
THE CURE 
By Peter L. Levy 

 
Copyright © 2000 by Peter L. Levy, All rights reserved. 
ISBN: 1-931000-56-5 
 
CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject to a 
royalty. This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America 
and all countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations, whether 
through bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including, but not limited to, all 
countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the Universal Copyright 
Convention and the Berne Convention. 
 
RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including professional 
and amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion picture, recitation, lecturing, 
public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all forms of 
mechanical or electronic reproduction, such as CD-ROM, CD-I, DVD, information and 
storage retrieval systems and photocopying, and the rights of translation into non-English 
languages. 
 
PERFORMANCE RIGHTS AND ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock 
performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively by Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. No 
amateur or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play without securing 
license and royalty arrangements in advance from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. Questions 
concerning other rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. Royalty fees are 
subject to change without notice. Professional and stock fees will be set upon application in 
accordance with your producing circumstances. Any licensing requests and inquiries relating 
to amateur and stock (professional) performance rights should be addressed to Brooklyn 
Publishers, LLC.  
 
Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity or profit 
and whether or not admission is charged. 
 
AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this play must 
give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production of 
this play. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a separate line where no 
other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must be at least 50% as large as the 
title of the play. No person or entity may receive larger or more prominent credit than that 
which is given to the author(s). 
 
PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this play is produced, all programs, advertisements, flyers 
or other printed material must include the following notice: 
 
Produced by special arrangement with Brooklyn Publishers, LLC 
 
COPYING: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is strictly 
forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or 
transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented, including 
photocopying or scanning, without prior permission from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. 
 



The Cure – Page 2 
 

THE CURE 
by  

Peter L. Levy  
 
 

*This skit is designed to be played by students of any age.* 
 
 
CAST: 
DOCTOR-age in 40’s 
NURSE-Nora—28 years and pretty 
HUSBAND-Mr. Benson in his 40’s 
MRS. VERA ALLENWAY-in her 40’s, attractive, if not beautiful.  
 
TIME:  The not too distant future. 
 
PLACE:  Any chaotic place; in a hospital. 
 
 
DOCTOR:  (To NURSE) What do you mean, no syringes? 
NURSE:  We made the best offer we could: four folding chairs and a 

table for two dozen clean needles. 
DOCTOR:  Who are you dealing with these days? 
NURSE:  The fellow who has been supplying us with milk. 
DOCTOR:  (Agitated) Did you see it? Did you notice it’s blue and not 

white? 
NURSE:  Everybody adds a little water to it. That’s their profit. 
DOCTOR:  (Sullen and resigned) And where is the man that adds the 

milk? Does he exist, eh? Do they at least start with a little bit of milk? 
NURSE:  It’s the times. 
DOCTOR:  Ah, the universal excuse. If we don’t get paid, “It’s the times.” 

If I remove a patient’s heart instead of the tumor, I suppose I can just 
shrug and say: “It’s the times.” Doesn’t anything work anymore? 
Doesn’t anyone care: (Pause) How old are you? 

NURSE:  Twenty-eight. Do you think I’m too old for you? 
DOCTOR:  Good heavens, don’t start that meowing of yours. My 

question had no romantic implication whatsoever. What I wanted to 
know is whether or not you were old enough to remember that there 
was a time when planes rose on schedule, when hospitals had all the 
drugs that a doctor needed and when nurses had sufficient training so 
that they would save more people than they killed? 

NURSE:  You promised you wouldn’t bring that up again. Nobody told 
me that two hundred milligrams of that stuff was a lethal dose. 
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DOCTOR:  That stuff was digitalis. Oh, how I wish we were back to the 

good old days when only doctors could prescribe drugs. Now listen to 
me Kali… 

NURSE:  My name is Nora. 
DOCTOR:  I know what your given name is, but this one you’ve earned. 
NURSE:  You think I don’t know that you’re making fun of me. I’m not 

stupid. Kali is an Indian Goddess. The goddess of death. 
DOCTOR:  (Clapping his hands) V – e – r – y  g – o – o - d. Very good, 

except Kali has a hundred hands and she is efficient. Most 
importantly, she fulfills her assignment—which in her case is death! 
Now, what’s your excuse for killing off patients? 

NURSE:  (Crying) You’re insensitive and mean. I haven’t killed off more 
people than any of the other nurses. 

DOCTOR:  (Putting his arm around the nurse) You’re right. It’s the 
times. I’m sure you’re doing the best you can. (Looking at a chart) 
Get Mrs. Allenway ready. I’m going to discharge her today. 

HUSBAND:  (Anxious and timid, arrives in reception area) Are you 
the doctor? 

DOCTOR:  Of course I’m the doctor. Are you a patient or are you here to 
pick up someone? You don’t look sick to me. 

HUSBAND:  Alice Benson, my wife. They called me and told me I can 
pick her up. 

NURSE:  (Looking at a master list of patients, motions doctor to 
come over to her, in whispers) You see…here…Benson.. 

DOCTOR:  Humm. Yes. Strange. Another one of these things. 
NURSE:  (To DOCTOR) What do we do now? 
DOCTOR:  Same as before. (Turning to HUSBAND) Look, take a seat 

for a moment. I’m sorry we don’t have any magazines for you to read, 
but we traded them for a bottle of aspirin. You don’t have any 
syringes for sale, do you? No, of course not. That’s the milkman. 

HUSBAND:  Are you all right, doctor? 
DOCTOR:  Of course I’m all right. Why shouldn’t I be? I have patients 

and no medicine. The nurses have had less than three months of 
training. I am running a death trap. You’re very lucky to be taking your 
wife home. Another day or two and she might not have survived. 

HUSBAND:  She’s okay? 
DOCTOR:  Fine. Perfect. Just a touch of appendicitis; we removed it and 

that took care of everything. She’s better than ever. 
HUSBAND:  But…she had a broken arm. 
NURSE:  You’re not telling us our business, are you? 
DOCTOR:  (Looking at chart) It’s all written down here. One appendix 

removed. Pathology normal. Very lucky. No rupture, nice clean 
sutures, small scar…and that will fade. Much better than a broken 
arm. 
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HUSBAND:  Yes, I agree appendicitis might be better than a broken arm, 

but the fact is… 
DOCTOR:  The fact is that a broken bone is never the same as before. 

The calcium builds up around the break, there is a greater chance of 
arthritis and then, there are cases where the bone doesn’t heal at all 
and we have to put in pins and the whole thing becomes very 
complicated. Now, do you understand? 

HUSBAND:  I know I’m not a doctor… 
DOCTOR:  Good, then you accept my explanation. 
HUSBAND:  I want to be agreeable, but the fact is… 
NURSE:  That is the second time you have used that phrase. 
HUSBAND:  Because you people keep interrupting me. 
NURSE:  For your own good. 
HUSBAND:  (Exasperated) How could my wife come in here with a 

broken arm and leave with an appendectomy? 
DOCTOR:  You obviously do not understand hospitals. 
HUSBAND:  I understand a broken arm. I want to see my wife. And I 

want to see her right now. 
 
(NURSE holds up master chart and shakes her head) 
 
DOCTOR:  (Very chummy) Now Mr.…ah…Mr. 
HUSBAND:  Benson. The name is Benson. My wife’s name is Alice. 
DOCTOR:  To be sure. Benson. Did you ever consider changing your 

name to Allenway? 
 
Thank you for reading this free excerpt from THE CURE by Peter L. Levy.  For 
performance rights and/or a complete copy of the script, please contact us 
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