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  Anton Chekhov (1860–1904)


  Anton Pavlovich Chekhov was born in Taganrog, a seaport in South Russia, in 1860. By his own account, his childhood was far from idyllic. His father Pavel was a domestic tyrant, fanatically religious, and Chekhov and his brothers were forced to rise before dawn to sing in the local church choir, then work long hours after school, in the family grocer’s shop.


  Taganrog was in decline, but its Greek shipping community was relatively wealthy, and Chekhov was first sent to a Greek-language school, which his father naively regarded as the highway to a lucrative career. After a wasted year, Chekhov was enrolled in the local high school, where he stayed, an unremarkable scholar, until 1879.


  His last years at the Taganrog school were spent apart from his family, however, since his bankrupt father had fled to Moscow, where Chekhov’s elder brothers were already students. Chekhov completed his studies, entered Moscow University’s Faculty of Medicine, and at the age of nineteen became the family’s principal breadwinner, writing short comic pieces to supplement his student allowance.


  By the time he qualified in 1884, Chekhov’s literary ambitions were already in conflict with what he regarded as his true vocation. Indeed until his own health collapsed, he continued to practise medicine, mostly as an unpaid service to nearby rural communities. Chekhov was almost certainly infected with tuberculosis from childhood, and the disease was in its terminal stages before he would permit an independent diagnosis. In addition to frequent haemorrhaging from the lungs, which forced him to spend the winters in the warm South, Chekhov also suffered from a variety of other chronic ailments, yet his work rate was little short of heroic. In 1899, when he agreed to sell the rights in his works to the publisher Marks, they already filled ten volumes, and the critical consensus is that his short stories are an unparalleled achievement, with the three great plays of his mature dramatic method, Uncle Vanya, Three Sisters, and The Cherry Orchard, no less important.


  Human relationships are the substance of all Chekhov’s work, and it is perhaps no surprise that this most intimate of writers remained elusive in his own. Although fond of women, and pursued by several, Chekhov characteristically retreated as they advanced, and it is a reasonable assumption that the happiness of his brief married life, with the actress Olga Knipper, depended to an extent on the lengthy periods of separation forced on the couple by the dramatist’s poor health, and Olga’s busy metropolitan career.


  Finally, in a despairing effort to postpone the inevitable, Chekhov travelled with Olga to Germany for medical treatment, and in July 1904, following a heart attack, he died in the spa town of Badenweiler, at the age of forty-four.


  The Cherry Orchard: What Happens in the Play


  The curtain rises on a room in a large country house, the property of Madame Ranevskaya, and set on an estate once famous for its vast cherry orchard, but presently bankrupt, and soon to be sold at auction. It is a frosty May morning, and Dunyasha, a maidservant, and Lopakhin, the son of a serf, but now a wealthy businessman, are waiting for Ranevskaya to arrive from the local railway station. She has spent the past five years abroad, where she fled after the deaths, in rapid succession, of her alcoholic husband, and her seven-year-old son Misha, tragically drowned in a nearby river.


  In France, Ranevskaya has been living with her lover, whom she nursed through a long illness, only to be cast aside when her money ran out. Her daughter Anya, accompanied by her eccentric German governess, Charlotta, has travelled to Paris to fetch her home. Ranevskaya’s return is an emotional event, and the very room, formerly the nursery, is itself charged with memories.


  The first act assembles the entire household, including Ranevskaya’s indolent brother Gaev; her adopted daughter-cum-housekeeper Varya, constantly agonising over the estate’s finances and her stalled love for Lopakhin; Simeonov-Pishchik, a local landowner, also near-bankrupt, and a persistent borrower; Yepikhodov, the estate clerk, and self-confessed ‘walking disaster’; and Firs, an old family retainer, who can remember life before the Emancipation, when the cherry orchard bore fruit in abundance and was regarded as a national treasure.


  Also present, but purposely being kept out of sight, is Trofimov, the former tutor of Ranevskaya’s dead child. When he appears, her memories of her beloved Misha are painfully re-awakened. Trofimov is in his late twenties, the ‘eternal student’, but his radical politics and idealism, which Lopakhin routinely mocks, have made a powerful impact on the naive Anya. Ranevskaya is also attended by a manservant, Yasha, whose veneer of Parisian sophistication fails to mask his native boorishness. Dunyasha, however, is already sufficiently captivated by him to turn down Yepikhodov’s proposal of marriage.


  In terms of the main action, the sale of the estate, Lopakhin offers Ranevskaya a way out of her difficulties – to cut down the cherry orchard and build holiday cottages for town-dwellers on the cleared land. Ranevskaya and Gaev, however, flatly reject the idea, and various alternatives are discussed, none of them with any likelihood of success.


  The second act brings the date of the auction closer, but as the characters enjoy the sunset, on an idyllic summer evening, nothing has changed. Lopakhin is still urging his ‘rescue plan’, Ranevskaya and Gaev cling obdurately to their hopes of a loan. Ranevskaya tells Lopakhin that Varya is in love with him, and he casually agrees they should get married. Trofimov makes a long polemical speech about the health of the nation, and the hypocrisy of the middle classes, and finds an unlikely echo in Lopakhin, for whom hard work is the answer to all ills. During a lull in the conversation, an eerie sound is heard in the distance – like that of a breaking string – and the characters experience a sudden feeling of unease. Later, Trofimov and Anya discuss their love – in Trofimov’s case, so idealised as to be beyond ordinary human emotion.


  The third act takes place in the drawing room; it is the day of the auction, and a dance is in progress, with guests from the village. Simeonov-Pishchik, as ever, is trying to borrow money from Ranevskaya, while Varya despairs at the latter’s extravagance. Ranevskaya confesses to Trofimov that she intends returning to Paris, to her worthless lover, and his attempt to dissuade her results in a furious argument, during which she accuses him of being emotionally stunted.


  Yepikhodov is making a nuisance of himself as usual, and when Varya chases him from the room, threatening him with a stick, she almost strikes Lopakhin, who has just returned from the auction, along with Gaev, both a little drunk. Lopakhin tells the company that the estate has finally been sold, and to everyone’s astonishment, reveals that he himself is the buyer. Varya bursts into tears, flings her housekeeper’s keys to the floor and storms out, while Lopakhin, whose father was once a serf on the estate, celebrates his triumph.


  Act IV brings the play full circle, to a frosty October morning in the former nursery, now almost bare of furniture and littered with trunks and suitcases, ready for the family’s departure. The work of cutting down the orchard has already begun, and farewells are being said. Lopakhin and Trofimov discover a mutual understanding, and even respect; Simeonov-Pishchik, now solvent after a land deal, improbably arrives to repay his debts; Gaev looks forward to a career as a paid employee of the bank; Yasha predictably casts aside the wretched Dunyasha, as he prepares to return to the boulevards of Paris.


  Ranevskaya, meanwhile, is exercised by last-minute anxieties about old Firs, who was supposed to have been taken to hospital, and Varya. She confirms that Lopakhin is willing to marry Varya, and brings them together, for the formal proposal. Lopakhin, however, is somehow unable to find the words, and the opportunity is lost. Ranevskaya bids a tearful goodbye to her family home, and the stage is left empty and silent. After a few moments, old Firs appears – he has been forgotten after all, and is obviously unwell. He tries the door, but finds it locked, and lies down on a sofa, presumably to die. The sound of the distant breaking string is heard once more, and then the axe, biting into the cherry orchard.


  Chekhov the Dramatist


  Chekhov might be described as the writer’s writer, not only on account of his work, or the fund of wisdom in his correspondence, but also the example he presents of the tireless self-improver, grinding his way over a mere two decades from penny-a-line squibs in the comic papers, to the status of modern classic, in both his preferred genres.


  In that respect, the year 1887-88 represents a turning-point in his career, with the production of his first four-act play, Ivanov, and the publication of his short story The Steppe in one of the prestige ‘thick journals’, ‘The Northern Herald’. The same year also saw his official recognition as a major Russian writer with the award of the Pushkin Prize, by the Academy of Sciences. Chekhov had arrived, it seems, though the reception given to Ivanov, premièred in Moscow to mixed cheering and booing, suggested he had arrived as a dramatist some distance ahead of his audience.


  That is broadly the story of Chekhov’s dramatic career, and it is significant that the main bone of contention in Ivanov, dividing first-nighters into partisans and scoffers, was the author’s seeming abdication of any clear moral stance. After some changes, however, the play was successfully revived in St. Petersburg, and Chekhov was sufficiently encouraged to offer The Wood Demon for production in Moscow the following year. Alas, The Wood Demon was a flop, and in the light of Chekhov’s developing method, it is interesting to note that criticism generally centred on its lack of action, and dreary slice-of-life dialogue. Chekhov withdrew the play in disgust, and buried it deep within his mysterious creative processes, whence it re-surfaced in 1898, in the radically altered form of Uncle Vanya, one of the greatest works of the modern theatre.


  Between times, in 1896, Chekhov also endured the catastrophic failure of The Seagull, an experience which encapsulated everything that was wrong with the Russian theatre of his day, and which his work did so much to change. The Seagull was premièred in October 1896 at the Aleksandrinsky Theatre in St. Petersburg, having spent almost a year in the hands of the censors, and the actors received their scripts a bare week before opening night. The play had been commissioned from Chekhov as a vehicle for the benefit performance of one of the Aleksandrinsky’s stars, Levkeeva, a mature comedienne with a large and vociferous following. She had originally been billed to play Arkadina, and disappointment at her failure to appear soon gave way to whistling and jeering.


  After the fiasco of The Seagull, Chekhov fled from St. Petersburg, and although the play’s fortunes improved with ‘normal’ audiences, the generally hostile reviews made him resolve to quit the theatre for ever. Fortunately, the first great play of his maturity as a dramatist, Uncle Vanya, appears to have been already on the stocks, and while the course of its development out of The Wood Demon remains a mystery, it most likely followed The Seagull. At any rate, Uncle Vanya first surfaced in 1897, when Chekhov had it published.


  The following year, 1898, saw the coming together of Chekhov and the newly-founded Moscow Art Theatre – a meeting commonly presented as a marriage made in theatre heaven. Both parties shared an intense dissatisfaction with the Russian theatre of the day, its bombastic acting, poor technical standards, and outmoded star system. What Chekhov’s plays needed – natural, unforced speaking, evenhanded ensemble playing and meticulous rehearsal – appeared to be exactly what the Moscow Art Theatre, led by Stanislavsky and Nemirovich-Danchenko, could bring to them. And if the marriage turned out to be less than wholly blissful, it is to their credit nonetheless, that Chekhov continued to write for the stage, including the two masterpieces specially commissioned by the Moscow Art Theatre, Three Sisters, and The Cherry Orchard.


  The rapturous reception accorded to The Seagull at its Moscow première on December 17th, 1898, has passed into theatre legend. Its success not only restored Chekhov’s confidence, it also rescued the Moscow Art Theatre, now eager to attempt Uncle Vanya, which had already been staged in the provinces. Unfortunately, Chekhov had promised the play to the Maly Theatre, but the script changes being demanded by its literary committee gave him a legitimate excuse for withdrawing the offer. Uncle Vanya was thus produced by the Moscow Art Theatre in October 1899 – in terms of its reception, more consolidation than triumph, but sufficiently encouraging to focus Chekhov’s mind on a new subject – the lives of three sisters in a remote provincial town.


  Three Sisters opened in January 1901, and while it was certainly no failure, neither it, nor The Cherry Orchard three years later, managed to repeat the smash hit of The Seagull. By the spring of 1903, when he began committing The Cherry Orchard to paper, Chekhov had little more than a year to live, and his health had deteriorated to such an extent that he could write only a few lines a day. Nonetheless, he was able to attend rehearsals at the Moscow Art Theatre in December, an experience which did nothing to improve either his temper, or Stanislavsky’s. The Cherry Orchard was premièred on Chekhov’s forty-fourth birthday, January 17th, 1904, and the author was pushed unwillingly on stage to receive a rapturous ovation. However, the play itself was not an immediate success, and certainly not in Chekhov’s eyes. In April, still smarting at Stanislavsky’s interpretation, he wrote to Olga Knipper from Yalta, complaining at the work being advertised as a ‘drama’, rather than as a comedy. Three months later, Chekhov was dead, and the brief span of his career as a dramatist complete. We can only guess at what he might have achieved, had he lived as long as Ibsen, say, but in a mere handful of plays, Chekhov has given the classic repertoire not only a unique vision, but also, in his oblique, low-key rhetoric, one of its most compelling modern voices.


  The Cherry Orchard in Performance


  Like all Chekhov’s major plays, The Cherry Orchard is constructed on a pattern of arrival – sojourn – departure: a newcomer or returning absentee enters a hitherto stable community, and brings about a series of changes, generally for the worse, in the characters’ lives. In purely abstract terms, this pattern is at its most schematic in The Cherry Orchard: almost the whole of Act I is taken up with Ranevskaya’s return; Act IV, perhaps fittingly in Chekhov’s last work, is one long process of leave-taking; and between these, Acts II and III are effectively static – no major plot developments, no significant shift in relationships.


  The main event, of course, the enforced sale of Ranevskaya’s estate, takes place off-stage, and that gives the drama its forward movement, while the characters look on, for the most part helplessly. As the clock ticks down through the lazy summer months, they might be flippantly described as ‘setting out the deck-chairs on the Titanic’, but their apparent inertia, their failure either to understand their situation, or act purposefully to change it, is by turns tragic and funny, and this accounts both for the play’s continuing fascination, and its chequered stage history.


  The Cherry Orchard has more than its share of boisterous comedy, the kind of character and incident which was Chekhov’s speciality in his early years, writing comic fillers for the Moscow papers. Yepikhodov, with his squeaky boots, choking down his cockroach-contaminated kvas; Simeonov-Pishchik, descended from Caligula’s horse, foolhardy swallower of other people’s pills; Charlotta Ivanovna, acrobat ventriloquist-conjuror, whose little dog even eats nuts – more than in any other play, Chekhov peoples the stage with two-dimensional eccentrics. They engage our attention, but not our sympathies.


  At a higher level of realisation, the undoubted suffering of the principals is muted by the same comic touch: Gaev, for example, is an important channel for the family’s sense of loss, as their inheritance melts away, but his absurd obsession with billiards aligns him with the likes of Yepikhodov, while his rhetorical posturing tends to undermine him as a serious commentator – rather in the way that old Firs’ ramblings obscure the truth in much of what he says. Lopakhin, moreover, though his background gives him every right to do so, does not descend on Ranevskaya’s estate like the wolf on the fold – this is no rapacious arriviste, like Natasha in Three Sisters, and such philistinism as he displays is counterposed to the pretensions of Trofimov, rather to Lopakhin’s benefit. The Cherry Orchard’s only villain of sorts, barring the unseen Deriganov, whom Lopakhin outbids at the auction, is the obnoxious Yasha, too insignificant to cast much of a shadow.


  Chekhov’s treatment of the love interest in the play is especially noteworthy. In outline, The Cherry Orchard is as intricately choreographed as any of his works: Ranevskaya is pining for her worthless lover, whose name we never learn; Lopakhin, it is hinted, carries a torch for Ranevskaya, but is himself the object of Varya’s affections, which he only half-heartedly returns; Anya and Trofimov are in love, beyond question, but their notions of the blessed state differ markedly; Yepikhodov loves Dunyasha, but her pretty head has been turned by the ‘sophisticated’ Yasha. In each case, the outcome is potentially tragic, but at the end of the play, Ranevskaya is returning to her lover, with enough money to ensure his loyalty, at least for a few months; Anya and Trofimov have yet to discover their profound incompatibility; the abandoned Dunyasha may well be pregnant, but that is purely speculation. The most painful rejection, Lopakhin’s failure to propose to Varya at the crucial moment, is almost wordless, and one need only compare Vershinin’s parting from Masha in Three Sisters to see how Chekhov lowers the emotional temperature here.


  Chekhov’s intentions in that regard may be illustrated by another comparison: the fierce Act III row between Trofimov and Ranevskaya over her decision to go back to her lover. The scene bears a close resemblance to the confrontation between Arkadina and Konstantin in Act III of The Seagull; yet where the latter ends in tearful reconciliation, Trofimov’s stormy exit in The Cherry Orchard is followed by an off-stage crash, and hoots of laughter, as he tumbles downstairs.


  However, the comic texture of the play cannot disguise its tragic undertow; Chekhov’s characters stand as effectively types for an entire society in transition, and no matter what temporary folly they may be engaged in, it is the passing of a world we are witnessing, the extinction of a species. In the finale of Three Sisters, when Natasha declares her intention to cut down an alley of fir-trees and plant flowers in their stead, it is the whim of one destructive individual; when Lopakhin’s workers take the axe to the cherry orchard, it is the judgement of history.


  In the light of the above, it is little wonder that Stanislavsky and Chekhov found themselves at odds as to how The Cherry Orchard was to be played. Indeed, from the very outset, Chekhov was at such pains to emphasise its comedic nature that one might imagine he had written a sequel to his one-act farce The Bear, but past experience with the Moscow Art Theatre had taught him which way Stanislavsky was likely to jump, and he even advised the great actor-director to take the part of Lopakhin himself, perhaps to ensure that the play’s positive elements got a fair hearing; Stanislavsky, however, played Gaev, and by all accounts moved the action at a snail’s pace, to milk every drop of sympathy for these charming but feckless individuals.


  In his letter of April 10th, 1904, to Olga Knipper, Chekhov unequivocally rejects that interpretation: Stanislavsky and Nemirovich-Danchenko have got it wrong, he says, and it is quite clear that neither of them has read the play with due attention. Unfortunately, the Moscow Art Theatre’s elegiac and lachrymose approach became the standard, and helped establish Chekhov as the sad-eyed chronicler of ‘twilight Russia’, which went some way to ensuring his relative neglect during the Soviet period. And not surprisingly, when The Cherry Orchard was revived in the 1930’s, the focus was on Lopakhin, as the ‘positive hero’ demanded by Socialist Realism.


  Later Performances


  In England, George Bernard Shaw was an early convert to Chekhov, and his Heartbreak House (1917) pays direct homage to The Cherry Orchard. Between the wars, a series of important productions of the major plays was staged by Fyodor Komissarzhevsky, with distinguished casts including John Gielgud, Peggy Ashcroft, and Edith Evans; Tyrone Guthrie’s 1933 production of The Cherry Orchard, which featured Charles Laughton as Lopakhin, also won considerable acclaim, although the Stanislavskian approach to the play has proved remarkably resilient. In more recent times, however, notable departures from the tradition include Richard Eyre’s 1977 Nottingham Playhouse production, in which Trevor Griffiths’ adaptation gave more authority to Trofimov, emphasising the class divisions among the characters. And though less occupied with social issues, Mike Alfreds’ 1985 production for the National Theatre, with Ian McKellen as Lopakhin, attracted high praise for its freshness and balance.


  The Translation


  Literary Russian has undergone much less change since Chekhov’s day than has English, and there is little justification for using a period style in translation, particularly with a writer whose declared aim was to bring conversation to the stage, the common speech of the educated classes of his day, uttered in more or less commonplace contexts. However, The Cherry Orchard is notable for the wide spectrum of social classes represented on stage, and Chekhov naturally characterises these by speech, ranging very approximately from Anya, at the upper end, to old Firs at the bottom, with a fair degree of confusion in between, e.g., in the affectations of the servants Yasha and Dunyasha. Chekhov also employs speech mannerisms as a kind of nervous tic, for comic purposes, in the cliché repetitions of Simeonov-Pishchik, or Gaev’s billiards jargon, or the bookish excesses of Yepikhodov. Any translator must reconcile these with a consistent ‘voice’ for the play as a whole, and this I have attempted to do. For ease of playing, I have also for the most part simplified the Russian polite mode of address, i.e., first name and patronymic, which English speakers sometimes find difficult. A guide to pronunciation follows the play.


  One or two oddities are perhaps worth remark: Charlotta Ivanovna very occasionally lapses into ‘Germanic’ syntax, notably in her little ventriloquial discourse in Act III. And when Lopakhin quotes Hamlet in Act II, addressing Varya as ‘Okhmelia’, he is almost certainly making an untranslatable pun, on the Russian verb ‘okhmelet’, meaning ‘to become tipsy’. In fact, there are very few quotations in The Cherry Orchard, and Chekhov’s comic purposes seem not to have included the snatches of song and verse so characteristic of the earlier plays. Exceptions are the couple of lines uttered by the drunken vagrant in Act II, taken from the ‘socially aware’ poets Nadson and Nekrasov. Finally, Chekhov’s Act III stage direction requires the stationmaster to begin reciting Aleksei Tolstoy’s long Biblical poem The Sinner (1857), the story of Christ’s conversion of a sinful woman, during a banquet at a wealthy merchant’s house. Roughly translated, the first few lines are as follows:


  
    A throng of people, merrily laughing,

    The sound of lutes, of cymbals crashing,

    Palm leaves and flowers all around;

    Betwixt the pillars, richly draped,

    The portals bear a heavy weight

    Of finely patterned silk brocade;

    The chamber, gorgeously attired,

    With gold and crystal seems afire …


    Stephen Mulrine

  


  For Further Reading


  Among the several biographies of Chekhov, Ronald Hingley’s A New Life of Chekhov, Oxford University Press, 1976, is outstanding not only for its wealth of detail, but also the care the author takes to disentangle the man from the work. Maurice Valency’s The Breaking String, Oxford University Press, 1966, remains among the most perceptive and readable studies of the plays, while Nick Worrall’s contribution to Methuen’s Writer-Files series: File on Chekhov, Methuen, 1986, is both a compact introduction to Chekhov’s theatre, and a valuable source of review material. Anton Chekhov Rediscovered, edited by Senderovich and Sendich, Russian Language Journal, 1987, includes a comprehensive bibliography of works in English relating to Chekhov, and A Chekhov Companion, edited by Toby W. Clyman, Greenwood Press, 1985, contains useful articles on themes ranging from social conditions in late 19th century Russia, to the critical tradition, both native and Western. Chekhov’s reception in the West, over the period roughly 1900-1945, is also documented in detail by Viktor Emeljanow, in Chekhov, the Critical Heritage, Routledge & Kegan Paul, 1981. Patrick Miles’ excellent Chekhov on the British Stage, Cambridge University Press, 1993, is a collection of essays by several hands, and contains a chronology of British productions of Chekhov up to 1991.


  Chekhov: Key Dates


  
    
      	
        1860

      

      	
        Born 17 January in Taganrog, a port on the Sea of Azov.

      
    


    
      	
        1875

      

      	
        Father’s grocery business fails, family flees to Moscow, leaving Chekhov behind.

      
    


    
      	
        1879

      

      	
        Completes his education at the local high school, and sets off for Moscow, to enter the Medical Faculty of Moscow University.

      
    


    
      	
        1880

      

      	
        First comic story published in ‘The Dragonfly’, a St. Petersburg weekly.

      
    


    
      	
        1884

      

      	
        Graduates from University, begins medical practice in Moscow. First symptoms of tuberculosis.

      
    


    
      	
        1885

      

      	
        Contributes short stories to the ‘St. Petersburg Gazette’ and ‘New Time’.

      
    


    
      	
        1886

      

      	
        First collection: Motley Tales.

      
    


    
      	
        1887

      

      	
        Second collection: In the Twilight. First performance of Ivanov at Korsh’s Theatre, Moscow, 19 November.

      
    


    
      	
        1888

      

      	
        First major story, The Steppe, published in the ‘Northern Herald’. Awarded Pushkin Prize for Literature, by the Imperial Academy of Sciences.

      
    


    
      	
        1889

      

      	
        First performance of The Wood Demon at Abramov’s Theatre, Moscow.

      
    


    
      	
        1890

      

      	
        Travels across Siberia to carry out research on the penal colony of Sakhalin Island.

      
    


    
      	
        1896

      

      	
        Disastrous first performance of The Seagull, at the Aleksandrinsky Theatre in St. Petersburg, 17 October.

      
    


    
      	
        1898

      

      	
        Begins association with the Moscow Art Theatre. Worsening tuberculosis forces him to move to Yalta. On 17 December, first successful performance of The Seagull, by the Moscow Art Theatre.

      
    


    
      	
        1899

      

      	
        First Moscow performance of Uncle Vanya, by the same company, 26 October. Publication begun of ‘Collected Works’, in ten volumes.

      
    


    
      	
        1901

      

      	
        First performance of Three Sisters, 31 January. Marries the Moscow Art Theatre actress Olga Knipper.

      
    


    
      	
        1903

      

      	
        Publishes last short story, The Betrothed.

      
    


    
      	
        1904

      

      	
        First performance of The Cherry Orchard, 17 January. Dies in Badenweiler, Germany, 2 July.

      
    

  


  Dramatis Personae


  Lyubov RANEVSKAYA, a landowner


  ANYA, her 17-year-old daughter


  VARYA, her adopted daughter, aged 24


  Leonid GAEV, Ranevskaya’s brother


  Yermolai LOPAKHIN, a merchant


  Pyotr TROFIMOV, a student


  Boris SIMEONOV-PISHCHIK, a landowner


  CHARLOTTA Ivanovna, a governess


  Semyon YEPIKHODOV, a clerk


  DUNYASHA, a maid


  FIRS, an old servant, aged 87


  YASHA, a young servant


  A TRAMP, a STATIONMASTER, POST OFFICE CLERK, various GUESTS and SERVANTS


  The action takes place on Madame Ranevskaya’s estate.


  For a Guide to Pronunciation of Names, see page 91.


  Act One


  The action takes place on Mme RANEVSKAYA’s estate, and the scene is a room still referred to as the nursery. One of the doors leads to ANYA’s room. It is daybreak, the sun is just coming up, a fine May morning with the cherry trees in blossom, but a little chilly yet, and all the windows are closed. DUNYASHA enters holding a candle, and LOPAKHIN with a book.


  LOPAKHIN. The train’s arrived, thank goodness. What time is it?


  DUNYASHA. Nearly two. (Extinguishes the candle.) It’s getting light.


  LOPAKHIN. So what does that make the train? A couple of hours late at least. (Yawns and stretches.) Well, I’m a fine one to talk, I’ve made a proper ass of myself. Rode over here specifically to meet them at the station, and just dozed off … Fell asleep in the chair. Damn nuisance … you might’ve wakened me.


  DUNYASHA. I thought you’d already left. (Pauses to listen.) That’ll be them now.


  LOPAKHIN (also listens). No, they’ll have to get their luggage out and so on.


  A pause.


  Madame Ranevskaya’s lived abroad five years now, I’ve no idea what she’ll be like … She’s a fine woman. Straightforward, easy-going. I remember when I was a lad of about fifteen, my late father – he had a little shop in the village at that time – well, he hit me with his fist so hard my nose started bleeding. We’d come up here to the yard for something or other, and he’d been drinking. Anyway, Madame Ranevskaya – I remember even now – she was just a slip of a girl, she took me over to the wash-basin in this very room, in the nursery. ‘Now don’t cry, little peasant, ‘she said, ‘It’ll heal up in time for your wedding.’


  A pause.


  ‘Little peasant’ … Well, true enough, my father was a peasant, but here I am now in a white waistcoat, and tan leather shoes. A silk purse out of a sow’s ear, you might say. Plain fact is I’m rich, I’ve pots of money, but when you get right down to it, I’m a peasant through and through. (Leafs through his book.) Yes, I was reading this book, didn’t understand a word of it. Fell asleep reading.


  A pause.


  DUNYASHA. Well, the dogs certainly got no sleep, they can sense their masters are coming.


  LOPAKHIN. Dunyasha, what’s up? You look as if you …


  DUNYASHA. My hands are trembling. I think I’m going to faint.


  LOPAKHIN. You’re too sensitive, Dunyasha, that’s your trouble. And you dress like a young lady. The way you do your hair, too. You shouldn’t, you know – you’ve got to remember your place.


  YEPIKHODOV enters with a bunch of flowers. He is wearing a jacket, and highly-polished boots which squeak all the time. On entering, he drops the flowers.


  YEPIKHODOV (picking up the flowers). The gardener sent these over, he says to put them in the dining-room. (Hands them to DUNYASHA.)


  LOPAKHIN. And you can bring me some kvas.


  DUNYASHA. Yes, sir. (Exits.)


  YEPIKHODOV. There’s a frost this morning, three degrees below, and the cherry trees are in flower. I can’t approve of this climate of ours. (Sighs.) No, not at all. Our climate isn’t exactly conducive, I’m afraid. And if I might append, Mr Lopakhin, I bought these shoes two days ago, and I can assure you, sir, that they squeak beyond the bounds of possibility. What should I oil them with?


  LOPAKHIN. Oh, go away. You get on my nerves.


  YEPIKHODOV. You know, some disaster happens to me every day. But I’m not complaining. I’m used to it, I can even smile.


  DUNYASHA enters, gives LOPAKHIN his kvas.


  All right, I’m going. (Bumps into a chair, which topples over.) You see? (With a note of triumph.) There you have it, if you’ll excuse the expression … I mean, that’s the sort of circumstance … It’s quite extraordinary, there’s no other word for it. (Exits.)


  DUNYASHA. Actually, Mr Lopakhin … to tell you the truth, Yepikhodov’s proposed to me.


  LOPAKHIN. Oh?


  DUNYASHA. I just don’t know … I mean, he’s harmless enough, but sometimes when he gets going, you just can’t understand a word he says. It sounds fine, quite touching really, but it doesn’t make any sense. I think I like him. And he loves me to distraction. He’s a terribly unlucky man, some mishap or other every day. They all pull his leg about it: the walking disaster, they call him.


  LOPAKHIN (strains to listen). That’s them coming now, I think.


  DUNYASHA. It’s them! Oh, what’s the matter with me? I’ve gone cold all over …


  LOPAKHIN. Yes, it’s them. We’ll go and meet them. I wonder if she’ll recognise me? We haven’t seen each other for five years.


  DUNYASHA (agitated). Oh God, I’m going to faint, I know I am!


  Two carriages are heard drawing up outside. LOPAKHIN and DUNYASHA hurriedly exit, leaving the stage empty. There is noisy activity in the outer room, and old FIRS, who has been to the station to greet Mme RANEVSKAYA, hobbles across the stage, leaning on a walking-stick. He is dressed in old-fashioned livery, and wearing a top hat, He is muttering to himself, but it is impossible to distinguish what he is saying. The noises offstage grow louder. A voice is heard: ‘Let’s go in this way … ’. Mme RANEVSKAYA, ANYA, and CHARLOTTA IVANOVNA, leading a little dog on a leash, all enter in outdoor clothes. VARYA enters wearing an overcoat and headscarf, and GAEV, SIMEONOV-PISHCHIK, LOPAKHIN and DUNYASHA, carrying a parcel and an umbrella, and servants with luggage, all cross the stage.


  ANYA. We’ll go through this way. You remember, Mama, what this room used to be?


  RANEVSKAYA (joyfully, deeply moved). The nursery!


  VARYA. It’s so cold, my hands are quite numb. (To RANEVSKAYA.) Your rooms are just the way you left them, Mama, the violet and the white.


  RANEVSKAYA. Ah yes, the nursery, my darling wonderful nursery! This is where I used to sleep, when I was little. (Begins to weep.) And now I’m like a little girl again … (Kisses her brother and VARYA, then her brother again.) And Varya hasn’t changed a bit, she still looks like a nun. And I even recognise Dunyasha … (Kisses DUNYASHA.)


  GAEV. The train was two hours late. What do you make of that, eh? Some organisation.


  CHARLOTTA (to PISHCHIK). My little dog even eats nuts.


  PISHCHIK (astonished). Fancy that!


  All exit, save ANYA and DUNYASHA.


  DUNYASHA. The time we’ve been waiting … (Helps ANYA off with her coat and hat.)


  ANYA. I haven’t slept the past four nights … now I’m freezing.


  DUNYASHA. You left before Easter, and there was snow and frost then, and now look at it. Oh, dearest Anya! (Laughs, kisses her.) I’ve waited so long for you, my precious darling … I must tell you this now, I can’t hold back another second …


  ANYA (listlessly). Not again …


  DUNYASHA. Yepikhodov, the clerk, proposed to me just after Easter.


  ANYA. The same old story … (Fixing her hair.) I’ve lost all my hairpins … (She is very fatigued, almost staggering.)


  DUNYASHA. I mean, I don’t know what to think. He’s very much in love with me.


  ANYA (gazing fondly at her bedroom door). My own room, my own windows, just as if I’d never left. I’m home! I’ll get up tomorrow morning, and run into the garden … Oh, if only I could get to sleep! I haven’t slept a wink the whole road, I’m worn out with worry.


  DUNYASHA. Mr Trofimov arrived the day before yesterday.


  ANYA (joyfully). Trofimov!


  DUNYASHA. He’s sleeping in the bath-house, that’s where he’s staying. He didn’t want to put anybody out, he said. (Glances at her pocket-watch.) I really ought to wake him, but Miss Varya told me not to. Don’t you dare wake him up, she says.


  VARYA enters, with a bunch of keys at her waist.


  VARYA. Dunyasha, what about that coffee? Mama’s asking for coffee.


  DUNYASHA. Right this minute. (Exits.)


  VARYA. Well, thank heavens you’re back. You’re home again. (Hugs her.) My little darling’s home again! My lovely girl’s home!


  ANYA. You’ve no idea what I’ve been through.


  VARYA. I can imagine.


  ANYA. I left here just before Easter, it was cold then. Charlotta never stopped talking the whole way, doing her card tricks. What on earth possessed you to hang Charlotta round my neck?


  VARYA. Well, I couldn’t let you travel alone, my darling, not at seventeen.


  ANYA. Anyway, when we got to Paris it was cold there too, snowing. My French is abysmal. Mama was staying on the fourth floor, and when I went to see her she had all these French gentlemen with her, and ladies, and some old Catholic priest with his little book, and the whole place was full of tobacco smoke, very uncomfortable. I suddenly felt so sorry for Mama, so terribly sorry, that I put my arms round her, pressed her head to my breast, and couldn’t let go. And Mama couldn’t stop hugging and kissing me, and crying …


  VARYA (tearfully). Don’t … I don’t want to hear …


  ANYA. She’s sold her villa at Menton, she’s got nothing left, absolutely nothing. And I haven’t a kopeck either, we barely managed to get home. And Mama has no idea! We have dinner in the station buffet and she orders the most expensive things on the menu, and tips the waiters a whole rouble. Each! Charlotta does likewise. And Yasha demands the same as us, it’s just frightful. You know Mama has a new servant, Yasha, we’ve brought him back with us …


  VARYA. Yes, I’ve seen him, the wretch.


  ANYA. So, what’s happening? Have you paid the interest?


  VARYA. Huh, what with?


  ANYA. Oh, my God …


  VARYA. They’re going to sell off the estate in August.


  ANYA. Oh, my God …


  LOPAKHIN (pops his head round the door, and baas like a sheep). Baa-aa-aa … (Exits.)


  VARYA (tearfully). Oh! If I get my hands on him … (Shaking her fist.)


  ANYA (hugs VARYA, then gently). Varya, has he proposed yet? (VARYA shakes her head.) After all, he does love you … Why don’t you talk it over with him? What are you waiting for?


  VARYA. Oh, I don’t think anything’ll come of it. He’s so busy, he hasn’t any time for me. He doesn’t even notice me, God help him, but it’s making life very difficult. Everybody keeps on about our wedding, congratulations and all that, but there’s absolutely nothing, just a pipe-dream … (Changing the subject.) Mm, that brooch you’ve got on looks just like a bee.


  ANYA (sadly). Mama bought it for me. (Brightens up, almost a child again, goes into her bedroom.) And I had a trip in a balloon in Paris!


  VARYA. And my little darling’s home again! My lovely girl’s home!


  DUNYASHA has re-entered with the coffee-pot, and is making the coffee. VARYA stands by the bedroom door.


  Oh yes, I go around doing housework all day, and I never stop dreaming. I’ll marry you off to some rich man, and my mind’ll be at rest, I could go away then to a retreat, go on a pilgrimage to Kiev, and Moscow, visit all the holy places … that’s all I’d do. Sheer bliss!


  ANYA. The birds are singing in the garden. What time is it now?


  VARYA. Must be after two. Time you were in bed, my darling. (Goes into ANYA’s room.) Yes, sheer bliss!


  YASHA enters carrying a travel rug, and a bag.


  YASHA (crossing the stage, affectedly). May one pass this way?


  DUNYASHA. Well, I’d hardly know you, Yasha. Being abroad’s changed you all right.


  YASHA. Er … and who might you be?


  DUNYASHA. Oh, when you left here, I was only that high … (Indicates from the floor.) I’m Dunyasha – Fyodor Kozoyedov’s daughter. You won’t remember me.


  YASHA. Mmm … quite a little peach! (Looks round quickly and embraces her: she shrieks and drops a saucer. YASHA hurriedly exits.)


  VARYA (appears in the doorway, displeased). What’s going on?


  DUNYASHA (tearfully). I’ve broken a saucer …


  VARYA. Oh well, that’s good luck.


  ANYA (emerging from her room). We’d better let Mama know Trofimov’s here.


  VARYA. I told them not to wake him.


  ANYA (thoughtfully). Father died six years ago, and a month after that poor Grisha was drowned in the river, just seven, such a darling little boy. Mama couldn’t bear it, she just walked out, turned her back on it all … (Shudders.) I understand her, I really do, if she only knew.


  A pause.


  And Trofimov was poor Grisha’s tutor, he’ll bring it all back.


  Old FIRS enters, in a jacket and white waistcoat.


  FIRS (goes up to the coffee-pot, anxiously). The mistress is going to have it here … (Pulls on white gloves.) Is the coffee ready? (Sternly, to DUNYASHA.) Here, you – what about the cream?


  DUNYASHA. Oh, God … (Hurriedly exits.)


  FIRS (fussing around the coffee-pot). Damn silly girl … (Muttering to himself.) Come from Paris … Yes, the master used to go to Paris … used to go by coach … (Laughs.)


  VARYA. What is it, Firs?


  FIRS. Pardon, ma’am? (Delightedly.) And the mistress has come home, yes! I’ve been waiting so long. I can die happy now! (Weeps from sheer joy.)


  Enter Mme RANEVSKAYA, GAEV, and SIMEONOVPISHCHIK. The latter is wearing a fine-quality sleeveless traditional overshirt, and breeches. GAEV enters in a crouch, arms outstretched as if playing a billiards shot.


  RANEVSKAYA. What is it they say? Wait, it’ll come to me … Yes, red into the corner! Cannon into the middle!


  GAEV. And screw back for the corner pocket! Yes, you and I used to sleep in this very room, sister, and now I’m fifty-one already, would you believe …


  LOPAKHIN. Yes, time flies.


  GAEV. What did you say?


  LOPAKHIN. I said time flies.


  GAEV. There’s a smell of patchouli in here.


  ANYA. Well, I’m off to bed. Goodnight, Mama. (Kisses her mother.)


  RANEVSKAYA. Oh, my precious baby … (Kisses her hands.) Are you glad to be home? I still can’t take it in.


  ANYA. Goodnight, Uncle.


  GAEV (kisses her on the cheek, and hands). God bless you. You’re exactly like your mother. (To RANEVSKAYA.) You were just like that at her age, Lyuba.


  ANYA shakes hands with LOPAKHIN and PISHCHIK, and exits, closing the door behind her.


  RANEVSKAYA. She’s exhausted.


  PISHCHIK. Yes, it’s a fair long road.


  VARYA (to LOPAKHIN and PISHCHIK). Well, gentlemen … it’s after two, time you were off.


  RANEVSKAYA (laughs). Varya, you haven’t changed a bit. (Draws her close and kisses her.) Right, I’ll finish my coffee, then we’ll all go. (FIRS places a footstool under her feet.) Thank you, my dear. Yes, I’ve got to have my coffee. I drink it night and day. Thank you, my dear old man. (Kisses FIRS.)


  VARYA. I’d better make sure they’ve brought in all the luggage. (Exits.)


  RANEVSKAYA. Am I really sitting down at last? (Laughs.) I want to jump up in the air, and wave my arms! (Covers her face with her hands.) What if this is just a dream? God knows, I love my country, love it so tenderly, I couldn’t even look out of the train window, I kept crying all the time. (Tearfully.) Still, I must have my coffee. Thank you, Firs, thank you, old man. I’m so pleased you’re still alive.


  FIRS. The day before yesterday.


  GAEV. He doesn’t hear too well.


  LOPAKHIN. Well, I’d better be off, I’m leaving for Kharkov just after four this morning. Damn nuisance, really. I’d have liked to look at you for a bit, have a chat … You’re as beautiful as ever.


  PISHCHIK (sighing heavily). Even more beautiful … and in the latest Paris fashion. Honestly, I don’t know whether I’m coming or going.


  LOPAKHIN. I’m afraid your brother here thinks I’m a scoundrel, a jumped-up peasant, but I couldn’t care less. He can say what he likes. All I want is for you to believe in me the way you used to, to look on me with those wonderful, gentle eyes that same way … Oh, merciful God! My father was your grandfather’s serf, and your father’s after him, but you did so much for me in the old days, that I’ve forgotten all that, and I love you like a sister … more than a sister.


  RANEVSKAYA. I can’t sit still, I just can’t … (Jumps up and begins pacing the room excitedly.) I’m so happy I could die … Oh, you’ll laugh at me, I’m being silly … My darling little bookcase … (Kisses the bookcase.) And my own little table.


  GAEV. I’m afraid Nanny died while you were away.


  RANEVSKAYA (sits down, sips her coffee again). Oh yes, God rest her soul. They wrote to me about it.


  GAEV. Anastasy’s dead too. And Petrushka, the chap with the squint, he’s left us. He’s living in town now at the police inspector’s place. (Takes a box of sweets out of his pocket, pops one in his mouth.)


  PISHCHIK. My daughter, little Dasha … sends her regards …


  LOPAKHIN. I’ve got something that’ll cheer you up … (Glances at his watch.) I have to go now, no time for a chat … well, all right, just a word or two. You know, of course, that your cherry orchard’s got to be sold off to pay your debts – the sale’s been fixed for the 22nd of August – but don’t worry, dear lady, you can rest easy, there’s a way out … This is my plan. Pay attention, everybody! Your estate’s only about fifteen miles from town, the railway runs past quite near, and if you break up the cherry orchard and the land along by the river into building lots, then rent them out for summer cottages, you’ll have an income of at least twenty-five thousand a year.


  GAEV. No, I’m sorry, that’s nonsense.


  RANEVSKAYA. I’m not sure what you mean, Mr Lopakhin.


  LOPAKHIN. Look, you’ll get at least twenty-five roubles a year from the tenants, for every acre, and if you advertise now, I guarantee they’ll all be snapped up before autumn, there won’t be a single patch of ground left. In a word, I congratulate you, you’re saved! I mean, it’s a marvellous site, with a good deep river. Of course, you’ll have to tidy it up, do a bit of clearing … for instance, you’ll have to demolish all the old buildings, like this house, which really isn’t fit for anything now, and chop down the old cherry orchard …


  RANEVSKAYA. Chop it down? No, excuse me, my dear, you don’t know what you’re saying. If there’s anything at all of interest, or even remarkable, in this entire region, then it’s our cherry orchard.


  LOPAKHIN. The only thing remarkable about that orchard is that it’s so big. It produces cherries every other year, that’s all, and then you don’t know what to do with them, nobody’ll buy them.


  GAEV. There’s actually an entry in the Encyclopedia about that orchard.


  LOPAKHIN (looks at his watch again). Well, if we can’t think of something, and come to a decision before the 22nd of August, the whole estate, cherry orchard included, will be sold at auction. So, make up your mind! There’s no other solution, believe me. Absolutely none.


  FIRS. In the old days, forty, maybe fifty years ago, they used to dry the cherries, soak ’em and pickle ’em, make ’em into jam, and sometimes they’d …


  GAEV. Oh, be quiet, Firs.


  FIRS. Yes, they’d send the dried cherries, cartloads of ’em, to Moscow and Kharkov. Worth a fair bit, they were. And the dried cherries were soft and juicy, sweet, with a nice smell to ’em … They knew how to do that back then …


  RANEVSKAYA. And why can’t they do it now?


  FIRS. Forgotten. Nobody can remember.


  PISHCHIK (to RANEVSKAYA). So, how was Paris? What’s it like? Did you eat frogs?


  RANEVSKAYA. I ate crocodiles.


  PISHCHIK. Fancy that!


  LOPAKHIN. Yes, used to be only gentry and peasants that lived in the country, but now all these summer folk have appeared. All the towns these days, even quite small ones, are surrounded with cottages. And you can safely say these summer residents’ll multiply out of sight, over the next twenty years or so. At the moment, all they do is drink tea on their verandas, but chances are they’ll start working their little plots of land, and then that cherry orchard of yours’ll really thrive, it’ll grow rich and happy …


  GAEV (indignant). Absolute rubbish!


  VARYA and YASHA enter.


  VARYA. Mama, there are two telegrams here for you. (Selects a key from the bunch, and noisily unlocks the ancient bookcase.) Here you are.


  RANEVSKAYA. This is from Paris. (Tears it up without reading it.) I’m done with Paris …


  GAEV. You know how old that bookcase is, Lyuba? That same bookcase? I pulled out one of the bottom drawers last week, and spotted some numbers burned into the wood. That bookcase was made exactly a hundred years ago. What d’you think of that, eh? We ought to celebrate its centenary. I mean, it’s an inanimate object, but it’s a bookcase nevertheless.


  PISHCHIK (astonished). A hundred years … just fancy!


  GAEV. Oh, yes … it’s a … it’s a wonderful thing. (Feeling the bookcase.) Dear, much respected bookcase! I salute your existence, which for over a century has been dedicated to the shining ideals of goodness and justice. Your silent service in the cause of fruitful toil has never once weakened throughout those hundred years, sustaining … (Genuinely moved.) from generation to generation of our family, good cheer, and faith in a better future, and instilling in us the ideals of virtue, and social consciousness …


  A pause.


  LOPAKHIN. Yes …


  RANEVSKAYA. You haven’t changed a bit, Leo.


  GAEV (slightly embarrassed). Cannon into the right corner pocket! Screw back for the middle!


  LOPAKHIN (looks at his watch). Well, it’s time I was going.


  YASHA (hands RANEVSKAYA some medicine). You might take your pills now, ma’am.


  PISHCHIK. You shouldn’t take any medicines, dear lady … they’ll do you no harm, but no good either … Here, give them to me, dear friend. (Takes the pills, pours them out onto his hand, blows on them, pops them in his mouth, and washes them down with a drink of kvas.) There!


  RANEVSKAYA (alarmed). Have you gone mad?


  PISHCHIK. I’ve taken all the pills.


  LOPAKHIN. Greedyguts!


  They all laugh.


  FIRS. Gentleman was here at Easter, too – ate half a bucket of pickles … (Muttering.)


  RANEVSKAYA. What’s he saying?


  VARYA. Oh, he’s been mumbling like that the past three years. We’ve got used to it.


  YASHA. Mm … in his dotage.


  CHARLOTTA crosses the stage, very thin, and tightly laced into a white dress, with a lorgnette at her waist.


  LOPAKHIN. Charlotta Ivanovna, excuse me, I haven’t had time to say hello … (Attempts to kiss her hand.)


  CHARLOTTA (pulling her hand away). No, no, if I allow you to kiss my hand, next you’ll want to kiss my elbow, then my shoulder …


  LOPAKHIN. I’m out of luck today.


  They all laugh.


  Come on, Charlotta, show us a conjuring trick.


  RANEVSKAYA. Yes, Charlotta, do – show us a trick.


  CHARLOTTA. No, I can’t. I want to sleep. (Exits.)


  LOPAKHIN. Anyway, we’ll meet again in three weeks. (Kisses RANEVSKAYA’s hand.) Until then, goodbye. Time I was off. (To GAEV.) Goodbye, sir. (Embraces PISHCHIK.) Goodbye. (Shakes hands with VARYA, then FIRS and YASHA.) I really don’t want to leave. (To RANEVSKAYA.) If you should come to a decision about the cottages, let me know and I can fix up a loan of fifty thousand or so. Do think about it, seriously.


  VARYA (angrily). Oh, for God’s sake go!


  LOPAKHIN. I’m going, I’m going … (Exits.)


  GAEV. Scoundrel! Oh, I beg your pardon … Varya’s going to marry him, he’s Varya’s fiancé.


  VARYA. You talk too much, Uncle dear.


  RANEVSKAYA. Well, really, Varya, I’d be delighted. He’s a fine man.


  PISHCHIK. Oh yes, to give him his due … he’s a thoroughly worthy … My little Dasha says … well, she says … oh, she says all sorts of things. (Starts to snore, immediately wakes up again.) Anyway, my dear lady, if you could oblige me … if you could lend me two hundred and forty roubles … I’ve got to pay the interest on my mortgage tomorrow.


  VARYA (alarmed). No, no!


  RANEVSKAYA. I really haven’t any money.


  PISHCHIK. Well, it’ll turn up. (Laughs.) I never give up hope. I mean, I thought I was ruined before, really done for, then lo and behold, they ran the railway through my land, yes, and paid me for it. So you see, something’s bound to turn up, if not today, tomorrow … My Dasha might even win two hundred thousand … she’s got a lottery ticket.


  RANEVSKAYA. Well, we’ve had our coffee, we can go to bed now.


  FIRS (brushing GAEV down, reprovingly). You’ve put on the wrong trousers again. What are we going to do with you?


  VARYA (quietly). Anya’s asleep. (Gently opens the window.) The sun’s up now, it’s not so cold. Look, Mama – the trees are so lovely. Oh, and the fresh air! And the starlings are singing.


  GAEV (opening another window). The orchard’s completely white. You haven’t forgotten, Lyuba? The way that long avenue runs straight on, absolutely straight, like a belt pulled tight, and how it shines white on moonlit nights? You remember? You haven’t forgotten?


  RANEVSKAYA (looks out of the window at the orchard). Oh, my childhood, my innocence! I used to sleep in this nursery, and look out at the orchard. My happiness would wake up with me every single morning, and the orchard looked exactly the same, nothing’s changed. (Laughs delightedly.) White all over, absolutely white! Oh, my beautiful orchard! After the dark, rainy autumn, and the cold winter, you’re young again, filled with happiness, the heavenly angels haven’t abandoned you … Oh, if only I could cast aside this heavy stone that weighs on my heart, if only I could forget my past!


  GAEV. Yes, and strange as it seems, the orchard’ll have to be sold to pay off our debts.


  RANEVSKAYA. Oh, look, look! It’s my dear Mama … she’s walking in the orchard … in a white dress! (Overjoyed.) It’s her!


  GAEV. Where?


  VARYA. Mama, please …


  RANEVSKAYA. No, there’s no-one, I just imagined it. Look, over there to the right, where you turn towards the summerhouse, there’s a little white tree bending over, it looks like a woman …


  TROFIMOV enters in his shabby student uniform, and spectacles.


  It’s an amazing orchard! Masses of white flowers, the blue sky …


  TROFIMOV. Madame Ranevskaya …


  She looks round at him.


  I’ll just pay my respects and then I’ll leave. (Kisses her hand warmly.) They told me to wait till morning, but I couldn’t stop myself …


  RANEVSKAYA looks at him in bewilderment.


  VARYA (tearfully). It’s Petya Trofimov …


  TROFIMOV. Petya Trofimov, I used to be Grisha’s tutor … Surely I haven’t changed that much?


  RANEVSKAYA embraces him, begins crying softly.


  GAEV (embarrassed). Lyuba, don’t …


  VARYA (crying). Petya, I told you to wait until tomorrow.


  RANEVSKAYA. Oh, my little Grisha … my little boy … Grisha, my son …


  VARYA. It can’t be helped, Mama. It was God’s will.


  TROFIMOV (gently, deeply moved). There, there …


  RANEVSKAYA. My little boy dead … drowned … Why? What for, tell me, dear friend. (Then quietly.) Anya’s asleep, and I’m shouting … making a noise … Petya, what’s happened to your looks? Why have you grown so old?


  TROFIMOV. A woman on the train said I looked mangy – that mangy gentleman, she called me …


  RANEVSKAYA. You were still just a boy then, a nice bright student, and now your hair’s thinning, and you’re wearing glasses. Don’t tell me you’re still a student? (Walks over to the door.)


  TROFIMOV. I think I’m the eternal student.


  RANEVSKAYA (kisses her brother, then VARYA). Well, time for bed. You’ve aged too, Leonid.


  PISHCHIK (following her). So, it’s time we were in bed … Ouch, that gout of mine! I’ll stay here, I think. And if you could see your way, dear lady … you know, tomorrow morning, dear heart … two hundred roubles?


  GAEV. He has a one-track mind.


  PISHCHIK. Two hundred roubles … it’s to pay the interest on my mortgage.


  RANEVSKAYA. Darling, I haven’t any money.


  PISHCHIK. I’ll pay it back … I mean, it’s a trifling sum, really.


  RANEVSKAYA. Oh, all right, Leonid’ll give it you … Do, Leonid, let him have it.


  GAEV. Oh yes, for sure – here, open your pocket.


  RANEVSKAYA. Leo, please, give it to him … He needs it … He’ll pay it back.


  RANEVSKAYA, TROFIMOV, PISHCHIK and FIRS all exit, leaving behind GAEV, VARYA and YASHA.


  GAEV. My sister still hasn’t got out of the habit of squandering her money. (To YASHA.) If you wouldn’t mind, sir – a bit further off. You smell of chicken.


  YASHA (with a mocking smile). Yes, my dear sir, you haven’t changed one bit.


  GAEV. What’s that? (To VARYA.) What did he say?


  VARYA (to YASHA). Your mother’s come up from the village, she’s been sitting since yesterday afternoon in the servants’ hall, waiting to see you.


  YASHA. So what? Let her wait.


  VARYA. My God, you’ve no shame.


  YASHA. That’s all I need. Why couldn’t she have come tomorrow? (Exits.)


  VARYA. Mama’s just the same as always, she hasn’t changed. If she had her own way, she’d give away everything.


  GAEV. Yes … (A pause.) You know, when people suggest all sorts of cures for some disease or other, it means it’s incurable. I keep thinking, racking my brains, and I come up with plenty of solutions, plenty of remedies, and basically, that means none – not one. It’d be nice to inherit some money from somewhere, it’d be nice to marry our Anya off to some rich person, it’d be nice to go to Yaroslavl, and try my luck with my old aunt, the Countess. I mean, she’s rich, extremely rich.


  VARYA (weeping). If only God would help us.


  GAEV. Oh, stop howling. Auntie’s very rich, but she’s no time for us. For a start, my sister happened to marry a lawyer, and not a nobleman …


  ANYA appears in the doorway.


  Yes, she married a commoner, and you can’t say she’s led a particularly virtuous life, quite honestly. Oh, she’s a fine woman, charming and good-hearted, and I’m very fond of her, but whatever the extenuating circumstances, you’ve got to admit she’s an immoral woman. You can sense it in her slightest movement.


  VARYA (in a whisper). Anya’s at the door …


  GAEV. What?


  A pause.


  You know, it’s funny – something’s got into my eye … I can barely see. And on Thursday, when I was at the District Court …


  ANYA enters.


  VARYA. Why aren’t you in bed, Anya?


  ANYA. I can’t sleep. I just can’t.


  GAEV. My dear little girl … (Kisses ANYA’s face and hands.) My sweet child … (Emotionally.) You’re not just my niece, you’re my angel, you’re everything to me. Believe me, honestly …


  ANYA. I believe you, Uncle. Everybody likes you, everybody respects you, but you really ought to keep quiet – just keep quiet. What were you saying just now about my mother, about your own sister? What made you say that?


  GAEV. Yes, yes … (Covers his face with his hands.) You’re right, it’s terrible, actually. Oh, God. Save me, God! And that speech I made to the bookcase … so stupid! As soon as I’d done it I realised it was stupid.


  VARYA. It’s true, Uncle, you really should keep quiet. Just say nothing, and that’s it.


  ANYA. You’d feel a lot better yourself, if you did.


  GAEV. I’ll shut up. (Kisses ANYA and VARYA’s hands.) Not a word. One point about business, though. I was at the District Court on Thursday, there was a crowd of people there, we started talking about this and that, one thing led to another, and apparently it would be possible to fix up a loan on a promissory note, to pay off the bank interest.


  VARYA. Oh, if only God would help us!


  GAEV. I’m going back in on Tuesday, I’ll have another word about it. (To VARYA.) Oh, come on, stop howling. (To ANYA.) Your mother can speak to Lopakhin – he certainly won’t turn her down … And as soon as you’ve had a rest you can go to Yaroslavl, to your great-aunt, the Countess. So we’ll be active on three fronts, you see, and it’s as good as done. We’ll pay the interest, I’m convinced of it … (Pops a sweet into his mouth.) I give you my word of honour, whatever it takes, the estate won’t be sold! (Excitedly.) I swear by my happiness! Look, here’s my hand on it, you can call me a good-for-nothing scoundrel if I let it go to auction! I swear by my very soul!


  ANYA (her calm demeanour has returned, she is happy). Oh, Uncle, you’re such a good man, you’re so clever! (Embraces him.) I feel at ease again. I’m so happy …


  FIRS enters.


  FIRS (reproachfully). Mr Gaev, sir, have you no fear of God? It’s time you were in bed.


  GAEV. In a moment, yes. Now go away, Firs. I’ll manage … I can undress myself. Well, my dear children, bye-bye … We’ll talk over the details tomorrow, but it’s bedtime now. (Kisses ANYA and VARYA.) Yes, I’m a man of the 80’s, I suppose … People aren’t too impressed by those times now, but I must say I’ve taken a few knocks in my life, for my convictions. That’s why the peasants like me. Yes, you’ve got to know the peasant, really understand what makes him …


  ANYA. Uncle …


  VARYA. Uncle dear, please be quiet.


  FIRS (crossly). Mr Gaev, sir!


  GAEV. I’m coming, I’m coming … Now go to bed, you two. Off two cushions into the middle pocket! I’ll pot the white … (Exits, with FIRS hobbling along behind him.)


  ANYA. I feel at peace now. I’d rather not go to Yaroslavl, I don’t like great-aunt, but my mind’s at rest now, thanks to Uncle. (Sits down.)


  VARYA. You need some sleep. I’ll go now. You know, while you were away, there was a bit of unpleasantness here, in the old servants’ hall. It’s only the older folk that live there, as you know, Yefim, Polya, Yevstignei, Karp and the rest of them. Well, they started taking in all sorts of strays, tramps, and so on, and I kept quiet about it. Next thing, I hear a rumour to the effect that I’d said they were to be given nothing but peas to eat! My meanness, you see … And this is all Yevstignei’s doing. Right, I thought, if that’s what you want, I’ll just show you. So I send for Yevstignei … (Yawns.) And he comes in, and I say, ‘What are you up to, Yevstignei?’ I say, ‘You’re an old fool … (Looks across at ANYA.) Oh, Anya …


  A pause.


  She’s fallen asleep. (Takes ANYA by the arm.) Come on, let’s go to bed … Up you come … (Leads her out.) My little darling’s asleep … Off we go …


  They slowly exit. Far off beyond the orchard, a shepherd can be heard playing his pipe. TROFIMOV crosses the stage, and catching sight of VARYA and ANYA, stops in his tracks.


  Ssshh … She’s asleep … Fast asleep … Let’s go, my darling.


  ANYA (drowsily). I’m so tired … All the little bells … Uncle … so kind … and Mama … and Uncle …


  VARYA. That’s it, darling, there we go … (They exit to ANYA’s bedroom.)


  TROFIMOV (tenderly). My love … my spring sunshine …


  Curtain.


  Act Two


  An old ramshackle shrine in the fields, long since abandoned; nearby a well, and some large stones, apparently old tombstone slabs, and an ancient bench. A road leading to GAEV’s estate can be seen, and one side, dark poplars rising up, at the point where the cherry orchard begins. In the distance, there is a row of telegraph poles, and on the far horizon the vague outline of a big town, only visible in fine, clear weather. It will soon be sunset. CHARLOTTA, YASHA and DUNYASHA are seated on the bench; YEPIKHODOV is standing alongside, playing his guitar; they are all deep in thought. CHARLOTTA is wearing an old peaked cap; she has taken a rifle off her shoulder and is adjusting the strap buckle.


  CHARLOTTA (reflectively). I don’t have a proper passport, I don’t know how old I am, but I think I’m quite young. When I was a little girl, my mother and father used to travel round all the country fairs, putting on shows, they were very good. And I used to do the salto mortale, and all sorts of tricks. Then when Mama and Papa died, a German lady took me in, and educated me. Very nice. I grew up, became a governess. But where I’m from, or who I am, I simply don’t know. Who my parents were – maybe they weren’t even married – I have no idea. (Takes a cucumber from her pocket, begins eating it.) Haven’t a clue.


  A pause.


  It’d be nice to have a chat, but I’ve nobody to talk with … Not a soul.


  YEPIKHODOV (playing his guitar and singing). ‘What care I for this busy world? What’s friend or foe to me … ?’ Oh, it’s so nice to play the mandolin!


  DUNYASHA. That’s a guitar, not a mandolin. (Looks into a little hand-mirror and powders her nose.)


  YEPIKHODOV. To one who’s madly in love, it’s a mandolin … (Sings.) ‘Oh, if only my heart were warmed with the fire of requited love … ’


  YASHA joins in.


  CHARLOTTA. Ugh! These people sing so dreadfully. Like jackals.


  DUNYASHA (to YASHA). Still, it must’ve been wonderful, being abroad.


  YASHA. Oh, yes. I’ve got to agree with you on that score. (Yawns, then lights up a cigar.)


  YEPIKHODOV. That goes without saying. I mean, everything abroad’s been fully constituted for ages.


  YASHA. Indeed it has.


  YEPIKHODOV. I’m an educated man, I’ve read various remarkable books, but for the life of me I can’t figure out my inclinations. I mean, whether I want to live, or else shoot myself, quite frankly, so I always carry a revolver with me just in case. Look … (Shows them a revolver.)


  CHARLOTTA. There we are. I’ll be off now. (Slings on her rifle.) Yepikhodov, you’re a very clever man, and a very frightening one. Women ought to fall madly in love with you. Brrr! (Makes to exit.) These clever people are so stupid, there’s nobody to talk to … I’m all on my own, absolutely, I don’t have a soul, and who, or why I am, nobody knows … (Exits unhurriedly.)


  YEPIKHODOV. Speaking personally, without touching on other issues, I feel bound to express the fact that, by and large, Fate deals with me pretty off-handedly, like a tempest with a not very large boat. And if I’m mistaken, well, all right, but why do I wake up this morning, for example, and look down, and there’s a horrible huge spider sitting on my chest? This size, honestly … (Indicates with both hands.) And let’s say you pick up your kvas, you go to drink it down, and you look, and there’s something positively indecent in it, like a cockroach.


  A pause.


  Have you read Buckle?


  Again, a pause.


  If I might trouble you for a few words, Avdotiya?


  DUNYASHA. Go on.


  YEPIKHODOV. I’d like them in private, ideally … (Sighs.)


  DUNYASHA (embarrassed). All right, then … but bring me my little cape first, it’s beside the wardrobe. It’s a bit damp out here.


  YEPIKHODOV. Yes, of course, certainly. Now I know what to do with my revolver. (He picks up his guitar and exits playing.)


  YASHA. The walking disaster! Between you and me, he’s a stupid fellow.


  DUNYASHA. God forbid he shoots himself. (A pause.) I’ve got so jumpy these days, I’m always in such a state. I was just a little girl when the mistress took me in, and I’ve grown quite unaccustomed to the simple life – I mean, look at my hands, they’re as white as any lady’s. I’m so highly-strung now, so delicate and refined, I’m frightened of the least thing … Terribly so. And if you deceive me, Yasha, well, I just don’t know what it’ll do to my nerves.


  YASHA (kisses her). My little peach! Of course, a girl’s got to mind her manners. If there’s one thing I hate, it’s a badly-behaved girl.


  DUNYASHA. I’m terribly in love with you, Yasha – you’re so well educated, you can talk about anything.


  A pause.


  YASHA (yawns). Mm … yes. Actually, the way I see it, if a girl loves a person, she must be immoral.


  A pause.


  Yes, it’s very pleasant, a cigar in the fresh air … (Listens.) Someone’s coming … it’s the mistress …


  DUNYASHA impulsively embraces him.


  Walk home, as if you’ve just been for a swim in the river – take this path in case you bump into them and they get the idea it’s me, that we’ve had some sort of rendezvous. I can’t abide that.


  DUNYASHA (coughs a little). Your cigar’s given me a headache … (Exits.)


  YASHA remains sitting by the shrine. Enter RANEVSKAYA, GAEV and LOPAKHIN.


  LOPAKHIN. You’ve got to make up your mind, once and for all. Time won’t stand still. I mean, it’s a perfectly straightforward question. Do you agree to lease the land for cottages or not? You can answer in one word, yes or no. One word, that’s all.


  RANEVSKAYA. Who’s been smoking those filthy cigars here? (Sits down.)


  GAEV. Now that they’ve built the railway, it’s made things very convenient. (Sits down.) We’ve been into town and had lunch … red to the middle pocket! I wouldn’t mind going home first, have a game …


  RANEVSKAYA. You’ve plenty of time.


  LOPAKHIN. Just one word. (Pleading.) Answer me, please.


  GAEV (yawning). What’s that?


  RANEVSKAYA (looking into her purse). You know, I had money yesterday, and now I’ve practically none. Poor dear Varya’s feeding everybody milk soup, to make ends meet, the old folk in the kitchen get nothing but peas, and here I’m throwing money away like a mad thing. (Drops her purse, scattering some gold coins.) Oh God, it’s gone everywhere … (She is annoyed.)


  YASHA. Allow me, ma’am, I’ll pick it up. (Gathers up the coins.)


  RANEVSKAYA. Please do, Yasha. I mean, why did I go into town for lunch? That restaurant of yours with the music was disgusting, the tablecloths smelled of soap. And why do you drink so much, Leo? And eat so much? And talk so much? You did it again at the restaurant today, and it was quite out of place. All about the 70’s, and the Decadents, and to whom? Really, talking to waiters about the Decadents!


  LOPAKHIN. Yes.


  GAEV (waves his hand). I’m incorrigible, I know … (Then irritably, to YASHA.) What are you doing, spinning round in front of me like that?


  YASHA (laughs). I just can’t hear your voice without laughing.


  GAEV (to RANEVSKAYA). Look, either he goes, or I …


  RANEVSKAYA. Yasha, go away now, run along …


  YASHA (hands RANEVSKAYA back her purse). Yes, I’m going … (Hardly able to keep from laughing.) This very minute … (Exits.)


  LOPAKHIN. You know Deriganov’s planning to buy your estate, he’s very rich. Apparently he’s coming to the auction in person.


  RANEVSKAYA. Where did you hear that?


  LOPAKHIN. That’s what they’re saying in town.


  GAEV. Our aunt in Yaroslavl has promised to send some money, but when, and how much, I don’t know.


  LOPAKHIN. And how much will she send? A hundred thousand, say? Two hundred?


  RANEVSKAYA. Well … Ten, or fifteen thousand, if we’re lucky.


  LOPAKHIN. No, I’m sorry, but honestly, I’ve never met such frivolous people as you two, you’re so unbusinesslike, it’s bizarre. You’re told in plain language your estate’s going to be sold off, and you just don’t seem to understand.


  RANEVSKAYA. But what on earth can we do? Tell us, please!


  LOPAKHIN. I am telling you. Every day I keep telling you the same thing. You’ve got to lease out the cherry orchard and the rest of the land for summer cottages – you’ve got to do it now, straightaway, the auction’s practically upon us! Try and understand. Once you make up your mind about the cottages, you’ll have all the money you want, and you’ll be saved.


  RANEVSKAYA. Summer cottages, summer residents – I’m sorry, it’s all so vulgar.


  GAEV. I couldn’t agree more.


  LOPAKHIN. I’ll either start howling, or screaming, or faint dead on the spot. I can’t stand this! You’re wearing me out. (To GAEV.) And you – you’re an old woman!


  GAEV. I’m what?


  LOPAKHIN. An old woman! (Makes to exit.)


  RANEVSKAYA (alarmed). No, no, don’t go – please. Please stay, my dear. Maybe we can work something out.


  LOPAKHIN. Work what out!


  RANEVSKAYA. Don’t leave us, please, Lopakhin. I feel somehow more cheerful when you’re here.


  A pause.


  I keep expecting something to happen, as if the house were about to cave in on top of us.


  GAEV (miles away). In off to the corner … Double into the middle pocket …


  RANEVSKAYA. We’ve so many sins to answer for.


  LOPAKHIN. What sins can you have?


  GAEV (pops a sweet into his mouth). They say I’ve eaten up my entire fortune in sweets … (Laughs.)


  RANEVSKAYA. Oh, my sins … I’ve always flung my money away, like a madwoman, and I married a man who did nothing but run up debt. My husband died of champagne – he was a heavy drinker. Then I fell in love with another man, worse luck, went off with him, and at that point came my first punishment, a blow right to the heart, here in this very river … my little boy was drowned, and I went abroad, left it all behind, never to return, never to see this river again … I just shut my eyes to it, and ran off, almost out of my mind, but that man followed me … mercilessly, cruelly. I bought a villa near Menton, because he happened to fall ill there, and for three years, night and day, I had no rest. That sick man just wore me out, my very soul dried up. And then last year, when the villa had to be sold to pay off our debts, I left for Paris, and he robbed me of everything there, flung me aside and went off with another woman – I tried to poison myself … It was so stupid, so shameful … And I suddenly felt a longing to come back to Russia, to my own country, to my little girl … (Wiping away tears.) Oh, God have mercy on me, forgive my sins! Don’t punish me any more! (Takes a telegram out of her pocket.) I got this today from Paris … He asks my forgiveness, begs me to go back … (Tears up the telegram.) That sounds like music somewhere … (Listens.)


  GAEV. Oh, that’s our famous Jewish orchestra. You remember? Four fiddles, a flute, and a double-bass.


  RANEVSKAYA. They’re still in existence? We should have them to the house sometime, make an evening of it.


  LOPAKHIN (strains to hear). I can’t hear a thing … (Sings softly.) ‘The Germans can do it, isn’t it funny? Turn Russians to Frenchmen, if you give ’em some money … ’ Yes, I saw a very funny play at the theatre yesterday.


  RANEVSKAYA. It probably wasn’t in the least funny. You shouldn’t go to plays, you should take a good look at yourself. What a dreary life you all lead, so much pointless chatter.


  LOPAKHIN. That’s true. It’s a pretty stupid life, when you get right down to it …


  A pause.


  My old man was a peasant, an idiot, frankly, who knew nothing, and taught me nothing. All he did was beat me when he was drunk, yes, with a stick. And deep down, I’m just as half-witted, just as much an idiot as he was. I’ve never learned anything, my writing’s appalling. It’s so bad I’m ashamed to show it to people, it’s as if a pig could write.


  RANEVSKAYA. You should get married, my friend.


  LOPAKHIN. Yes … That’s true.


  RANEVSKAYA. You should marry our Varya. She’s a nice girl.


  LOPAKHIN. Yes.


  RANEVSKAYA. She’s from decent, simple folk, she works the whole day long, and she does love you, that’s the main thing. And you’ve liked her for quite a while now.


  LOPAKHIN. Yes, why not? I don’t mind. She’s a nice girl.


  A pause.


  GAEV. I’ve been offered a position at the bank. Six thousand a year … Have you heard about it?


  RANEVSKAYA. You? In a bank? You’d better stay where you are.


  FIRS enters, carrying an overcoat.


  FIRS (to GAEV). Beg pardon, sir, but will you please put this on, it’s getting damp.


  GAEV (puts on the coat). Really, you’re such a pest.


  FIRS. That’s as may be, sir, but you went off this morning without saying. (Looks him over.)


  RANEVSKAYA. Oh, Firs, you’ve grown so old.


  FIRS. Beg pardon, ma’am?


  LOPAKHIN. She says you’ve got very old.


  FIRS. Yes, I’ve been a long time alive. They were fixing to marry me off, and your Papa wasn’t even born yet … (Laughs.) When the Freedom came, I was already chief valet. And I wouldn’t accept the Freedom, I stayed here with the master …


  A pause.


  Yes, I remember how happy they all were, and they didn’t even know why.


  LOPAKHIN. They were good times, back then. At least you could flog people.


  FIRS (mishears him). Too true. The peasants had the masters, and the masters had the peasants, but it’s all gone to the dogs now, you can’t make head or tail of it.


  GAEV. Oh, be quiet, Firs. I’ve got to go into town tomorrow. I’ve been promised an introduction to some general or other, who might give us a loan.


  LOPAKHIN. You’re wasting your time. You won’t even be able to pay the interest, you can take my word for it.


  RANEVSKAYA. He’s raving, as usual. There isn’t any general.


  Enter TROFIMOV, ANYA and VARYA.


  GAEV. Well, well, here come the girls.


  ANYA. Mama’s here.


  RANEVSKAYA (tenderly). Oh, come here … come here, my dears … (Hugs ANYA and VARYA.) If you only knew how much I love you both. Sit beside me.


  They all sit down.


  LOPAKHIN. Our eternal student’s always hanging around the young ladies.


  TROFIMOV. It’s none of your business.


  LOPAKHIN. He’ll soon be fifty, and he’s still a student.


  TROFIMOV. Oh, give it a rest, with your stupid jokes.


  LOPAKHIN. What, losing our temper, are we, you funny creature?


  TROFIMOV. Just leave me alone.


  LOPAKHIN (laughs). All right, but permit me to ask, sir – what do you make of me, eh?


  TROFIMOV. What do I make of you, Lopakhin? You’re a rich man, you’ll soon be a millionaire. And in the same way as a wild beast, devouring everything that crosses its path, is an essential link in the food chain, I suppose you’re necessary too.


  Everyone laughs.


  VARYA. Petya, you’d be better talking about the planets.


  RANEVSKAYA. No, let’s continue the conversation we were having yesterday.


  TROFIMOV. What about?


  GAEV. About the proud man.


  TROFIMOV. We spent a long time talking about it yesterday, without getting anywhere. In your understanding, there’s some sort of mystique about a proud man. Well, that’s how you see it, and you may be right, but if you take a simple view, without dressing it all up, what is there to be proud of, where’s the sense in it, when man is so poorly constructed, physically, and when the vast majority of us are so coarse and unintelligent, and profoundly unhappy besides? We need to stop admiring ourselves, yes, and get down to some work.


  GAEV. Well, we all die in the end.


  TROFIMOV. Who knows? And what does it mean, to die? Quite possibly, man has a hundred senses, and only five of them perish with us at death, while the other ninety-five live on.


  RANEVSKAYA. Oh, you’re so clever, Petya!


  LOPAKHIN (ironically). Brilliant!


  TROFIMOV. Mankind marches on, constantly striving for perfection. And everything we find unattainable now, will one day be within reach, clearly understood – but we must work, we must exert all our energies to help those who seek after truth. Here in Russia, at the present time, very few people work. The vast majority of educated people, those I know, seek after nothing, do nothing, and are frankly incapable of work. They call themselves an intelligentsia, but they treat their servants as inferiors, they regard the peasants as domestic animals, they’ve no head for study, or serious reading, they do absolutely nothing, they talk about science, that’s all, and they’ve little or no idea of art. They’re all terribly grave, with such solemn faces, they discuss weighty matters, philosophise and so on, and meanwhile right in front of their eyes, ordinary working people eat like pigs, sleep without pillows, thirty or forty to a damp, stinking room, crawling with bedbugs, and rife with immorality … Well, obviously all our smart conversation is for the sole purpose of averting our eyes from that, a distraction, for ourselves and other people. Just show me where all these crèches are, that everybody keeps going on about – where are all these reading-rooms? People write about them in novels, yes, but they don’t exist in fact. There’s nothing but filth, vulgarity, Asiatic barbarism … No, I don’t care for these serious faces, I’m afraid of them – them and their serious conversations. We’d do better to say nothing at all!


  LOPAKHIN. You know, I get up just after four, I work from morning till night, I’m dealing constantly with my own or somebody else’s money, and I see what kind of people there are around me. You only have to start doing something to realise how few decent, honest men there are. Now and again, when I can’t get to sleep, I think, ‘Oh, Lord, you have given us vast forests, boundless fields, endless horizons, and we who live here really ought to be a race of giants … ’


  RANEVSKAYA. That’s all we need, giants … They’re all very well in fairy stories, but elsewhere they’re just frightening.


  YEPIKHODOV crosses upstage, playing a melancholy tune on his guitar. RANEVSKAYA is deep in thought.


  There goes Yepikhodov …


  ANYA (reflectively). There goes Yepikhodov …


  GAEV. Good people, the sun has set.


  TROFIMOV. Yes.


  GAEV (quietly, but as if reciting). O Nature, wondrous Nature, thou art radiant with eternal light, splendidly indifferent. Thou, whom we call Mother, dost unite within thyself both life and death, thou givest life, and thou takest it away …


  VARYA (imploring). Uncle!


  ANYA. You’re at it again, Uncle!


  TROFIMOV. You’d do better going in off the red, the middle pocket.


  GAEV. All right, I’ll shut up.


  They all remain seated, deep in thought. The only sound is that of old FIRS, muttering as usual. Suddenly a far-off noise is heard, as if in the heavens – like the sound of a breaking string, dying away, sadly.


  RANEVSKAYA. What’s that?


  LOPAKHIN. I don’t know. Possibly a coal-tub broken loose somewhere, down the mines. A long way from here, anyway.


  GAEV. Could be some sort of bird, like a heron.


  TROFIMOV. Or an owl, perhaps …


  RANEVSKAYA (shudders). It’s horrible, whatever it is.


  A pause.


  FIRS. It was the same before the disaster. The owl started screeching, and the samovar wouldn’t stop buzzing.


  GAEV. Before what disaster?


  FIRS. Before the Freedom.


  A pause.


  RANEVSKAYA. Well, anyway, let’s go in, it’s getting late. Anya dear, you’re crying … what’s the matter? (Embraces her.)


  ANYA. It’s all right, Mama, it’s nothing.


  TROFIMOV. Someone’s coming.


  A TRAMP appears, wearing a shabby white peaked cap and an overcoat. He is slightly drunk.


  TRAMP. Beg pardon for asking, sir, but can I go through this way to the station?


  GAEV. You may. Take this road.


  TRAMP. I’m most deeply grateful to you, sir. (Coughs.) Splendid weather we’re having … (Recites.) ‘Brother of mine, my suffering brother … come forth to the Volga, whose groaning … ’ (To VARYA.) Mademoiselle, spare a few kopecks for a starving Russian …


  VARYA is alarmed, cries out.


  LOPAKHIN (angrily). That’s disgraceful. You know, there are limits!


  RANEVSKAYA (at a loss). Here, here, take this … (Searches in her purse.) I’ve no silver … Oh, it doesn’t matter, here’s a rouble …


  TRAMP. I’m most deeply grateful to you, ma’am! (Exits.)


  Laughter.


  VARYA (frightened). I’m going … I have to go … Oh, Mama, for heaven’s sake, the servants have nothing to eat, and you’ve given him a rouble!


  RANEVSKAYA. I know, I know, I’m so stupid, what can you do with me? I’ll hand over everything to you when we get home. Lopakhin, lend me some more money, please.


  LOPAKHIN. Yes, of course.


  RANEVSKAYA. Now let’s go home, it’s time we were going. Incidentally, Varya, we’ve found you a husband – congratulations!


  VARYA (tearfully). Mama, that’s not funny.


  LOPAKHIN. Okhmelia, get thee to a nunnery!


  GAEV. Look, my hands are trembling. I haven’t had a game of billiards in ages.


  LOPAKHIN. Okhmelia, nymph, in thine orisons be all my sins remembered!


  RANEVSKAYA. Come along – it’ll soon be supper-time.


  VARYA. He scared me. My heart’s still thumping.


  LOPAKHIN. Let me remind you, good people: they’re selling off the cherry orchard on the 22nd of August. Bear that in mind! Think!


  All exit, apart from TROFIMOV and ANYA.


  ANYA (laughs). Well, thanks to that tramp giving Varya a fright – we’re all alone now.


  TROFIMOV. Varya’s afraid we might suddenly fall in love, so she never leaves us, from one day to the next. She can’t get it into that narrow mind of hers that we’re above love – that the whole meaning and purpose of our life is to avoid everything petty and superficial, everything that stops us being truly free and happy. Forward! We’re marching irresistibly towards that bright star, shining in the distance! Forward! Don’t hang back, my friends!


  ANYA (clasping her hands). Oh, how beautifully you speak, Petya!


  A pause.


  Isn’t it just wonderful here today!


  TROFIMOV. Yes, the weather’s marvellous.


  ANYA. Petya, what have you done to me? Why don’t I love the cherry orchard the way I used to? I used to love it so dearly – I thought there was no place on earth like our garden.


  TROFIMOV. The whole of Russia is our garden. It’s a great land, a beautiful land, full of wonderful places.


  A pause.


  Just think, Anya, your father and grandfather, and all your ancestors were serf-owners, they owned living souls. And can’t you see, looking out at you from every tree in that orchard, every leaf, every trunk, those human beings? Can’t you hear their voices? Owning people – I mean, it’s corrupted all of you, those who came before and now yourselves, so that neither you nor your mother, nor your uncle, are actually aware that you’re living on credit, at the expense of people you wouldn’t even let over your front door. We’re at least two hundred years behind the times here, we still have absolutely nothing, no clearly defined attitude towards the past, all we do is philosophise, complain about being bored or drink vodka. It’s quite obvious that in order to start living in the present, we first have to redeem our past, make an end of it, and we can only do that through suffering, through hard, unremitting toil. You must realise that, Anya.


  ANYA. The house we live in hasn’t been ours for a long time now, and I’m leaving it, I give you my word.


  TROFIMOV. If you’ve got the house keys, fling them down the well and walk away. Be as free as the wind.


  ANYA (ecstatically). Oh, you put it so beautifully!


  TROFIMOV. You must believe me, Anya. I’m not thirty yet, I’m still a young man, still a student, but I’ve been through so much! As soon as winter comes, I go hungry, I get sick and anxious, as wretched as any beggar – I’ve been driven from pillar to post, at the mercy of fate. Yet even so, every minute of every day and every night, my soul is filled with an inexpressible feeling of anticipation – I can feel true happiness approaching, Anya, I can see it …


  ANYA (deep in thought). The moon’s rising.


  YEPIKHODOV is heard playing his guitar, the same melancholy song. The moon rises. Somewhere beyond the poplars VARYA is looking for ANYA, calling, ‘Anya! Where are you?’


  TROFIMOV. Yes, the moon’s rising.


  A pause.


  There it is, happiness – it’s coming, it’s drawing closer all the time, I can hear its footsteps already. And even if we never see it, if we never know it, well, what does it matter? Other people will!


  VARYA (offstage). Anya! Where are you?


  TROFIMOV. That Varya again! (Angrily.) Damned nuisance!


  ANYA. Oh, never mind. Let’s go down to the river. It’s nice there.


  TROFIMOV. All right. Let’s go …


  They exit.


  VARYA (offstage). Anya! Anya!


  Curtain.


  Act Three


  The drawing-room, separated from the ballroom by an arch. It is evening, the chandelier is lit, and the Jewish band mentioned in Act Two can be heard playing in the hall. A ‘grand-rond’ is being danced in the ballroom, and PISHCHIK calls out, ‘Promenade à une paire!’ The dancers come into the drawing-room, with PISHCHIK and CHARLOTTA leading, followed by TROFIMOV and RANEVSKAYA, then ANYA and a post-office CLERK, VARYA and the STATIONMASTER, etc. VARYA is quietly crying, wiping away her tears as she dances. DUNYASHA is in the last pair, and as they pass through the drawing-room, PISHCHIK shouts: ‘Grand-rond, balancez!’ and ‘Les cavaliers à genoux et remerciez vos dames!’ FIRS, wearing a tail-coat, brings in seltzer water on a tray. PISHCHIK and TROFIMOV then re-enter the drawing-room …


  PISHCHIK. I’ve got rich blood, you see, I’ve already had two strokes – it makes dancing hard work, but you know what they say: if you run with the pack, you can bark if you like, but you’ve got to wag your tail. Anyway, I’m as strong as a horse. My late father, God rest him, was a great joker, and he used to say our ancestors, the original Simeonov-Pishchiks, were all descended from Caligula’s horse, the one he made a senator. (Sits.) Yes, trouble is, we’ve no money. And a hungry dog can’t think of anything but meat … (Starts to snore, but instantly wakes up again.) That’s like me – all I can think about is money.


  TROFIMOV. Actually, you do look a bit like a horse.


  PISHCHIK. Well, a horse is a fine animal. You can sell a horse.


  In the adjoining room, a game of billiards is in progress. VARYA appears under the arch in the ballroom.


  TROFIMOV (teasing). Madame Lopakhin! Madame Lopakhin! …


  VARYA (angrily). Huh, the mangy gent!


  TROFIMOV. That’s right – mangy, and proud of it!


  VARYA (bitterly). Oh yes, we can hire musicians, but how are we going to pay them? (Exits.)


  TROFIMOV (to PISHCHIK). You know, you’ve spent your whole life looking for money to pay the interest on your debts, but if you’d put all that wasted energy to some other use, you could’ve turned the world upside-down by now.


  PISHCHIK. Actually Nietzsche – he’s a famous philosopher, a great man, a huge intellect – he says somewhere that it’s quite all right to forge banknotes.


  TROFIMOV. You’ve read Nietzsche?


  PISHCHIK. Well, no … it was my Dasha that told me. The position I’m in now, I’d forge them in a minute.


  I’ve got to pay out three hundred and ten roubles, day after tomorrow. I’ve managed to get a hundred and thirty so far … (Feels in his pockets, alarmed.) The money’s gone! I’ve lost my money! (In tears.) Oh God, where is it! (Then overjoyed.) Here it is, it’s inside the lining. Look, I’ve broken out in a sweat …


  Enter RANEVSKAYA and CHARLOTTA. RANEVSKAYA is humming the ‘Lezginka’, a popular Caucasian folk-tune.


  RANEVSKAYA. I wonder what’s keeping Leonid? What’s he doing in town? Dunyasha, see if the musicians would like some tea.


  TROFIMOV. The sale can’t have gone ahead, most likely.


  RANEVSKAYA. And the musicians came at the wrong time, we shouldn’t have arranged this dance. Well, it doesn’t matter … (Sits down, and begins softly humming.)


  CHARLOTTA (offers PISHCHIK a pack of cards). Here you are, a pack of cards, think of a card, any one at all.


  PISHCHIK. Right, I’ve thought of one.


  CHARLOTTA. Now shuffle the pack. Good, that’s fine. Now give it here, my dear Herr Pishchik. Eins, zwei, drei! There, now – look in your pocket …


  PISHCHIK (takes the card out of his breast pocket). The eight of spades, that’s absolutely right! Fancy that!


  CHARLOTTA (to TROFIMOV, holding the pack of cards on the palm of her hand). Quickly, what’s the top card?


  TROFIMOV. What? Oh, the Queen of spades.


  CHARLOTTA. That’s right! (To PISHCHIK.) Now then, what’s the top card?


  PISHCHIK. Ace of hearts.


  CHARLOTTA. Right! (She claps her hands and the pack of cards vanishes.) What lovely weather we’re having!


  She is answered by a mysterious female voice, apparently from under the floor: ‘Oh yes, ma’am, it’s magnificent.’


  And you’re so handsome, my ideal man …


  And the voice responds: ‘And I am liking you too, ma’am.’


  STATIONMASTER (applauds). A lady ventriloquist, bravo!


  PISHCHIK (astonished). Well, fancy that! Charlotta Ivanovna, you’re an absolute charmer – I’m quite in love …


  CHARLOTTA. In love? (Shrugs.) Can you love anybody? Guter Mensch, aber schlechter Musikant.


  TROFIMOV (slaps PISHCHIK on the back). Yes, you’re a horse all right.


  CHARLOTTA. Please, pay attention – one more trick. (She picks up a travel-rug from a chair.) Now, here’s a rug, a fine travel rug for sale … (Shakes it out.) Would anyone care to buy it?


  PISHCHIK. Fancy that!


  CHARLOTTA. Eins, zwei, drei!


  She quickly lifts up the rug to reveal ANYA standing behind it. She curtseys and runs to her mother, gives her a hug, then runs back into the ballroom to everyone’s delight.


  RANEVSKAYA (applauds). Bravo! Bravo!


  CHARLOTTA. And now another one! Eins, zwei, drei …


  She lifts up the rug to reveal VARYA, who bows to the company.


  PISHCHIK. Fancy that!


  CHARLOTTA. The end!


  She flings the rug over PISHCHIK, curtseys, and runs off to the ballroom.


  PISHCHIK (following her out). What a rascal! What a woman, eh? (Exits.)


  RANEVSKAYA. Still no sign of Leonid. What on earth’s taking him so long? I mean, it’s all been settled, the estate’s either sold, or else the auction hasn’t gone ahead, why’s he keeping us in suspense all this time?


  VARYA (attempting to console her). Our uncle will have bought it, I’m sure of that.


  TROFIMOV (mockingly). Oh, for sure.


  VARYA. The Countess has given him power of attorney, to buy it in her name and take over the mortgage. She’s done it for Anya’s sake. God will help us, I’m sure of it – uncle’ll buy it.


  RANEVSKAYA. Your great-aunt in Yaroslavl sent fifteen thousand roubles, to buy the property in her name – that’s how much she trusts us – and that’s not even enough to pay off the interest. (Covers her face with her hands.) Well, my fate’s being decided today, yes, indeed.


  TROFIMOV (teasing VARYA). Madame Lopakhin!


  VARYA (angrily). Eternal student! That’s twice already you’ve been kicked out of university.


  RANEVSKAYA. Varya, why are you so angry? He’s only teasing about Lopakhin, what’s wrong with that? Marry Lopakhin, if you like – he’s very nice, an interesting man. And if you don’t like, then don’t marry him. Nobody’s forcing you, my pet.


  VARYA. Mama, I take this very seriously, and I’ll say it straight out – yes, he’s a good man, and I do like him.


  RANEVSKAYA. Then marry him. I don’t know what you’re waiting for.


  VARYA. Mama, I can’t propose to him myself, can I. People have been talking about him for two years now, everybody has, but he either says nothing, or else he makes a joke about it. And I can see why. He’s too busy getting rich, he’s no time for me. And if I had any money, even just a little, a hundred roubles even, I’d give it all up and clear off. I’d go into a convent.


  TROFIMOV. A life of bliss!


  VARYA (to TROFIMOV). You’d think a student’d have more sense! (Then gently, in tears.) You’ve grown so ugly, Petya – so old. (To RANEVSKAYA, no longer crying.) But I can’t stand to be idle, Mama. I need to be doing something, every minute of the day.


  Enter YASHA.


  YASHA (trying not to laugh). Yepikhodov’s just broken a billiard cue! (Exits.)


  VARYA. What’s Yepikhodov doing here? Who gave him permission to play billiards? Honestly, I don’t understand these people … (Exits.)


  RANEVSKAYA. Petya, you shouldn’t tease her – you can see she’s got enough trouble.


  TROFIMOV. Well, she makes such a fuss, she’s always interfering in other people’s business. She hasn’t given us a minute’s peace the whole summer, Anya and me. She’s scared we might fall in love or something. And what’s it got to do with her? It’s not as if I’ve given her any grounds, I’m past all that vulgar rubbish. We’re beyond love.


  RANEVSKAYA. Then I suppose I must be beneath love. (Extremely agitated.) Why isn’t Leonid here? If only I knew whether the estate’s been sold or not! It’s a disaster, it seems so incredible that I don’t know what to think, I’m completely at a loss. I could start screaming right now, do something really stupid. Petya, you’ve got to save me. Talk to me, say something …


  TROFIMOV. Whether it’s been sold or not today, does it really matter? It’s finished and done with, there’s no way back – that path’s long since overgrown. You might as well give up, dear lady. There’s no point in deceiving yourself, you need to face the truth, even just once in your life.


  RANEVSKAYA. What truth? Maybe you can see what’s truth, and what isn’t, but I’ve lost my sight, I can’t see anything. Yes, you can solve all the great problems, but that’s because you’re too young to have suffered, to have experienced any problems of your own – isn’t that so, darling? You can look boldly ahead, because you can’t see anything to be frightened of, you’re not expecting it, no, because life, real life, is still hidden from your young eyes. So you’re braver, more honest, more profound than us, but just stop to think, if you have a generous bone in your whole body, show me some compassion. I was born here, you know, my mother and father, my grandfather lived here, and I love this house, I can’t conceive of my life without the cherry orchard, and if it has to be sold now, well, you might as well sell me along with it … (Embraces TROFIMOV, kisses him on the forehead.) Good God, my son was drowned here … (Weeps.) Have pity on me, my dear, kind friend.


  TROFIMOV. You know I feel for you with all my heart.


  RANEVSKAYA. But you must say it, tell me some other way … (She takes out her handkerchief, and a telegram falls onto the floor.) I’ve got so much on my mind today, you can’t imagine. It’s so noisy in here, my heart jumps at every sound, I’m trembling all over, but I can’t go to my own room, I’m afraid of the silence when I’m alone. Petya, don’t be too hard on me … I love you like a son, and I’d willingly let you marry Anya, believe me I would, but, darling, you have to study, you have to finish your degree. You’re not doing anything, you’re just tossed by fate from one place to the next, it’s very strange. Well, it’s the truth, isn’t it? And you really ought to do something about that beard, to make it grow a bit … (Laughs.) You look so funny!


  TROFIMOV (picking up the telegram). I’ve no desire to be handsome.


  RANEVSKAYA. That’s a telegram from Paris. I get one every day. Yesterday and today. That crazy man’s fallen sick again, he’s in real trouble … He wants me to forgive him, begs me to return, and I really ought to go back to Paris, to be by his side. You look very grim, Petya, but what can I do, my darling, honestly, what can I do – he’s ill, he’s all alone and miserable, and who’s going to look after him, who’ll keep him out of harm’s way, who’ll give him his medicine on time? I love him, and that’s that … He’s a millstone round my neck, and he’s dragging me down with him, but I love him just the same, I can’t live without him. (Squeezes TROFIMOV’s hand.) Don’t think badly of me, Petya, don’t say a word, please don’t …


  TROFIMOV (emotionally). God forgive me for speaking out, but I’ve got to – the man’s robbing you blind!


  RANEVSKAYA. No, no, don’t say things like that!


  TROFIMOV. He’s a scoundrel, and you’re the only one who can’t see it! He’s a worthless nonentity …


  RANEVSKAYA (angry, but in control of herself). And you’re twenty-six or twenty-seven, and still a schoolboy.


  TROFIMOV. So what if I am?


  RANEVSKAYA. It’s time you grew up – at your age you ought to have some understanding of people in love. You need to love someone yourself – yes, you need to fall in love, Petya! (Angrily.) That’s right! And that purity of yours is nothing but a pose – you’re a ridiculous crank, a freak …


  TROFIMOV (aghast). How can you say that!


  RANEVSKAYA. ‘I’m beyond love!’ No, you’re not beyond love, you’re just plain daft, as old Firs would say. At your age, not even to have a mistress!


  TROFIMOV. This is dreadful! How can you say that! (He hurries out to the ballroom, clutching his head.) It’s just dreadful … I can’t stand it, I’ve got to go … (Exits, then immediately re-enters.) We’re finished, do you hear! (Exits to the hall.)


  RANEVSKAYA (shouts after him). Petya, wait! Don’t be silly, I was only joking! Petya!


  Outside in the hall, the sound of someone running upstairs, and suddenly falling back down with a great crash. ANYA and VARYA shriek, then immediately burst out laughing.


  What’s going on!


  ANYA rushes in, laughing.


  ANYA. It’s Petya – he’s fallen downstairs! (Runs out again.)


  RANEVSKAYA. What a strange boy he is.


  Meanwhile the STATIONMASTER stands in the middle of the ballroom, and begins reciting Aleksei Tolstoy’s poem ‘The Sinner’. Everyone stops to listen, but he has hardly spoken a few lines when a waltz is struck up in the hall, and the recital is interrupted, as the dancing begins. TROFIMOV, ANYA, VARYA and RANEVSKAYA come in from the hall.


  Come on, Petya … pure of heart … please forgive me. Come, let’s dance …


  She begins dancing with TROFIMOV, and ANYA dances with VARYA. FIRS enters, and leans his walking-stick against the side door. YASHA also enters from the drawing-room, to watch the dancing.


  YASHA. Well, how are things, old man?


  FIRS. Not great. Time was, we had generals, and barons and admirals at our dances, now we’ve got to send for the post-office clerk and the stationmaster, yes, and they’re not that keen to come, neither. I’m feeling a bit weak, myself. The old master, her granddad, he used to make us take sealing-wax, for any sort of illness. I’ve taken sealing-wax every day for the last twenty years or more. Maybe it’s that what’s kept me alive.


  YASHA. You give me a pain, old man. (Yawns.) It’s about time you snuffed it.


  FIRS. Huh! And you’re just daft! (Mutters.)


  TROFIMOV and RANEVSKAYA are dancing in the ballroom, then move into the drawing-room.


  RANEVSKAYA. Merci. I’ll sit down for bit … (Sits down.) I’m tired.


  Enter ANYA, very agitated.


  ANYA. There was somebody in the kitchen just now – he says the cherry orchard’s been sold.


  RANEVSKAYA. Sold to whom?


  ANYA. He didn’t say. And now he’s gone.


  She begins dancing with TROFIMOV, and they exit to the ballroom.


  YASHA. It was some old man raving on. Nobody we know.


  FIRS. And the master’s not home yet. He’s wearing his light overcoat, too – he’ll catch cold, like as not. Huh, these young people, they’ve no sense.


  RANEVSKAYA. Honestly, I could die right now. Yasha, go and find out who it was sold to.


  YASHA. He’s cleared off long ago, the old goat. (Laughs.)


  RANEVSKAYA (slightly irritated). What are you laughing at? What are you so happy about?


  YASHA. It’s that Yepikhodov – he really is a scream. He’s so stupid – the walking disaster.


  RANEVSKAYA. So, where will you go, Firs, if the estate’s sold?


  FIRS. I’ll go wherever you tell me, ma’am.


  RANEVSKAYA. Why are you looking like that? Are you unwell? You know, you really ought to be in bed …


  FIRS. Oh, yes … (With a hint of mockery.) And if I go to bed, who’s going to hand things round, and look after everybody? There’s only me, in the whole house.


  YASHA (to RANEVSKAYA). Madame, permit me to make a request of you, if you’d be so kind! If you’re going back to Paris, please do me a favour and take me with you. I can’t stay here, it’s absolutely impossible. (Looking round, in an aside.) I mean, I don’t need to tell you, you can see for yourself, this is a backward country, the people have no morals, and it’s so boring! The food in the kitchen’s disgusting, and that Firs creature goes round muttering the whole time, he doesn’t make any sense. Take me with you, ma’am, please!


  Enter PISHCHIK.


  PISHCHIK. May I have the honour, fair lady, of this little waltz? (RANEVSKAYA goes off with him.) You’re quite enchanting, but if I could borrow a hundred and eighty roubles from you … well, if I could … A hundred and eighty, that’s all …


  They begin dancing, and pass through into the ballroom.


  YASHA (sings softly). ‘Oh, can’t you see how troubled is my heart … ’


  A figure appears in the ballroom, wearing a grey top-hat, and checked trousers. Shouts of ‘Bravo, Charlotta Ivanovna!’, as she flings her arms about and jumps in the air.


  DUNYASHA (stops to powder her nose). Well, Firs Nikolaevich, the mistress ordered me to dance – there’s too many gentlemen, and not enough ladies – but dancing makes me dizzy, and my heart’s pounding. And that post-office clerk’s just said something that’s taken my breath away.


  The music dies down.


  FIRS. So what did he say?


  DUNYASHA. You’re like a little flower, he said.


  YASHA (yawns). Ignorant peasant … (Exits.)


  DUNYASHA. Like a flower … You know, I’m quite a sensitive person, I’m terribly fond of compliments.


  FIRS. You’ll get your head turned, you will.


  Enter YEPIKHODOV.


  YEPIKHODOV. It’s obvious you don’t want to see me, Dunyasha – it’s as if I was some sort of insect. (Sighs.) Oh, what a life!


  DUNYASHA. What do you want?


  YEPIKHODOV. Well, no doubt you’re right. (Sighs.) On the other hand, of course, looking at it from a point of view, then you – if I may permit myself to say so, and excuse my frankness – you’ve completely reduced me to a state of mind. I know my own destiny – every day some new disaster befalls me, I’ve got well used to it, so I can look upon my fate with a smile. But you gave me your word, and although I …


  DUNYASHA. Please, let’s talk later – just leave me in peace. I’m in a dream now. (Toying with her fan.)


  YEPIKHODOV. Yes, some new mishap every day, and if you’ll allow me to say so, I just smile – laugh, even.


  VARYA enters from the ballroom.


  VARYA. Are you still here, Yepikhodov? You really are an ill-mannered wretch. (To DUNYASHA.) You’d better go, Dunyasha. (To YEPIKHODOV.) First you break a cue playing billiards, now you’re strolling round the drawing-room like an invited guest!


  YEPIKHODOV. If you’ll allow me to say so, I don’t think you can sue me for damages.


  VARYA. I’m not suing you, I’m telling you! You do nothing but wander from one place to the next, you never do any work. We employ a clerk, but God only knows what for.


  YEPIKHODOV (offended). Whether I work or walk about, yes, or eat, or play billiards, that’s a matter for older and wiser heads to judge – more understanding …


  VARYA (explodes). You dare say that to me! You dare! You think I don’t understand? Get out of here! Go on, get out!


  YEPIKHODOV (cringing). Please express yourself a little more delicately …


  VARYA (beside herself). If you don’t get out of my sight this instant … Out! Out!


  VARYA pursues him to the door.


  Walking disaster! Now get out and stay out! Don’t let me see you in this house ever again!


  YEPIKHODOV exits, shouts from behind the door: ‘I’m going to complain about you!’


  Oho, coming back in, are you? (Seizes FIRS’ walking-stick from beside the door.) Come on … Come on, then, and I’ll show you … Are you coming in? Eh? Take that! (Swings the stick just as LOPAKHIN comes through the door.)


  LOPAKHIN. Why, thank you, most humbly!


  VARYA (annoyed, sarcastically). I beg your pardon.


  LOPAKHIN. Don’t mention it. I’m most grateful for such a warm reception.


  VARYA. It’s not worth your gratitude. (Walks away, then looks round and asks gently.) I didn’t hurt you, did I?


  LOPAKHIN. No, not at all. I’ll have an enormous bump, that’s all.


  Voices are heard in the ballroom: ‘Lopakhin’s arrived! He’s here now!’


  PISHCHIK. The very same, large as life! (Embraces LOPAKHIN.) There’s a faint whiff of brandy about you, my dear chap. And we’ve been enjoying ourselves here too.


  Enter RANEVSKAYA.


  RANEVSKAYA. Lopakhin, is that you? What kept you so long? Where’s Leonid?


  LOPAKHIN. He came home with me, he’s just …


  RANEVSKAYA (agitated). Well, what happened? Was it sold? Tell me!


  LOPAKHIN (embarrassed, trying not to show his delight). The auction was over by four o’clock … We missed the train, so we had to wait till half-past nine … (A deep sigh.) Phew, I feel a bit dizzy …


  Enter GAEV. He is carrying some parcels in one hand, and wiping away tears with the other.


  RANEVSKAYA. What’s the matter, Leo? Leo, what is it? (Impatiently, in tears.) For God’s sake, tell me!


  GAEV doesn’t answer, waves his hand despairingly.


  GAEV (to FIRS, weeping). Here, take these … There’s some anchovies, and fresh herrings … I’ve had nothing to eat all day … Oh, God, what I’ve gone through …


  The billiard room door is open, and we can hear the click of billiard balls, and the voice of YASHA: ‘That’s seven, and eighteen!’ GAEV’s expression has changed, and he is no longer weeping.


  I’m dreadfully tired. Help me get changed, Firs. (Exits to his own room through the ballroom, followed by FIRS.)


  PISHCHIK. So, what about the auction? Come on, tell us!


  RANEVSKAYA. Has the cherry orchard been sold?


  LOPAKHIN. Yes.


  RANEVSKAYA. Who bought it?


  LOPAKHIN. I did.


  A silence. RANEVSKAYA is overwhelmed. If it weren’t for the table and chair beside her, she would fall down. VARYA detaches the keys from her belt, flings them to the floor in the middle of the drawing-room, and walks out.


  I bought it! Ladies and gentlemen, please, wait – I’ve a bit of a thick head, I can’t speak … (Laughs.) When we got to the auction, Deriganov was already there. Leonid Andreyich had only fifteen thousand, and straight away Deriganov bid another thirty, on top of the mortgage. Well, I could see how things were going, so I waded in with forty thousand. He went up to forty-five, so I bid fifty-five. He would go up by five, you see, and I’d bid another ten. Well, it finished eventually. I bid ninety thousand roubles over and above the mortgage, and it was knocked down to me. The cherry orchard’s mine now. All mine! (Laughs.) Tell me I’m drunk, or crazy, tell me I’m imagining all this … (Stamps his feet.) No, don’t laugh at me! If only my father and grandfather could rise up out of their graves, and see all that’s happened – how their little Yermolai, their abused, semi-literate Yermolai, who used to run around barefoot in winter – how that same Yermolai has bought this estate, the most beautiful spot on earth. Yes, I’ve bought the land on which my father and grandfather were slaves, where they weren’t even allowed into the kitchen. I must be asleep, it’s all just a dream, it’s all in the mind … It’s your imagination at work, shrouded in mystery … (Picks up the keys, smiling affectionately.) She threw down the keys, to show she’s no longer mistress of this house. (Jingles the keys.) Well, it doesn’t matter.


  The musicians are heard tuning up.


  Hey, musicians, let’s hear you play! Come on in, all of you, and watch Yermolai Lopakhin take his axe to the cherry orchard, see the trees falling down! We’re going to build cottages here, and our grandsons and great-grandsons’ll see a whole new life … Come on, let’s have some music!


  The orchestra starts playing. RANEVSKAYA slumps into a chair, weeping bitterly. LOPAKHIN reproaches her.


  Why didn’t you listen to me, eh? Why not? Oh, my poor dear lady, there’s no going back now. (A catch in his voice.) God, I wish all this was over and done with, I wish our miserable, disjointed lives could be somehow changed.


  PISHCHIK (takes him by the arm, whispers). She’s crying. Let’s go into the ballroom, and leave her be … Come on … (Leads LOPAKHIN towards the ballroom.)


  LOPAKHIN. What’s going on? Hey, musicians, play up so we can hear you! Everything’s to be as I want it. (Ironically.) Come on, here comes the new landlord, the owner of the cherry orchard! (Accidentally bumps into a table, almost knocks over the candelabra.) What the hell, I can pay for it! (Exits with PISHCHIK.)


  There is no-one left now in the ballroom or drawing-room, apart from RANEVSKAYA, who sits hunched up, still weeping bitterly. The orchestra plays quietly in the background. ANYA and TROFIMOV come running in. ANYA goes up to her mother and kneels down before her. TROFIMOV remains by the ballroom door.


  ANYA. Mama! Mama, you’re crying! Oh, my dear, kind, good Mama, darling Mama, I love you so much … God bless you, Mama. The cherry orchard’s sold, it’s all gone now, it’s true, it’s true, but don’t cry, Mama, please – you still have your life in front of you, you still have your good, pure heart … Come with me, darling Mama, we’ll leave here, we’ll go away together. We can plant a new orchard somewhere, even more beautiful, and when you see it, you’ll understand, and joy – a deep, quiet joy will descend on your soul, Mama, like the sun in the evening, and you’ll smile again … Come, my darling … Come …


  Curtain.


  Act Four


  The stage is set as in Act One. There are no curtains on the windows, no pictures on the walls, and only a few items of furniture, piled into one corner, as if for a sale. A sense of emptiness. There are various pieces of luggage, suitcases, bundles, etc., lying by the outer door and upstage. The door to the left is open, and we can hear the voices of VARYA and ANYA. LOPAKHIN stands waiting. YASHA is holding a tray of glasses, filled with champagne. YEPIKHODOV is tying up a box in the hallway. A buzz of voices in the background off-stage – the peasants have arrived to say goodbye. GAEV is heard: ‘Thank you, my lads, thank you.’


  YASHA. That’s the common folk come to say goodbye. The way I see it, Mr Lopakhin, they’re decent people, but they’re none too bright.


  The buzz subsides. RANEVSKAYA and GAEV enter through the hall; she is no longer crying, but she is very pale, her cheeks are trembling, and she can scarcely speak.


  GAEV. Lyuba, you’ve given them your purse. You shouldn’t have done that, you really shouldn’t.


  RANEVSKAYA. I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t stop myself.


  They exit. LOPAKHIN calls after them.


  LOPAKHIN. Please! Won’t you have a glass before you leave? Just one glass, please! I didn’t think to bring any from town, and I could only find one bottle at the station. Come on, please.


  A pause.


  Ladies, gentlemen, please – don’t you want a drink? (Steps back from the door.) If I’d known that I wouldn’t have bought it. Well, I’m not going to drink either.


  YASHA sets the tray carefully down on a chair.


  Have a drink, Yasha, you might as well.


  YASHA. Here’s to us, we’re on our way! And good luck to them left behind! (Drinks.) Hm – this isn’t genuine champagne, I can tell you that.


  LOPAKHIN. It was eight roubles the bottle.


  A pause.


  It’s damnably cold in here.


  YASHA. They haven’t lit the stoves, we’re leaving anyway. (Laughs.)


  LOPAKHIN. What is it?


  YASHA. I’m just pleased.


  LOPAKHIN. It’s October outside, but it’s sunny and mild, like a summer’s day. Good building weather. (Looks at his watch, then at the door.) Hello, listen, the train goes in exactly forty-six minutes! So you’ll have to leave for the station in twenty minutes. Better get a move on.


  TROFIMOV enters from outside, wearing an overcoat.


  TROFIMOV. I think it’s time we were going now. The horses are ready. I’m damned if I know where my galoshes are. Must’ve lost them. (Calls through the door.) Anya, my galoshes aren’t here! I can’t find them!


  LOPAKHIN. And I’ve got to go to Kharkov. I’ll be coming with you in the same train. I’ll be spending the whole winter in Kharkov. I’ve been loafing around with you people all the time, I can’t stand doing nothing. I can’t live without work, I don’t know what to do with my hands. It’s strange the way they flap about, as if they belong to somebody else.


  TROFIMOV. Well we’re leaving now, so you’ll be able to get back to your useful labours.


  LOPAKHIN. Look, have a drink.


  TROFIMOV. No, I won’t.


  LOPAKHIN. So, you’re off to Moscow now?


  TROFIMOV. Yes, I’ll see them into town, and tomorrow I’ll head for Moscow.


  LOPAKHIN. Yes … I suppose the professors won’t be giving any lectures – they’ll be waiting till you turn up.


  TROFIMOV. That’s none of your business.


  LOPAKHIN. And how many years have you spent at university?


  TROFIMOV. Why don’t you think up something new? That’s pretty stale beer. (Looking for his galoshes.) You know, we probably won’t ever see each other again, so you’ll forgive me if I offer you some advice: don’t keep waving your arms. You want to get out of that habit, flapping your arms, you really do. And all that stuff about building cottages, calculating how you’re going to make freeholders out of summer residents, that’s just flapping your arms as well … Even so, I like you. You have very fine, delicate fingers, like an artist – you have a fine, delicate soul …


  LOPAKHIN (embraces him). Goodbye, my dear chap. Thanks for everything. Here, take some money for the road, if you want.


  TROFIMOV. What for? I don’t need it.


  LOPAKHIN. But you haven’t got any.


  TROFIMOV. Yes, I have. Thanks, anyway. I got some money for a translation. Look, here it is, in my pocket. (Anxiously.) But I still haven’t found my galoshes!


  VARYA (from the adjoining room). Here, take your rubbish away! (Flings a pair of rubber galoshes onto the stage.)


  TROFIMOV. Varya, why are you so angry? Hm … And these aren’t my galoshes either!


  LOPAKHIN. You know, I sowed nearly three thousand acres of poppies in the spring, and that’s forty thousand clear profit now. And when my poppies were in flower, well, that was some sight! Yes, as I was saying, I’ve made forty thousand, so I’m offering you a loan, if you like, because I can afford to. So why turn up your nose at it? I’m a peasant, let’s face it …


  TROFIMOV. Your father was a peasant, mine had a chemist’s shop – that proves absolutely nothing.


  LOPAKHIN takes out his wallet.


  No, no, stop, put that away … Supposing you were to offer me two hundred thousand, I wouldn’t take it. I’m a free man. And everything you people value so highly, rich and poor alike, hasn’t the slightest power over me – it’s just so much fluff, carried along on the wind. I can get along without you, I can walk right by you, strong and proud. Yes, mankind is marching towards the highest truth, the highest form of happiness possible on this earth, and I’m in the front ranks!


  LOPAKHIN. But will you get there?


  TROFIMOV. Yes, I shall.


  A pause.


  I’ll get there, or I’ll show other people the way.


  In the distance, the sound of axes at work.


  LOPAKHIN. Anyway, goodbye, dear chap. It’s time we were going. We’re standing here scoring points off one another, and life’s just passing us by. You know, when I put in a hard day’s work, without getting tired, I feel easier in my mind, and it’s as if I know why I exist. But you just think, my friend, how many people there are in Russia, and they’ve no idea what they’re living for. Well, no matter, the wheels circulate just the same, eh? I hear Gaev’s got himself a job, he’s taken a post at the bank, six thousand a year … He won’t stick it out, though – he’s bone idle …


  ANYA (in the doorway). Mama’s asking if you would mind not cutting the orchard down till she’s gone.


  TROFIMOV. Really, you’d think you might’ve had a bit of tact … (Exits through the hall.)


  LOPAKHIN. Yes, yes, of course, right away … Idiots, honestly. (Follows them out.)


  ANYA. Have they sent Firs to the hospital?


  YASHA. I told them this morning. I expect they have.


  ANYA (to YEPIKHODOV, crossing the drawing-room). Yepikhodov, please check if they’ve taken Firs to the hospital yet.


  YASHA (annoyed). I told Yegor this morning. Honestly, that’s the tenth time you’ve asked.


  YEPIKHODOV. In my conclusive opinion, the venerable old Firs isn’t worth repairing, it’s time he joined his ancestors. And frankly, I can only envy him. (Puts a suitcase down on top of a hatbox and crushes it.) Oh yes, of course. I knew that would happen. (Exits.)


  YASHA (mockingly). Walking disaster …


  VARYA (offstage). Have they taken Firs to the hospital?


  ANYA. Yes.


  VARYA. So why didn’t they take this letter for the doctor?


  ANYA. Well, we’d better send it after them … (Exits.)


  VARYA (from the adjoining room). Where’s Yasha? Tell him his mother’s arrived, she wants to say goodbye to him.


  YASHA (waves his arm dismissively). Honestly, they’d try anyone’s patience.


  DUNYASHA is fussing around with the luggage. Seeing YASHA alone, she goes up to him.


  DUNYASHA. You might at least look at me, Yasha, even just once. You’re going away … abandoning me … (Begins to cry, and flings her arms round his neck.)


  YASHA. What on earth is there to cry for? (Drinks champagne.) In six days’ time I’ll be back in Paris. Tomorrow we’ll get on the express train and take off, and that’ll be the last you’ll see of us. I can hardly believe it. Vive la France! I can’t be doing with this place, it’s not my style … there’s no help for it. I’m sick to death of ignorance – yes, I’ve had my fill. (Drinks champagne.) So, what are you crying for? Have a bit of decorum, then you won’t cry.


  DUNYASHA (fixes her make-up, looking into a pocket-mirror). You’ll send me a letter from Paris, won’t you? I mean, I did love you, Yasha, I truly did. And I’m a sensitive person, Yasha.


  YASHA. There’s someone coming. (Starts busying himself with the luggage, quietly humming a tune.)


  Enter RANEVSKAYA, GAEV, ANYA and CHARLOTTA.


  GAEV. We ought to be on our way. We haven’t much time. (Looks at YASHA.) Someone stinks of herrings.


  RANEVSKAYA. We should be getting into the carriages in ten minutes … (Looks round the room.) Goodbye, dear house, goodbye, old grandfather. The winter will pass, and then it’ll be spring, but you won’t be here, they’ll have pulled you down. Yes, the things these old walls have seen! (Kisses her daughter warmly.) Oh, my precious darling, you look radiant, your eyes are sparkling like diamonds. Are you happy? Truly?


  ANYA. Yes, yes! We’re beginning a new life, Mama!


  GAEV (gaily). Indeed we are, everything’s fine now. We were all so anxious and upset before the sale of the orchard, but afterwards, when the business was settled once and for all, we were able to relax, we even cheered up a bit … I’m an employee of the bank now, yes, a financial type … Red to the middle pocket – and you’re looking much better yourself, Lyuba, you can’t deny it.


  RANEVSKAYA. Yes. My nerves are better, that’s true.


  They help her on with her hat and coat.


  I’m sleeping well now. Yasha, take out my things. It’s time we were going. (To ANYA.) My darling girl, we’ll meet again soon … I’m going to Paris, I can live there on the money your great-aunt in Yaroslavl sent us to buy the property – three cheers for the Countess! – but I’m afraid it won’t last very long.


  ANYA. You’ll come back, Mama, you’ll come back soon, won’t you. I’ve got to take my exams at the high school, and then I’ll work, I’ll be able to help you. We can read all sorts of books together, Mama, you and I, can’t we. (Kisses her mother’s hand.) We’ll sit reading in the autumn evenings, we’ll read lots of books, and a whole new, wonderful life’ll open up for us … (Dreamily.) Mama, come home soon …


  RANEVSKAYA. Yes, yes, I’ll come home, my treasure. (Hugs her daughter.)


  Enter LOPAKHIN. CHARLOTTA begins quietly humming a tune.


  GAEV. Charlotta’s happy – she’s singing!


  CHARLOTTA (picks up a bundle, resembling a baby all wrapped up). There, there – bye-bye, my baby …


  We hear a baby’s cry: ‘Wah! Wah!’


  There now, hush, my lovely boy, my little darling.


  Wah! Wah!


  Oh, you get on my nerves! (Flings the bundle down on the floor.) So – you’ll find me a new position, won’t you. I can’t stay here like this.


  LOPAKHIN. We’ll find you something, Charlotta, don’t worry.


  GAEV. They’re all abandoning us, Varya’s leaving … we’ve suddenly become superfluous.


  CHARLOTTA. I’ve nowhere to stay in town. I’ll have to go … (Starts humming.) Well, who cares?


  Enter PISHCHIK.


  LOPAKHIN. Huh, wonders’ll never cease! …


  PISHCHIK (out of breath, panting). Oh, let me catch my breath … I’m completely exhausted … Dearest good friends … Please … Give me some water …


  GAEV. You’ll be after money, I suppose? Well, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll get out of harm’s way … (Exits.)


  PISHCHIK. It’s been ages since I was last here … My dearest lady … (To LOPAKHIN.) And you’re here too, sir … I’m delighted to see you … a hugely clever man, yes … here, take it, take it … (Offers LOPAKHIN money.) There’s four hundred roubles … That means I still owe you eight hundred and forty …


  LOPAKHIN (shrugs his shoulders in bewilderment). I must be dreaming … Where on earth did you get this?


  PISHCHIK. Wait, wait … Oh, it’s so hot … Yes, a most extraordinary event. Some Englishmen just turned up, and found some sort of white clay on my land … (To RANEVSKAYA.) And here’s four hundred for you … lovely, wonderful creature … (Gives her the money.) You’ll get the rest later. (Has a drink of water.) Yes, a young chap was telling us on the carriage just now, it seems there’s some great philosopher or other, telling us we should all jump off the roof … ‘Go on and jump!’ he says, it’ll solve all your problems. (Wonderingly.) Fancy that! More water, please!


  LOPAKHIN. So who exactly are these Englishmen?


  PISHCHIK. I’ve leased them the plot with the clay for twenty-four years … And now, if you’ll excuse me … I must dash … I’ve got to go and see Znoikov, then on to Kardamonov … I owe money to everybody … (Drinks.) I wish you all good health … I’ll look in again on Thursday …


  RANEVSKAYA. We’re moving into town right now, and tomorrow I’ll be going abroad …


  PISHCHIK (alarmed). What? What are you going into town for? Ah, I see now – the furniture … all these cases … Oh, well, it can’t helped … (Tearfully.) No, it’s too bad … You know, they’re highly intelligent people … these Englishmen … Well, it doesn’t matter … I hope you’ll be happy … God will look after you … Never mind … All good things come to an end … (Kisses RANEVSKAYA’s hand.) And if word reaches you that I’ve come to my end, you’ll perhaps remember this old … this old horse, and you’ll say: ‘Well, there was a man like that once … Simeonov-Pishchik his name was … God rest his soul.’ … What remarkable weather we’re having, really extraordinary … Yes … (Exits, deeply moved, but almost immediately returns and speaks from the doorway.) My little Dasha sends you her compliments! (Exits.)


  RANEVSKAYA. We can go now. Though I’m leaving with two things still on my mind. One of them is poor Firs, he’s not well. (Looks at her watch.) We can wait another five minutes.


  ANYA. They’ve taken Firs to the hospital. Yasha sent him this morning.


  RANEVSKAYA. And my second worry is poor Varya. She’s so used to rising early and working, and now she’s got no work to do, she’s like a fish out of water. She’s grown so thin, and pale, and she cries all the time, the poor darling …


  A pause.


  You know all this perfectly well, Yermolai. I used to dream of seeing her married to you, and indeed all the signs were that you two would get married. (Whispers to ANYA, who then nods to CHARLOTTA, and both exit.) She loves you, and you obviously like her, and for the life of me I can’t see why you steer clear of each other, I just don’t understand it.


  LOPAKHIN. I don’t understand it either, to tell you the truth. It’s all so funny … If we’ve still time, well, I’m ready now … Let’s settle it once and for all – if you’re not here, I don’t think I’ll ever propose.


  RANEVSKAYA. Excellent! It’ll only take a minute, I’m sure. I’ll call her right now …


  LOPAKHIN. And there’s champagne handy too. (Looks at the glasses.) Huh – empty, somebody’s drunk it all.


  YASHA coughs.


  Lapping it up, that’s called …


  RANEVSKAYA (animatedly). Wonderful. We can all go out … Yasha, allez! I’ll call her in … (At the door.) Varya, leave all that, and come here. Come on! (Exits with YASHA.)


  LOPAKHIN (looks at his watch). Yes …


  A pause. Offstage, a stifled laugh and whispering, VARYA finally enters.


  VARYA (inspects the luggage at some length). That’s strange, I can’t find it anywhere …


  LOPAKHIN. What are you looking for?


  VARYA. I packed these myself, and now I can’t remember.


  A pause.


  LOPAKHIN. So where are you off to now, Miss Varvara?


  VARYA. Me? I’m going to the Ragulins’ … I’ve agreed to look after the house for them … I’ll be a sort of housekeeper.


  LOPAKHIN. And that’s at Yashnevo? That’ll be about fifty miles from here.


  A pause.


  So, life in this house is over now.


  VARYA (examining the luggage). Where on earth is it? … Maybe I packed it away in the trunk … Yes, life’s finished in this house … there’ll be nothing left …


  LOPAKHIN. And I’m off to Kharkov now … by the same train. I’ve a lot of business on hand. I’m leaving Yepikhodov here to look after the place. I’ve taken him on.


  VARYA. Not really!


  LOPAKHIN. This time last year we’d already had snow, if you remember, and now it’s so mild and sunny. It’s cold nonetheless … three degrees below.


  VARYA. I haven’t looked.


  A pause.


  Our thermometer’s broken anyway.


  A pause.


  Someone calls through the door from outside: ‘Mr Lopakhin!’


  LOPAKHIN (as if he had been waiting for this call). Just coming! (Hurriedly exits.)


  VARYA is sitting on the floor, lays her head on a bundle of dresses, and begins quietly sobbing. The door opens, and RANEVSKAYA tentatively enters.


  RANEVSKAYA. Well?


  A pause.


  We have to go.


  VARYA (has stopped crying, dried her eyes). Yes, Mama dear, it’s time. I’ll manage to get to the Ragulins’ today, as long as I don’t miss the train …


  RANYEVSKAYA (calls offstage). Anya, put on your things, please.


  ANYA enters, followed by GAEV and CHARLOTTA. GAEV is wearing a warm overcoat with a hood. The servants and coachmen assemble. YEPIKHODOV is fussing around with the luggage.


  Well, now we can get on our way.


  ANYA (delightedly). Yes, we’re on our way!


  GAEV. My friends, my dearly beloved friends! Now that we’re leaving this house for ever, how can I keep silent, how can I restrain myself from giving vent, at parting, to those emotions which fill up my entire being …


  ANYA (pleading). Uncle!


  VARYA. Dearest uncle, please don’t.


  GAEV (glumly). Double the red to the middle pocket … I’ll be quiet …


  Enter TROFIMOV, followed by LOPAKHIN.


  TROFIMOV. Come along, folks, it’s time we were going.


  LOPAKHIN. Yepikhodov, my coat.


  RANEVSKAYA. I’ll sit here for another minute. It’s as if I’ve never noticed what the walls of this house were like, or the ceilings, and now I’m looking at them so longingly, with such tender love …


  GAEV. I can remember when I was six years old, sitting on this window-sill on Trinity Sunday, watching my father going out to church …


  RANEVSKAYA. Have they taken everything out?


  LOPAKHIN. I think so. (To YEPIKHODOV, helping him on with his overcoat.) Off you go, Yepikhodov, make sure everything’s in order.


  YEPIKHODOV (hoarse-voiced). Don’t worry, Mr Lopakhin.


  LOPAKHIN. What’s the matter with your voice?


  YEPIKHODOV. I had a drink of water just now, and I think I’ve swallowed something.


  YASHA (contemptuously). Peasants …


  RANEVSKAYA. We’re going – and there won’t be a living soul left here …


  LOPAKHIN. No, not until the spring.


  VARYA jerks an umbrella out of a bundle, almost as if she were about to strike somebody with it; LOPAKHIN pretends to be alarmed.


  VARYA. Don’t be silly. As if I would …


  TROFIMOV. Come on, people, let’s get into the carriages … It’s time! The train’ll be arriving any second.


  VARYA. Petya, look, there they are – your galoshes, beside that suitcase. (Touched.) Oh, and they’re so old and dirty …


  TROFIMOV (putting on his galoshes). Right, come on, let’s go!


  GAEV (deeply moved, on the verge of tears). The train … the station … Cannon to the middle pocket, double the white to the corner …


  RANEVSKAYA. Let’s go …


  LOPAKHIN. Is everyone here? Nobody left behind? (Locks the door on the left.) There’s stuff packed away in there, I’ll need to lock it. Right, we’re off!


  ANYA. Goodbye, house! Goodbye, old life!


  TROFIMOV. And hello, new life! (Exits with ANYA.)


  VARYA takes a last look round the room and unhurriedly exits, followed by YASHA, and CHARLOTTA carrying her little dog.


  LOPAKHIN. So – that’s it until the spring. Out you go, ladies and gentlemen … Goodbye … (Exits.)


  RANEVSKAYA and GAEV remain alone together. It is as if they have been waiting for this moment, and they fling their arms around each other, sobbing quietly and restrainedly, so as not to be overheard.


  GAEV (despairingly). My sister, my dear sister …


  RANEVSKAYA. Oh, my dearest darling, wonderful cherry orchard! My life, my youth, my happiness, goodbye! Goodbye!


  Offstage, ANYA gaily calling her: ‘Mama!’, and TROFIMOV, calling excitedly: ‘Hall-oo!’


  One last look round these walls, these windows … Our dear mother loved just walking about in this room …


  GAEV. Oh, sister, sister …


  Offstage, the voices of ANYA: ‘Mama!’, and TROFIMOV: ‘Hall-oo!’


  RANEVSKAYA. We’re coming! (They exit.)


  The stage is empty. We hear all the doors being locked, then the carriages departing. Everything is quiet – the silence broken only by the sombre sound of an axe, dully thudding against a tree. We hear footsteps. FIRS appears, entering from the door to the right, dressed as usual in his jacket and white waistcoat, with slippers on his feet. He is very ill.


  FIRS (goes up to the door, tries the handle). Locked … They’ve all gone. (Sits down on the settee.) They’ve forgotten about me … Well, no matter … I’ll just sit here for a bit …


  I don’t suppose the master’ll have put on his furs, he’ll have gone off in his overcoat … (Sighs anxiously.) Didn’t have me to look after him … Young folks these days … (Mumbles something incoherently.) Yes, life’s gone by, it’s as if I’ve never lived. (Lies down.) I’ll lie down for a while … You’ve got no strength left in you, not a bit … No, you’re not worth a light … (Lies motionless.)


  From far away, as if coming from the sky, the sound of a breaking string – a melancholy, dying fall. Silence descends then, and the only thing we hear is a distant axe, striking a tree in the orchard.


  Curtain.


  Guide to Pronunciation of Names


  Where the stress in English polysyllables tends to fall on the penultimate syllable, Russian stress, which is also heavier, is less predictable, and this gives rise to pronunciation difficulties, quite apart from its unfamiliar consonant clusters. The following is an approximation of those names and places which might present difficulty in the spoken text, with the stressed syllables clearly marked:


  
    
      	
        Anastasy

      

      	
        Ah-nah-STAH-say

      
    


    
      	
        Andreyich

      

      	
        An-DRAY-itch

      
    


    
      	
        Anya

      

      	
        AH-nyah

      
    


    
      	
        Avdotiya

      

      	
        Ahv-DAW-tee-yah

      
    


    
      	
        Dasha

      

      	
        DAH-shah

      
    


    
      	
        Deriganov

      

      	
        Deh-ree-GAH-noff

      
    


    
      	
        Dunyasha

      

      	
        Doon-YAH-shah

      
    


    
      	
        Firs

      

      	
        FEERS

      
    


    
      	
        Fyodor

      

      	
        FYAW-dor

      
    


    
      	
        Gaev

      

      	
        GAH-yeff

      
    


    
      	
        Grisha

      

      	
        GREE-shah

      
    


    
      	
        Ivanovna

      

      	
        Ee-VAH-noff-nah

      
    


    
      	
        Kardamonov

      

      	
        Kar-dah-MOH-noff

      
    


    
      	
        Kharkov

      

      	
        KHAR-koff

      
    


    
      	
        Kozoyedov

      

      	
        Kaw-zoh-YAY-doff

      
    


    
      	
        Leonid

      

      	
        Lay-oh-NEED

      
    


    
      	
        Lopakhin

      

      	
        Loh-PAH-kheen

      
    


    
      	
        

        Lyuba

      

      	
        LYOO-bah

      
    


    
      	
        Petrushka

      

      	
        Peh-TROOSH-kah

      
    


    
      	
        Petya

      

      	
        PEH-tyah

      
    


    
      	
        Pishchik

      

      	
        PEE-shchik

      
    


    
      	
        Polya

      

      	
        PAW-lyah

      
    


    
      	
        Ragulin

      

      	
        Rah-GOO-lin

      
    


    
      	
        Ranevskaya

      

      	
        Rah-NYEFF-ska-yah

      
    


    
      	
        Simeonov

      

      	
        Sim-YAW-noff

      
    


    
      	
        Trofimov

      

      	
        Troh-FEE-moff

      
    


    
      	
        Varvara

      

      	
        Var-VAH-rah

      
    


    
      	
        Varya

      

      	
        VAH-ryah

      
    


    
      	
        Yaroslavl

      

      	
        Yah-roh-SLAH-vl

      
    


    
      	
        Yasha

      

      	
        YAH-shah

      
    


    
      	
        Yashnevo

      

      	
        YASH-nyeh-vo

      
    


    
      	
        Yefim

      

      	
        Yeh-FEEM

      
    


    
      	
        Yegor

      

      	
        YEH-gor

      
    


    
      	
        Yepikhodov

      

      	
        Yeh-pee-KHAW-doff

      
    


    
      	
        Yermolai

      

      	
        Yehr-moh-LIE

      
    


    
      	
        Yevstignei

      

      	
        Yehff-steeg-NAY

      
    


    
      	
        Znoikov

      

      	
        ZNOY-koff
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