Characters
(As they are described by Shaw in the play)

Redpenny

“A medical student, surname Redpenny, Christian name
unknown and of no importance, sits at work in a doctor's
consulting-room. He devils for the doctor by answering his
letters, acting as his domestic laboratory assistant, and
making himself indispensable generally, in return for
unspecified advantages involved by intimate intercourse with
a leader of his profession, and amounting to an informal
apprenticeship and a temporary affiliation. Redpenny is not
proud, and will do anything he is asked without reservation of
his personal dignity if he is asked in a fellow-creaturely way.
He is a wide-open-eyed, ready, credulous, friendly, hasty
youth, with his hair and clothes in reluctant transition from
the untidy boy to the tidy doctor.” (p. 1)



Emmy

“An old serving-woman who has never known the cares, the
preoccupations, the responsibilities, jealousies, and anxieties of
personal beauty. She has the complexion of a never-washed gypsy,
incurable by any detergent; and she has, not a regular beard and
moustaches, which could at least be trimmed and waxed into a
masculine presentableness, but a whole crop of small beards and
moustaches, mostly springing from moles all over her face. She carries
a duster and toddles about meddlesomely, spying out dust so diligently
that whilst she is flicking off one speck she is already looking elsewhere
for another. In conversation she has the same trick, hardly ever looking
at the person she is addressing except when she is excited. She has
only one manner, and that is the manner of an old family nurse to a
child just after it has learnt to walk. She has used her ugliness to secure
indulgences unattainable by Cleopatra or Fair Rosamund, and has the
further great advantage over them that age increases her qualification
instead of impairing it. Being an industrious, agreeable, and popular
old soul, she is a walking sermon on the vanity of feminine prettiness.
Just as Redpenny has no discovered Christian name, she has no
discovered surname, and is known throughout the doctors' quarter
between Cavendish Square and the Marylebone Road simply as

Emmy.” (p. 2)



Sir Colenso Ridgeon

“Sir Colenso Ridgeon is a man of fifty who has never shaken
off his youth. He has the off-handed manner and the little
audacities of address which a shy and sensitive man
acquires in breaking himself in to intercourse with all sorts
and conditions of men. His face is a good deal lined; his
movements are slower than, for instance, Redpenny's; and
his flaxen hair has lost its lustre; but in figure and manner
he is more the young man than the titled physician. Even
the lines in his face are those of overwork and restless
scepticism, perhaps partly of curiosity and appetite, rather
than of age. Just at present the announcement of his
knighthood in the morning papers makes him specially self-
conscious, and consequently specially off-hand with
Redpenny.” ( p. 4)



Dr. Loony Schutzmacher

“A middle-aged gentleman, well dressed, comes in with a
friendly but propitiatory air, not quite sure of his
reception. His combination of soft manners and
responsive kindliness, with a certain unseizable reserve
and a familiar yet foreign chiselling of feature, reveal the
Jew: in this instance the handsome gentlemanly Jew,
gone a little pigeon-breasted and stale after thirty, as
handsome young Jews often do, but still decidedly good-
looking.” (pp. 4-5)



Sir Patrick Cullen

“Sir Patrick Cullen is more than twenty years older than
Ridgeon, not yet quite at the end of his tether, but near it
and resigned to it. His name, his plain, downright,
sometimes rather arid common sense, his large build and
stature, the absence of those odd moments of ceremonial
servility by which an old English doctor sometimes shews
you what the status of the profession was in England in his
youth, and an occasional turn of speech, are Irish; but he
has lived all his life in England and is thoroughly
acclimatized. His manner to Ridgeon, whom he likes, is
whimsical and fatherly: to others he is a little gruff and
uninviting, apt to substitute more or less expressive grunts
for articulate speech, and generally indisposed, at his age,
to make much social effort. He shakes Ridgeon's hand and
beams at him cordially and jocularly.” (p. 6)



Mr. Cutler Walpole

“Cutler Walpole is an energetic, unhesitating man of forty,
with a cleanly modelled face, very decisive and symmetrical
about the shortish, salient, rather pretty nose, and the three
trimly turned corners made by his chin and jaws. In
comparison with Ridgeon's delicate broken lines, and Sir
Patrick's softly rugged aged ones, his face looks machine-
made and beeswaxed; but his scrutinizing, daring eyes give it
life and force. He seems never at a loss, never in doubt: one
feels that if he made a mistake he would make it thoroughly
and firmly. He has neat, well-nourished hands, short arms,
and is built for strength and compactness rather than for
height. He is smartly dressed with a fancy waistcoat, a richly
colored scarf secured by a handsome ring, ornaments on his
watch chain, spats on his shoes, and a general air of the well-
to-do sportsman about him. He goes straight across to
Ridgeon and shakes hands with him.” (p. 11)



Sir Ralph Bloomfield Bonington

“Sir Ralph Bloomfield Bonington ... is a tall man, with a head like a tall and
slender egg. He has been in his time a slender man; but now, in his sixth
decade, his waistcoat has filled out somewhat. His fair eyebrows arch
good-naturedly and uncritically. He has a most musical voice; his speech is
a perpetual anthem; and he never tires of the sound of it. He radiates an
enormous self-satisfaction, cheering, reassuring, healing by the mere
incompatibility of disease or anxiety with his welcome presence. Even
broken bones, it is said, have been known to unite at the sound of his
voice: he is a born healer, as independent of mere treatment and skill as
any Christian scientist. When he expands into oratory or scientific
exposition, he is as energetic as Walpole; but it is with a bland,
voluminous, atmospheric energy, which envelops its subject and its
audience, and makes interruption or inattention impossible, and imposes
veneration and credulity on all but the strongest minds. He is known in the
medical world as B. B.; and the envy roused by his success in practice is
softened by the conviction that he is, scientifically considered, a colossal
humbug: the fact being that, though he knows just as much (and just as
little) as his contemporaries, the qualifications that pass muster in
common men reveal their weakness when hung on his egregious
personality.” (p. 13)



Dr. Blenkinsop

“Dr Blenkinsop is a very different case from the others.
He is clearly not a prosperous man. He is flabby and
shabby, cheaply fed and cheaply clothed. He has the lines
made by a conscience between his eyes, and the lines
made by continual money worries all over his face, cut all
the deeper as he has seen better days, and hails his well-
to-do colleagues as their contemporary and old hospital
friend, though even in this he has to struggle with the
diffidence of poverty and relegation to the poorer middle
class.” (p. 16)



Mrs. Dubedat (Jennifer)

“Mrs Dubedat is beyond all demur an arrestingly good-looking
young woman. She has something of the grace and romance of a
wild creature, with a good deal of the elegance and dignity of a
fine lady. Ridgeon, who is extremely susceptible to the beauty of
women, instinctively assumes the defensive at once, and
hardens his manner still more. He has an impression that she is
very well dressed, but she has a figure on which any dress would
look well, and carries herself with the unaffected distinction of a
woman who has never in her life suffered from those doubts and
fears as to her social position which spoil the manners of most
middling people. She is tall, slender, and strong; has dark hair,
dressed so as to look like hair and not like a bird's nest or a
pantaloon's wig (fashion wavering just then between these two
models); has unexpectedly narrow, subtle, dark-fringed eyes that
alter her expression disturbingly when she is excited and flashes
them wide open; is softly impetuous in her speech and swift in
her movements; and is just now in mortal anxiety. She carries a
portfolio.” (pp. 22-3)



Louis Dubedat

“Louis Dubedat ... is a slim young man of 23, physically still
a stripling, and pretty, though not effeminate. He has
turquoise blue eyes, and a trick of looking you straight in
the face with them, which, combined with a frank smile, is
very engaging. Although he is all nerves, and very
observant and quick of apprehension, he is not in the least
shy. He is younger than Jennifer; but he patronizes her as a
matter of course. The doctors do not put him out in the
least: neither Sir Patrick's years nor Bloomfield Bonington's
majesty have the smallest apparent effect on him: he is as
natural as a cat: he moves among men as most men move
among things, though he is intentionally making himself
agreeable to them on this occasion. Like all people who can
be depended on to take care of themselves, he is welcome
company; and his artist's power of appealing to the
imagination gains him credit for all sorts of qualities and
powers, whether he possesses them or not.” (pp. 28-9)



The Newspaper Man

“The Newspaper Man, a cheerful, affable young man who is
disabled for ordinary business pursuits by a congenital
erroneousness which renders him incapable of describing
accurately anything he sees, or understanding or reporting
accurately anything he hears. As the only employment in
which these defects do not matter is journalism (for a
newspaper, not having to act on its description and reports,
but only to sell them to idly curious people, has nothing but
honor to lose by inaccuracy and unveracity), he has perforce
become a journalist, and has to keep up an air of high spirits
through a daily struggle with his own illiteracy and the
precariousness of his employment. He has a note-book, and
occasionally attempts to make a note; but as he cannot write
shorthand, and does not write with ease in any hand, he
generally gives it up as a bad job before he succeeds in
finishing a sentence.” (p. 59)



Minnie Tinwell (She is also married to Louis)

“One of the hotel maids, a pretty, fair-haired woman of
about 25.” (p. 33)

The Secretary

“Nearly in the middle of the gallery there is a writing-
table, at which the Secretary, fashionably dressed, sits
with his back to the entrance, correcting catalogue
proofs. Some copies of a new book are on the desk,
also the Secretary's shining hat and a couple of
magnifying glasses. “ (p. 68)



