really bad. I barely have the strength to speak.  Ohhhhh…

BARRY.  Ohhhh.  That’s too bad, I’d hoped to get you out of the house for once.  In fact, I wanted to take you to the French Society to see a new adaptation of Moliere’s “The Imaginary Invalid”.   

ARGAN. Molière and his comedies can go to Hell for all I care!  Where did he get off poking fun at doctors?    

BARRY. His plays don’t make fun of doctors, he lampoons the absurdity of putting blind faith in anything.
ARGAN.  The man was an idiot and a boob, with an inflated ego. If he was alive today, and I was a doctor, I’d let him die all over again. “Please Dr. Argan help me.” He could beg and plead ‘til his gums bleed, I wouldn’t prescribe him a single aspirin. I’d tell him, "Die, die like a dog; that’ll teach you to laugh at doctors."   Ha!

BARRY.  Molière really gets to you, doesn’t he?

ARGAN. Yes, he makes me sick!  I have a splitting headache and my vertigo is acting up.  Whoa, I’d better sit down.  Oh, my hemorrhoids feel really scabby today!

BARRY.  Right.  Maybe I’d better come back when you are feeling better.  
ARGAN. No!  No, you came all the way here to see me.  I, I can muster up the strength to talk. At least until Nurse Florence comes back for my irrigation therapy.

BARRY.  Are you sure?  

ARGAN.  Yes, it’s been weeks since we talked.  Let’s let bygones be bygones and have a little chat.
BARRY.  Deal.  So, I hear you’ve found a suitor for my niece…a doctor, no less?

ARGAN.  YES!  A doctor! 

BARRY.  How do you feel about it?

ARGAN.  Oh I’m just thrilled.

BARRY.  How does Angelique feel about it?

ARGAN.  I have to go to the bathroom.

(TOINETTE enters).

Scene three. BARRY, TOINETTE.    
TOINETTE. Don’t forget your cane, sir.

(Argan exits.  TOINETTE and BARRY wait for the bathroom door to shut).

He does his best thinking in there.  I’m glad you’re here.   Thanks for getting here so fast.  We’ve got to stop this marriage from happening.  I can’t convince him alone.  I know he’s impossible, but sometimes I think you’re the only one he really listens to.
BARRY. Listen, I’ll do my best, but it’s not easy being related to a lunatic.
TOINETTE. Try working for him.

BARRY. If I can’t convince him, then what?

TOINETTE.  Strangle him with his own IV cord?

BARRY. (Laughs)  No, seriously.

TOINETTE (Serious) No, Seriously.

BARRY. No. Seriously?

TOINETTE.  Well, if it doesn’t work, I don’t know!  An intervention?

BARRY. That’s a thought.

TOINETTE. Wait!  That’s it!  What if we had a doctor on our side?  One who works for us?  One who could expose this Dr. Purgon for the quack she is? But time’s running out and where are we going to find a doctor to do it?

(Flush).

I’ll take care of it myself.  You do your part and I’ll do the rest. 

(She runs off downstairs.)    
BARRY. What? My part?  Wait!

Scene nine. ARGAN, BARRY.    
(ARGAN enters).

ARGAN. Ahhhhh….

BARRY.  Better?

ARGAN.  Much.  It was a type 6.

BARRY Type 6?

ARGAN.  Type 6: “Fluffy, but with ragged edges.”  You know, the Bristol Stool Scale?

BARRY. Uh…

ARGAN.  Yes! “Type 1: Separate hard lumps, like nuts—hard to pass, Type 2: Sausage-shaped, but lumpy. Type 3: Like a sausage but with cracks on its surface.”

BARRY. OK OK Type 6, terrific, sounds great, congratulations.

ARGAN.  Thank you, it’s a testament to Dr. Purgon that I’ve moved from type 7 to type 6 in only four months.

BARRY.  Amazing!  So, um, about this marriage business…

ARGAN.  Who would’ve thought?  My little angel all grown up and marrying a doctor?

BARRY.  Yes but how does she feel about the match?

ARGAN.  It doesn’t matter how she feels about it!

BARRY.  Some might think it does.  What if I told you I had another match in mind for Angelique?  A better one.

ARGAN.  Better than a doctor?  Oh I’ve got to hear this one.

BARRY.  I happen to know that Angelique met a young man several days ago, who she’s madly in love with.

ARGAN.  I suppose you’re referring to that “substitute teacher” of hers? Well Angelique’s a deceitful double-dealer for trying to pull that one on me!  If she doesn’t quit this nonsense and do what I say I’m kicking her out.  Maybe I should send that sneaky little liar to boot camp to teach her some respect for authority!

BARRY.  Is that Beline talking?

ARGAN. Don’t you start in on my dear wife again!
BARRY. No. I’m sure you’re angelic wife wishes nothing but the best for Angelique.  But, Jean.  Please.  I find it hard to believe you have no regard for your daughter’s happiness.  She doesn’t want to marry your “doctor!”  She wants to marry the man she loves!   

ARGAN. Yes; but the doctor is better for me.   

BARRY. But you aren’t the one getting married, Jean, your daughter is.
ARGAN.  A doctor is a fine match.  As good as it gets.   

BARRY. Why not just marry her off to a pharmacist; skip the middle man!   

ARGAN. I hadn’t thought of that. I like the way you think.

BARRY.  Oh this is ridiculous. This, this infatuation with physicians and prescriptions.  Who do you love more; your daughter or your doctors?!

ARGAN.  That’s unfair.

BARRY. It’s incredibly unfair.  To Angelique!

ARGAN. No!  To make me choose between my daughter and my health!

BARRY. There is no choice!  You’re fine!  Look at you!

ARGAN.  I’m a very sick man!

BARRY. You’re as healthy as an ox.  I only wish I had your constitution.  You’ve survived all the endless poking, prodding, blood tests and biopsies.   It’s a miracle that you haven’t died from all the drugs they’ve made you swallow.   

ARGAN. I need these!

(Argan scoops up an arm-full of pill bottles and clutches them to his chest.)  

Dr. Purgon has made it quite clear that if I should go off her treatment plan for only three days I’d be a goner.  
BARRY. But you think that just because a doctor says something, it’s true.  I don’t.

ARGAN.  Ever heard of a little thing called the Hippocratic Oath?!  They are sworn never to do harm.

BARRY.  And POOF!  Just like that they never make mistakes?  Never tell a lie?  A lot of people swear oaths they have no intention of keeping. 
ARGAN.  Not Dr. Purgon.  She’s the best doctor in the city, everyone knows it.
BARRY.  People aren’t perfect, and neither are doctors.   Don’t you think your Dr. Purgon,  maybe, just MAYBE might have other motives when she prescribes you so many pills?

ARGAN.  She’s my doctor, Barry, not my dealer.

BARRY.  Doctor, dealer, pusher—there’s not a whole lot of difference.  For every ailment, she gives you a pill.  Hell, I get it.  I get a little stressed out, I call a guy and presto, he brings over a little weed.  We all want to feel better.

ARGAN.  This is absurd. I’m not taking advice from a drug addict.

BARRY.  The drug companies are much bigger pushers than my weed guy.
ARGAN. You’re exaggerating.

BARRY.  Feeling exhausted?  There’s a pill for that.   

ARGAN.  Exhaustion and sleep deprivation are very real and you shouldn’t make fun.   

BARRY.  High cholesterol?  Don’t change your diet.  There’s a pill for that.   

ARGAN.  Good.  Some people don’t have time for diet and exercise.   

BARRY.  Want to look ten years younger?  There’s a pill for that.   

ARGAN.  There is?  What’s it called?  Wait, let me write this down.

BARRY.  Here, listen closely, it’s called (yells) The Gym.

ARGAN.  But doctors wouldn’t prescribe these pills if they didn’t work!  Just think of all of the drugs and discoveries over the years; artificial hearts, organ transplants, vaccines.
BARRY. You’re right.  Those are all great things.  And it’s good that we have drugs for the people who need them.  

ARGAN.  HA!  So you do admit it! People DO need pills.    

BARRY.  I never denied it.   

ARGAN.  You did so. With me! About me!

BARRY.  I said, “People who need drugs.” (ARGAN goes to interrupt) Not people who like them.   

ARGAN.  You think I like this?  You think I like having to take this and that on time every time with this much water and such and such food and running to poop every two minutes?  You think this is fun for me?   

BARRY.  Actually, yes, I do.    You’ve made this into a game, Jean, and while you are playing at being sick, there are a lot of people out there who really are sick.  I wish, just once, I could get you to put on actual clothes and go with me in the van on one of my food runs. These people are stuck at home and you should see how they light up as soon as they see me. People with AIDS and cancer who have no hope of getting access to health care--
   ARGAN. --So? A few people don’t have health insurance.  Big deal. We have the greatest health care system on the planet.  

   BARRY. Yes. For those who can afford it.   

   ARGAN. People who’ve earned it, deserve it.

   BARRY.  “Deserve it.”  Wow.  A Francophile who hates Socialized medicine. If Mom could see you today, she's be—

   ARGAN.  –Oh Liberal Brother Barry. Christ, what instigated all this?  Did your Prius break down?  Did you already save ALL the whales? Spare me your hippie logic, Barry. This is the real world.  I wish, just once, that a doctor was here to teach you a thing or two.  Ah!  WebMD. (moves to the computer)
BARRY. Look. This game of yours has gone far enough, and I am not going to let you use Angelique as a pawn to snag a doctor. 
ARGAN. Well excuse me! And Thank you, Dr. Barry, for prescribing how to run my family.  And you make house calls!  You have some nerve, traipsing in here and lecturing me.  

BARRY. Listen, Angelique doesn’t like the match you propose, so what?  That’s no reason to disown her. While you were busy picking a doctor-in-law, did you ever stop to think that Angelique might want to choose a husband of her own? 

ARGAN.  I just want her to be secure and safe, and who better to care for her than a doctor, huh? 

Scene six. FLORENCE, ARGAN, BARRY.
(Florence and goes through rather ornate preparations to give Argan his enema.)   

ARGAN. Oh. Barry, excuse me, this should only take a minute.   

BARRY. Huh? What are you doing?    

ARGAN. It’s time for my enema. It’ll be done in a jiffy.   

BARRY. Are you joking? Do you really need another one? 
ARGAN.  Dr. Purgon’s orders.    

BARRY.  Couldn’t you give yourself a moment’s peace and save this enema for another time?  Please, just try to go without a tube up your ass for five minutes.  How could skipping one enema change your health that much?  Or, are you addicted?
ARGAN. Flo, could we just wait for later tonight or tomorrow morning?  

FLORENCE. What?  Mr. Argan.  Would you interfere with your treatment?  Would you dare to contradict your doctor’s prescription and prevent me from giving you the insertion? You are being a very bold boy. 

BARRY. He said go away, Miss. Clearly you’re not used to speaking with people face-to-face. 
FLORENCE. Oh.  I see.  Sneer at my enema? Waste my precious time? Well, I am just gonna have to tell Dr. Purgon that you have refused her prescription strength enema.  Just you wait.  Just. You. Wait. 
(Florence exits downstairs.) 

Scene seven. ARGAN, BARRY.    
ARGAN. What have you done, Barry?   

BARRY. What could possibly happen to you after missing one enema?  The real disease you need to fight are these doctors. 

ARGAN. Easy for you to say, you’re a well man, but if you were in my shoes, you would soon change your tune. 
(Argan reaches for pills and water bottle.)   

BARRY. But what exactly is wrong with you?   

ARGAN.  Hmm?   

BARRY.  What disease do you suffer from?   

ARGAN.  Could you repeat the question?   

BARRY.  You heard me.  What exactly is your illness?   

ARGAN. Arrrgh.  I’m going to have a seizure right here and now, would you like to see that?  Maybe then you’d believe me.  
BARRY.  Maybe.






(Argan goes into a seizure, foaming at the mouth) 

BARRY.  No, not convinced yet.






(Argan falls to the ground, spasming and rolling)

BARRY.  Oh, get up!  You’re not really sick.  If you’re suffering from anything, it’s the side-effects from all these drugs you’re on.    

ARGAN.  Quiet you!  

Scene eight. ARGAN, BARRY, NURSE FLORENCE, DR. PURGON, TOINETTE.   
(Dr. Purgon, Florence and Toinette enter from downstairs. Barry sits on sofa.)   

DR. PURGON.  So!
ARGAN.  Dr. Purgon!
DR. PURGON. Nurse Florence just told me you refused to partake in the preventative measures which I personally prescribed for you.  Is that true?   

ARGAN. Doctor, no…   

DR. PURGON. The nerve.  How dare you attempt to direct your own care?  A patient rebelling against the doctor?  What next, you’ll tell me how much to bill the insurance company? 
(Florence laughs.)   

TOINETTE. Ridiculous.   

DR. PURGON. To refuse an enema I composed especially for you. Specifically designed to alleviate the gastric odors of which you, and your wife, so vigorously complain.   

ARGAN. My brother....   

DR. PURGON. And to throw it away like a parking ticket.   

ARGAN. It was him. My brother.   

DR. PURGON. Such conduct is unforgiveable.   

TOINETTE.  Unconscionable.   

DR. PURGON. You have no respect for the medical profession.  This is a crime of high-treason against the AMA, and for which no punishment can be too severe.   

TOINETTE. Lay it on him.   

DR. PURGON. You leave me no choice but to sever all connections with you.  I am no longer your primary care physician.   

ARGAN. My brother told me to do it.  It’s not my fault.   

DR. PURGON. Furthermore, here is the check I intended to give you to pay for your daughter’s honeymoon in Tahiti, and the newly drafted will naming Thomas, my handsome handsome nephew, and Angelique as my heirs.  The marriage is called off.   

TOINETTE.  No!
(She tears the document  and lets the pieces fall to the floor. Argan furiously tries to pick up all of the pieces of the tattered documents.)    
ARGAN. It was Barry, not me. Bad Barry… bad, bad Barry…   

DR. PURGON. That will show you to refuse my enema.   

ARGAN. Bring it back, I’ll take it right now.   

DR. PURGON. What a shame.  A few more treatments and you would have been cured.   

ARGAN.  Please, Doctor.  Please.  I’ll do anything.  Please, you can give me all the enemas you want.  I’ll take twice the normal amount.  Three times.  And I won’t complain, or flinch or even wince.  Give it to me, Doctor.  Please. Stick the tube up my - 
FLORENCE.  Doctor, he really is a fine patient…normally…and he’s obviously very apologetic.  Maybe we could, just this once, as a favor?
DR. PURGON.  No!
ARGAN.  Ah!  

DR. PURGON. You showed contempt for my prescription. Therefore, I will leave you to the torments of your disease-ridden body.  It is up to you deal with your throbbing migraines, your dizzying vertigo, and your cramping constipation.  I give you up to your feverish blood and the vile vapors which escape your backside.   

ARGAN. Have mercy.   

DR. PURGON. In less than a week you will settle into an incurable state.   
(Nurse Florence and Dr. Purgon play off each other through the following sequence, with Florence quietly reinforcing Dr. Purgon’s pronouncements)
ARGAN. No, forgive me.   

DR. PURGON. You shall contract chronic bronchitis.   

ARGAN. Dr. Purgon! 

DR. PURGON. From bronchitis to viral rhinopharyngitis.   

ARGAN. Dr. Purgon! 
DR. PURGON. From viral rhinopharyngitis to Severe Acute Respiratory Syndrome.   

ARGAN. No, please!
DR. PURGON. From SARS to Avian Influenza.   

ARGAN. Dr. Purgon! 
DR. PURGON. From Bird Flu to Restless Leg Syndrome.   

ARGAN. Dr. Purgon! 
DR. PURGON. From Restless Leg Syndrome to Gastric Dumping Syndrome.   

ARGAN. Please, no, Dr. Purgon! 
DR. PURGON. And from Gastric Dumping Syndrome to the complete cessation of life!

NURSE FLORENCE.  You’re gonna die.

DR. PURGON.  Perhaps I will see you again.  At your autopsy.  Good day, sir.   

ARGAN. Please, Dr. Purgon.  I don’t want to die.
DR. PURGON.  I said, good day.    

(Dr. Purgon and Florence exit. Toinette follows them out the front door.) 

Scene nine. ARGAN, BARRY.    
ARGAN. Brother, you have killed me.   

BARRY. What are you talking about?    

ARGAN. Put a fork in me, I’m done. You are talking to a corpse. You heard all the diseases I’m going to get.  I’ll be incurable in four days.   

BARRY. What a load of crap. The will to live is yours.  Dr. Purgon’s bluster can kill you just about as much as her enemas can cure you.  Now’s your chance, brother.  Maybe now that you’re rid of her you can get a doctor who will treat you as a person and not a paycheck.   

ARGAN. But Barry, listen, she knows all about my particular conditions, and the perfect way to treat me….can’t… breathe.  Must be the bronchitis. It’s starting just like she said.   
BARRY. It’s all psychosomatic.
ARGAN.  Is it getting dark in here?  Oh God, I’m going blind!
(Argan stumbles around the room)
BARRY.  You are being ridiculous.  
ARGAN.  S-s-s-o c-c-c-cold.  C-c-can’t s-stop shaking.  C-c-call 911.   

BARRY.  It’s all in your head.    

ARGAN.  I think my skin is shrinking, getting tighter.  
(Argan collapses to the floor.)   

BARRY.  Snap out of it!   

ARGAN.  Oh, the gastric dumping!  Here it comes!
BARRY. Oh, very attractive. 
ARGAN.  Goodbye world, if there’s one thing I’ve learned that you need to know, it’s…it’s…
(Argan collapses back to the floor.  Toinette enters from front door.)   
Scene ten. ARGAN, BARRY, TOINETTE.   
TOINETTE. Sir?  Sir, there’s a doctor here to see you.   

ARGAN. What doctor?   

TOINETTE. A doctor of medicine.
ARGAN. Which doctor?  A witch doctor?!
TOINETTE.  I don't know who he is, but I must say he comes from an attractive family.  He and I are like two peas in a pod.  In fact, he looks so much like me that I’d swear we were related. Like in one of those ‘separated at birth’ shows!
ARGAN.  Send him in.   

(Toinette exits front door.) 

Scene eleven. ARGAN, BARRY.    
BARRY. Now here’s a real miracle, brother. One doctor leaves you and another immediately appears to replace her.    

ARGAN. I hope it’s not too late.   

BARRY. Really, you’re still going on about that?   

ARGAN. I can’t stop thinking of all those diseases.  Do you think I have bird flu? I have bird flu! 
(Argan flutters around the room like a bird, making bird calls, until finally perching like a bird on his bed. Toinette enters from the front door in disguise wearing a cheap moustache that barely stays on and which should fall off periodically during the scene. She sanitizes her hands) 

Scene twelve. ARGAN, BARRY, TOINETTE.   
TOINETTE. (Pretending to be a male doctor) Good afternoon, Mr. Argan.  I am Doctor… Oz, uh, Phil, uh…. Dr. Ozuhphiluh. I hope I’m not imposing by coming here like this, but I’m insanely curious to see such an illustrious patient.  Your reputation extends to the farthest reaches of the world.  I have come in the hopes of meeting the city’s most celebrated invalid, and to offer you my services as a preeminent medical health professional.    
ARGAN. You’re just in time.  

(Argan goes to shake her hand.) 

Good god.  You do look just like Toinette!
TOINETTE. Oh!  Well, thank you for the compliment. Just met her; fine looking woman.   

ARGAN. (to Barry)  I swear he looks just like her, doesn’t he?

BARRY. The resemblance is striking, but it happens all the time.  History and literature, especially 17th century French comedies, are rife with such freak occurrences.   

ARGAN. It’s astonishing.

BARRY.  You hear about this kind of thing all the time.  Mistaken identities. Celebrity look-alikes.  They say that everyone has a double out there somewhere.

ARGAN.  You mean there’s another me? 

BARRY.  Scary but true. 

TOINETTE. I see that you are examining my face very closely. How old do you think I am?   

ARGAN. I would say you couldn’t be any older than twenty-six or twenty-seven.   

TOINETTE. Ha ha ha ha.   

ARGAN.  Thirty?   

TOINETTE.  No sirree. I am ninety years old.   

ARGAN. Ninety years old.   

TOINETTE. Yes indeed. I stand here as living proof of just how good a doctor I am, I have been treating myself for decades with my own experimental remedies and you can see how they have preserved a perfect youthful appearance.   

ARGAN. How extraordinary.  But how come I’ve never heard of you, Dr. Ozuhphiluh?   

TOINETTE. I’m a travelling doctor. I go around the world in search of only the most unwell patients.  I never concern myself with common ailments like coughs, colds, or migraines.  No, I require real diseases; relentless respiratory infections, throbbing hemorrhoids as big and round as bowling balls, spastic colons that fire like Gatling guns. That’s where I triumph, dealing with all those diseases combined.  If only you had been forsaken by all your doctors, so that I might have the pleasure of prescribing you the best drugs and the best remedies.  Oh, how I wish I could be your doctor!
ARGAN. As luck would have it, I am currently…between physicians.    

TOINETTE. Then I have come just in the nick of time.  Let me take your pulse.  Hmm?  Hmmm.  Hmmmmm. Come now, beat properly.  Ah. That is one bad-tempered pulse that doesn’t know who I am. I’ll make you beat like you should. Who was your doctor?   

ARGAN. Dr. Purgon.   

TOINETTE.  Purgon?  Hmmm, never heard of her.  What was her diagnosis?   

ARGAN. She says it’s the liver but Dr. Diafoirus thinks it’s the spleen.   

TOINETTE. What a bunch of babbling blockheads.  Let’s see here. 
(Dr. Ozuhphiluh listens to his chest with a stethoscope.) 
Just as I suspected.  It’s the lungs.   

ARGAN. The lungs?   

TOINETTE. Yes, describe your symptoms, how do you feel?   

ARGAN. I get an occasional cough.   

TOINETTE. Lungs.   

ARGAN. Sometimes my vision gets a little blurry.
TOINETTE. Lungs.   

ARGAN. And sometimes I get a stomachache.   

TOINETTE. Lungs.  How’s your appetite?  Good?   

ARGAN. Yes, doctor.   

TOINETTE. Lungs. I knew it the moment I saw you.  I just needed to do a thorough examination to confirm my conclusions.  Now, what kind of food did your doctor order you to eat?   

ARGAN. She ordered that I eat Melba Toast.   

TOINETTE. Moron.   

ARGAN. Tofu.   

TOINETTE.  Tree-hugger.   

ARGAN. And a few prunes at night with diluted wine to relax the bowels.   

TOINETTE. Ignoramus!  Sir, you require a hearty diet, not this prison food they’ve prescribed you.  You must drink your wine straight. We need to thicken your blood, it’s too thin.  You must eat good prime rib, rich cheese, and ice cream to make sure your blood will properly coagulate. Your doctor, sir, if you’ll excuse my French, was an ass. I will be your primary care physician.  I will make your health my number one concern.   

ARGAN. My health your number one concern? I don’t know how to thank you, doctor.   
TOINETTE. (Gasps) What the deuce are you doing with that arm?   

ARGAN. What?   

TOINETTE. You should have it cut off right now.   

ARGAN. Why?   

TOINETTE. Don't you see how it draws all the nourishment to itself, and is stunting this other arm?    

ARGAN. Maybe, I never noticed before, but I need both arms.   

TOINETTE. Ooh. Your right eye should be plucked out as well.   

ARGAN. My right eye. Plucked out?   

TOINETTE. It’s robbing all the blood from the left eye, thus your blurry vision?  (to Barry) God, I’m good.  Have it plucked out immediately and you will see much clearer with the left eye.  Wait, I have all my equipment, I can do it for you on the spot. 

(Dr. Ozuhphiluh pulls a rechargeable hand drill out of her bag and test it.) 
And this time it’s on the house.   

ARGAN. There’s no need to hurry.  I’ll make an appointment and come in another time.  Wait.  I think I’d better get a second opinion.   

TOINETTE. No, you’re right, we should have the eye out and arm off in the same surgery.  We’re having a two-for-one on amputations.
(Dr. Ozuhphiluh repacks the doctor’s bag.) 
Have your girl call my girl and we’ll set it all up. I’m sorry to hit and run, but I am expected at the second autopsy of a man who died yesterday.   

ARGAN.  Second autopsy?   

TOINETTE. Yes, one of my patients.  Life would be easier without so many malpractice suits. Good day sir. 
(Dr. Ozuhphiluh exits out the front door.) 

Scene thirteen. ARGAN, BARRY.   
BARRY.  That was one clever doctor.   

ARGAN. Clever?  He diagnosed me way too fast for my taste.   Cut off my arm and pluck out my eye, so that the other will see better? I think I’ll do without this doctor, thank you very much.  I don’t even know if my PPO covers amputation.  Would this be a pre-existing condition?  Would I qualify for disability?  Oh, it’s all so confusing…  
(Toinette enters from the front door, pretending to speak to Dr. Ozuhphiluh.)
Scene fourteen. ARGAN, BARRY, TOINETTE.   
TOINETTE. That’s quite enough of that, sir.  

ARGAN. What’s the matter?    

TOINETTE. Your new doctor wanted to feel my pulse.  But apparently, my pulse is strongest here.
ARGAN. And at his age.   

BARRY. Now, Jean, since you and Dr. Purgon have parted ways, and that marriage is off the table, maybe it’s time to discuss Angelique choosing her own husband.  
ARGAN.  No.  If the marriage is off, then she’ll go feed the skinny kids in Calcutta. I won’t let Angelique marry that singing teacher or whatever he is.  They really played me for a fool.    

BARRY. What’s the harm if it all ends in a happy marriage?   

ARGAN. I’ve made up my mind, Barry, she’s off to Calcutta to work with the lepers or whatever.  It’s the only way to straighten that girl out.
BARRY. You might please Beline with this decision but it’s Angelique who’ll pay for it.   

ARGAN. It always comes back to Beline, doesn’t it?  What did she ever do to you?   

BARRY. I just cannot stand idly by any longer and watch you run headlong into every trap she lays for you.  
TOINETTE. Hey!   Don’t talk about her like that.  She is a woman who deserves nothing but praise for her dedication to your brother. Blameless, I tell you. A woman incapable of deceit, who loves my boss I can't express how much.   

ARGAN. Tell him about how she lavishes me with caresses.   

TOINETTE.  The cuddling never stops.   

ARGAN. And how she worries about my health.   

TOINETTE.   Round the clock care.    

ARGAN. And all the trouble she goes through to care for her dear sick husband.   

TOINETTE. Mother Theresa was a witch compared to Beline! (To Barry) Will you let me convince you and prove to you once and for all just how much Beline loves your brother? (To Argan) Sir, allow me to show him how entirely wrong he is about your wife.   

ARGAN. How?   

TOINETTE. Your wife texted only moments ago, saying she’ll be home any second. Lie down in your bed, and pretend to be dead. You’ll see how she grieves when I tell her the news.   

ARGAN. Seems a bit cruel. But this’ll show you, Barry.   

TOINETTE. Yes; but don't leave her grieving for too long: she might die of it herself.   

ARGAN. I’m game.   

TOINETTE. (To Barry). Hide over here. 
(Barry exits to kitchen.) 
Scene fifteen. ARGAN, BARRY, TOINETTE, BELINE.   
ARGAN. Is there any danger in pretending to be dead?   

TOINETTE. No, no. It’ll be relaxing.  And think what a kick in the pants your brother’s gonna get, eh?  Shush.  Dead. Now. Here she is.     
BELINE. (Off) Sample sale!  Toinette?  Come here please.   

TOINETTE. (wailing, trying to get Beline’s attention) Oh heavens. Ah. Ahhh.  Ahhhh.  Why?  Why now?   

BELINE. (Off) Toinette?.  Please.  These bags are very heavy I need your…Where is she?  
(Beline enters from front door with trendy shopping bags.)  
Toinette.  Where have you…What’s the matter, Toinette?   

TOINETTE. Why? Why?   

BELINE. What’s wrong?   

TOINETTE. Your husband is dead.    

BELINE. My husband is dead?    

TOINETTE. His poor soul has gone up to heaven.   

BELINE. My God, are you certain?    

TOINETTE. Quite certain.  I was all alone here when it happened. Nobody else knows yet except for you and me. Look at him.  It’s almost as if he’s still breathing.  He was napping, I was standing over there fluffing his pillows when I looked down and…poof, he was gone.   

BELINE. Died in his sleep. Heavens. Be. Praised... He’s dead!
(Beline does a happy dance.) 
He’s DEAD.  Oh Toinette, quit the act. Get up, it’s embarrassing.   

TOINETTE. Act?  I was grieving the loss of my friend…
BELINE.  Oh please.  We all know he was a pain in the ass.  No one more than you and me, eh Toiney? Save the waterworks for when the family is around, we’ll both have to buckle down and sob.  No worries, years of practice over here.   You know, sometimes when the inspiration wasn’t there I’d turn around for a sec and pinch my nipples really hard and then the tears would just come?  Works like a charm.   

TOINETTE. But I thought I was supposed cry.   

BELINE. Oh my God, I’m so sorry were you actually crying?  Oh sweetie, it is not worth the trouble. What good did he ever do in this world? I do charity fundraisers, OK?   Celebrity galas!  I host confidence camp for ugly girls. I look these babies in the face and tell them they’re pretty.  Him?  He was a grouch! Always nasty to everybody; tedious, bossy, stinky, sweaty.  Always sniveling with the “mommy this”, “mommy that”, I mean, wasn’t that creepy?   I mean, my GOD Toinette, how you put up with him all those years I will never know.  Hey!  Is there any champagne in the house?  We should celebrate!  
TOINETTE. The man just died, how can you act like this?   

BELINE.  Toinette.  Your job description may have exempted you from certain duties, but not mine. He complained of nausea?  Try sleeping with him.  You think “his little problem” was an accident?  To spare myself the ugly chore, every night I’d slip pills into his tea to keep the pink rocket from launching. Do you have any idea how hard it is to find Quaaludes in 2010? The dirty lech.   

ARGAN. I KNEW IT!   

BELINE. Ahhhhh!
TOINETTE. He’s not dead!
ARGAN. So, now I see.  Now I know what you really think of me.    

BELINE.  Oh, my darling, no…it was the drugs…sweety…
ARGAN.  ENOUGH.  Get out!  Get. Out.
(Beline exits front door. Barry enters from the kitchen carrying a bottle of champagne and two glasses. He hands Argan a glass and they drink them at the same pace) 
Scene sixteen. ARGAN, BARRY, TOINETTE.   
BARRY. (Barely concealing his joy) Jean, I’m sorry you had to find out like this.   

TOINETTE.  I know it’s hard to believe, but it’s long since time you found out. 







(Angelique and Clay laugh offstage.) 

Oh. I hear your daughter coming.  Get back into bed, let’s put Angelique to the test and find out how she’ll respond to the news.   

ARGAN.  I don’t know.  What if she…no.  No.
TOINETTE.  Come on.  It’s the only way you’ll know how your family really feels about you.  Lay still.    

(Barry exits to kitchen. Angelique enters from downstairs.)    

Scene seventeen. ARGAN, BARRY, TOINETTE, ANGELIQUE.   
TOINETTE.  (crying)  Oh heavens. Oh  no.
ANGELIQUE.  What’s wrong, Toinette? Why are you crying?   

TOINETTE.  I have such sad news for you.   

ANGELIQUE. What is it?   

TOINETTE. Your father is dead    

ANGELIQUE. My father?  Toinette?    

TOINETTE. Yes, just look at him there; he died only a moment ago.  It was…peaceful.   

ANGELIQUE. (weeping genuinely) Daddy…why now?  I can’t lose you now, not when you were angry with me. 
(Clay enters.) 
Scene eighteen. ARGAN, BARRY, TOINETTE, ANGELIQUE, CLAY.  
CLAY.  Angelique?  What happened?
ANGELIQUE. My dad is dead.   

CLAY.  Oh God. I’m sorry, Angelique.  I’d hoped to speak with him.  I thought I might be able to change his mind and agree to our marriage.   

(Barry enters from the kitchen.)   

ANGELIQUE. Oh Clay.  I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I can’t marry you.  Not after all this.  Daddy, I’m sorry I let you down. I know you were just trying to protect me. Oh Dad, please forgive me.   

ARGAN. I forgive you.   

ANGELIQUE. (she runs screaming) AHHHHHHHHHHHH!   

ARGAN.  Don’t be afraid. I’m not really dead.  

ANGELIQUE. Daddy!  I’m just so happy that you’re alive.   






(Angelique rushes into her father’s arms)
ANGELIQUE. Daddy, please, I just have one request. If you won’t let me marry Clay, I beg you, please don’t make me marry Thomas.  
CLAY.  Sir, I’m sorry for lying to you.  I just couldn’t stand the thought of never being with Angelique again.  Please, Mr. Argan, don’t take her away from me.
TOINETTE.  Just say yes!
BARRY. Jean, don’t be an ass.    







(pause)

ARGAN.  I will consent to the marriage. If he becomes a doctor. Yes, become a doctor, young man, and I will agree to the marriage.   

CLAY.  You got a deal.  If that is what it takes to become your son-in-law, then I’ll become a doctor.  A neuro-surgeon if you like. To marry Angelique I’d do anything.    

BARRY. But, brother, why don't you become a doctor?    

ARGAN.  Huh?   

TOINETTE. Yes. That’s the surest way to a cure. What disease is bold enough to dare attack a doctor?    

ARGAN. I get it. Make me the butt of your jokes. Laugh at the deluded fool. How can I study that much at my age?    

BARRY. What need is there for you to study? You know more about sickness that any doctor!  You’ve learned it all first hand.  You’ve had every illness, you’re like a hundred patients all rolled into one!
ARGAN. But one must be able to diagnose precisely and know all the different diseases and their remedies.    

BARRY. Once you put on the stethoscope and the lab coat, you’ll know all you need.   

ARGAN. What?  All it takes is wearing the stethoscope and lab coat?   

BARRY. Certainly.  Once you’re wearing them even nonsense sounds wise. 
ARGAN.  I don’t know. You think I really could?   

BARRY.  Of course.  Let’s get right to it.   

ARGAN.  What do you mean?  Now?    

BARRY.  Here and now, and in the comfort of your own home.    

ARGAN.  But, what do I do? 
(Angelique and Clay exit downstairs)
BARRY. All you need to do is sit right down, go online, and type in www dot… 

TOINETTE.  (to Barry) What is it you think you’re doing?   

BARRY.  Just a little amusement.... 

Epilogue: Final Commercial
ARGAN.  For years, I saw doctor after doctor.  They diagnosed me with illness after illness, prescribing purging after pill...and then one day I thought to myself, 'I could this!'  At first, becoming a doctor seemed an impossible goal, but thanks to the faculty at the Online Academy of Self-Diagnosis and Treatment my dreams are now a reality!  From the comfort of my home I was able to take an astounding variety of courses, including...

 

ARGAN.  (voice-over while course list scrolls across the screen)  Enema Administration, Bowel Evacuation, Suppository Insertion Technician, Phlebotomy, Humours Identification and Diagnosis, Medical Terminology, Bedside Manner, Needle Handling, Stethoscopic Accoustication, Major Organ Location, Home Urine Analysis and Taste Testing, and many more, etc.

 

 ARGAN.  I can diagnose myself and even write my own prescriptions, which are filled in the Cayman Islands and then mailed right to my home!  I never thought being sick could be so convenient.  My degree from the Online Academy for Self-Diagnosis and Treatment has changed my life, and it could change yours too!

 

ARGAN.  (voice-over)  And getting your degree is so easy, there are no annoying graduation ceremonies, no one needs to sign anything!  You just click, and print.  It’s that simple.  Why go out for care and attention when you can give it to yourself?
End of play

