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INTRODUCTION

The most remarkable thing about the four great Chckhov
plays in this volume is the amazing consistency with which
their themes and idcas arc developed. These themes deal
with the mcaning of life, man’s duty toward his fcllow men,
work and leisure, the desire for a “new life,” improved social
conditions, justice and fair play, and the great complexity of
the re]atlonslnps between men and women. All through his
plays Chckhov insists that work is the only remedy for the
evils that lcad to the disintegration of moral valucs.

Chekhov wrote The Seagull in October, 1895. The play
was published in March, 1896. It was a failure when pro-
duced in St. Pctersburg in the samc year, but a resounding
success when produced by Konstantin Stanislavsky in Mos-
cow in December, 1898, at the end of the first scason of the
Moscow Art Theatre. The central theme in the play deals
with the hard and slogging path of true talent as excmplified
by Nina and, in the case of Konstantin, with the vulner-
ability and ultimate defcat of thc avant garde writcr who
does not possess enough genius to sustain his extravagant
claims. Dr. Dorn expresscs Chckhov’s own views on the
avant garde movement in Russia toward the end of the
nineteenth century, which gave rise to the symbolist move-
ment. Dorn criticizes Konstantin’s play not so much because
its subject is taken from the rcalm of abstract idcas but be-
cause the idea it expresses is not “clear and definitc.” The
dramatist, or indeed any other creative artist, Chckhov in-
sists, must know why he is writing his play or novel. If he
does not, he is bound “to lose his way, and his talent will be
his ruin.” That is exactly what happens to Konstantin and
leads to his suicide. Indced, toward the very end of the play
Konstantin himsclf comcs to the conclusion that “it isn’t
old or ncw forms that mattcr. \Vhat matters is that . . .
whatever onc has to say should come straight from the
heart.” What is not generally realized is that in The Seagull
Chekhov went even further in his condemnation of the

vii



viii INTRODUCTION

avant garde. For in the play within a play he has written a
biting satire on the symbolist writers of his time, who had
been greatly influenced by Vladimir Solovyov, the Russian
poet, mystic, and philosopher. Konstantin, like the rest of
the symbolists, is, in fact, a faithful follower of Solovyov’s
ideas. In his play he paraphrases Solovyov’s description of
the World Soul, which, according to Solovyov, “is a living
entity, the first of all llvmg entities, materia prima, and the
substratum of the created world . . . It is the future po-
tential mother of the world, exlstmg outside God, cor-
responding as an ideal addition to the eternally actual Father
of the Three-in-One God” (The Spiritual Foundations of
Life). To Solovyov, the World Soul was not just a meta-
phvsical concept; he and his disciples, the symbolists, be-
lieved in its actual existence. Tolstoy dismissed Solovyov's
beliefs as “the ravings of a lunatic.” Chekhov, who was al-
ways very careful not to be violent in his hterary judgments,
preferred the more subtle way of putting the reincarnated
World Soul on the stage, followed by the fiery eyes of the
devil and the smell of sulphur, and letting Arkadina express
the widely held view on the so-called decadents.

Chekhov subtitled The Seagull ““A Comedy in Four Acts”
because its characters, like the characters in The Cherry
Orchard, do not possess anv of the heroic attributes of
tragedyv. Thev are merely figures in “the human comedy.”

Chekhov completed Uncle Vanya before the end of ]896
and it was first published in 1897. When performed by the
Moscow Art Theatre in October. 1899, it was only moder-
atelv successful. Although a frce adaption of The Wood
Demon, which Chekhov wrote during his short-lived Tol-
stovan penod Chekhov alwavs insisted that Uncle Vanya
was quite a new play. Both structurally and psvchologically
it is not only compact but highlv expressive dramatically.
Chekhov described the play as “old-fashioned.” What he
meant was that as a revived version of The Wood Demon
it did not possess the consummate technical skill of his
three other great indirect-action plavs. It was for that reason
that he subtitled it “Countrv Scenes in [Four Acts.”

Chekhov completed The Three Sisters in October, 1900.
It was first performed bv the Moscow Art Theatre on Janu-
ary 31, 1901. It was published in the same vear in the Feb-
ruary number of the monthly Russian Thought. He subtitled
it “A Drama in Four Acts” to distinguish it from The Seq-
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gull and The Cherry Orchard, which he described as “com-
cdies.” In this play, as well as in Uncle Vanya, Chckhov
gives the lie to the critics who assert that he is the creator of
“forlorn and ineffcctual women.” Nothing, in fact, has been
more distorted by the critics than the Moscow theme in The
Three Sisters, which is gencrally taken to be an cxpression of
the incffectual yearning for the unobtainable. Not that there
is anvthing rcmotely ineffectual about the longing of the
three sisters to go back to a place that is full of happy mem-
ories for them or about their desire to get out of a small
provincial town where they had lived for cleven years. I'rom
the very first scene of the play, however, Chekhov makes it
quite clear that the sisters’ desire to go back to Moscow, that
is, to a life that can never return, is not only impossible but
also extremely foolish. When the world of illusion, personi-
fied bv Moscow, crashes about their ears, when Masha’s
only love affair ends unhappily with Colonel Vershinin’s
departure with his regiment, when Irina’s future with a man
she respects but does not love ends in disaster with Tusen-
bacl’s death in a senseless duel with a jealous bully of an
army officer, when Olga’s hopes of finding happiness in mar-
riage and children fade away, when the three sisters lose
evervthing they possess and are driven out of their own home
—the accumulation of disasters does not break their spirit.
“They’re going away from us,” Masha savs before the fall of
the final curtain, “and we shall be left alone to start our life
anew. ” “We must live,” Irina says. “We must work . . .”
“Our lives are not finished yet,” Olga declares. “Let us live!”
They are ready to begm “a new life.” Death itself is but a
harbinger of new life. “Time will pass,” Olga says, “and we
shall be gone forever. We shall be forgotten . . . But our
sufferings will pass into joy for those who live after us.”

The theme of “a new life” and hope in a better future
assumes almost a joyous note in The Cherry Orchard, Che-
khov’s last play. “A new life is beginning, Mother!” Anya
cries in the last act, and carlier, heartbroken at the sale of the
cherry orchard, she tells her mother: “VWe shall plant a new
orchard, an orchard more splendid than this one.” The play
was first performed by the Moscow Art Theatre on January
17, 1904, Chckhov’s forty-fourth birthday, or rather name-
day. and less than six months before his death. The play is
in the real sense of the word “a comedy” and its misinter-
pretation as a tragedy is mainly due to a misunderstanding
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of the nature of high comedy. Perhaps its most misinter-
preted character is that of Lopakhin, the peasant who be-
comes a successful businessman, whom Chekhov described
in a letter to Stanislavskv as “a decent fellow . . . who
must behave with the utmost courtesy and decorum.” This
becomes particularly clear when contrasted with the “liberal”
aristocrat Gayev, who docs not miss any opportunity of ex-
pressing his contempt for his sister’s valet, Yasha, while
Lopakhin shakes hands with him and with the clerk Yepi-
khodov, whom every other character in the play treats with
the utmost contempt.

\Writing to his wife while working on The Cherry Or-
chard, Chekhov could not conceal his feeling of relief and
satisfaction that there is not a single shot in the whole play.
In all his other full-length plays the pistol shot rounds oft the
dramatic climax. Another distinguishing feature of the play
is that, unlike his other thrce full-length plays, there are no
complxcated love triangles in it.

Chekhov’s attitude toward the characters in his plays is
onc of profound understanding without any false sentimen-
tality. It is this that explains best of all the marvelous blend
of the tragic and the comic that is so characteristic of them.

The reader will find a thorough analvsis of all Chekhov’s
plays in my book Chiekhov the Dramatist.

D. M.
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CHARACTERS

IRINA NIKOLAEVNA ARKADINA, married name Treplyov, an
actress

KoxsrtantiN GavriLovicn TREPLYOV, her son, a young man

PeTER (PyoTR) NIKOLAEVICH SORIN, her brother

NiI~Na MIKHAILOVNA ZARECHNAYA, a young girl, daughter of
a rich landowner

ILyA AFANASYEVICH SHAMRAYEV, da retired army lieutenant,
Sorin’s estate agent

PauLINE (PoLINA) ANDREYEVNA, his wife

MasHa, his daughter

Boris ALExaNDrovICH TRIGORIN, a novelist

EuGeNE (YEVGENY) SERGEYEVICH DoRN, a doctor

Siaton  (SEmyoN SearyoNovicH) MEDVEDENEKO, a school-
master

Yaxov, a workman

A Coox

A Mam

The action takes place on SORIN’s country estate. Between
Acts Three and Four there is an interval of two years.



THE SEAGULL

ACT ONE

Part of the park on SoriN’s estate. A hastily erected stage
for private theatricals stands across a broad avenue leading
into the park toward the lake. The view of the lake is com-
pletely concealed by the stage. To the right and the left of
the stage—bushes. A few chairs, a little table.
The sun has just set. Yakov and other workmen are busy
on the stage behind the lowered curtain. Sounds of hammer-
ing and coughing. MasHA and MEDVEDENKO come in from
left, returning from a stroll.

Mepvepexnxko. Why do you always wear black?
MasHa. Because I'm in mourning for my life. I'm unhappy.

Mepvepenko. Why? [Wonderingly.] 1 don’t understand.
. . . I mean, there’s nothing wrong with your health,
and though your father is not rich, he’s not badly off. My
life is much harder than yours. I only eam twenty-three
rubles a month and my insurance is deducted from that.
But I don’t wear mourning.

Masua. Money is not everything. Even a poor man can be

happy.

Mepvepenko. That may be all right in theory, but in
practice it is quite different. I have to provide for my
mother, my two sisters, my little brother, and myself, and
all on twenty-three rubles. We must cat and drink,
mustn’t we? And what with the price of tea and sugar and
tobacco . . . What a life!

Masua [glancing at the stage]. The play will be starting
soon.

Mepvepenko. Yes. Nina will be acting, and the play was
written by Konstantin. They arc in love. Tonight their
souls will unite in an endeavor to give expression to one
and the same artistic idea. But your soul and mine have
no points of contact. I'm in love with you. I long for you
so much that I find it impossible to stay at home. Every
day I walk four miles here and four miles back, but all
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I get from you is indifference. I can’t say I'm surprised
at it. I haven’t any prvate means, and I have a large
family to support. What’s the use of marrying a man
who can’t even provide for himself?

Masna. That’s not important. [Takes snuff.] I'm touched
by your love and sorry I can’t return it—that’s all. [Offers
her snuffbox to him.] Help yourself.

Mepvepenko. No, thank you. I don’t feel like it. [Pause.]

Masna. It’s awfully close. I expect there’ll be a thunder-
storni. You're always holding forth or talking about
money. According to you, there’s no greater misfortune
than poverty. But I'd a hundred times rather walk about
in rags and beg than . . . But you wouldn’t understand
that.

SorIN and KONSTANTIN enter on right.

SoriN [leaning on his cane]. 1 don’t know, my boy, but
somehow or other the country never agrees with me, and
I think it's clear that I shall never get used to it now.
Last night I went to bed at ten. This morning I woke
up at nine, feeling as though my brains were glued to
my skull from too much slecp, and all that. [Laughs.]
But after lunch I dropped off again, and now every bone
in my body is aching. I feel wretched; I mecan, after
all .

KO\STA\TIN I suppose vou reallv ought to live in town,
Uncle. [Seeing Masna and Mebvebenko.] You two
shouldn’t be here. I'll let you know when we're ready
to start. Please, go.

Sorin [to MasHA]. Will vou ask your father to tell them to
Ict the dog off the chain. It howls. It kept my sister awake
again last night.

Masna. I'd rather vou spoke to my father yourself. I'm not
going to say anything to him. Please don’t ask me. [To
Mepvepexnko.] Come along.

MupvepEnko [to KoxstaNTIN]. You won't forgct to call us
before it begins, will vou? [Both go out.]

Sorix. \Well, I suppose that mcans the damned dog will be
howling all night again. It's a funny thing, but I've never
managed to live as | liked in the country. I used to get
leave for twenty-eight dayvs to come down here for a rest
and so on; but the moment I arrived, they worried me
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with all sorts of trifles, so that on the very first day I
wished I'd never come. [Laughs.] I've always been glad
to get away from here. But now I've retired, I've nowhere
to go, and I've got to live here whether I like it or not.

Yaxkov [to KoNsTANTIN]. May we go for a dip in the lake,
sir?

Kox~stanTIN. All right, go. But scc that you're in your places
in ten minutes. [Looks at his watch.] We shall be start-
ing soon.

Yaxov. Very good, sir.

KONSTANTIN [examining the stage]. Now here’s a theatre
for you, Uncle. The curtain, the first.wing, the second,
and beyond that—open space. No scenery. You look
straight across toward the lake and the horizon. The
curtain goes up at exactly half past eight, just when the
moon rises.

Sorin. Splendid!

KonstanTIN. If Nina’s late, then of course the whole effect
will be ruined. It’s time she was here. Her father and
stepmother don’t let her out of their sight. She finds it
as hard to get out of her house as to break out of prison.
[Puts his uncle’s cravat straight.] You do look an awful
mess, Uncle. Hair and beard disheveled. You should have
had a trim or something.

SoriN [combing out his beard]. Ab, it’s the tragedy of my
life. I used to look just the same when I was young. As
though I were always drunk. Women never cared for
me. [Sitting down.] Why’s your mother in such a bad
temper?

KoxstanTIN. Why? Bored, I suppose. [Sitting down beside
SoriN.] Jealous. A]ready she’s against me, against the
performance, and against my play becausc Nina is acting
in it and not she. She docsn’t know my play, but that
doesn’t stop her hating it.

Sori~ [laughs]. Good Lord, vou get strange ideas, don’t you?

KonstanTIN. Ol, no. I tell you she can’t bear to think that
on this little stage it will be Nina and not she who'll
shinc. [Glances at his watch.] Mother’s a psychological
casc. An amusing case, if vou like. She’s undoubtedly
talented, she’s clever, she's capable of crying over a book,
she’ll recite you the whole of the poet Nekrasov by
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heart, she’ll nurse you when you’re sick like an angel—
but just try praising Duse in her presence! Dear me, no!
Only she must be praised, only she must be written
about, only she must be acclaimed! You have to be in
raptures over her marvelous acting in La dame aux
camélias or in Life’s Dizzy Whirl. But in the country she
doesn’t find this constant adulation, so she feels bored,
she’s in a temper: we're all her enemies, it’s all our
fault! And then she’s terribly superstitious—afraid of
three candles, of the number thirteen. She’s mean. She
has seventy thousand rubles in a bank in Odessa. I know
that for a fact. But ask her to lend you some money and
she’ll burst into tears.

SoriN. You've got it into your head that your mother does
not like your play and you're getting upset about it, and
so on. Calm down, my boy. Your mother adores you.

KoxsTANTIN [plucking the petals of a flower]. She loves me,
she loves me not. Loves me, loves me not. Loves me,
loves me not. [Laughs.] You see, Mother doesn’t love me.
And no wonder! She wants to live, to love, to wear gay
clothes, and here am I, a man of twenty-five, constantly
reminding her that she’s no longer voung. \Vhen I'm
away, she’s only thirty-two, but when I’'m with her, she’s
forty-three. That’s why she hates me. Besides, she knows
that I do not recognize the theatre. She loves the theatre;
she thinks she’s serving humanity and the sacred cause of
art. But to me the modern theatre is nothing but a mass
of prejudice and dead convention. \When the curtain
goes up and—by artificial light, in a room with three
walls—these great actors and actresses, priests and priestes-
ses of sacred art, show how pcople eat, drink, and make
love, move about and wear their clothes, when thev try
to draw some moral from those drearv scenes and phrases,
some cheap, smug, cosy little moral, some moral useful
in the home, when in thousands of diffcrent wavs they
go on shoving the samec old thing over and over again
under our noses, then I run like hell, run like Maupassant
ran from the Eiffcl Tower, which drove him to distrac-
tion by its vulgarity.

SoriN. But you can’t do without the theatre, my boy.

KoxstanTIN. What we want is new forms, Uncle. \WVe must
have new forms. If we can’t get them, I'd rather have
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nothing at all. [Looks at his watch.] I love my mother. I
love her very much. But she leads a silly sort of life. Always
running about with that novelist fcllow. Iler name is al-
ways bandied about in the newspapers. Oh, I'm so tired
of it all. But I don’t mind admitting that sometimes I'm
influenced by the cgoism of an ordinary mortal. You sec,
I resent the fact that my mother is a famous actress, and
I can’t help thinking that if she were an ordinary woman,
I'd have been much happicr. Now, plcase tell me,
Uncle, could there be anything more dreadful or more
idiotic than, for instance, this sort of situation. Often she
has visitors who are all without cxception celebrities of
one sort or another: actors, writers. And among them all
only I am a nobody, and the only reason they tolcrate me
is because I am her son. And, really, who am I? What am
I? 1 left the university in my third year “owing to
circumstances beyond our control,” as they say in the
papers. I have no particular talents. I have no monev—
not a penny. And so far as my social position is con-
cerned, I'm still described on my passport as a Kiev
artisan. My father, you know, was a native of Kiev and of
humble birth, though that did not prevent him from
becoming a famous actor. So, as I was saying, when all
those great actors and writers in her drawing room are
gracious enough to take notice of me, I cannot help feel-
ing from the way they look at me that they are just
weighing my insignificance. I know what-they arc think-
ing, and I don’t mind telling you I fecl pretty small.

Sorix. By the way, tell me, what kind of a man is this
novelist? I can’t make him out. He never says a word.

KoxsTaANTIN. Oh, he’s an intelligent man, unaffected, a bit
on the melancholy side. A verv decent fellow. He won't
be forty for some time vet, but he is famous and has
everything he wants. As for his writings—well, what shall
I sav? Charming, able, but—cr—after Tolstoy and Zola
vou’d hardly want to read Trigorin.

Sorix. Well, you know, my boy, I can’t help liking literary
men. A long time ago I wanted to do two things pas-
sionately: I wanted to marry, and I wanted to be a
writer, but I failed in both ambitions. Ah, well, I sup-
posc it must be nice to be even a sccond-rate writer. I
mean, afterall . . .
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KoxsTANTIN [listens]. I think I hcar footsteps. [Embraces
his uncle.] Oh, I can’t live without her! Even the sound
of her footsteps is beautiful. Oh, I'm so happy, so
deliriously happy! [Goes quickly to meet NiNa, who
enters.] My darling, my dearest!

Nixa [excitedly]. I hope I'm not late. I'm not late, am I?

KoxstaxTix [kissing her hand). No, no, of course not!

NiNa. All day I've been worried. I was so frightened! I
was terrified that my father wouldn’t let me come. But
he’s just gone out with my stepmother. The sky’s red,
the moon’s just rising, and . . . and I've been driving so
fast—fast! [Laughs.] Oh, I'm so thrilled! [Presses SoRIN's
hand warmly.]

Sorix [laughs]. I do believe I can see tears in those pretty
eyes of yours. Ha ha! That’s bad.

NiINA. I'm afraid I did cry a little. Oh, I was in such a hurry!
You can see how out of breath I am. I shall have to leave
in half an hour. I mustn’t be late. No, no, I can’t stay.
I can’t. Please, please, don’t try to keep me. I ather
doesn’t know I'm here.

KoxsTanTIN. Anyway, it’s time we started. I'd better go and
tell them.

Sorix. No, no, don’t you bother, my boy. I'll go. Right
away. [Goes to the right, singing.] “Into France two
grenadiers . . .” [Looks round.] Once, you know, I
started singing like that and an assistant public prosecutor
said to me, “You've got a very powerful voice, sir.” Then
he thought a little and added: “But it’s rather unpleas-
ant.” [Laughs and goes out.]

Nixa. My father and his wife have forbidden me to come
here. They say youre bohcmians. They're afraid I
might go on the stage. But I feel drawn here, to the lake,
like a seagull. Oh, my hcart is so full of you! [Looks
round.)

KonstanTIN. We're quite alone.

Nixa. I thought there was someone there.
KoxstanTiv. There’s no one there. [A kiss.]
Nixa. \What tree is this?

KoxNsTANTIN. An clm.

Ni~xa. \Why is it so dark?
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KoxstanTiN. Well, it’s cvening. Everything’s getting dark.
Don’t rush away after the play, please don't.
Nixa. I must.
KonstanTIN. And what if I went to your place, Nina? I'd

spend a whole night in your garden looking at your
window.

Nixa. You'd better not. The watchman would sce you.
Besides, ourdog isn’t used to you yet. He'll bark.

KoxstaNTIN. [ love you.

Nixa. Sh-sh .

KoNsTANTIN [hearing footsteps]. \Who's there? Is that you,
Yakov?

Yaxov [offstage]. Yes, sir.

KoxsTaNTIN. In your places everybody! Time to begin. Is
the moon rising?

Yaxov. Yes, sir.

KoxstanTiN. Got the methylated spirit? The sulphur? When
the red eyes appear, there must be a smell of sulphur.
[To Nina.] You'd better go now. Everything’s ready.
Nervous?

Ni~na. I'm afraid I am. But it isn’t your mother. I don't
mind her a bit. But there’s Trigorin, and I shall fecl
frightened and sclf-conscious acting in front of him. He's
such a famous writer. Is he young?

KoxsTANTIN. Yes.

Nix~a. His stories are wonderful!

KonsTaNTIN [coldly]. I don’t know. I haven’t read them.

NiNa. It’s so dificult to act in your play. There arc no
living people in it.

KonstanTIN. Living people! Life should be shown not as it
is, nor as it ought to be, but as we see it in our drcams.

Ni~a. But there’s so little action in your play. Just talk. And
I think there ought to be love in a play. [Both walk off
behind the stage.]

Enter PauLINE and DoRrN.

PavLiNe. It’s getting damp. Do go back and put on your
galoshes.

Dorx. I'in hot.



10 ANTON CHEKHOV [acT onE

PauLINE. You don’t look after yoursclf properly. It’s sheer
stubbornness. You're a doctor and you know perfectly
well that damp is bad for you, but you just want to make
me miscrable. Yesterday you deliberately spent the whole
cvening on the veranda.

Dorn [sings softly]. “Don’t tell me my youth was my
ruin . . ."”

PauLINE. You were so carried away by your conversation
with Irina that you didn’t notice how chilly it was. You
like her, don’t you?

Dorn. My dear, I'm fifty-five.

PauLiNe. That doesn’t mean anything. A man isn’t old at
fifty-ive. You're well preserved and still attractive to
women.

Dorn. All right, so what do you want me to do?

PauLINE. You're all ready to prostrate yourselves before an
actress. All of you!

Dorn [sings]. “Once more before thee . . .” If actors are
liked in socicty and trcated differently from—shall
I say?>—tradespeople, it’s as it should be. That’s idealism.

PaurLiNe. Women have always fallen for you. They've al-
ways thrown themsclves on your necck. Is that idealism
too?

Dorn [shrugging his shoulders]. Why not? There was a
lot that was good in women’s attitude toward me. What
they liked most about me was that I was a good doctor.
Ten or fifteen years ago, vou remember, I was the only
decent obstetrician in the county. Then again I've
always been an honest man.

PAULINE [grasps him by the hand]. Oh, my dcarestl
Dorx~. Not so loud. They’re coming.

Enter ARKADINA, arm in arm with SoRIN, TRIGORIN,
SHAMRAYEV, MNEDVEDENKO, and MAsHA.

SHAMRAYEv. She was an cxtraordinarily fine actress. She
acted marvelously at the Poltava Fair in 1873. Phenom-
enal acting. Phenomenal. I don’t suppose you happen to
know, madam, where Chadin is now? Paul Chadin, the
eomic actor. He was inimitable as Rasplvuyev. Much
better than Sadovsky, I assurc you, dear lady. I wonder
where he is now.
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ARKADINA. You kecp asking me about antediluvian actors.
How should I know? [Sits down.]

SHAMRAYEv. Paul Chadin! Therc are no such actors now.
The stage is no longer what-it was, madam. In the old
days we had mighty oaks. All we have now arc tree
stumps.

Dorn. It’s true therc aren’t many geniuses left on our
stage, but I should say the gencral standard of acting is
much higher than it used to be.

SHaMRAYEvV. I don’t agree with you, sir. However, I sup-
pose it’s all a matter of taste. De gustibus aut bene aut
nihil.

KONSTANTIN comes out from behind the stage.

ARKADINA [to her son]. When arc you going to begin, dear?

KonsTANTIN. In a minute, Mother. Please be patient.

ARKADINA [recites from ITamlet].
“O Hamlet, speak no more;
Thou turn’st mine cyes into my very soul;
And there I sce such black and grained spots
As will not leave their tinct.”
KoNsTANTIN [from Hamlet].
“Nay, but to live
In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed, .
Stewed in corruption, honeying and making love
Over the nasty sty—"
[A horn is sounded offstage.] Ladies and gentlemen, the
play is about to begin. Quict, please, quiet! I begin. [Taps
with a stick and speaks in a loud voice] O ye venerable
old shades that hover over this lake at mghttlme send us
to sleep and let us dream of what will be in two hundred
thousand years.

Sorin. There’ll be nothing in two hundred thousand years.
KonsTaNTIN. Very well, let them show us that nothing.
ARkADINA. Let them. We are aslecp.

The curtain goes up; the view of the lake is revedled; the

moon above the horizon is reflected in the water; NiNa, all
in white, is sitting on a big stone.

Nina. Men, lions, cagles and peacocks,* horned stags, geese,

* In the Russian, kuropatki, “partridges,” which introduces certain aural
and semantic elements in English that are not in the Russian [D.M.].
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spiders, silent fish that inhabit the water, starfish, and
crecatures no eye can see—all living things, all living
things, all living things, having completed their round
of sorrow, are extinct. . . . For thousands and thousands
of vears the earth has borne no living creature upon it,
and this poor moon lights its lamp in vain. No longer
do the cranes waken in the mcadow with a cry, and in
the lime groves the drone of the May beetles is heard no
more. It is cold, cold, cold. Empty, empty, empty. Hor-
ror, horror, horror. [Pause.] The bodies of living creatures
have dissolved into dust, and cternal matter has trans-
formed them into stones, into water, into clouds, and
their souls have all merged into one soul. That world soul
am I—I. . . . In me is the soul of Alexander the Great,
of Caesar, of Shakespecare, of Napoleon, and the soul of
the last leech. In me man’s mind is merged with the
instincts of animals, and I remember all, all, all. . . .
And cvery life I relive anew in myself.

Will-o'-the-wisps appear on the stage.

ARKADINA [softly]. This is something dccadent.

KoxstanTIN [imploringly, and in a reproachful voice]. Please,
Mother!

Ni~a. I am lonely, lonely. Once in a hundred years I open
my lips to speak, and mv voice re-cchoes forlomly in this
desert, and no one hears. And you, too, pale lights, do
not hear me. The stagnant marsh gives birth to you be-
fore daybreak and yvou wander until dawn—without
thought, without will, without a flutter of life. Fearing
lest lifc be born within vou, Satan, the father of etemal
matter, every moment produces a change of atoms within
vou, as in the stones and in the water, and you go on
changing and changing. In the universe only the spirit
abides, constant and unchangeable. [Pause.] Like a pris-
oner cast into a deep, empty well, I know not where I
am, nor what awaits me. One thing only is not hidden
from me: I know that in the hard and cruel struggle
with Satan, the origin of all the forces of matter, I am
destined to conquer, and that after that, matter and
spirit will blend harmoniously and become one, and the
glory of eternal beauty will be achieved, and the I\modom
of Universal Will will come. But that will only come to
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pass when—little by little and after thousands of ycars—
the moon and the bright dog-star and the carth have all
turned to dust. Till then—horror, horror. [Pause. Against
the background of the lake two red spots appear.] Here
comes Satan, my mighty adversary. I can see his terrible
blood-red eyes

ARKADINA. There’s a smell of sulphur. Is that really neces-
sary?

Ko~sTANTIN. Yes.

ARKADINA [laughs]. It’s certainly very cffective!

Ko~stanTIN. Mother!

Ni~a. He fcels lost without man

PauLiNe [to DorN]. You've taken your hat off. Please put
it on, or you’ll catch cold.

ARkADINA. Why, the doctor’s only taken his hat off to the
devil, the father of eternal matter!

KonsTaNTIx [flaring up, aloud]. The play’s firiished! Enough!
Curtain!

ARrkADINA. What are you so cross about?

KonstaNTIN. Enough! Curtain! Lower the curtain! [Stamps.]
Curtain! [The curtain drops.] Sorry, I forgot it’s only
a few chosen ones who can act and write plays. I've
infringed the monopoly. I—I— [Tries to say some-
thing more, but waves his hand instead and goes out on
left.)

ARkADINA. What's the matter with him?

SoriN. Irina, you really shouldn’t wound a young man’s pride
like that.

ARKADINA. But what did I say to him?
SoriN. You hurt his feelings.

ARKADINA. But he told me himself that it was all a joke, so
I treated his play as a joke.

Sorin. All the same

ArkaADINA. Now it secms he has written a masterpiece. Well,
well . . . So he has put on this play of his and nearly
suffocated us with sulphur not for a joke but as a demon-
stration. He wanted to show us how to write and what
to act. Oh dear, this really is getting too much. These
constant sallies against me, these pinpricks—say what vou
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like—would try anyone’s paticnce. What a conceited,
hcadstrong boy!

SoriN. He only wanted to pleasc you.

ARkADINA. So that’s what he wanted, was it? Then why
didn’t he choose some ordinary play? \WWhy did he make
us listen to that decadent drivel? Not that I mind listen-
ing cven to drivel for the sake of a joke, but here we have
all these pretensions to new forms, to a new era in art.
Well, I didn’t notice any new forms but simply bad
temper.

TricoriN. Everyone writcs as he likes and as he can.

ARrkaDINA. Well, in that case let him write as he likes and
as he can, only let him leave me in pcacc.

Dorn. Jupiter, thou'rt angry.

ARKADINA. I'm not Jupiter, I'm a woman. [Lights a ciga-
rettej And I'm not angry. I just can’t help feeling an-
noyed that a young man should waste his time so stupidly.
I didn’t mean to hurt him.

MepvepeNko. There’s no justification for separating spirit
from matter, for may not spirit itsclf be only an agglomer-
ation of material atoms? (Brightly, to Tmcomv? Why
not write a play about a schoolmaster, sir? Someone ought
to write a play to show how we teachers live. Oh, it’s a
hard life, sir, a very hard lifc.

ARKADINA. You're quite right, but don’t let us talk of plays
or atoms. It’s such a lovely evening. Do vou hear? People
are singing. [Listening.] How nice!

PauLINE. It’s coming from the otherside of the lake.
Pause.

ARkADINA [to TricoriN]. Sit down beside me, pleasc. Ten
or fiftcen years ago therc would be music and singing o
the lake almost cvery night. It would never stop. Therc
are six countrv houses on the shore of the lake. Oh, I
remember it ail so well! Laughter, noise, shooting, and, "of
course, love affairs. Oh, those nC\cr-cndmo love affairs!
The jeune premier and general favorite of the ladies in
those davs was our dear doctor there. [Motions with her
head toward Dorx.] Eugene Dom. He's a very handsome
man still, but then he was irresistible. Oh, myv conscience
is beginning to trouble me. Why did I hurt my poor boy’s
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fcelings? I'm worried. [Calls.] Konstantin! Darling! Kon-
stantin!

Masua. I'll go and look for him.

ARKADINA. Please do, my dear.

Masua [goes to the left]. Konstantin! Coo-ee! Konstantin!
[Goes out.]

NiNA [coming out from behind the stage]. It doesn’t look
as if we shall go on with the play, so I suppose I can

come out. How do you do? [Exchanges kisses with ARKA-
DINA and PAULINE.]

Sori~. Bravo! Bravo!

ARKADINA, Bravo! . . . Bravo! We were charmed, my dear,
charmed. With your figure and your lovely voice it’s a
shame to bury yourself in the country. I'm sure you have
talent. Why, of course, you have. You must go on the
stage, my dear.

Ni~a. Oh, it’s one of my dreams! [Sighing.] But I'm afraid
it will never come true.

ARKADINA. You can never tell, my dear. Let me introduce—
Boris Trigorin.

Niva. I'm so glad to meet you. [Covered with confusion.]
I’'m always reading your books.

ARKADINA [making NINA sit down beside her]. Don’t be so
shy, my dear. He may be a famous man, but he isn’t at
all conceited. Are you, dear? You see, he’s shy himself.

Dorn~. I suppose we may raise the curtain now, mayn’t we?
It’s giving me the creeps.
Suamravev [loudly]. Yakov, raise the curtain; there’s a good
lad!
The curtain goes up.

Nixa [to TricoriN]. Don’t you think it’s rather a strange
play?

TricoRrIN. I couldn’t make head or tail of it. Still, I enjoyed
watching it. You played so sincerely. And the scenery was
lovcly. [Pause.] I expect there must be lots of fish in that
lake.

Ni~na. Yes. . . .

Tricorin. I love fishing. Nothing gives me more pleasure
than to sit on the bank of a strcam in the evening, watch-
ing the float.
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Nina. But, surely, anyonc who has experienced the joys of
creation can’t possibly enjoy anything else!

ARRADINA [laughing]. Don’t talk like that, dear. When peo-
ple say nice things to him, he feels terribly embarrassed.

SuAMRAYEvV. | remember in Moscow once, at the opera, the
famous Silva took thc lower C. As it happened, the bass
of our cathedral choir was in the gallery at the time, and
imaginc our utter astonishment when we suddenly heard
from the gallery: “Bravo, Silva!” a whole octave lower.
[In a low bass.] Bravo, Silva! The audience was entranced.

Pause.

Dorx. Dead silence.

NiNA. I'm afraid I must go. Good-bye.

ARrkADINA. Why? Where arc you off to so early? We shan’t
let you go.

Nina. IFFather’s expecting me.

ARrkaDINA. Oh, what an awful man he is! [They exchange
kisses.] Well, I supposc it can’t be helped. I'm very sorry
to let you go.

NiNa. If you knew how I hate to have to go.

ARrxkADINA. Don’t you think somecone ought to see you home,
my pet?

NiNa [frightened]. Oh, no, no!

SorIN [to NiNa, in an imploring voice]. Do stay!

Ni~Na. I'm awfully sorry, but I can’t.

SoriIN. Please, stay for just one hour. Really, I mean to
say . . .

NiNa [after thinking it over, tearfully]. I can’t. [Shakes hands
and hurries off.]

ARRADINA. Poor child, I'm sorry for her. I understand her
. mother left the whole of her huge fortune to her father,
and now this young girl hasn’t a farthing in the world,
for her father has made a will leaving everything to his
second wife. Isn’t it dreadful?

Dorn. Yes, to do him justice, her father is a mean old
rascal. _

SorIN [rubbing his cold hands]. Let us go, too, ladics and
gentlemen. It’s getting damp. My legs ache.

ArkaDINA. Poor darling, they’re like wooden legs. You can
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hardly drag them along. \Well, come along, hapless old
man! [Takes his arm.)

SuaMRAYEV [offering his arin to his wife]. Madam?

Sorin. There’s that damned dog howling again! [To Smam-
RaYEV.] Will you kindly tell them to let that dog off the
chain, sir!

SHAMRAYEV. Sorry, it can’t be done. You see, I'm afraid of
thieves breaking into the barn. I've got millet there. [To
MEebpvEDENKO, Who is walking beside him.] Yes, my dear
fellow, a whole octave lower: “Bravo, Silva!” Not that he
was a professional singer, mind you. Good Lord, no! Just
a plain church chorister.

MepvepENko. And what salary docs a church chorister get?
All go out, except DoRN.

Dorx [alone]. I don’t know; perhaps I don’t understand any-
thing or have gone off my head, but I liked the play.
There’s something in it. When the girl talked about
loncliness, and later on when the devil’s red eyes appeared,
my hands shook with excitement. Fresh, naive . . .
Here he comes, I think. I must say something nice to
him, congratulate him.

Ko~sTANTIN [enters]. All gone.
Dorx. I'm here.

KonsTaNTIN. Masha’s looking for me all over the park.
What a nuisance she is!

Dorx. I liked your play very much, Konstantin. It’s rather
unusual, and I haven’t heard the end, but I couldn’t help.
being gripped by it. You've talent, young man. You must
persevere. [KONSTANTIN presses his hand warmly and em-
braces him impulsively.] Dear me, how overwrought you
are! Tears in your eyes. Now, what did I want to say?
What I mean is that you've taken a subject from the
realm of abstract ideas. That’s as it should be. A work of
art ought to express some great idea. It’s only the serious
that is beautiful. How pale you arc!

Kox~sTaNTIN. So you think I ought to go on?

Dor~. Of course! But remember, decal only with what is
important and eternal. You know, I have had an inter-
csting and varied life. I've nothing to grumble about. But
if I had experienced the ecstasy artists experience while
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creating, I should, I believe, have despised this material
husk of mine and cverything that goes with it. I should
have soared away from the earth, higher and ever higher.

KonstaNTIN. Doctor, I'm awfully sorry, but where’s Nina?

Dor~n. And one more thing. There must be a clear and
definite idea in every work of art. You ought to know
why you're writing. If vou don’t, if you walk along .this
picturesque road without any dcfinite aim, you'll lose
your way, and your talent will be your ruin.

KoNsTANTIN [impatiently]. Where’s Nina?

Dorx. She’s gone home.

KoNSTANTIN [in despair]. But what am I to do? I want to
see her. I must see her! I'm going

MasHa comes in.

Dorx [to KonsTanTIN]. Composc yourself, my fri¢nd.

KoxsTaNTIN. I'm going after her all the same. I must go.

Masua. You'd better go indoors, Konstantin. Your mother’s
waiting for you. She’s worried about you.

KonsTaNTIN. Tell her I've gone away. And please leave me
alone, all of you! Lcave me alone! Don’t follow me about!

Dor~. Come, come, vou mustn’t carry on like that! You
really shouldn’t, you know.

KoNSTANTIN, [in a voice choked with tears]. Good-bye,
Doctor. Thank you. [Goes out.]

Dorn [sighs]. Youth! Youth!

Masua. When people have nothing better to say, they sav,
“Youth! Youth!”” [Takes snuff.]

DorN (takes the snuffbox away from her and throws it into
the bushes]. Disgusting habit! [Pause.] They're playing
the piano indoors. We'd better go in.

MasHa. Please wait a moment!

Dorn. Why? What is it?

Masna. I'd like to tell vou—I—I wanted to before. I must
talk to someone. [Agitatedly.] I dislike my father, but I—
I am very fond of you. I don’t know why, but I fcel
you're very closc to me. So please help me. Help me or
I shall do something silly; I shall make a mess of my life;
I shall ruin it. I can’t go on!

Dorn. What'’s the matter? How can I help you?
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MasaA. Oh, I'm so miserable! No one, no one, knows how
wretched I am! [Puts her head on his chest. Softly.] 1
love Konstantin!

Dorn. How overwrought they all are! How overwrought!
And so much love, too. . . . Oh, that spellbinding lake!
[Gently.] But what can I do, my child? What? . . .
What? . ..

Curtdain.
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ACT TWO

A croquet lawn. The house, with a large terrace in front
of it, is on the right; the lake, in which the blazing sun is
reflected, can be seen on the left, Flower beds.

Midday. ARrkADINA, Masna, and DORN “dre sitting on e
garden seat in the shade of an old lime tree on one side of
the lawn. Dor~ has an open book on his knees.

ARKADINA [to Masna]. Come on, let’s stand up. [Both get
up.] Let’s stand side by side. You're twenty-two, aren’t
vou? Well, I'm almost twicc yvour age. Which would you
say was the younger of us, Dr. Dorn?

Dorx. \Why, you, of course.

ArxkapiNA. There vou are. . . . And why? Because I work,
because I'm wide awake, because I'm always active, while
vou just sit about in the same old place and do nothing!
You're not alive at all! And another thing: I make it a
strict rule never to look into thc future, never to worry
about old age or dcath. VWhat will be, will be.

Masna. I always fecl as though I had been born ages ago. I
drag my lifc like an cndless train behind me. And very
often I don’t want to go on living at all. [Sitting down.]
Of course, that’s all nonsense. I must pull myself to-
gether. Shake it all off.

Dorn [sings softly]. “Tecll her, oh, tell her, my flowers
sweet. . . .7

ARkADINA. Besides, I'm alwavs well turned out, just like
the LInglish. My dress and my hair are always comme il
faut. Do I cver go out of the house even for a stroll in
the garden in an old blousc or with untidy hair? Never!
Shall T tell vou why I look so voung? It’s because I've
never neglected my appearance, never let myself go like
somc women. [Struts about the lawn with arms akimbo.]
There—look at me—fresh as paint. I could play a girl of
fifteen.

Dorx~. Admirable, but if vou don’t mind, I'd like to go on
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reading. [Takes up the book.] \We got up to the com
merchant and the rats.

ARkaDpINA. And the rats. Please, go on. {Sits down.] Or shall
I? Yes, I think I will. Give me the book. It's my turn.
[Takes the book and scans the page.] And the rats—here
we are. [Reads.] “And of course for society pcople to
spoil novelists and try to draw them into their company
is as dangerous as for a corn-dealer to breed rats in his
barns. And yet they are undoubtcdly sought after. So
much so that when a socicty woman picks out an author
she wishes to capture, she ovenwhelms him with compli-
ments, she trics to mect his slightest wish, she docs her
best to plcase him. . . .” \Vell, I suppose that may be
the I'rench way, but notlung likc that happens here. "\We
have no set rules. With us, if a woman tries to capture
a writer, she is usually hcad over heels in love with him
first. \We have no nced to look far; take me and Trigorin,
for instance/. /}‘I’N u],,qa s [afo they”

Enter Sorix, leaning on his cane, and NiNa with him;

I\IED\'EDE\;I\O pul:shef an empty wheel chair behind them.
S LS

SoriN [in the fond voice with which one speaks to chil-
dren]. So we're happy, aren’t we? Very happy? We're gay
today, eh? After all? [To his sister.] We're happy! IFather
and stcpmother have gone off to Tver, and we're free for
three whole days.

NiINA [sits down beside ARKADINA and embraces her]. Yes,
I'm awfully happy. Now I belong to you.

SoriN [sits down in his wheel chair]. She looks very swect
today, doesn’t she?

ARKADINA. Iilegant and charming. . . . I never dreamt you
could dress like that! [Kisses Ni1Na.] But we mustn’t praisc
vou too much, must we? It may bring you bad luck.
\Wherc’s Mr. Tngorm?

Niva. He’s by the bathing hut, fishing.

ARKADINA. I can’t understand why he doesn’t get sick of it!
[Is about to continue reading.]

N1~xA. What are you reading?

ARkapINA. Maupassant’s “On the \Water,” my dear. [Reads
a few lines to herself.] Well, the rest isn’t intcresting or
truc. [Closes the book.] I'm awfully worried. Tcll me,
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what’s the matter with my son? Why is he so moody and
bad-tempered? He spends days on the lake, and I hardly
cver see him.

Masua. He’s not feeling very happy. [To Nixa, shyly.]
Won't you read us something out of his play, please?

Ni~a [shrugging]. Do you really want me to? It’s so dull!

MasHA [restraining her eagerness]. \Vhen he reads some-
thing himself, his eyes blaze and his face goes pale. He
has such a beautiful, sad voice and the look of a poct.

SoRrIN can be heard snoring.

Dorx. Pleasant dreams!
ARKADINA. Peter! Dear!
Sorin. Eh?
ARKADINA. Arc you asleep?
Sorin. Me? Not a bit.
Pause.
ARKADIS‘A. You don’t look after yourself, Peter. I wish you
would.

Sorin. I'd be glad to, my dear. It’s the doctor who won'’t do
anything for me.

Dorx. Do something for a man of sixty!

SoriN. Why not? Doesn’t a man of sixty want to live?

Dorn [annoyed]. Oh, very well, take some valerian drops!

ARkADINA. I think he ought to go to a spa, don’t you? I'm
sure it would do him good.

Dorx~. Well, why not? Let him by all mcans. On the other
hand, he needn’t if he docsn’t want to.

ARkADINA. You're a great help, aren’t you?

Dorx. Yes, aren’t I? Well, everything is reallv quite simple.

Pause.

Mepvepexko. I think Mr. Sorin ought to give up smoking.
Sorin. Rubbish!

Dorx. No. It isn’t rubbish. Wine and tobacco rob a man of
his personality. After a cigar or a glass of vodka vou're
no longer Mr. Sorin, but Mr. Sorin plus someone else.
Your personality has become blurred, and vou even think
of yourself in the third person—as le.
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SomiN [laughs]. You're a finc onc to talk! You’ve had a good
life, haven’t you? But what about mc? I served in the
law courts for twenty-eight ycars, but I never really lived.
I don’t know what real life is, so it isn’t surprising |
want to get all I can from life. lou have had all life
could ofter vou, and that’s why you’re so philosophical.
But I want to llvc and that’s why I like to have a glass
of sherry at dmner a cigar, and so on. That’s all there is
toit.

DorN. A man should take life seriously. To worry about
vour health at the age of sixty, to regret you haven’t en-
joyed yourself enough in your youth, that 'if you'll pardon
my saying so, is shecr fo]l)'

MasHa [gets up]. I supposc it’s almost lunch time. [Walks
off lazily, limply.] My leg’s gonc to slcep. [Goes out.]

Dorn. Gone to have a couple of drinks before lunch.
SoriN. The poor girl’s so unhappy.
Dorx. Nonsense, sir!

SoriN. You talk like a man who’s had all he wanted from
life.

ArxapINA. Oh, what can be more boring than this delight-
ful country boredom! Quiet, hot, nobody does anything,
everybody’s airing his views. . . . How nice it is to be
with you, my friends, how pleasant to listen to you, but
how much nicer to be alone in a hotel room studying a
part!

NiNA [ecstatically]. Oh, it must be! I quite understand!

SoriN. Of course, life is much nicer in town. You sit in your
study, your butler admits no one you don’t want to see,
there’s the telephone, cabmen in the street, and so on.

Dorn [smgs softl)] “Tell her, oh, tell her, my flowers
sweet.

Enter SHAMRAYEYV, followed by PAULINE.

SuamrAYEv. Here they all are! Good afternoon, ladies and
gentlemen. [Kisses ARRADINA’s hand, then NiNA’s.] So
glad to sce you looking so well. [To ArRkADINA.] My wife
tells me that you're thinking of driving to town with her
today. Is that night?

AREKADINA. Yes, we were thinking of it.
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SHAMRAYEvV. Hmm . . . I sec. It’s an excellent idea of course,
but, pray, madam, how do you propose to get to town?
I can’t spare anyone to drive you there. We're bringing
in the rye today, and cverybody is busy in the ficlds. Be-
sides, what horses are you going to have?

ARKADINA. What horses? \WWhat do I care what horses?
Sorin. We've got carriage horses, haven’t we?

SHAMRAYEV [growing agitated]. Carriage horses? And where
am I to get the harness for them? Where am I to get the
harness? I must say this is rcally incredible. It’s phe-
nomenal! No, madam, I'm sorry, but I can’t let you have
horses. I'm full of admiration for you as an actress; I'd
gladly sacrifice ten years of my life for you, but I can’t let
you have any horses!

ARKkADINA. But what if I have to go? Well, really!

SuaMRAYEV. My dear lady, you've no idea what it mcans to
run an estate!

ARKADINA (flaring up]. That’s an old story! If that’s the case,
I'm leaving for Moscow today. Tell them to hire horses
for me in the village, or I shall walk to the station!

SuaMRAYEV [flaring up]. In that case, I throw up my job!
I'ind yourself another agent! [Goes out.]

ARrADINA. Every summer it’s the same thing! Every sum-
mer I'm insulted here! I shall never come here again!
Never!

Goes out on left, where the bathing hut is supposed to be.
In another minute she can be seen entering the house;
TRICORIN follows her with rod and pail.

SoriN [flaring up]. The nerve of the man! What check!
Damned if I'm going to put up with it any longer! I
mean, after all! Get me all my horses here this very
minute!

NiNa [to PauLiNe]. Refuse a famous actress like Arkadina!
Isn’t her slightest wish, her slightest whim, more im-
portant than the whole of the estate? It’s unbclievable!

PAuLINE [in despair]. But what can I do? Put yourself in
my place, my dear. \Vhat can I do?

Sorix [to Nina]. Let’s go to my sister. Let’s plead with her
not to leave. Shall we, my dear? [Looking in the direction
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in which SuaMRAYEV has gone.] \What a brute! A rcal
despot!

NiNa [preventing him from getting up]. Sit still, pleasc.
We'll wheel you there. [She and Mepvepenko wheel the
chair.] Oh, it’s drcadful!

Sorix. Yes, it is dreadful. Still, don’t you worry, my dear,
he won't go. I'll talk to himn at once.

They go out; only DorN and PAULINE remain.

Dorx~. Pcople are tiresome. Your husband ought to have
been kicked out of here long ago, but I supposc it'll end
in that old woman Sorin and his sister apologizing to
him. You'll see.

PavriNe. He's sent the carriage horses into the ficlds too.
Everv day the same rows! If you only knew how it upsets
me! It makes me ill. Look, I'm shaking all over. I can’t
bear his coarseness. [Imploringly.] Eugene, my dearest,
take me away from here! Our time is passing. We're no
longer young. Don’t let’s pretend and lie any more now
that we have so few years left to us.

Pause.
Dorx. I'm fifty-five, my dear. It’s too late for me to change
my life.
PauLiNe. That’s not why you refuse. You’ve other women
who mean as much to you as I do, haven’t you? You can’t

have them all, can you? I understand. I’m sorry; you
must find me an awful nuisance.

NINA appears near the house; she is picking flowers.

Dorx. You know I don’t.

PavLiNe. I can’t help being jealous. I don’t suppose you
can avoid women, being a doctor, can you?

Dorx [to NiNa, who walks up to them]. What’s happening
in there?

NiNA. Irina is crying, and Mr. Sorin has had an attack of
asthma.

Dorn [getting up]. I supposc I'd better go and give them
both some valerian drops.

Nixa [gives him the flowers]. They’re for you, Doctor.
Dor~. Merci bien. [Walks off in the direction of the house.]
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PAuLINE [going with him]. What lovely flowers! [Near the
house, in a strangled voice.] Give me those flowers! Give
me those flowers! [Getting the flowers, she tears them up
and throws them away; they both go into the house.]

NiNaA [alone]. How strange to sce a famous actress crying
about some silly trifle! And isn’t it even stranger that so
popular and famous a writer should spend all day fishing
and be so plcased because he has caught two chub? A
writer, too, whose name is always in the papers, whose
photographs are sold in the shops, whose works are trans-
lated into forcign languages! I thought famous people
would be proud and unapproachable! I thought they de-
spised the mob and used thcir fame and popularity only
to revenge themselves on it for worshiping rank and
wealth. But here they cry, fish, play cards, laugh, and
lose their tempers just like anvbody else!

KONSTANTIN [enters hatless with a gun and a dead seagull].
Are you alone?

Niva. Yes. [KonstanTix lays the seagull at her feet.] What
does that mean?

KonstaNTIN. I did a vile thing today: I killed this seagull.
Let me lay it at your feet.

Nina. What’s the matter with vou? [Picks up the seagull
and gazes at it.]

KoNSTANTIN [dafter a pause]. I shall kill myself in the same
way soon.

Ni~xa. You look strange. I hardly know you.

KoxstanTiN. That’s not surprising. I hardly know you.
You've changed toward me. You look so coldly. I secm to
make you feel uncomfortable.

NiNA. You've been so irritable lately. It’s so hard to under-
stand you, almost as though vou wecre talking in symbols.
I expect this scagull is some kind of a symbol too. I'm
sorry, but I don’t understand it. [Puts the seagull down
on bench.] I'm afraid I'm too unsophisticated “to under-
stand vou.

KoxnstaNTIN. It goes back to the cvening when my play was
such a failure, doesn’t it? \WWomen never forgive a failure.
I have bumt my play, everv page of it. Ob, if only yvou
knew how unhappy I am! Your sudden indifference is so
awful, so incredible! It is as if I woke up and found the
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lake had suddenly run dry or vanished under the ground.
You said just now that you were not sophisticated enough
to understand me. Oh, what is there to understand? My
play was a failure. You despise my work. You think I'm

worthless, commonplace, like hundreds of others. [Stamp-
ing. How well I understand it, how well! Oh, my head,
my head! My brain feels as though it had been picrced
with a red-hot nail. To hell with it, and with my pride,
which is sucking my lifcblood, sucking it like a serpent.
[Seeing TricoRrIN, who is walking toward them, reading a
book.] Here comes real genius! Walks like Hamlet,
and with a book too! [Mimicking.] “Words, words,
words . . .”” That sun is still miles away from you and
already you're smiling. Your gaze has melted in its rays.
Good-bye; I won’t be in your way. [\Walks away quickly.]

TrIGORIN [writing in his notebook]. Takes snuff and drinks
vodka. Always wears black. The schoolmaster is in love
with her.

Ni~na. Good afternoon, Mr. Trigorin.

TricorIN. Good afternoon. I'm afraid we shall probably be
leaving today. Events, vou know, havc taken rather an un-
expected turn. So I don’t think we’re likely to meet again.
A pity. I don’t often meet charming young girls now. I
hardly know what a girl of eightecn or ninctcen is feeling
or thinking about. That’s why the girls in my stories and
novels are usually so unconvincing. I wish I could put
m)self in vour place just for an hour to find out what
you're thinking about and what you're really like.

Ni~na. And I wish I could be in your place.

TRrIGORIN. Why?

NiNa. To find out what it is like to bc a famous and gifted
writer. What does it feel like to be famous? How does
the fact you’re so popular affect you?

TricoriN. How docs it affcct me? I don’t belicve it affects
me at all. [—I've ncver thought of it. [Thinking it over.]
If you really want to know, it’s one of two things: Either
you arc exaggerating my fame, or it’s something I'm
hardly aware of.

Ni~na. But when you read about yourself in the papers?

TricORIN. When I'm praised, I like it, and when I'm
abuscd, I'm upsct for a day or two.
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Nixa. How wonderful the world is! If only you knew how I
envy you. People’s fates are so different. Some live dreary,
miscrable, inconspicuous lives, evervone just like every-
one clse, and all terribly unhappy. But others, vou, for
instance, you—one in a million—are fated to have such
mtcrcstmg, bright, happy lives, lives worthwhile, full of
significance. You must be very happy.

TricoriN. Me? [Shrugging.] I wonder. . . . You talk about
fame, happincss, some bright, interesting life, but—I hope
vou won't mind my saying so—to me all these fine words
are just like Turkish delight, which I hate. I'm afraid
vou’re very kind and very voung!

N1~a. Your life must be wonderful!

Tricorix. Must it? What is there particularly good about
it? [Looks at his watch.] 1 must go in now. Have to do
some writing. Sorrv, but I'm busy. [Laughs.] I'm afraid
vou've touched me on a raw spot, and I'm beginning to
get worked up and a little cross. However, let’s talk. Let’s
talk about my bright and beautiful life. YWhere shall we
begin? [After a little thought.] There are certain idcas
which take possession of a man’s mind so completely that
he can’t shake them off. I'or instance, a man may be
obsessed dav and night by the thought of the moon.
Well, I have my own moon. Dav and night one persistent
thought takes possession of me: I must write, I must
write! I must! I must! No sooner do I finish one story
than I must start on another, then on a third, a fourth,
and so on. I go on writing incessantly, without a break,
and there scems to be no other way for it. VWhat is there
so bright and beautiful about that? O, it’s a crazy sort
of life! Even now, while talking to vou, I can’t forgct for
a single moment that there is an unfinished storv waiting
in my room. Do you sec that cloud? Looks remarkably
like a grand piano, doesn’t it? The moment I saw it, T
thought, I mustn’t forget to mention somewhere in my
storv that a cloud looking like a grand piano sailed across
the sky. I catch a whiff of heliotrope. Aha, I say to myself,
quick, make a mental note: a sickly smcll the widow’s
color—must mention that in a description of a summer
evening. I snap up everv word, everv sentence, you or I
utter, just for the sake of ]ochg them away in my
literarv lumber-room. They may come in handy one day!
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When my work’s done, I rush off to the theatre or go
away to do a bit of fishing. Therc, at least, one would
have thought, I could take a rest and forget my work. But
not a bit of it! A heavy iron cannon-ball is already turn-
ing round and round in my hcad—an idea for a new
story! It drags me back to my desk, and off I go again:
writing, writing, writing! And so it goes on and on, and I
find no rest from mysclf. I feel I am consuming my own
life, that for the honey I give away to somecone I don’t
know, I gather up the pollen from my best flowers, tear
the flowers themselves, and crush them under my fect.
Don’t you think I'm just stark staring mad? Do my
friends and those ncar and dear to me treat me like a
normal human being? “Ah, what are you writing now,
old man? What masterpiecc arc you going to give us
next?”” And so it goes on and on. Always the same thing,
over and over again. And I cannot help feeling that all
the attention of my acquaintances, all their praises and
cries of delight—all that is nothing but a picce of the
most elaborate deception. They deceive me as a doctor
deceives a patient, and sometimes I'm really afraid that
they may steal up behind me, seize me, and drag me off
to a lunatic asylum, like Gogol’s madman, Poprishchin.
Even when I was starting on my literary career, in those
best days of my youth, life was one long drawn-out
agony. A minor writer, cspecially when he is unlucky,
can’t help feeling awkward, clumsy, unwanted. His
nerves arc frayed; thev’re always at the breaking point.
He feels drawn irresistibly to pcople who have some
connection with literature and art—unrecognized, ignored
by everybody, too shy to look pcople straight in the face,
like an incurable gambler without money. I had never
met any of my recaders, but for some reason I always
imagined them skeptical and hostile. I was afraid of a
theatre audience. It terrificd me. And every time I put
on a new play, I had the feeling that the dark people in
the audience were my encmies and the fair ones coldly
indifferent. O, it was awful! It was simply torture.

NiNA. But, surely, inspiration and the very act of creation
must give you moments of ccstasy and happiness.

TricoriN. Well, ves, in a way. When I'm writing, I fcel
happy. And I cnjoy rcading the proofs. But the moment
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my book is published, I'm in despair. I realize that it
isn’t what I wanted, that the whole thing is a mistake,
that I shouldn’t have written it at all. And I feel wor-
ried and rotten—rotten. [Laughing.] Well, the public
rcads it: “Yes, yes, very charming stuff, clever! Very
charming, but it’s a long way from Tolstoy!” or “Excel-
lent, but Turgenev’s Fathers and Sons is better!” And
so to my dying day everything will be charming and
clever, nothing more. And when I'm dead, my friends,
as they walk past my grave, will say, “Here lies Trigorin.
He was a good writer, but not as good as Turgenev.”

NiNA. I'm sorry, but I don’t agree with you. You're just
spoilt by success.

TricoriN. What success? I've never liked my own stuff.
No, I don’t like myself as a writer. The worst of it is
that I am in a kind of daze and often scarcely know what
I am writing. Now, I like this stretch of water. I like the
trees, the sky. I appreciate nature. It arouses passion in
me, an irresistible urge to write. But after all, I am not
just a descriptive writer. I'm also a citizen. I love my
country, my people. And I feel that if I am a writer,
I must speak of the people, of their sufferings, of their
future. I must speak of science, of the rights of man, and
so on. So I talk about everything. I'm always in a hurry,
being pushed on all sides. People prod me on, they're
angry with me. I rush about—here, there, everywhere.
Like a fox with the hounds in full cry after it. And
I can see that life and knowledge are getting further and
further away from me, that I'm lagging behind more and
more, like the peasant who tried to overtake a train. So
that in thc end I'm beginning to fecl that all I'm good
for is descriptive stuff, and in everything else I'm false,
false, false to the marrow of my bones.

Nixa. You've been working too hard, and I don’t suppose
you have the time or the wish to realize your own
importance. What does it matter that you are dissatisfied
with yourself? Everybody thinks you're great and wonder-
ful. If I were a writer like you, I'd dedicatc my whole
life to the pcople, but I'd realize at the same time that
they could only be happy by raising themselves to my
level, and I'm sure they would draw me along in a
chariot.
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TricorIN. A chariot! I'm not Agamemnon, am I? [Both
smile.) —_

Niva. For the happiness of being a writer or an actress,
I'd put up with the disapproval of my relations and
friends, endure poverty and disappointment, live in an
attic, eat nothing but dry bread. I'd suffer agonies from
the realization of my own shortcomings, but I'd also
demand fame—real, resounding fame! [Buries her face
in her hands.] Oh, my head’s spinning. . . .

ARRADINA [from within the house]. Boris!

TricoriN. They’re calling me. I suppose I shall have to go
in and pack. Lord, how I wish I could stay! [Looks
round at the lake.] How glorious it is! What a lovely
spot!

Nixa. Do you see the house and garden on the other side
of the lake?

TRrI1GORIN. Yes.

NINA. That was my mother’s house. I was born there. I've
spent all my life on the banks of this lake, and I know
every little island on it.

TricorIN. You've a nice place here. [Seeing the seagull.]
And what’s this?

NI~A. A seagull. Konstantin shot it.
TricorIN. A beautiful bird. No, I don’t want to leave, not

really. I wonder if you could persuade Irina to stay?
[\Writes something down in his notebook.]

Nixa. What are you writing?

TricorIN. Oh, nothing. Just making a note. Got an idea.
[Putting away his notebook.] An idea for a short story:
A young girl has lived in a house on the shore of a lake
since her childhood, a young girl like you; she loves the
lake like a seagull, and she’s as free and happy as a sea-
gull. But a man comes along, sees her, and just for the
fun of it destroys her like that seagull there.

Nixa [shudders]. Don’t please, don’t! Not like that!
Pause.

—

ARKADINA appears at the window.

ARKADINA. Boris, where are you?
TricorIN. Coming! [As he walks toward the house, he
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turns round a few times to look at NINA. Stops by the
window. To ARkADINA.] Well?

ARrxADINA. We're staying.
TRIGORIN goes into the house.

NiNa [goes up to the footlights; after a moment’s reflection)].
A dreaml

Curtain.
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ACT THREE

Dining room in SoRrIN’s country house. On the right and

left, doors. A sideboard. A medicine chest. A table in the

middle of the room. A suitcase and hatboxes. Signs of

preparations for a journey. TRIGORIN is having lunch.
Masua stands by the table:

Masua. I'm telling you all this because you're a writer. You
can use it if you like. I'll be quite frank with you; if he
had hurt himself badly, I wouldn’t have gone on living
another minute. But that doesn’t mean that I haven’t any
courage. As a matter of fact, I've made up my mind to
tear this love out of my heart, tear it out by the roots.

Tricorix. How are you going to do that?

Masua. By getting married. I'm marrying Simon Medve-
denko.

TRricorIN. The schoolmaster?
Masua. Yes.
Tricorix. I don’t sec why you should.

Masua. To love without hope, to wait for years and years
for something to happen—no, thank you. Once I get
married, I shan’t have time to think of love. New wor-
ries will make me forget my past. Anyway, it will be a
change. Shall we have another?

TricoriN. Don’t you think you’ve had enough?

Masna. Good Lord, no! [Fills a glass for each of them.]
Don’t look at me like that! Women drink more oftcn
than you think. A few, like me, drink openly, but most
drink in secret. Yes, and it’s always vodka or brandy.
[Clinks glasses.] Your health! You're a nice man. Easy
to get on with. I'm sorry you're going.

They drink.
TriGoRIN. So am 1.
Masua. Why don’t you ask her to stay?
TricoriN. No, she won’t stay now. Her son’s behaving
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rather tactlesslv. I'irst he tries to shoot himsclf, and
now, I'm told, he wants to challenge me to a duel. And
what for? He sulks, snorts, preaches new forms of art.
Isn’t there room in the world for everybody? For the
new as well as the old? \Vhy get in each other’s way?

Masua. Well, I suppose it’s jealousy, too. However, it’s
none of my business. [Pause. YAROv crosses the room
from left to right with a suitcase; NINA comes in and
stands by the window.] My schoolmaster isn’t very
clever, but he is a good sort, and as poor as a church-
mouse. He’s very much in love with me. I'm sorry for
him. And I'm sorry for his old mother, too. Well, let
me wish you the best of luck. Don’t think too badly of
me. [Shakes him warmly by the hand.] Thank you for
vour kindness and your sympathy. Send me your books,
and don't forget to autograph them. Only please don’t
inscribe them “To my dear ” etc., but simply “To
Masha, the world-forgetting, and by the world forgot.”
Good-bye! [Goes out.]

NiNa [holding out her clenched fist to TRricorIN]. Odd or
even?
TricorIN. Even.

Nina [sighing]. Wrong. I've only one pea in my hand. I
was trying to find out whether to go on the stage or
not. I wish someone would tell me what to do.

TricorIN. I'm afraid it’s something you’ll have to decide
for yourself.

Pause.

Niva. You're going away and . . . I don’t suppose we shall
ever see each other again. I'd like you to have this little
medallion as a keepsake. I had your initials engraved on
it—and on the other side, the title of your book: Days
and Nights.

TricorIN. How nice! [Kisses the medallion.] What a lovely
present!

NiNna. I hope you'll think of me sometimes.

TricorIN. T will. T shall think of you as you were on that
lovely day—rcmember?—a week ago, when you wore
that summer dress. Ve had a long talk, and there was
a white seagull lying on the scat.
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NiNa [thoughtfully]. Ycs, a scagull. [Pause.] We can’t talk
any more. Someconc’s coming. Let me have two minutces
before you go. Please.

NiNa goes out on left; at the same time ARKADINA, SORIN,
in a frock coat with a star on it, followed by Yarov, busy
with the luggage, enter on the right.

ARKADINA. I wish you’d stay at home, Pcter. With vour
rheumnatism and at vour age vou oughtnt to go gallivant-
ing about. [To Tricorix.] Who left the room just now?
Nina?

TRricoriN. Yes.

ARKADINA. Sorry we disturbed vou. [Sits down.] I think I
have packed cverything. My goodness, I'm womn out.

TRIGORIN [reads the inscription on the medallion]. “Days
and Nights, page onc hundred and twenty-one, lines
eleven and twelve.”

Yaxov [clearing the table]. Am I to pacL your fishing rods
too, sir?

TricorIN. Yes, I may nced them again. The books you can
give away to anyonec you like.

Yakov. Very good, sir.

TricorIN [to himself]. Page onc hundred and twenty-onc,
lines eleven and twelve. I wonder what there is in those
lines. [To ArkapINA.] Ilave you my books in the house?

ARKADINA. Yes, vou'll ind them in my brother’s study, in
the corner bookcasc.

TricorIN. Page one hundred and twenty-one . . . [Goes
out.]

ARxADINA. Really, Peter, dear, I do wish you’d stay at home.

SorIN. You're going away and I shall ind it awfully dull
here without you.

ARkADINA. And what about the town? There’s nothing in
particular happening there.

SoriN. No, perhaps not, but it'll make a change. [Laughs.)
They're going to lay the foundation stone of the rural
council building, and all that sort of thing. I'm fcd
up with this silly sort of life. Want to liven up a bit,
if only for an hour or two. Been on the shelf too long,
like an old pipc. I've ordered the carriage for one o’clock.
We'll leave together.
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ARKADINA [dfter a pause]. Very well, but don’t fret too much
when you come back. Don’t catch cold. Look after my
son. Take care of him. Get some sense into his head.
[Pause.] Here I'm going away, and I shall never know
why he tried to shoot himself. I believe the main reason
was jealousy, and the sooner I take Trigorin away from
here, the better.

SoriNn. Well, I don’t know. I daresay there were other
reasons, too. And no wonder. He’s young and intelligent,
living in the country in some Godforsaken hole, with
no money, no position, and no future. Nothing to do.
Ashamed of doing nothing and afraid of it. I'm very
fond of him, and 1 think he’s fond of me, too, but ail
the same—I mean, after all, he can’t help feeling
that he isn’t any use here, that he is a poor relation, a
dcpendent. It's—I mean, it’s pretty obvious, isn’t it?
ITis vanity

ARKADINA. Oh, what a trial that boy is to me! [Reflectively.]
I wish he'd get himsclf a job. In the Civil Service or
something.

Sorix [whistles, then diffidently]. I think it wouldn’t be
a bad idea if you—er—if you let him have a little
money. You sec, he should really—I mean, he really
does want some decent clothes, and so on. He’s been
wearing the same old coat for the last three years. Walks
about without an overcoat. [Laughs.] And it wouldn’t
be a bad thing for the young man to . . . go abroad
for a while. It wouldn’t cost a lot, would it?

ARrkADINA. Well, I don’t know. I suppose I might manage
a new suit, but as for going abroad—no, that’s out of
the question. I don’t think I can even afford a suit just
now. [Firmly] I haven’t any money! [SoriN laughs.]
I’ve no money!

SoriN [whistles]. I sce. I'm sorrv, my dear. Don’t be angry
with me. I—I believe you. You're such a warmbhearted,
generous woman.

ARkaDINA [crying]. I have no money!

Sorix. Of course, if I had any moncy, I'd give him some
mysclf, but I haven't an)tlnng—not a penny! [Laughs.]
My agent grabs all my pension and spends it on the
estate. He rears cattle, keeps bees, and all my money
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just goes down the drain. The damned bees die, the
damned cows die, and when I ask for a carriage, the
horses are wanted for something else.

ARrkaDINA. Of course, I have some money, but you must
realize that I'm an actress. Nly dresses alone are enough
to ruin me.

Sorix. You're very kind, my dear. I—I respect you. Indeed
I do. Oh dear, I—I'm afraid—I—I'm not feeling well
again. [Swa)mg] My head’s going round. [Holding on
to the table.] I—I'm going to—faint—and—so on.

ARkADINA [frightened]. Pcter! My dear! [Trying to support
him.] Peter, darling! [Shouts.] Hclp! Help! [Enter Kox-
STANTIN with a bandage on his head, followed by MEDVE-
pENko.] He’s going to faint!

SoriNn. Ob, it’s nothing—nothing. [Smiles and has a
drink of water.] It’s passed off—and—so on.

KoxsTANTIN [to his mother]. Don’t be alarmed, Mother.
It’s not serious. Uncle often has these attacks now. [To
his uncle.] You ought to go and lie down, Uncle.

SorixN. Yes, for a bit. But I'm going to town all the same.
I'll lie down for a bit, and then I'll go. I mean, it’s
obvious, isn’t it? [\Walks to the door, leaning on his cane.]

MEDVEDENKO [taking his arm]. Have you heard this riddle,
sir? In the morning on all fours, in the afternoon on two,
in the evening on three

SoriN [laughs]. That’s right. And at night on the back.
Thank you, I can manage by myself now.

Mepvepenko. Good Lord, sir, this is no time to stand on
ccremony!

SoriN and MNEDVEDENKO go out.

ARKADINA. Oh, he gave me such a fright!

KoxstanTIN. It isn’t good for him, living in the country.
He frets too much. I wish you’d feel generous for once,
Mother, and lend him fifteen hundred or two thousand
rubles. Then he could manage a whole year in town.

ARKADINA. [ have no money. I’'m an actress, not a banker.
Pause.

KonsTaNTIN. Please change the bandage for me, Mother.
You do it so well.
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ARKADINA [takes some iodine and a box of bandages from
the medicine chest]. The doctor is late today.

KoNsTANTIN. Yes. Promised to be here at ten, and it’s twelve
already.

ARrkADINA. Sit down, dear. [Takes the bandage off his head.)
You look as if you were wearing a turban. Yesterday a
stranger in the kitchen asked what nationality you were.
The wound has almost healed. Just a little scar left.
[Kisses his head.] You won’t do anything so stupid again
while I'm away, will you?

Kox~sTtaNTIN. No, Mother. I did it in a moment of insane
despair, when I lost control of mysclf. It won’t happen
again. [Kisses her hand.] You've clever fingers, Mother.
I remember long ago when you were still acting on the
Imperial stage—I was a little boy then—there was a
fight in our yard, and a washerwoman who lived in our
house was badly hurt. Remember? She was unconscious
when they picked her up. You looked after her, gave her
her medicine, bathed her children in a tub. Don’t you
rcmember?

ARKADINA. No. [Puts on a fresh bandage.]

KonsTANTIN. Two ballet dancers lived in our house at the
time. They used to come and have coffee with you.

ARgRADINA. Ol, I remember that.

KoxsTaNTIN. They were such pious women, weren’t they?
[Pause.] Lately, I mean these last few days, Mother, I've
loved you as I used to love you when I was a little boy:
so dearly and tenderly. I've no one left in the whole
world now cxcept you, Mother. Only why, oh why, are
you so much under the influence of that man?

ARKADINA. You don’t understand him, Konstantin. He’s
onc of the most honorable men I've ever known.

KoxsTANTIN. Yet when he was told that I was going to
challenge him to a ducl, his honor did not prevent him
from playing the coward, did it? He’s running away.
What an ignominious flight!

ARrRkADINA. What nonsensc! It was I who asked him to
leave.

KoNSTANTIN. A most honorable man! Here we are almost
quarreling over him, and he’s probably somewhere in the
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drawing room or the garden laughing at us, broadening
Nina’s mind, doing his best to convince her that he is
a genius.

ARKADINA. You secm to enjoy saying all sorts of disagrecable
things to me. I tell you, I think very highly of him,
and I'd thank you not to speak badly of him in my
presence.

KoxstanTIN. I don’t think highly of him. You want me to
think of him as a genius. Well, I'm sorry, Mother, but
the truth is, his books make me sick.

ARrADINA. You're jealous. Mediocrities who have grand
ideas about themselves naturally turn up their noses at
men of real genius. Much good does it do them, I must
say!

Ko~NsTANTIN [ironically]. Men of rcal genius! [Angrily.] I've
got more genius than any of you, if it comes to that!
[Tears the bandage off his head.] You, with your
hackneyed ideas, have scrambled to the top in the world
of art and, according to you, only what you do is
legitimate and genuine. You stifle and persecute every-
thing else. I don’t acknowledge your authorityl I don’t
carc a damn for you or him!

ARKADINA. You decadent, you!

KonsTANTIN. Go to your precious theatre and act in your
miscrable third-rate plays!

ARkADINA. Never in my life have I acted in third-rate plays!
Lcave me alone, will you? You couldn’t even write the
words for a cheap revue. You Kiev artisan! You parasite!

KoxsTanTIN., Miser!

ARKADINA. Tramp! [KONSTANTIN sinks into a chair and
weeps quietly.] Nonentity! [After pacing the room in
agitation.] Don'’t cry, please. You mustn’t cry. [Crying.]
Please, don't. [Kisses his forchead, cheeks, and head.] Oh,
my darlmg, forgive me. I orgive vour silly mother. I'm so
unhappy. Pleasc, please forgive me.

KonsTtaNTiN [embracing her]. Oh, Mother, if only you
knew! I've lost everything. She doesn’t love me, and now
I can’t writc. All my hopes are shattered.

Arkapina. Don't give up, my darling. Everything will come
right. He'll be gone soon, and she’ll love you again.
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[Wiping his tears.] There, there, stop crying. We've
made it up now, haven’t we?

KoxstaNTIN [kissing her hands). Ycs, Mother.

ARkADINA [gently]. Won't you make it up with him too?
You don’t really want a ducl, do you? The whole thing’s
so silly, darling!

KonstanTiN. All right, only don’t ask me to meect him,
Mother. It would bc too painful. I couldn’t stand it.
[Enter TRIGORIN, carrying a book.] Here he comes. I'll
go. [Replaces the bandages, etc., quickly in the medicine
chest.] The doctor will do the bandage.

TRIGORIN [turning over the pages of the book]. Page one
hundred and twenty-one, lines cleven and twelve. Iere
it is. [Reads.] “If my lifc should cver be of any usc to
you, comc and take it.”

KoxsTANTIN picks up the bandage from the floor and goes
out.

ArkaDiNA [glancing at the clock]. The carriage will be here
soon.

TrIGORIN [to himself]. “If my life should ever be of any
use to you, come and take it.”

ARKADINA. You've finished packing, I hope?

TRIGORIN [impatiently]. Yes, yes. [Musing.] Why does that
appeal from so pure a hcart fill my soul with sadness?
Why does my heart contract with pain? “If my life
should ever be of any use to you, come and take it.”
[To ArkapiNA.] Let’s stay for one more day. [ARKADINA
shakes her head.] Let’s stay.

ArkapiNa. My dear, I know what’s keeping you here. But
please take yourself in hand. You're a little infatuated.
Do be reasonable.

TricoriN. You, too, be rcasonable, sensible, wise. I entreat
you, look on this as a true friend. [Presses her hand.]
You're capable of sacrifice. Be my friend; set me frce.

ARKADINA [in great agitation]. Are you so much in love with
her?

TricorIN. I feel drawn to her. Perhaps this is just what I
nced.

ArkADINA. The love of a provincial girl! Oh, how little you
know yourself!
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TricoriN. Sometimes people walk in their sleep. I feel
like that now. Here I am talking to you, and yet I sccm
to be aslcep and dreaming of her. Swect dreams, such
wondcrful dreams, have taken possession of mc! Set me
free, plcase!

ARrADINA [trembling]. No, no! I'm an ordinary woman.
You mustn’t talk like that to me. Don’t torment me,
Boris. I'm frightened.

Tricorin. If you really don’t want to, you needn’t be ordi-
nary. The love of a young girl—dclightful, poetic, carrying
me away into a world of dreams—can there be any
greater happiness on earth? I have never known a love
like that. As a young man, I never had time; I was too
busy running from one editorial office to another, trving
to earn a living. But it is here, this love, it has come at
last! It beckons me. I'd be a fool to run away from it!

ARrkADINA [angrily]. You're out of your mind!
TricoriN. Well, what if I am?

ArkapiNa. All of you seem to have conspired to torment
me today. [Bursts out crying.]

TricorIN [clutches at his head]. She doesn’t understand!
She doesn’t want to understand!

ARKADINA. Am [ so old and ugly that you can talk to me
about other women without embarrassment? [Embracing
and kissing him.] Oh, you're mad! Oh, my darling, my
dear, my beautiful one! You—you'rc the last page of my
life! [Goes down on her knees.] Oh, my joy, my pride,
my happiness! [Embracing his knees.] If you forsake me
now, if you leave mc for only one hour, I shall not
survive it! I shall go mad! Oh, my darling, my dear, my
master!

TRricorIN. Someone may come in! [[Helps her to get up.]

ARKADINA. Let them come in. I'm not ashamed of my love
for you! [Kisses his hands.] My trcasurc, why do such a
desperate thing? You want to bchave like a madman,
but I don’t want you to. I won’t let you. [Laughs.] You're
mine—mine! This forchead is minc, these eves are mine,
this lovely silky hair is mine! You're all mine! You're so
talented, so clever. You're thc greatest of our modem
writers. You're Russia’s only hope. You have so much
sincerity, simplicity, freshness, healthy humor. \With one
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stroke of the pcén you can express what is most signif-
icant and typical of any person and place. Your charac-
ters are so wonderfully alive. One can’t read you without
delight. You think I'm exaggerating? Flattering you?
Look into my cycs! Please, please! Do I look as if I were

_ lying? You see! I alonc know how to appreciate you; I
alonc am telling you the truth! Oh, my darling, my
precious darling! You will come with me, won’t you?
You won’t leave me, will you?

TricoriN. I have no will of my own. I never had. Listless,
flabby, always submissive. No! No woman can possibly
care for a man like me. Take me with you, carry me off,
only for heaven’s sake don’t let mec out of your sight for
a single moment!

ARKADINA [to herself]. Now he’s mine! [Cheerfully, as
though nothing had happened.] But, of course, if you
like, you can stay. I'll go by myself and you can join me
later. In a weck perhaps. Why should ‘you be in such
a hurry?

TricoriN. No, we'd better go together.

ARKADINA. As you wish. If you rcally want to, then let’s go
together. [Pause. TRIGORIN jots something down in his
notebook.] What are you writing?

TricorIN. A phrase I heard this morning. I liked it very
much. “A glitter of girls.” It may come in handy.
[Stretching.] So we are going. More railway carriages,
stations, refreshment bars, mutton chops, talk

SHAMRAYEV [enters]. I have the honor to announce with the
utmost regret, dear lady, that the carriage is at the door.
Time you left for the station. The train is duc at five
past two. So you won’t forget to let me know where
the actor Suzdaltsev is now, will you? Is he alive? Is he
well? There was a time when we used to go out drinking
together, he and I. lle was inimitable in The Mail
Robbery. Inimitable! The tragedian Izmaylov used to
appear with him at Yclisavetgrad. He was a remarkable
man, too, quite remarkable. No need to hurry, dear lady.
You've got another five minutes. Once they acted two
conspirators in a mclodrama, and when they were sud-
denly discovered, Izmavlov had to say, “We've been
caught in a trap" But instcad he sald “We've been
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trapped in a caught!” [Roars with laughter.] Trapped in a
caught!

While SHAMRAYEV is speaking, YAROv busies himself with
the suitcases, and the Maip brings ARKADINA her hat, coat,
umbrella, and gloves; they all assist her in putting on her
things. The Coox peeps through the door on the left and,
after a little while, comes in diffidently. Enter PAULINE,
followed by MEDVEDENKO and later by SoRIN.

PAuLINE [with a little basket]. I brought you some plums
for the joumey. They're delicious. You might like to
have some on the train.

ARRADINA. Thank you. It’s very kind of you, my dear.

PauLiNE. Good-bye, my dear. I'm sorry if everything wasn’t
quite all right. [Bursts into tears.]

ARKADINA [embracing her]. Everything was perfect, every-
thing! But please don’t cry. That certainly isn’t right.

PauLixe. We're growing old!

ARkADINA. Well, we can’t help that, can we, my dear?

SoRIN, in overcoat with cape, with his hat on and a cane in
his hand, comes in through door on left and crosses the
room.

Sorix. We'd better hurry, sister, or we shall miss our train.
I mean, after all, I'm going to get into the carnage.
[Goes out.]

Mebvepenko. I think I'll walk to the station to sce you off.
If I walk fast enough, I can get there in time. [Goes out.]

ARrkaDpINA. Good-bye, my dears. If we are alive and well, we
shall meet again next summer. [The Mam, Yarov, and
the Cook kiss her hands.] Thank you for everything.
[Gives the Coox a ruble.] Here’s a ruble for the three of
you.

Cook. Thank you kindly, madam. A happy journey to you.
You've becn very good to us.

Yakov. May the Lord bless you, madam. Good luck,
madam.

SuarmraYEv. Don’t forget to drop us a linc, dear lady.
Good-bye, Mr. Trigorin.

ARkADINA. \Where's Konstantin? Tell him I'm going. I
want to say good-bye to him. Well, good-bye to you all.
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Good-bye. [To Yakov.] I've given Cook a ruble. It’s
for the three of you.

All go out on right. The stage is empty. Behind the scenes
the usual farewell noises. The Maip comes back, takes the
basket of plums from the table, and goes out again.

TriGORIN [coming back]. I've forgotten my stick. Must
have left it on the veranda. [Goes toward door on left,
where he meets NINA, who is coming in.] Is that you?
\Wc're leaving

Nixa. T knew we’d meet again. [Excitedly.] Mr. Trigorin,
I've made up my mind once and for all: I'm taking
the plunge. I'm going on the stage. I shan’t be here
tomorrow. I'm running away, I'm leaving everything,
starting a new life. I'm lecaving for Moscow, like you.
\Ve shall meet there.

TricorIN [looking round]. Stop at the Slav Bazaar. And
let me know at once. Molchanovka, Grokholsky’s House.
Sorry, I must run.

Pause.

Nixa. One moment, pleasc!

TRIGORIN [in an undertone]. You're so lovely! I'm so happy
that we shall meet again soon! [She lays her head on his
chest] 1 shall sec your wondcrful cyes again, your
swect tender smile, your dear face, your look of angelic
purity. Oh, my dcar!

A lingering kiss.

Curtain.
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ACT FFOUR

There is an interval of two years between the third and
fourth acts.

Onec of the drawing rooms in SoriN’s country house, con-

verted into a study by KoxsraxtiN. To the right and left,

doors leading into the inner rooms. Upstage center, a

French window leading onto the veranda. In addition to the

usual furniture of a drawing room, a writing desk in corner

on right, a Turkish divan by the door on the left, a book-
case, and books on window sills and chairs.

Evening. One lamp is burning under a lampshade. The

room is only dimly lit. The trees rustle outside, and the

wind is howling in the chimney. The night watchman
knocks.

MEDVEDENKO and Niasua enter.

Masua [calling]. Konstantin! Konstantin! [Looking round.]
There’s no one here. The old man keeps asking, “\Where’s
Konstantin? \Where’s Konstantin?” He can’t live without
him.

Mepvepenko. He’s afraid of being left alone. [Listening.]
What awful weather! It’s been like this for two days.

Masua [turning up the lamp]. There are waves on the lake.
Great big ones.

Mepvepenko. It’s dark in the garden. I wish to goodness
they’d tell someone to knock down that stage in the
park. There it stands, bare and hideous, like a skeleton,
with the curtain flapping in the wind. As I passed it
yesterday evening, I thought I could hear somcone crying
there.

MasHA. You do imagine things, don’t you?
Pause.

Mebpvebexko. Let’s go home, Masha.
Masua [shakes her head). I'm staying here for the night.
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Mrovepenko [imploringly]. Plcasc let’s go, Masha. The
baby must be starving.

Masua. Don’t be silly, Simon. Nurse won’t let him starve.
Pause.
Mepvepenko. It’'s such a shame. Three nights now he’s
been without his mother.

Masna. You're getting to be an awful bore, Simon. At
least before we were married you used to hold forth on
every imaginable subject, but now all one hears from
you is, “baby,” “come home,” “baby,” “come home.”

MEepvEDENKO. Let’s go, Masha.

MasHA. You go yourself.

Mepbvepenko. Your father won't let me have a horse.

Masna. He will. You ask him and see if he won’t.

Mepvebenko. Well, I suppose I might as well ask him.
But you'll come home tomorrow, won’t you?

Masua [takes snuff]. All right. I'll come tomorrow. [Enter
KoNSTANTIN and PAULINE, KONSTANTIN carrying pillows
and blankets, and PAULINE, sheets. They lay them on the
Turkish divan. Then KONSTANTIN goes to his desk and
sits down.] Who is it for, Mother?

PauLINE. Mr. Sorin wants his bed made up in Konstantin’s
study.

Masua. Let me do it. [Making the bed.]

PAuLINE [sighs]. The old man is getting more and more
like a baby every day. [Goes up to writing desk and,
leaning on her elbow, looks at the manuscript.]

Pause.

MepvepeNnko. I'd better be going. Good-bye, Masha. [Kisses
his wife’s hand.] Good-bye, Mother. [Tries to kiss his
mother-in-law’s hand.]

PAuLINE. Ol, for goodness’ sake go!

MEebpvepeNko. Good-bye, Konstantin.

KoxsTANTIN offers him his hand in silence. MEDVEDENKO
goes out.

PAULINE [looking at the manuscript]. No onc ever thought
you'd be a real writer one day, Konstantin. Now, thank
God, you're even getting money from the magazines.
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[Smooths his hair.] And vou've grown so handsome,

too. Dcar, dear Konstantin, plcase try to be kinder to
Masha.

Masua [making the bed). Leave him alone, Mother.

PauLINE [to KoNsTANTIN]. She’s such a nice girl. [Pause.]
All a woman wants, Konstantin, is that a man should
look kindly at her. Don’t I know that?

KoNSTANTIN gets up from his desk and leaves the room
without a word.

MasnaA. You've made him angry. \VWhy do you pester him,
Mother?

PavriNe. I'm sorry for you, my child.
MasHa. A lot of good that does.

PauLINE. My heart’s been bleeding for you, dear. Do you
think I don’t know what’s going on? I see everything
and I understand everything.

Masua. It’s just nonsense, Mother. It’s only in novels
vou read about unhapp\ love. It's nothing. The only
sensible thing is not to brood over it, not to sit about
waiting for something to happen. If you're silly enough
to fall in love with a man who doesn’t care for you,
then you must get over it. They've promised to transfer
Simon to another district. As soon as we have moved, I
shall forget all about this. I shall tear it out of my
heart by the roots.

In the next room but one someone is playing a melancholy
waltz.

PavLine. That’s Konstantin plaving. That means he’s un-
happy.

Masua [dances a few waltz steps noiselessly]. The chief
thing, Mother, is not to scc him. I wish they'd give

Simon his transfer. I'd forget Konstantin in a month.
All this is so damn silly!

The door on left opens. DorN and MEDVEDENKO bring in
SoriN in his wheel chair.

Mepvepenko. I've six people to provide for now, and flour
is two kopecks a pound.
Dorx~. What a life, eh?
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MEepvepexnko. It’s all very well for you to laugh. You're
rolling in money.

* DorN. Rolling in money, am I? My dear fellow, I've been
in medical practice for thirty ycars—damned trouble-
some practice, too, for there was not a moment either day
or night when I could call my soul my own. Do you
know how much money I saved up in all those years?
Two thousand rubles. And that I spent during my recent
trip abroad. No, I've nothing.

MasHA [to her husband]. Haven’t you gone yet?

Mepvepenko [guiltily]. Well, how can I when your father
won't let me have a horse?

Masua [with bitter annoyance, in an undertone]. I wish I'd
never set eyes on you!

The wheel chair comes to a stop in the left half of the room;

PAuLINE, MasHA, and DornN sit down beside it; NIEDVE-

DENKO, with a hangdog expression, walks off to the other
side of the room.

Dorx~. I see you've made a lot of changes hcre. You've
turned this drawing room into a study.

MasHa. Konstantin finds it much more convenient to work
here. He can walk out into the garden whenever he likes
and do his thinking there.

The night watchman knocks.

SoriN. Where’s my sister?

Dorn. Gone to the station to mecet Trigorin. She’ll be back
soon.

Sorix. I suppose if you thought it nccessary to send for my
sister, I must be pretty bad. [After a moment’s silence.]
How do you like that? Here I'm seriously ill and they
won’t give me any medicine.

Dorn. Well, what would vou like? Valerian drops? Bi-
carbonate of soda? Quinine?

SoriN. There he goes again! Bless my soul, what a trial that
man is! [Motioning with his head toward the sofa.] Has
that bed been made up for me?

PauLiNE. Yes, Mr. Sorin. It’s for you.
Sorix. Thank you.
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Dorx [sings softly]. “The moon is sailing across the sky at
night. . . .”

SoriN. I've thought of a damned good idea for a short story
for Konstantin. Now, let me see. Yes. It will be called,
“The Man Who Wanted To.” L’homme qui a voulu.
When I was young, I wanted to become a writer—and I
didn’t. I wanted to speak well—and I spoke abominably.
[Mimicking himself.] I mcan—I mecan to say—I—er—
this and—er—that. Sometimes I'd go on like that for
hours, till I was in a regular sweat. I wanted to marry—
and I didn’t. I alwavs wanted to live in town, and here
I am ending my days in the country. And so on.

DorN. You wanted to become a state councilor—and you
did.

Sori~N [laughs]. I didn’t want to become that. It just hap-
pened.

Dorx. You must admit that to cxpress dissatisfaction with
life at sixty-two is a bit ungenerous.

Sorix. What a damned obstinate fellow you are! Can’t you
understand? I don’t want to die.

Dorx. That’s folly. According to the laws of nature, every
life must come to an end.

Sorix. You talk like a man who’s had his fill. You’ve had
all you wanted and so vou can be philosophic about life.
It makes no difference to you. But even you will be
frightened when your time comes.

Dor~. The fear of death, sir, is an animal fear. We must
overcome it. Only those who bclicve in life everlasting
are consciously afraid to dic, but what they are really
afraid of is their sins. But you, sir, arc, in the first place,
an unbeliever, and in the second, what sort of sins could
you have committed? Served in the Ministry of Justice for
twenty-five years? That’s all, isn’t it?

SoriN [laughs). Twenty-eight, my dear sir, twenty-eight.

Enter KONSTANTIN, who sits down at SORIN’s feet. Masua
never takes her eyes off him.
Dorx~. I'm afraid we must be interfering with Konstantin’s
work.
KoxsTANTIN. No, not at all.
Pause.
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MEepvepenNko. May I ask you, Doctor, which city you liked
best abroad?

Dorn. Genoa. ‘
KonstanTIN. Why Genoa?

DorN. The crowds in the streets of Genoa are so wonder-
ful. When you leave your hotel in the evening, the streets
are swarming with people. You move about aimlessly in
the crowd, swept along this way and that, up and down
the street; you live with it, you acquire, as it were, a
collective personality, and you begin to believe that there
really is such a thing as a world soul, like the one Nina
acted in your play. By the way, where is Nina now?
Where is she and how is she getting on?

KonstaNTIN. I believe she is quite well.

Dorn. I was told she was leading a rather peculiar sort of
life. \WWhat’s happened?

KonsTaNTIN. O, it’s a long story, Doctor.
Dorn. \Well, make it short then.

Pause.

KonsTANTIN. She ran away from homc and went to live
with Trigorin. You know that, don’t you?

Dornx. Yes, I know.

KonstanTIN. She had a child. The child died. Trigorin got
tired of her and went back to his old love, as might have
been expected. Not that he had ever really broken with
her, but being such a spineless character, he managed to
make the best of both worlds. As far as I can gather,
Nina’s private life was a complete failure.

Dor~. And her stage career?

KoxstanTIN. Her stage career was even worse, I believe. Her
first appearance on the stage was at a holiday resort near
Moscow. Then she went on tour in the provinccs. At that
time I never lost sight of her, and for some months I
used to follow her about wherever she went. She always
took big parts, but her acting was crude and with no
taste. She’d tear a passion to tatters, and her gesturcs were
grotesquely melodramatic. Now and then she would utter
a cry in a way that showed some talent or do a decath
scene really well, but those were only moments.

Dorx. So she has some talent after all?
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KonstanTin. I don’t know. It’s hard to say. I suppose she
must have. I saw her, of course, but she would not see
me. I was never admitted to her hotel room. I realized
how she felt, and I did not insist on meeting. [Pause.]
\Well, what morc do you want to know? Later, after I
got home, I had some Ictters from her. Warm, scnsible,
interesting letters. She never complained, but I could
feel she was terribly unhappy. Every line showed how
strained her nerves were. She seemed a little unhinged,
too. Always signed herself: “The Seagull” In Pushkin’s
“Water Nymph,” the miller calls himself a raven, and
so she kept repeating in her letters that she was a smoull
She’s here now.

Dorx. How do you mean, here?

KoxnstanTIN. She’s staying at an inn in town. She's been
there for five days. I ncarly went to see her, but Masha
has been there, and she won’t see anyone. Medvcdenko

assured me that he saw her vesterday afternoon walking
across a field a mile and a half from here.

MEebvEDENKO. Yes, that's right. She was walking toward the
town. I spoke to her and asked her why she had not been
to sec us. She said she’d come.

KonstanTiN. She’ll never come. [Pause. Her father and
stepmother will have nothing to do with her. They’ve put
men cvervwhere on their estate to make sure she doesn’t
get ncar the house. [Walks away with Dorn to the writ-
ing desk.] How awfully casy it is to be a philosopher on
paper, Doctor, and how damned difficult to be onc in life.

Sorix. She was such a sweet girl!
Dornx. I beg your pardon?

SorIN. I said, she was a very sweet girl. State Councilor
Sorin, sir, was cven in love with her for a time.

DorN. You old rake!
SuANMRAYEV is ieard laughing.

PauLiNe. They're back from the station.
KonsTANTIN. Yes, I can hear Mother.

Enter ARkADINA and TRIGORIN, followed by SHAMRAYEV.

SHAMRAYEV [as he comes in]. We're growing older and
older, madam, falling, as they say, into the sere and yel-
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low; but you’re as young as cver. Gay clothes, vivacious,
exquisite!

ARKADINA. You want to bring me bad luck, you awful man!

TRIGORIN [to SoriN]. How do you do, sir? Why are you
always ill? That’s very naughty. [Seeing Masua, joyfully.]
Masha!

Masha. So you recognized me? [Presses his hand.)

TRricorIN. Married?

Masna. Ages ago.

TricorIN. Happy? [Exchanges bow with DorN and MEDVE-
DENKO, then approaches KowsmNTN diffidently.] Your
mother has told me that you've forgotten the past and
are no longer angry with me.

KoNsTANTIN holds out his hand to him.

ARRADINA [to her son]. Boris has brought you the magazine
with your new story.

KONSTANTIN [accepting the magazine, to TricorIN]. Thank
vou. It’s very kind of you.

They sit down.

TriGoRIN. Your admirers want to be remembered to you.
You'd be surprised how intcrested they are in you in
Petersburg and Moscow. They’re always asking all sorts
of questions about you. What you are like, how old vou
arc, whether you are dark or fair. For some reason they
all assume you can’t be young. And no one knows vour
rcal name, as you write under a pseudonym. You're as
mysterious as the Man in the Iron Mask.

KoxnstaxTIN. Will you be staying long?

TricorIN. I'm afraid not. I'm thinking of leaving for Mos-
cow tomorrow. I want to finish myv novel and Tve prom-
iscd something for a collection of short stories. As you sec,
it’s the old, o?d story. [While they are talking, ARRADINA
and PAuLINE place d card table in the middle of the room
and open it out; SHAMRAYEV lights candles and sets chairs.
A game of lotto is brought out.] I'm afraid the weather
hasn’t been very kind to me. The wind is terrible. If it
drops by moming, I'll do a bit of fishing in the lake. And
I might take a walk round the park. I'd like to have a look
at the place where—you remember?—yvour play was acted.
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I've got a very good plot for a story. All I need is to re-
fresh my memory a little: get the local color right.

Masua [to her father]. Please, IFather, let Simon have a
horse. He's got to go home.

SuAMRAYEV [mimicking her]. IHorse—home! [Sternly.] Don’t
vou realize the horses have just been to the station? You
don’t want me to send them out again in this weather,
do you?

Masna. But there are other horses. [Seeing that her father
makes no reply, she just dismisses it with a wave of the
hand.] What’s the use? . . .

Mepvepenko. I don’t mind walking home, Masha. Really,
I don't.

PauLINE [sighs]. \WValk in this weather? [Sitting down at the
card table.] Shall we start, ladies and gentlemen?

MepvepE~ko. It’s only four miles. Good-bye, dear. [Kisses
his wife's hand.] Good-bye, Mother. [His mother-in-law
holds out her hand reluctantly for him to kiss.] I wouldn’t
trouble anyone if it were not for the baby. [Bows to the
company.] Good-bve. [Slinks out guiltily.

SuanravEV. He'll get there all right. Ilc’s not a general, is
he?

PAULINE [raps on the table]. Please, ladies and gentlemen,
don’t let’s waste time. Dinner will be served soon.

SHAAMRAYEV, MasHaA, and DorN sit down at the card table.

ARrADINA [to TRIGORIN]. During the long autumn evenings
we always play lotto here. Look, it’s the same old lotto
Mother used to play with us when we were children.
Won't you join us in a game bcfore dinner? [Sits down
with TRIGORIN at the card table.] It’s not a very exciting
game, but it’s not bad once vou get into it. [Deals out
three cards to each.]

KoNSTANTIN [turning over the pages of the magazine]. He’s
read his own story, but he hasn’t even cut the pages of
mine. [Puts the magazine down on the desk, then goes to
the door on left; as he passes his mother, he kisses her
on the head.]

ARrkapINA. And what about you, darling?

KoxnstaNTIN. No, thank you, Mother. I don’t fcel like it,
somchow. I'll go out for a stroll. [Goes out.]
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ARkADINA. The stake is ten kopecks. Put it down for me,
Doctor, will you?

Dorn. Certainly, madam.

MasHa. Have youall put down your stakes? I begin. Twenty-
two.

ARkADINA. Got it.

MasHa. Three.

Dorn. Right.

Masua. Have you put three down? Eight. Eighty-one. Ten.
SuaMRAYEV. Don’t be in such a hurry.

ARrkADINA. What a wonderful reception I had in Kharkov!
My goodness, my head’s still swimming!
MasHua. Thirty-four.

A melancholy waltz is played off stage.

ARgADINA. The students gave me an ovation. Three baskets
of flowers, two bouquets, and look at this! [Takes a
brooch off her dress and throws it on the table.)

SHAMRAYEV. Ah, now that is something!
Masua. Fifty.
Dorn. Did you say fifty?

ARKRADINA. I wore a lovely dress. Say what you like, but I do
know how to dress.

PauvLiNe. Konstantin’s playing again. Poor boy, he’s un-

happy.
SuamrAYEV. They've been going for him in the papers, I
sce.

MasHa. Seventy-seven.
ARRADINA. Why worry about it?

TricoriN. He’s unlucky, poor fellow. Quite unable to find
his own individual style. He writes such queer stuff, so
vague. At times it almost reminds me of the ravings of a
lunatic. Not one living character!

Masua. Eleven.

ARkADINA [looking round at Sorix]. Are you bored, Peter,
dcar? [Pause.] He's asleep.

Dorux. State Councilor Sorin is peacefully asleep.
Masna. Seven. Ninety.
TricorIN. Do you think I'd ever have written anything if I



THE SEAGULL 55

lived in a country housc like this by a lake? I'd have
conquered this mania and spent all day fishing.

Masua. Twenty-eight.

TricorIN. To catch a roach or a perch—that’s my idea of
heaven.

DornN. Well, I believe in Konstantin. There’s something in
him. He thinks in images; his stories are vivid, brilliant.
They affect me strongly. A great pity, though, he hasn’t
any dcfinite aim. He produces an impression and that’s
all. But you can’t go far by just producing an impression.
Are you glad your son’s a writer, Irina?

ARKADINA. I'm ashamed to confess it, Doctor, but I haven't
read any of his things. I can never find the time.

Masna. Twenty-six.
KONSTANTIN comes in quietly and goes to his desk.
SHAMRAYEV [to TricorIN]. I forgot to tell you, Mr. Trigorin.
We've still got something here of yours.
TricoriN. Oh? What?

SHAMRAYEvV. You remember the seagull Konstantin shot
down? You asked me to have it stuffed for you.

TricorIN. Did I? I don’t remember. [Thinking.] I don’t
remember.

MasHa. Sixty-six. One.

KonsTANTIN [flings open the window and listens]. How dark
it is! I wonder why I feel so restless.

ARrkADINA. Konstantin, dear, shut the window. There’s an
awful draught.
KoNSTANTIN closes the window.

Masna. Eighty-eight.

TricorIN. My game, ladies and gentlemen.
ARKADINA [gaily]. Bravo, bravo!
SHAMRAYEV. Bravo!

ARkADINA. What marvelous luck that man has! He always
wins. [Gets up.] Now let’s go and have somcthing to cat.
Our great man hasn’t had his lunch today. We'll carry
on with the game after dinner. (ETO her son.] Leave your
manuscripts, dear. Let's go in to dinner.

KonstanTiN. [ don’t want to, Mother. I'm not hungry.
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ARKRADINA. As vou wish, dear. [\Wdkes Sorix.] Dinner, Pcter,
dear. [Takes SHAMRAYEV'S arm.] Let me tell you about
the marvelous reception I had in Kharkov.

PAULINE puts out the candles on the table; then she and
DorN wheel the chair. All go out by door on left; Kox~-
STANTIN alone remains on the stage, sitting at his desk.

KONSTANTIN [preparing to write; runs through what he has
written alreadyl]. I've talked so much about new forms,
but I can’t help feeling that little by little I'm lapsing
into clichés myself. [Reads.] “The poster on the wooden
fence announced . . .” “A pale face framced by dark hair.”
Announced, framed—it’s so trite! [Crosses it out.] I'd
better begin where the hero is awakened by the patter of
rain and cross out the rest. The description of the moon-
light evening is too long and too precious. Trigorin has his
methods all worked out. ITe finds it easy. The neck of a
broken bottle gleaming on the milldam, the black shadow
of the water wheel—and there’s your moonlight night all
ready for you. But I have to bring in the tremulous light,
the gently twinkling stars, and the distant strains of the
piano dying away in the still, scented air. Oh, it’s dread-
ful! [Pause.] New forms! No! I'm coming more and more
to believe that it isn’t old or new forms that matter. What
matters is that one should write without thinking about
forms at all. Whatever one has to say should come straight
from the heart. [There is a knock at the window nearest
to the desk.] What's that? [Looks out of the window.]
Can't see a thing. [Opens French window and looks out
into the garden.] Someonc ran down the steps. [Callscl
Who's there? [Goes out into the garden; he can be hcar
walking rapidly on the veranda; presently he comes back
with Niva.] Nina! Nina! [She la\s her head on his brcast
and sobs quzetly KONSTANTIN is moved.] Nina, oh, mv
darling, it's you—you! I had a feeling you'd come. All
day I've been so restless. [Takes off her hat and cloak.)
Oh, my darling, my precious darling, so you've come!
Don't let’s cry, don’t!

NiNaA. There’s someone here.

KonstaNTIN. There’s no one, no one.
Nina. Lock the doors. Someone may come in.
KoxnsTaNTIN. No one will come in.
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Nina. I know vour mother’s here, Please, lock the doors.

KoxstanTin [locks the door on right; going to the door on
left]. There’s no lock on this door. I'll put a chair against
it. [Puts an armchair against the door.] Don’t be afraid.
No one will come in. .

NINA [scanning his face intently]. Come, let me look at vou.
[Looking round the room.] It's wann here, nice. This
used_to be a_drawing_room. Ain_I very much changed?

KoxsrasTiN. Yes, vou arc thinner and jyour cyes are larger.
Nina, it’s strange to be scemg you™ Why wouldn’t vou
let me sec you? Why haven’t vou come all this time? I
know you’ve been here almost a weck. I've been to vour
hotel several times a dav. I stood under your window like
a beggar. ,

Niva. [ was afraid vou might hate me. Every mght I dream
that you Jook and look at me_and don’t_recognize me.

] only vou knew! Ever since I got back I've bccn coxngg
here to walk by the lake. I've_been_near the house_many
times, but I_couldn’t bring mysclf to go in/Let’s sit down.
[-IIIE;_SIL]_Lcts sit down and_talk and talk./jOh, it’s so

_,_cgsx._&axm,_hiten_to__thc_mnd'_ﬁmrc s..a
passage in Turgenev; “Happy is he.who on a night like

-(this has a roof over his head, a warmm corner.” I'm _a sea-
\'" gull—no, that’s not what I was going_to say,[fRubs her

forehead.] I'm somry. What was I “saying? Oh, ves. Turge-

nev: “And may the Lord help all homeless “andﬂers

Never mind. [Sobs.] o

KonsTaNTIN. Nina, again? Nina, Nina!

Nix~a. It's nothing. I feel much better now. I hznsn_t.cned
for two years. Late last Mht I went to see if our stage
pas still in the park. Well, it was still there. It was then
that I cried for the first time in two years, and I felt much
.hetter, 1 felt more at_casc | in_my mind/[Sce? I'm_not cry-
ipg_any_more. [Takes his hand.] And so you're a writer
_Dow. You . ..a witer, and I . . . an actress. We're
,gght in it now, the two of us. “é—uscd to be so happy. I f

~wake up like a(child,) bright and carly, as_merry as a lack.
Iloved yourI_d_r%lﬁ:d of fame./And 1);ow? Eaﬁ;}' tomorrow
.moming_1_shall have to lcave for Yelcts, Travel tlird
class, with peasants _And_in_Yelets the educated business-
;men will pester me with their attentions..Life is sordid.
KoxstanTIN. Why are you going to Yelets?
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Nina. I've an engagement there for the whole winter. I shall
have to ¢ go tomorrow. -

KonstaNTIN. Oh, Nina, I cursed you, hated you, tore up
your letters and photographs, but cvery minute I knew that
I belonged to you, that my heart was yours forever. Nina,
I can’t stop loving you. Ever since I lost you and my
stories began to appear in print, life has been unbearable.
I suffered agonics, agonics. It was as if my youth were
suddenly snatched away. I felt as though I were an old
man of ninety. I praycd for you to come back; I kissed
the ground you had walked on. Wherever I looked, I
saw your face, your sweet smile, which brought sunshine
into the best years of my life.

NiNa [bewildered]. Why_does_he_talk like this? Why does
he talk like this?

KonsTaNTIN. | am alone in the world, Nina. I have no one
whose affection can warm me. I'm cold, cold, as though I
lived in some dungcon, and cverything I write is dry,
harsh, gloomy. Please stay, Nina. I implore you. Or let
me go with you. [NINA quickly puts on her hat and
cloak.] Nina, why? For God’s sake! [Looks at her while
she puts her things on; pause.]

NiNa. My cab is_waiting-for-me-at_the gate. Don’t see me
out, please. I'll ind my way alone. [Bursts into tears.]
_Could you give me somc water, please?

KoNsTANTIN [gives NINA a glass of water]. Where are you
going now?
Ni~a. Back to town. Is your mother here?

KoNnsTANTIN. Yes. Uncle was taken ill on Thursday, so we
wired her to come.

Nina. Why did you say that_you kissed the_ground on
which 1'd_walked? I ought to_be killed, [Leans over the
table.] Qh, I'm so tired. I _want to rest, rest. [Raises her
head.] I'm_a_scagull. No, that’s not it. I'm_an .ac tress,
Yes! [Hearing ArkapiNa and TricoriN laughing, she
listens for a minute, then runs to the door on left and
looks through the keyhole.]__Hc is herc too._[Returning to
KONSTANTIN.] Oh, well, it doesn’t matter. No, he didn’t
believe in_the theatre. He was always laughing at my
dreams, and little by little I stopped _believing_in them
myself and lost heart. Besides, I had the worrics of love
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to cope with; jcalousy, constant anxiety for my little one.
1 grew trivial, cheap. | “acted badly. Didn’t know what ‘to
‘do with_my hands, h how to_stand_on_ the s stage Imw to

that you're actmg badly I'ma seagull. No, that’s not it.
Remember you shot a scagull? A man came along, saw
it, and just for fun destroyed it. An idea for a short storv.
No, I don’t mean_that. [Rubs_her_forehead.] What was
I saying? 1 was talkmg about the stage. I'm different now.
I’'m a_real actress. I enjoy my acting. I revel in it. The
stage intoxicates me. I feel that I am peerless. But now,
while I've been here, I've been walking about a lot and
thinking, thinking and fceling that the powers of my mind
and soul_are growing_stronger every_day. Now I know,
now | 1 understand that in our_callmg. whether we act on
stage or write, what matters is not fame, nor glorv, nor
thc_thmgs_l_us_d to. dream of. _No. \Vhat matters is

,and have faith, I ]18_\_C_f_alth .and_it doesn’t hurt so much

now. And when_I think_of my calling, 'm no longer
afraid of ife.

KONSTANTIN [sadly]. You have found your path; you know
which way vou are going. But I'm still whirled about in
a maze of dreams and images, not knowing what it is all
about and who wants it. I have no faith, and I do not
know what my calling is.

Nina [listening]. Sh-sh. . . . I'm_going, Good-bye. When 1
am a famous actress, come and sec me in a play. Promise?
But now . . . [Presses his hand.]-It's late. I can hardly
stand. I'm wom out. Famished.

KonstaNTIN. Stay and have supper. Please do.

Nmva. No, thank vou. I can’t. I can’t. Don’t see me off. I'll
find my way alone. My cab isn’t far from herc. So she
brought him with her? ‘Oh, well, it doesn’t matter really.
When you see Trigorin, don’t gy “anything_to_him. I
love him. I love him more than eyer. An idea for a short
story. I love him. I_love him passionately. I love him to
dlst_agnam_How beautiful it it all was before! Remember?
What a bright, glorious, happy life! Our feclings for each
other were like sweet, cxquisite flowers. Remember? [Re-
cites.] “Men, lions, cag]cs and pcacocks, horned stags,
geese, spiders, silent fish that inhabit the water, starfish,
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and creatures no eye can see—all living things, all living
things, all living things, having completed their round of
sorrow, are extinct. For thousands and thousands of years
the earth has borne no living creature upon it, and this
poor moon lights its lamp in vain. No longer do the
cranes waken in the meadow with a crv, and in the lime
groves the drone of May beetles is heard no more.” [Em-
braces KoNsTANTIN impulsively and runs out through the
French window.)

KoXSTANTIN [after a pause]. 1 hope no one sees her in the
park and tells Mother about it. It would upset Mother.
[During the next two minutes KONSTANTIN tears up all
his manuscripts and throws them under the desk; then
he unlocks the door on right and goes out.]

Dorx~ [trying to open the door on left]. Extraordinary! The
door seems to be locked. [Enters and puts armchair in its
place.] An obstacle course!

Enter ARKADINA and PauLINE, followed by Yaxov, carrying
a tray with bottles, and Nlasiia: then SHANMRAYEV and Tri-
CORIN.

ARrxaDINA. Put the claret and the beer for Mr. Trigorin
on the table, please. \WWe can have our drinks while we
play. Come on, sit down cverybody, please.

PauLINE [to YAxov]. Bring the tea at once, Yakov.

PauLiNE lights the candles. They all sit down at the card
table.

SuaMRAYEV [leading TrIGORIN to the bookcase]. Herc's the
thing T was telling vou about. [Takes out the stuffed sta-
gull.] Your order, sir.

TRIGORIN [gazing at the seagull]. Don’t remember. [After a
moment’s thought.] Don’t remember.
A shot offstage on the right; they dll start.

ARKADINA [frightened]. What was that?

Dornx. It’s nothing. I expect something must have gone oft
in mv medicine bag. Please, don’t be alarmed. [Goes out
at door on right and returns in half a minute.] Just as |
thought. A bottle of ether has gone off. [Smos softly.)

“Oncc more before thee I stand enchanted .

ARKADINA ([sitting down at the table]. Heavens, what a
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fright it gave mel It reminded me . . . [Covers her face
with her hands.] Oh dear, for a moment everything went
black before my eyes.

Dorn [turning over the pages of the magazine, to TRIGORIN].
There was an article published here about two months
ago, a letter from America, and I meant, incidentally, to
ask you about it. [Puts his arm round TRIGORIN’s waist
and leads him to the footlights.] I'm rather interested in
this question. [Lowering his voice, in an undertone.] Get
Arkadina away somehow. You see, Konstantin has shot
himself.

Curtain.
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ACT ONE

A garden. Part of the house can be seen, with the veranda.

Under an old poplar, by the avenue of trees, a table set for

tea. Benches, chairs; a guitar on one of the benches. Not

far from the table, a swing. About three o’clock in the
afternoon. An overcast sky.

MAaRINA, @ heavily built old woman, who moves with dif-
ficulty, sits by the samovar, knitting a sock; AsTrov is walk-
ing up and down near her.

MARINA [pours out a glass of tea]. Have some tea, dear.

AsTRrOV [accepts the glass reluctantly]. Thank you. I don’t
feel like it, somehow.

Marixa. You wouldn’t like a drop of vodka, would you?

Astrov. No, thank you. I don’t drink vodka every day, you
know. Besides, it’s so close. [Pause.] How long have we
known each other, Nanny?

MarINA [thinking it over]. How long? Dear me, let me
think. . . . You first came here—into these parts—when?
. . . Sonia’s mother was still living then. You visited us
regularly for two winters before she died. Well, that makes
eleven years to my way of reckoning. [After @ moment’s
thought.] Perhaps even longer.

Astrov. Have I changed much since then?

Marina. Yes, I'm afraid you have, dear. You were young
and handsome then, but now you look much older. And
you aren’t as handsome as you used to be. If you don’t
mind me mentioning it, you drink a lot, too.

AstrOV. Yes. . . . In ten years I've grown a different man.
And the reason? Overwork, Nanny. Overwork. On my
feet from moming till night. Don’t know the meaning
of rest. And at night I lie awake under the bedclothes in
constant fear of being dragged out to a patient. Haven't
had a single free day ever since I've known you. I couldn’t
help growing old, could I? And, besides, life here is dull,
stupid, sordid. . . . This sort of life wears you down.
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You're surrounded by cranks—cranks, all of them. Spend
two or three years with them and gradually, without no-
ticing it, you become a crank yourself. It’s inevitable—
sure as fate. [Twisting his long mustache.] Just look at
this enormous mustache I've grown. An idiotic mustache.
I've become a crank, Nanny. . . . Haven’t grown stupid
yet, thank God; there’s nothing wrong with my brains,
but my feelings have, I'm afraid, grown numb. I want
nothing, I need nothing, there’s no one I'm fond of—
except, perhaps, you, Nanny. [Kisses her on the head.]
I had a nurse like you when I was a little boy.

Marina. You wouldn’t like something to eat, would you?

AsTrOV. No, thank you. In the third week of Lent I went
to Malitskoye. There was an epidemic there. Spotted
fever. In the cottages people were lying side by side on
the floor. . . . Filth, stench, smoke . . . Calves, too, ly-
ing about on the floor, among the sick. And pigs. Spent a
whole day there looking after the patients without sitting
down and without a bite of food, and when I got back
home, they wouldn’t let me rest. Brought a signalman from
the railway. I got him on the table and was about to
operate on him when damned if he didn’t go and die
on me under the chloroform. It was then, when I didn’t
want them, that my feelings awakened and my conscience
pricked me, as though I had killed him on purpose. . . .
I sat down, closed my eyes like this, and thought to mv-
self: Will those who will be living a hundred or two
hundred years after us spare a thought for us who are now
blazing a trail for them? Will they have a good word to
say for us? No, Nanny, they won’t, they won’t!

MariINA. Men won't, but God will.

AsTtrov. Thank you, Nanny. You spoke well.

Vovnitsky enters from the house; he has had a nap after
lunch and looks rumpled. He sits down on a bench and
straightens his fashionable-tie.

Vornitsky. Yes. [Pause.] Yes. . . .

Astrov. Had a good slecp?

Vorynirsky. Yes. Very. (Yawns.] Ever since the Professor
and his wife have come to live with us, our life has been
turned upside down. . . . I go to sleep at the wrong time,
at lunch and dinner [ eat all sorts of- fancy concoctions,
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drink wine—all this can’t be good for me. Before I hadn’t
a free minute to myself. Sonia and I worked like Trojans,
but now only Sonia works, while I sleep, eat, and drink—
it’s too bad!

MARINA [shaking her head]. Shameful’'s what I call itl The
Professor gets up at twelve o’clock, and the samovar’s
kept on the boil all morning waiting for him. Before
they came, we used to have dinner at one o’clock, like
everybody else, but now we’re having it at about seven.
The Professor spends the night reading and writing and
all of a sudden at two in the morning he rings his bell.
Why, what is it? Tea, if vou please! Wake the servants
for him. Put on the samovar. Shameful—that’s what it is!

AsTrOv. And are they going to stay here long?

Voynitsky [whistles]. A hundred years. The Professor has
decided to stay here for good.

MariNA. Same thing now. The samovar has been on the
table for the last two hours, and they’ve gone for a walk.

Voynitsky. They're coming, they’re coming. Keep calm,
Nanny.

Voices are heard; from the far end of the garden, returning
from their walk, enter SEREBRYAKOV, YELENA, SONIA, and
TELEGIN.

SerEBRYAROV. Excellent, excellent . . . Wonderful scenery.

TeLEGIN. Remarkable, sir.

Sonia. We'll go to the plantation tomorrow, Father. Would
you like to?

VorniTsky. Let’s have tea, ladies and gentlemen.

SErREBRYAKOV. My friends, be so kind as to send my tca up
to my study. I've still some work to do today.

Sox1a. I'm sure you'll like the plantation, Father.

YELENA, SEREBRYAKOV, and SoxiA go into the house; TELE-
GIN goes up to the table and sits down beside MARINA.

Voynitsky. It's hot, close, and our eminent scholar walks
about in an overcoat and galoshes, wearing gloves, and
carrying an umbrella.

Astrov. Which shows that he takes good care of himsclf.

Vovnitsky. But how lovely she is, how lovely! I've never
seen a more beautiful woman in my life.
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TEeLECIN [to MaRrINA]. Whether I drive through the fields
or take a walk in the shade of the trees in the garden or
look on this table, I experience a feeling. of indescribable
bliss! The weather is enchanting, the birds are singing,
we all live in peace and harmony—what more do we want?
[Accepting a glass from MaRINA.] I'm infinitely obliged to
you!

Vovnitsky [dreamily]. Her eyes . . . A wonderful woman!

Astrov. Tell us something.

Vov~iTsky [phlegmatically]. What do you want me to tcll
you?
AsTrov. Is there nothing new at all?

Vovxirsky. Nothing. Everything’s old. I'm the same as I was.
Grown worse, I daresay, for I've grown lazy, do nothing,
just grumble like an old fogy. My mother, the old crow,
still goes about croaking about women’s emancipation.
She’s got one foot in the grave, but she’s still looking in
her clever books for the dawn of a new life.

AsTtrov. And the Professor?

Vovrnitsky. The Professor, as always, spends all his time
from moming till late at night in his study—writing.
“Racking his wits, with furrowed brow, odes, odes, odes
we write, without one word of praise for them or us, our
labor to requite.”” Pity the poor paper! He’d much better
write his autobiography. What a wonderful subject! A re-
tired professor, you understand, an old dry-as-dust, a
leamed minnow . . . Gout, rheumatism, migraine. Got
himself an enlarged liver from jealousy and enmvy. . . .
This minnow lives on the estate of his first wife. Lives
there against his will, for he can't afford to live in the
town. Always complaining of his hard luck, though as a
matter of fact he’s damned lucky. [Nervously.] Just think
how lucky he is! The son of an ordinarv sacristan, a
divinity student, he obtained all sorts of degrees and was
given a chair at a university. Now he is the son-in-law of a
senator, and so on, and so on. All that is not important.
though. What is important is this: The man has been
lecturing and writing about art for exactly twenty-five
vears, and vet he docsn’t know a thing about art. For
twenty-five vears he’s been chewing over other men’s ideas
about realism, naturalism, and all sorts of other nonsense.
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For twenty-five years he has been lecturing and writing on
things intelligent people have known about for ages and
stupid people aren’t interested in, anyway. Which means
that for twenty-five years he’s been wasting his time. And
vet the self-conccit of the man! \What pretensions! He
has retired, and not a living soul knows or cares about
him. He’s totally unknown, which means that for twenty-
five years he’s been doing somebody clse out of a job. But
look at him: struts about like a demigod!

AsTroV. You're jealous!

Vovnitsky. Yes, I'm jealous! And the success he has with
women! No Don Juan has ever known such amazing suc-
cess! His first wite, my sister, a sweet, gentle creature,
pure as this blue sky, noble, generous, a woman who had
had more admirers than he has had students, loved him as
only pure angels can love beings as pure and beautiful
as themselves. Mv mother, his mother-in-law, dotes on
him to this day, and he still inspires a feelmg of rever-
cntial awe in her. His second wife, a beautiful, clever
woman—you've just seen her—martied him when he was
already an old man. She sacrificed her youth, her beauty,
her frecedom, her brilliance to him. Whatever for? \Why?

AstRov. Is she faithful to the Professor?
Vovnitsky. Unfortunately, ves.
AstRrov. \Why unfortunately?

Vovnitsky. Because that lovalty of hers is false from begin-
ning to end. There’s a lot of fine sentiment in it, but no
logic. To be unfaithful to an old husband whose com-
pany is insufferable—that is immoral. But to try to stiflc
vour unhappy youth and vour natural feelings—that’s not
immoral.

TELECIN [in a tearful voice]. Vanya, I don’t like to hear
vou talk like that. Really, vou know, anyone who betrays
a wife or husband is a person you cannot trust, a person
who might betray his country, too.

VoynNITsky [with vexation]. Dry up, Waffles!

TeLecIN. No, listen, Vanya. My wife ran away from me
with her lover the day after our wedding because of my
unprepossessing appcarance. I never swerved from my duty
after that. I still love her and I'm still faithful to her. I
do all I can to help her. I gave her all I had for the
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education of her children by the man she loved. My hap-
piness may have been ruined, but I've still got my pride.
And what about her? She’s no longer young; under the
influence of the laws of nature her beauty has faded; the
man she loved isdead. . . . What has she got left?

Enter SoNtA and YELENA; a little later enter Maria Voy-
NITSKY with a book. She sits down and reads, is given tea,
and drinks it without raising her head.

Sonia [hurriedly to nurse]. Some peasants have come,
Nanny. Please go and talk to them. I'll see to the tea
myself. [Pours out the tea.]

MARINA goes out. YELENA takes her cup of tea and drinks,

sitting on the swing.

AsTrOV [to YELENA]. I've really come to see your husband.
You wrote to me that he was very ill—rheumatism and
something else—but it seems there’s nothing the matter
with him at all.

YeLENA. He felt very depressed last night. Complained of
pains in his legs. But today he’s quite all right.

Astrov. And I've galloped like mad for twenty miles! Oh,
well, never mind. It's not the first time. I can stay with
you now till tomorrow and at least have a good night’s
sleep.

Son1a. Yes, do. It’s not often you stay the night with us. I
don’t expect you've had dinner, have you?

AsTrov. No, as a matter of fact I haven’t.

Sonia. Well, in that case you will have some dinner, too.
We dine at about seven now. [Drinks.] The tea’s cold!

TeLEGIN. I'm afraid the temperature has dropped considera-
bly in the samovar.

YELENA. Never mind, Ivan Ivanych, we'll drink it cold.

TELEGIN. Beg your pardon, ma’am, but I'm not Ivan
Ivanych. I'm Ilya Ilyich—er—Ilya Ilyich Telegin, ma’am,
or just Waflles, as some people call me because of my
pock-marked face. I stood godfather to Sonia, and your
husband knows me very well. I live here now, ma’am, on
your estate. I expect—er—the fact that I dine with you
every day has not escaped your notice.

Soxia. Mr. Telegin is our assistant, our right-hand man.
[Tenderly.] Won’t you have another cup, dear Godfather?
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Maria. Good heavens!

Soxia. What'’s the matter, Granny?

Marra. I forgot to tell Alexander—I'm afraid it must have
slipped my memory—I had a letter from Kharkov today
—hgr(t)m Pavel Alexandrovich. He’s sent me his new pam-
phlet.

AsTrov. Interesting?

Maria. Yes, but rather peculiar. He flatly contradicts every-
thing he defended seven years ago. This is terrible!

Vornitsky. There’s nothing terrible about it. Drink your
tea, Mother.

Maria. But [ want to talk!

VoxniTsky. You've been talking for fifty years, talking and
reading pamphlets. Time you put a stop to it.

Maria. 1 don’t know why you always seem to find my
conversation disagreeable. I'm sorry, Jean, but you've
changed so much during the last year that I simply cannot
recognize you. You used to be a man of definite convic-
tions, a man of enlightened vicws.

Vovnitsy. Oh, yes, to be sure! I was a2 man of enlightened
views which did not enlighten anyone. [Pause.] A man of
enlightened views! What a cruel joke! I'm forty-seven
now. Till a year ago I did my best to hoodwink myself
with that pedantic stuff of yours so as not to see what real
life was like. And I thought I was doing the right thing!
And now, if you only knew! I can’t sleep at night, so
vexed, so furious, am I with myself for having so stupidly
frittered away my time when I could have had everything
that my age now denies me.

Soxnta. Uncle Vanya, this is boring!

Maria [to her son]. You seem to be putting all the blame
for something on your former convictions. But it is not
they that are at fault but vourself. You seem to forget
that convictions are nothing by themselves, a dead letter.
You should have been doing some real work.

Voy~irsky. Some real work? Not everyone has the ability
to be some sort of scribbling perpetuumn mobile like that
Herr Professor of yours.

Maria. What are you suggesting by that, pray?
Soxt1a [imploringly]. Granny, Uncle Vanya, pleasel
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Vorxitsky. All right, all rnight. I shut up and apologize.
Pause.

YEeLENA. It’s such a lovely day today. . . . Not too hot.
Vovr~iTskY. A lovely day to hang oneself.

TELEGIN tunes his guitar. MARINA walks near the house,
calling a hen.

Marina. Chuck-chuck-chuck . . .
Sonia. What did the peasants come for, Nanny?

MariNa. Oh, always the same thing. About the wastcland
again. Chuck-chuck-chuck . . .

Sox~1a. Which one are vou calling?

MariNa. Old Speckly has gone off with her chicks. The
crows might get them. . . . [Goes out.]

TEeLECIN plays a polka; they dll listen in silence; enter a
LABORER.

LaBorkR. Is the Doctor here? [To Astrov.] If you please,
sir, thev’ve sent for you.

Astrov. \Vhere from?
LaBorer. From the factory.

AsTrROV [thh vexation]. Thank you very much. Well, I
suppose I’d better go. [Looks around for his cap.] A pity,
though, damn it.

Son1a. What a shame you have to go. Do come back to
dinner from the factory.

AsTtrov. Afraid it’'ll be too late. Yes, afraid so . . . afraid
so . . . [To the LaBorer.] Look here, be a good chap
and fetch me a glass of vodka. [The LABORER goes out.
Where on earth . . . ? \Where . . . ? [Finds his cap.
There’s a character in one of Ostrov vas plays who has a
big mustache but little wit. \Vell, that's me. Oh,
well, good-bye, ladies and gent]emen [To Yerena] If
you care to look me up sometimes with Sonia, I'd be
delighted to sec you. I have a little estate of about eighty
acres, but if you're interested, there’s a model orchard
and nursery such as vou w ouldn’t find within a thousand
miles. Next to my estate is the government plantation.
The forester there is old and always ill, so it’s I who have
really to look after things there.
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YeLexa. I've been told already that you make a hobby of
forestry. 1 suppose it could be of the greatest usc, but
don t you think it interferes with your real work? After all,
vou're a doctor.

Astrov. God alone knows what our rcal work is.

YELENA. Do you find it interesting?

Astrov. Yes, it’s interesting work.

Vovy~ITsKY [ironically]. Very!

YELENA [to AsTrov]. You're still a voung man. You don’t
look more than, well, thirty-six or thirty-seven, and I don’t
suppose it’s really as interesting as you say. Nothing but
treces and trees. Must be awfully monotonous, I should
think.

Soxia. Oh no, it’s extremely interesting. Dr. Astrov is
planting new forests cvery year, and already he’s been
awarded a bronze medal and a diploma. He does his best
to prevent the destruction of the old forests. If vou listen
to him, you’ll agrec with him entirely. He says forests
adomn the earth, teach man to understand the beautiful,
and instill in him a lofty attitude of mind. Forests temper
the severity of the climate. In countries with a mild
climate less cnergy is spent in the struggle with nature,
and that is why men there are beautiful, supple, more
sensitive, their speech refined, and their movements grace-
ful. Art and lcaming flourish there. Their ontlook on life
is not so gloomy, and their attitude to women is full of
cxquisite refinement.

Vovxitsky [laughing]. Bravo, bravo! All this is charming
but hardly convincing, so that [to AsTrov], allow me, my
friend, to go on stoking my stoves with logs and building
my barns of wood.

AsTrOV. You can stoke your stoves with peat and build
your barns of brick. Well, all right, cut down the woods
if vou have to, but why destrov them? The Russian
forests echo with the sound of the ax, millions of trees are
perishing, the homes of wild animals and birds are being
laid waste, the rivers are growing shallow and rurmin%
dry, exquisite scenery is disappcaring forever, and al
because men are too lazy and too stupid to bend down
and pick up their fuel from the ground. [To YELENA.]
Isn’t that so, madam? One has to be a barbarian to burn
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this beauty in one’s stove, to destroy what we cannot
create. Man has been endowed with-reason and creative
powers to -increase what has been given him, but so far
he has not created but destroyed. There are fewer and
fewer forests,  the rivers arc drying up, the game birds
are becoming extinct, the climate is ruined, and every
day the earth is becoming poorer and more hideous. [To
Vornitsky.] Here you’re looking at me ironically, and
you don’t think that what I am telling you is serious—
and perhaps I really am a crank, but when I walk past the
peasants’ woods I saved from the ax, or when I hear a
young wood planted with my own hands rustling over
my head, I realize that the climate is to some extent in
my power and that if in a thousand years men are happy
and contented, I shall have done my bit toward it. When
I plant a birch tree and then see its green branches sway-
ing in the wind, I cannot help feeling proud and thrilled
with the thought that [—[Seeing the LABORER, who has
brought a glass of vodka on a tray.] However [Drinks.]
it’s time I was going. All that is, I suppose, just the talk
of a crank when all is said and done. Good-bye! [Goes
toward the house.]

SoN1A [takes his arm and goes with him]. When are you
coming again?

Astrov. Don’t know.

Sonia. Not for another month again?

AsTrOV and SoNIA go into the house; MARIA and TELECIN
remain sitting at the table; YELENA and VOYNITSKY go
toward the veranda.

YELENA. And you, Vanya, have again becn behaving dis-
gracefully. What did you want to irritate your mother for
with your talk about the perpetuum mobile? And at lunch
today you quarreled with Alexander again. All this is so
petty!

Voynitsky. But if I hate him!

YEeLENA. There’s no rcason why vou should hate Alexander.
He’s just like everybody clse. No worse than you.

Voynitsky. Oh, if you could only see your face, vour
movements! You're too lazy to be alive! Too lazy!

YEeLENA. O, dear, lazy and borcd! Everyone’s abusing my
husband; everyone looks at me¢ with compassion: Poor
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woman, she has an old husband! This tender concern
for me—oh, how well I understand it! As Astrov said
just now: You're all recklessly destroying the forests, and
soon there will be nothing left on the earth. And in the
same way you'rc rccklessly destroying human beings, and
thanks to you, there will be no more loyalty, no more
purity, nor any capacity for. self-sacrifice. Why can’t you
ever look with indifference at a woman if she doesn’t hap-
pen to belong to you? Why? Because—again the Doctor
is right—there’s a devil of destruction in all of you. You
don’t care what happens to the forests, nor to the birds,
nor to women, nor to onc another.

Vovnitsky. I don't like this sort of talk!
Pause.

YEeLENA. That Doctor has a tired, sensitive face. An interest-
ing face. Sonia quite obnous]v finds him attractive. She’s
in love with him, and I quite understand her. This is the
third time he’s been here since we arrived, but I feel
shy with him, and I have ncver really been nice to him
or spoken to him as I should have liked. He must think
I'm a detestable creature. I cxpect the rcason why we
are such good friends is that we are both such tiresome,
such dull peoplel Tiresome! Don’t look at me like that!
I don't like it!

Vovrnitsky. How else can I look at you if I love you? You're
my happiness, my life, my youth! I know the chances
that you should return my feeling are nil, but I'm not
asking for anything. All I want is to be allowed to look at
you, to listen to your voice

YeLena. Shh . . . They might hear youl [Goes toward
the house.]

VovniTsky [following her]. Let me talk to you of my love.
Don’t drive me away. That alone will make me the happi-
est man on earth

YeLENA. This has gone far enough!

YELENA and VoOYNITSKY go into the house; TELEGIXN strikes
a chord on the guitar and plays a polka; MAriA writes
something on the margin of the pamphlet.

Curtain.
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ACT TWO

A dining room in SEREBRYAKOV's house. Night. The watch-
man can be heard knocking in the garden.
SEREBRYAKOV is sitting in an armchair before an open
window, dozing. YELENA is sitting beside him, also dozing.

SEREBRYAKOV [waking]. \Vho’s there? You, Sonia?

YELENA. It's me.

SEREBRYAROV. You, darling . .. Oh, what excruciating
pain!

YELENA. Your rug has fallen on the floor. [Wraps the rug
around his legs.] 1 think I'd better close the window,
Alexander.

SErREBRYAKOV. No, don't. I can’t breathe. I dropped off just
now, and I dreamed that my left leg did not belong to
me. I was awakened by the frightful pain. No, it’s not
gout. More likely rheumatism. What’s the time?

YeLeExA. Twenty past twelve.
Pause.

SEREBRYAROV. Please find Batyushkov for me in the library
in the moming. I believe we've got his works.

YELENA. I'm sorry, what did you say?

SEREBRYAKOV. See if you can find Batyushkov for me in the
moming. I seem to remember we had his works. But why
can’t I breathe?

YELENA. You're tired. You haven't slept for two nights.

StrEBRYAKOV. I've been told Turgenev got angina pectoris
from gout. I'm afraid I may get it, too. This damnable,
disgusting old age! The devil take it. Ever since I've be-
come ill, I've become disgusting to myself. And I shouldn’t
be in the least surprised if you all find me repugnant.

YELENA. You talk of your old age as though it were our
fault that you are old.

SEreBRYAROV. You most of all, I expect, must find me
odious.
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YELENA gets up and sits down farther away.

SeremrYAROV. And you're quite right, of course. I'm not
a fool and I understand. You're a young, healthy, beauti-
ful woman. You want to live. And I'm an old man. prac-
tically a corpse. Isn’t that so? Don’t I rcalize it? And, of
course, it’s stupid of mec to go on living. But wait, I
shall soon sct you all free. I shan’t last much longer.

YELENA. | can’t stand it any more. For God’s sake, be
quiet.

SEREBRYAKOV. \What it comes to is that, thanks to me,
cveryone is worn out, bored, wasting their vouth, and
ouly I am satisfied and enjoying life. Why, of course!

YEeLENA. Do be quict! You've exhausted mel
SEREBRYAKOV. I've exhausted everyone. Of course.

YELENA [through tears]. It’s unbcarable! Tell me, what do
you want of me?

SErEBRYAROV. Nothing.
YEeLENA. Well, in that case be quict. I beg vou.

SrrEBRYAROV. It’s a funny thing, but every timc Ivan or
that old idiot Maria starts talking, no one objects, every-
one listens. But I've only to open my mouth, and every-
one begins to feel miserable. Even my voice disgusts them.
Well, suppose I am disgusting, suppose I am an cgoist, a
despot, but haven’t I got some right to be an egoist even
in my old age? Haven’t I earned it? IHaven’t I the right,
I ask, to enjoy a quiet old age, to be treated with con-
sideration by the people around me?

YeLENA. No one’s disputing your rights. [The window
bangs in the wind.] The wind is rising. I'd better close
the window. [Closes window.] It's going to rain soon.
No one disputes your rights.

A pause; the watchman in the garden knocks and sings.

SrreBrYAKOV. All my life I've worked in the interests of
learning; I got used to my study, my lecture room, my
colleagues, and now I find myself buried alive in this
tomb, and every day I'm obliged to sce stupid pcople
and listen to their absurd talk. I want to live! I like suc-
cess, I like fame, I like people to talk about me, and here
—why, it’s like living in exile! Every minute to be gricv-
ing for the past, watching othcrs making a name for



78 ANTON CHEKHOV [acT TWO

themselves, being afraid of death . . . I can’t put up
with it! I haven’t the strength. And here they won’t even
forgive me for being old!

Enter SoNI1a.

So~1a. You told me to send for Dr. Astrov yourself, Father,
and now that he’s here, you won’t see him. It's not
nice. We seem to have troubled him for nothing.

SErEBRYAROV. What good is your Astrov to me? He knows
as much about medicine as I do about astronomy.

Sonia. You don’t want us to send for the whole medical
faculty for your gout, do you?

SEREBRYAROV. I refuse even to talk to that crazy fellow.

Sonia. Just as you like. [Sits down.] I don’t care.

SEREBRYAROV. What's the time?

YEeLENA. Nearly one o’clock.

SEREBRYAROV. | can’t breathe. . . . Sonia, fetch me the
drops from the table!

Son1a. Here you are. [Gives him the drops.]
SEREBRYAKROV [irritably]. Good Lord, not those! You can’t
ask anyone for anything!

Sonra. Kindly keep your temper. Some people may put
up with it, but I won’t. So spare me, for goodness’ sake. I
haven’t the time, either. I have to get up early in the
morning. We are haymaking.

Enter VOYNITSKY in dressing gown with a candle.
Vovnitsky. There’s going to be a storm. [Lightning.] Dear

me, what a flash! Helen, Sonia, go to bed. I've come to
take your place.

SEREBRYAROV [frightened]. No, no! Don’t leave him with
me. He’ll talk me to death!

VoyniTsky. But you must let them have some rest! It’s the
second night they’ve had no sleep.

SEREBRYAKOV. Let them go to bed, but you go, too. Thank
vou. I implore you. In the name of our past friendship
don’t raise any objections. \We'll talk another time.

Vornitsky [with a grin]. Our past friendship . . .
Past

Son1a. Do be quiet, Uncle Vanya.
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SEREBRYAROV [to his wife]. Darling, don’t leave me alone
with him! He'll talk me to death.

Vovyxnirsky. This is really becoming absurd.
Enter MARINA with a candle.

Sox1a. Why don’t you go to bed, Nanny? It’s late.

MaRrINA. I can’t very well go to bed while the samovar’s
still on the table, can I?

SEreBrRYAROV. No one’s asleep, everyone’s exhausted. I'm
the only onc to have a hell of a good time.

MARINA [goes up to SEREBRYAKOV, tenderly]. What's the
matter, sir? Does it hurt very badly? I've a gnawing pain
in my legs, too; it keeps on gnawing something terrible.
[Puts his rug right.] You've had this trouble for a long
time, sir. I remember Sonia’s mother sitting up night
after night with you. She took it so much to heart, poor
dear. Aye, she was very fond of you, she was. [Pause.]
The old are just like children. They want someone to be
sorry for them. But no one ever cares for the old. [Kisses
SEREBRYAKOV on the shoulder.] Come along, sir, come
along to bed. . . . Come along, love. I'll give you some
lime tea and warm your poor legs. . . . Say a prayer for
you, Iwill. . . .

SeREBRYAKROV [deeply touched]. Let’s go, Marina.

MariNa. I've a gnawing pain in my legs, too, sir. Keeps on
gnawing something terrible. [Leads him away together
with Sonia.] Sonia’s mother used to worry over you so
much, poor dear. Cried her heart out, she did. You were
only a silly little girl then, Sonia. . . . Come along, sir,
come along. . . .

SEREBRYAROV, SoNTA, and MARINA go out.

YELENA. I'm absolutely wom out with him. I can hardly
stand on my feet.

VoyNitsky. You with him and I with myself. This is the
third night I've had no sleep.

YeLena. There’s something the matter with this house.
Your mother hates everything except her pamphlets and
the Professor. The Professor is in a state of exasperation:
he doesn’t trust me and he’s afraid of you. Sonia is angry
with her father, angry with me, and hasn’t spoken to me
for a fortnight. You hate my husband and don’t conceal
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your contempt for your mother. I am cxasperated and was
about to burst into tcars a dozen times today. . . .
There’s something the matter with this house.

Vovyxitsky. Let’s drop this silly talk!

YELENA. You, Vanya, are an educated and intelligent
person, and I should have thought vou ought to under-
stand that the world is not being destroyed by bandits
and by fires, but by hatred, cmmtv, and all thesc petty
squabblings. You ought to stop grumbling and trv to
reconcile everyone.

Vovnitsky. Reconcile me to mysclf first! Oh, my dcar
[Presses his lips to ler hand.]

YeLENA. Don’t do that! [Takes her hand away.] Go away!

Voynirsky. The rain will be over in a moment, and cvery-
thing in nature will be refreshed and breathe freely. T
alone will not be refreshed by the storm. Day and night
the thought that my life has been hopelessly wasted
weighs upon me like a nightmare. I have no past. It has
been stupidly wasted on trifles. And the present frightens
me by its senselessness. That’s what my lifc and my love
are like. What on earth am I to do with them? My
whole inner life is being wasted to no purpose, like a ray
of sunshine in a pit, and I'm running to waste, too.

YrLENA. When you talk to me about your love, it some-
how makes me go all dead inside and I don’t know what
to say. I'm sorry, but I've nothing to say to you. [Is about
to go out.] Good night.

VovNITskY [barring her way]. Oh, if you knew how miscr-
able I am at the thought that by my side in this very
house another life is being wasted—yours! What is it
vou'rc waiting for? What damned reason prevents vou

. from doing something? Understand, do understand. .

YELENA [looks at him intently]. Vanya, you're drunk!

Vovnirsky. Possibly, possibly .

YEeLENA. Where's the Doctor?

VovyniTsky. He's in there. He's staying the night with me.
Possibly, possibly—everything is possiblc!

YeLexa. Have you been drinking today again? \Why do
you do it?

VovrnITsky. At least it’s something like lifc. Don’t stop me,
Helen.
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YrrLENA. You never used to drink before, and you never used
to talk so much before. Go to bed. You bore me.

Vovynitsky (presses his lips to her hand]). My darling—
my wonderful onc!

YrLeNa [with vexation]. Leave me alone, please. This really
is the end! [Goes out.]

Vor~itsky [alone]. She’s gone. [Pause.] Ten ycars ago I
used to mceet her at my sister’'s. She was seventeen then
and I—thirty-seven. Why didn’t I fall in love with her
then and propose to her? I could have married her casily.
And now she would have been my wife. . . . Yes. . .
Now we should have both becn awakened by the storm.
She’'d have been frightened by the thunder, and I'd have
held her in my arms and whispered: “Don’t be afraid,
darling, I'm here.” Oh, what wonderful thoughts! I can’t
help laughing, so happy do they make me feel. Oh, dear,
I'm getting all confused. \Vhy am I old? Why doesn’t
she understand me? Her fine phrases, her lazy morals, her
absurd, her lazy ideas about the destruction of the world—
oh, I hate it all so much! [Pause.] Oh, how I've been
cheated! I adored that Professor, that mlscrable gouty
nonentity; I worked for him like a horse. Sonia and I
squcczed the last penny out of the estate. Like greedv
peasants we haggled over linseed oil, peas, curds, half
starving ourselves to save up cvery farthing and send him
thousands of rubles. I was proud of him-and his learning.
He was everything in the world to me. Everything he
wrote, cvery word he uttered, scemed the highest achieve-
ment of genius to me. . . . Good God, and now? Now
he has retired and now one can sce what his life’s work
amounts to. He won’t lcave bchind a single worthwhile
page; he is a merc cipher—a soap bubble! And I have
been cheated. I can sec it now. Stupidly cheated. . . .

Enter AsTrov, without waistcoat and tie; he is tipsy; he is
followed by TELEGIN with the guitar.
Astrov. Play!
TELEGIN. But everyonc’s asleep.
Astrov. Play, damn you! [TELEGIN begins to play softly. To
Voyx~itsky.] All alone? No ladies? [Arms akimbo, sings
softly.] “Dance cottage, dance stove, dance bed, I've no-

where to lay my head. . . .” You sce, the storm woke
mc. Lovely drop of rain. What'’s the time?
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Vornitsky. Hanged if I know.
Astrov. I thought I heard Helen’s voice.
VovniTsky. She was here a minute ago.

AsTrOV. A gorgeous woman. [Examines bottles on table.]
Medicines. Good Lord, look at these prescriptions! From

Kharkov, from Moscow, from Tula . . . Every town
must be sick and tired of his gout. Is he ill or is he sham-
ming?

VoynNitsky. He's ill.
Pause.

Astrov. Why are you so down in the mouth today? Not
sorry for the Professor, arc you?

VoyniTsky. Leave me alone.

AsTrov. Or can it be that you're in love with the Professor’s
wife?

Vovnrrsky. She’s my friend.
AsTrOV. Already?
Vovnitsky. What do you mean—already?

AsTROV. A woman can be a man’s friend in the following
sequence: first a good companion, then a mistress, and
only then a friend.

Vovnrtsky. What a vulgar idea!

Astrov. Oh? Well, yes, I admit I'm growing vulgar.
Besides, as you see, I'm drunk, too. As a rule, I get drunk
like this once a month. When in this condition, I be-
come as brazen and insolent as you please. I don't care a
damn for anything then. I don’t hesitate to do the most
difficult operations, and I do them beautifully. I make the
most ambitious plans for the future. At such a time I do
not think of myself as a crank, and I believe that I'm
being of enormous service to humanity—cnormous! At
such a time, too, I have my own special philosophic
system, and all of you, my friends, scem to me such
teeny-weeny insects—such microbes. [To TeLEGIN.] Play,
Waflles!

TeLEGIN. My dear chap, I'd be only too glad to play for
you, but please understand—everyone’s asleep!

Astrov. Play, damn you! [TeLECIN plays softly.] We rcallv
must have a drink. Come along, we've still got some
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brandy left. And as soon as it’s daylight, we'll go to my
place. All right? [Seeing Sonia entering.] Excuse my
dishabille.

He goes out quickly; TrLEGIN follows after himn.

Sonia. And you have again got drunk with the Doctor,
Uncle Vanya. Birds of a feather. Thick as thieves. Oh
well, he’s always like that, but what made you do it?
At your age it certainly doesn’t suit you.

Vornitsky. Age has nothing to do with it. When there’s
no real life, onc has to live on illusions. It’s better than
nothing, anyway.

Sonia. The hay is all cut, it rains every day, it’s all rotting,
and you're amusing yourself with illusions. You don’t
carc about the estate at all any more. I'm the only one
who does any work here, and I'm all done up. [Alarmed.]
Uncle, you have tears in your eyes.

VorniTsky. Tears? Not at all—nonsense. You looked at
me just now as your mother used to do. My dear!
[Kisses her hands and face.] My sister, my dear, dear
sister. . . . Where is she now? Ob, if she knew! If only
she knew!

Son1a. What? Knew what, Uncle?

Vornitsgy. Oh, I feel so miserable—so unhappy. . . .
Never mind. . .. Later . . . 'm going. . . . [Goes
out.]

Sonia [knocks on the door]. Doctor, you're not asleep, are
you? Pleasc come out for a minute.

AsTroOV [behind the door]. Onc moment! [A minute later
comes out with waistcoat and tie on.] What can I do for
you?

Soxn1a. You can drink vourself if you don’t think it’s disgust-
ing, but please don’t lct my uncle drink. It’s bad for him.

AsTtrov. All right. We won’t drink any more. [Pause.]
Not a drop. I'm going home now. By the time the horses
are harnessed, it will be daylight.

Soxia. It’s raining. Wait till morning.

Astrov. The storm is passing over; we shall get only the
tail end of it. I'm going. And please don’t send for me
to sce your father again. I tell him it’s gout, and he tells
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me it’s rheumatism. I ask him to stay in bed, and he will
sit in a chair. And today he refused to talk to me at all.

So~1a. He's spoiled. [Looks in the sideboard.] Won't you
have something to eat?

Astrov. Thank you, I think I will.

Soxnia. I like to have a bite of something at night. I think
we shall find something here. They say Father has
been a great favorite with the ladies and they've spoiled
him. Here, have some cheese.

Both of them stand at the sideboard and eat.

Astrov. I've had nothing to eat today. I've only been
drinking. Your father is a very difhicult man. [Takes a
bottle from the sideboard.] May I? There’s no one here,
so I can speak frankly. You know, I don’t think I'd sur-
vive a month in your house. The atmosphere would
stifle me. Your father can think of nothing but his gout
and his books, Uncle Vanya with his depressions, your
grandmother, and last but not least, your stepmother . . .

Sox1a. What's wrong with my stepmother?

AsTrov. In a human being cverything ought to be beau-
tiful: face, dress, soul, thoughts. She is very beautiful,
there’s no denymg it, but all she does is eat, sleep, go
for walks, fascinate us all by her beauty and—nothmg
more. She has no duties. Other people work for her. Isn’t
that so? And an idle life cannot be pure. [Pause.] How-
ever, I may be too hard on her. Like your Uncle Vanya,
I'm dissatisfied with life, and both of us have become a
pair of old grumblers.

Sox~1a. Are you dissatisfied with life?

Astrov. I love life in general, but I simply can’t stand
our Russian provincial, philistine life. I have the utmost
contempt for it. And as for my own personal life, I wish
to goodness I could say there was something good in it.
But there’s absolutely nothing. You know, if there’s
only one glimmer of light in the distance as you walk
through the woods on a dark night, you don't notice vour
weariness, nor the darkness, nor the thomns and twigs that
strike your face as vou pass. . . . I work harder than
anvone in our district, fate is forever hitting out at me
and sometimes 1 suffer unbearably, but there’s no light
gleaming in the distance for me. [ don’t expect anything



UNCLE VANYA 85

for mysclf any more. I dislike people and it’s vears since
I cared for anyone.

Sox~ia. Not for anyonc?

AsTrov. No, not for anvone. I fecl a certain affection only
for vour old nurse—for old times’ sake. There doesn’t
scem to be much to distinguish one peasant from another.
They’re all uncivilized, and they all live in squalor; and
I find it difhcult to get on with our educated people.
They make me tired. Our dear old friends all have petty
minds and petty feclings, and they don’t sec further than
their noscs. In fact, thcv arc simply stupid. And those
who are bigger and more intelligent are hysterical, given
to self-analysis and morbid introspection. They whine,
hate, and slander each other, sidle up to a man, look at
him askance, and decide: ‘“Ide has a bee in his bonnet!”
or “He’s a windbag!” And when they don’t know what
label to stick on me, they sayv: “He’s a queer fellow, a
queer one!” I like forests, that’s queer; I don’t eat
meat, that’s quecer, too. They no longer have a sponta-
neous, pure, and objective attitude to nature or to men..
None whatever! (Is about to drink.]

Soxia [prevents him]. Don’t, pleasc. I beg vou. Don’t
drink anv more.

AsTrOV. Why not?

Sonia. Because you’re not that kind of man. You have
such natural good manners, such a nice, gentle voice,
and—and more than that. You're unlike anyone I know:
You are—the salt of the earth! \Why do you want to be
like ordinary people, who drink and play cards? Oh,
please, don’t do it, I beseech you! You keep on saying
that people do not crcate but only destroy what Heaven
has given them. Then why do you destroy yourself? You
mustn’t, you mustn’t—I beseech you, I beg youl

Astrov [holds out his hand to her]. I won’t drink any
more.

Son1a. Give me your word.
Astrov. My word of honor.
Sox1a [presses his hand warmly]. Thank youl!

AsTrROV. No more! I've come to my scnses. You see I'm
quitc sober now, and I shall remain sober to the e¢nd of
my days. [Looks at his watch.] And so, let’s continue. I
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say: My time is over, it’s too late for me. . . . I've
grown old, I've worked too hard, I've become vulgar, all
my feelings have become blunted, and I don’t think I
could form an attachment to anyone any more. I don’t
love anyone and I don’t think I shall ever love anyone.
The only thing that still continues to exercise the strong-
est possible appeal on me is beauty. I can’t remain
indifferent to it. I can’t help feeling that if, for example,
Helen wanted to, she could turn my head in one day.
. . . But then that’s not love. That's not affection.
[Covers his eyes with his hands and shudders.)

Sonia. What's the matter?

Astrov. Oh, nothing. . . . In Lent one of my patients
died under chloroform.

Sonia. It’s time you forgot about it. [Pause] Tell me, if
—if I had a friend or a younger sister, and if you were
to discover that—uwell, that she had fallen in love with
you, what would your reaction be to that?

AstroOv [shrugging]. Don’t know. I'd give her to under-
stand that I couldn’t care for her and—er—that I had
other things on my mind. Well, if I am to go, I must go
now. Good-bye, my dear child, or we shall not finish till
morming. [Presses her hand.] I'll go through the drawing

room, if I may. I'm afraid your uncle will detain me.
[Goes out.]

Son1a [alone]. He has said nothing to me. . . . His heart
and his mind are still hidden from me, but why do I feel
so happy? [Laughs happily.] 1 told him: You're fine,
you're noble, you have such a gentle voice. . . .
Shouldn’t I have said that? His voice trembles, it is so
caressing. I—I can still almost feel it in the air. But
when I spoke to him about a vounger sister, he didn’t
understand. . . . [Wringing her hands.] Oh, how awful
it is not to be beautiful! How awful! And I know that
I'm not beautiful. I know. I know. Last Sunday when
people were coming out of church, I heard them talking
about me, and one woman said: “She’s such a good and
generous girl, but what a pitv she is so plain.” So
plain . ..

Enter YELENA.
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YELENA [opens the window]. The storm is over. What sweet
air! [Pause.] Where’s the Doctor?

Sox~ia. Gone.

Pause.

YEeLENA. Sophial

Sonia. Yes?

YeLENA. How long are you going to be cross with me?
We've done one another no harm. Why should we be
cnemies? Don’t you think it’s time we madec it up?

Sonia. Oh, T've been wishing it myself. [Embraces her.]
Don't let’s be cross ever again.

YEeLENA. That’s different.
Both are agitated.

Soxia. Has Father gone to bed?

YeLena. No, he’s sitting in the drawing room. . . . You
and I haven’t becen spcaking to one another for wceks,
and goodness only knows why. . . . [Sceing that the side-
board is open.] What's this?

Sox~ia. The Doctor has had something to eat.

YeLeNA. And there’s wine, too. Come, let’s drink to our
friendship.

So~1A. Yes, let’s.

YeLexa. Out of one glass . . . [Fills it.] That’s better.
Well, so now we’re fricnds?

Sonia. Yes. [They drink and kiss each other.] I've been
wanting to make it up with vou for so long, but I felt
ashamed, somehow. [Cries.]

YEeLENA. So what are you crying for?
Sox1a. Oh, nothing. I—I can’t help it.

YeLeNA. There, there. [Cries.] Oh, dear, I'm so silly, I'm
crying too. [Pause.] You're angry with me because you
think I marned your father for selfish reasons. But please
believe me, I swear I marriecd him for love. I fell in love
with him because he was such a famous man. It was not
real love. It was all so insincere, so artificial, but, you see,
it seemed real to me at the time. It’s not my fault. And
since our marriage you have never stopped accusing me
with those clever, suspicious cyes of yours.
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Soxia. Well, we've made it up now, so let’s forget it.

YELENA. You mustn’t look at people like that—it’s not at
all like you. One must trust people, or life becomes im-
possible.

Pause.

Sox1a. Tell me honestly, as a friend—are you happy?

YrLExA. No, I'm not.

Soxia. I knew that. Onc morc question. Tell me frankly.
Don’t you wish your husband were voung?

YELENA. What a child you arc! Of course, I do! [Laughs.)
\Vell, ask me another one—come on.

Sox~1s. Do you like the Doctor?
YELENA. Yes, I like him very much.

Sox~1a [laughs]. I have such a silly look on my face, haven’t
I? You sec, he’s gone, but I can still hear his voice and
his footsteps, and I have only to look at the dark window
and I see his face. Do let me tcll vou more about it. . .
But I can’t speak so loud—I feel ashamed. Let’s go to
my room and talk there. Do vou think I'm being silly?
Tell me truly. Tell me something about him.

YeLENA. What do you want me to tell you?

Sox1a. Well, he’s clever—he knows everything—he can do
everything. . . . IIe’s not only a doctor, he plants forests,
too.

YELENA. It’s not only a question of forests or medicine.
My dear, don’t you understand? It’s his genius that mat-
ters! And do you know what that mcans? Courage, an
independent mind, bold initiative . . . He plants a tree
and already he’s thinking what will be the result of it in
a thousand years. Already he’s drcaming of the happincss
of humanity. . . . Such pcople are rare; onc must love
them. . . . He drinks and occasionally he is a little coarse,
but what does that matter? A gifted man cannot keep
himself entirely spotless in Russia. Just think what sort
of life that Doctor has! Muddy, impassable roads, frosts,
blizzards, enormous distances, coarse, savage pcasants,
widespread poverty, diseases—how can you expect a man
of forty to have kept himself sober and spotless working
and struggling like that, day in, day out, and in such sur-
roundings? [Kisses ler.] I wish vou all the happiness in
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the world, my dear—you deserve it. [Gets up.] As for me,
I'm just a tiresome character—an episodic character. . . .
In my music, in my husband’s house, in all my love affairs
—cverywhere, in fact—I was only an episodic character.
Come to think of it, Sonia, and I mean it seriously, I'm
very, very unhappy. [Pdaces up and down the stage in agi-
tation.] There’s no happiness for me in this world—none
whatever! \WWhat are you laughing at?

Sox1a [laughs, hiding her face]. I'm so happy—so happy!

YELENA. I'd like to have some music. I'd like to play some-
thing.

Sox1a. Yes, do! [Embraces her.] 1 don’t fecl like going to
bed. Please play!

YELENA. I will in a moment. Your father isn’t asleep. Music
irritates him when he is not well. Go and ask him if I
may. If he agrees, I'll plav. Go on.

Sox1a. All right. [Goes out.]

The watchman is knocking in the garden.

YEeLeNA. | haven’t plaved for ages. I'll play and cry, cry
like a fool. [In the window.] Is that yvou, Yefim?

Voice oF WATcHMAN. Yes, ma’am, it’s me.

YEeLENA. Don’t knock, the master’s ill.

Voice oF WatcHMAN. All right, ma’am. I'll be on my way
now. [Whistles.] Here, good dog. Here, lad! Good dog!

Pause.
Sox1a [returning]. No!

Curtain,
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ACT THREE

Drawing room in SEREBRYAKOV's house. Three doors: one
on the right, one on the left, and one in the middle.
Daytime.

VorNiTskY and SoNiA seated, and YELENA pacing up and
down the stage, deep in thought about something.

Vovnirsky. The Herr Professor has been so good as to cx-
press the wish that we should meet him in this room at
one o’clock today. [Looks at his watch.] It's a quarter to
one. He wishes to make some communication to the
world.

YELENA. | suppose it’s some business matter.

Vovnitsky. He has no business matters. All he does is write
rubbish, grumble, and be jealous. Nothing else.

SoN1A (in a reproachful voice]. Uncle!

Vornitsky. All right, all right, I'm sorry. [Motioning toward
YeLENA.] Look at her: a sight for the gods! Walks about,
swaying lazily. Very charming! Very!

YELENA. You sit there buzzing and buzzing all day long—
aren’t vou sick of it? [Miserably.] I'm bored to death. I
don’t know what to do.

Son1a [shrugging]. There’s plenty to do if you really wanted
to.

YELENA. For instance?

Sonia. You could do some of the work on the estate. You
could teach. You could take up nursing. Plenty of things
you could do. When Father and you weren’t here, Uncle
Vanya and I used to go to the market and sell flour.

YELENA. I'm afraid I'm not much good at that sort of thing.
And, besides, it’s not interesting. It’s only in scrious
novels that pcople teach and nurse sick peasants. How
on earth do you expcct me to become a nurse or a teacher
just like that?

Son1a. Well, and I just can’t understand how one can re-
fuse to go and teach the peasants. You wait. You'll soon
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be doing it yourself. [Puts her arm around her.] Don't
be bored, my dear. [Laughing.] You're bored, you don’t
know what to do with yourself, and boredom and idleness
are catching. Look: Uncle Vanya does nothing but follow
you about like a shadow. I've left my work and come to
talk to you. Oh, dear, I've grown lazy, and the worst of it
“1s, I can’t help itl Dr. Astrov used to come and see us very
rarely before—once a month. It was diffcult to coax him

" into commE But now he’s here every day. Neglects his
forests and his patients. You must be a witch.

Vovnitsky. Why are you in such a state? [Eagerly.] Come,
my dear, my precious one, be sensiblel You have mer-
maid blood in your veins—well, then, be a mermaid!
Let yourself go for once in your life: Fall head over ears
in love with some water goblin, plunge-headlong into the
whirlpool with him, and leave the Herr Professor and all
of us gasping with surprise.

YEeLENA [angrily]. Leave me alone! How can you be so
‘cruel? (Is about to go out.]

Vovynitsky [barring her way]. Come, come, my sweet, for-
‘give me. I'm sorry. [Kisses her hand. ] Peace.

YeLENA. You must admit, you'd try the patience of a saint.

VovxniTsky. As a sign of peace and harmony, I'll fetch you
a bunch of roses. I gathered them for you this morning.

. Autumn roses: so sad and so lovely . . . [Goes out.]

Son1A. Autumn roses: so sad and so lovely .
Both look out of the window.
YeLexa. September already. How are we going to live
through the winter here? [Pause.] Where’s the Doctor?

Soxia. In Uncle Vanya’s room. He’s writing something. I'm
glad Uncle Vanya has gone out. I want to talk to you.

YeLENA. What about?

Sonia. What about? [Lays ler head on YELENA's bosom.]
YeLenA. There—there. [Stroking her head.] There. .
SoN1A. I'm not beautiful.

YELENA. You have beautiful hair.

Soni1a. No! [Turning her head to have a look at herself in
the looking glass.] No! When a woman is not good-
looking, she’s told: You've beautiful eyes, you've beautiful
hair. I've loved him for six ycars. I love him more than
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my own mother. Every minute I can hear his voice, feel
the touch of his hand. I keep looking at the door and
waiting—expecting him to come in. And—well—you sec,
I always come running to you to talk about him. Now he’s
here every day, but he doesn’t look at me—doesn’t see
me. Oh, I can’t bear it! I have no hope—no hope at all!
(In despair] Oh, God, give me strength. . . . I've been
praying all night. . . . T often go up to him, begin talk-
ing to him, look into his eyes. . . . I've lost all my pride,
I’'ve lost control over my feelings. . . . I told Uncle
Vanya yesterday that I loved him. Couldn’t help mysclf.
And all the servants know that I love him. Evervbody
knows.

YELENA. Does he?

Sonia. No. He doesn’t notice me.

YELENA [pondering]. He's a strange man. . . . Look, why
not let me talk to him? I'll be very careful—just a hint.
(Pause.] Honestly, how much longer are you to remain
uncertain? Please, let me. EO\M nods.] That'’s settled
then. It won’t be difhcult to ind out whether he loves you
or not. Don’t worry, darling. Don’t be uneasy. I'll sound
him out so discreetly that he won't even notice it. All
we have to find out is—yves or no. [Pause.] If it’s no, then
hc’d better stop coming here. Don’t you think so? [Sowia
nods.] It would be much better not to see him. It’s no
use putting it off; I shall question him right away. He
promised to show me some maps. Go and tell him that
I want to see him.

Sox1a [in violent agitation]. You will tell me the whole
truth, won't you?

YELENA. Yes, of course. I can’t help thinking that truth,
however unpalatable, is not so dreadful as uncertainty.
You can rely on me, my dear.

SoNia. Yes, yes. . . . I'll tell him that you want to see his
maps. [Is going but stops at the door.] No, uncertainty
is much better. . . . At least, therc’s hope. . . .

YeLeNA. What did you say?

Sox~1a. Nothing. [Goes out.]

YELENA [alone]. There’s nothing worse than knowing some-

body else’s secret and being unable to help. [Musing.)
He's not in love with her—that’s clear—but why shouldn’t
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he marry her? She's not good-looking, but for a country
doctor at his age she’ll make a splendid wife. She’s so
intelligent, so kind, and so purc-minded. . . . No, no,
that’s not the point. [Pause.] I understand the poor child.
In the midst of so much desperate boredom, living ainong
walking gray shadows instead of men and women, listen-
ing to vulgar talk of pcople whose only aim in lifc is to
eat, drink, and slecp; and here’s a man who is so unlike
the others: handsome, interesting, fascinating—like a
bright moon rising in the darkness. To fall under the spell
of such a man, to forget onesclf . . . I believe I'm a
little in love with him myvself. Yes, I certainly fecl bored
when he’s not here. I find myself smiling when I think of
him. That Uncle Vanya savs I've mermaid blood in my
veins. “Let yourself go for once in your life. . . .” Vell,
why not? Perhaps that’s what I really ought to do. Oh, if
I could fly away like a bird from you all, from vour somno-
lent faces, from your talk—forget your very existence! But
I'm timid, cowardly. . . . My conscience will not let me
rest. . . . He comes here cvery day, and I can guess why
he’s here, and already I've got a guilty feeling. I'm ready
to throw myself on my knees before Sonia and beg her to
forgive me.

AsTROV [comes in with a map of the district]. How do you
do? [Shakes hands with her.] You wanted to sce my
drawings?

YELENA. You promised yesterday to show me your work.
Can you spare the time?

AsTRrov. Yes, of coursc. [Spreads the map on a card table
and fastens it with drawing pins.] Where were you born?

YELENA [helping him]. In Petersburg.

AsTrOv. And where did you study?

YELENA. At the conservatoire.

AsTroV. I'm afraid you won’t find this intercsting.

YEeLENA. Why not? It’s truc I don’t know anything about
country life, but I've read a lot about it.

Astrov. I have my own table in this house. In Vanya’s
room. When I'm thoroughly exhausted, to the point of
stupor, I leave everything and run over here and amusc
myself for an hour or two with this. Vanya and Sonia
click away at their counting frame, and I sit beside them
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at my table daubing—and I feel warm and cozy, and the
cricket keeps singing. . . . But I don’t allow myself to
indulge in this pleasant pastime too often—only once a
month. [Pointing to the map.] Now, look here. This is a
picture of our district as it was fifty ycars ago. The dark
and light green show the forests; half of the whole area
was covered with forest. Where those red lines crisscross
each other over the green, elks and wild goats used to
roam. . . . I show both the flora and the fauna here. On
this lake there were swans, geese, and ducks and, according
to the old people, “a power” of all sorts of birds, thou-
sands of them, clouds of them flying about. Besides the
villages and hamlets, as you can see, little settlements were
dotted about here and there, small farms, hermitages of Old
Believers, water mills. . . . There were lots of cattle and
horses. It’s all shown in blue. Now, for instance, in this
small administrative area, comprising only a few farm-
steads, there’s a thick smudge of blue: There were whole
droves of horses here, and every homestead had on the
average three horses. [Pause.] Now look lower down.
That’s what the district was like twenty-five years ago.
There was only a third of the arca under timber. There
are no wild goats, but there are still some elks left. The
blue and green colors are paler. And so on. Now let’s have
a look at the third section. This is the map of the district
as it is now. There are still bits of green here and there,
but only in small patches. The elks, the swans, and the
capercaillies have disappeared. There’s no trace left of the
old settlements and farms and hermitages and water mills.
It is, as a matter of fact, a picture of gradual and un-
mistakable degeneration, which, I suppose, will be com-
plete in another ten or fifteen years. You may say this
shows the influence of civilization, that the old life must
naturally give way to the new. Well, I admit that if there
were highroads and railways on the site of these ruined
forests, if factories, workshops, and schools were built
there, the common pcople would be healthier, better off,
and more intelligent. But there’s nothing of the kind here!
There are still the same swamps and mosquitoes, the same
impassable roads, the same poverty, typhus, diphtheria, and
the same outbreaks of fire. It is, I'm afraid, a case of de-
generation as a result of too severe a struggle for existence.
A degeneration caused by apathy, ignorance, and the com-
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plete absence of a scnsc of responsibility. The sort of thing
a cold, hungry, and sick man docs to save what is left of
his life and to keep his children alive when he clutches
instinctivelv and unconsciously at anything that will warm
him and relieve his hunger, and destroys everything with-
out thinking of the future. Nearly cverything has been de-
stroved alreadv, but nothing has as vet been created to
take its Pplace. [Coldly] I can sce from your face that this
doesn’t interest you.

YELENA. I'm afraid | understand so little about it.

Astrov. There’s nothing to understand. You're simply not
intcrested.

YeLENA. To tell the truth, I was thinking of something else.
I'm sorry. I ought to put vou through a little interro-
gation, and I'm not quite surc how to begin.

AsTrov. An interrogation?

YEeLENA. Yes, an interrogation, but—a rather harmless one.
Let’s sit down. [They sit down.] It concemns a certain
voung lady. We will talk like honest people, like good
friends, without beating about the bush. We’'ll have our
talk and then forget all about it. Agreed?

AsTRrOv. Agreed.

YeLeNA. What ] want to talk to you about is my step-
daughter, Sonia. Do you like her?

AsTrov. Yes, I think highly of her.

YEeLENA. But do you like her as a woman?

AsTRroV [after a short pause]. No.

YEeLENA. A few words more and ['ve done. You’ve noticed
nothing?

AsTrOv. No.

YELENA [taking him by the hand]. You don’t love her. I
can see it from your eyes. She’s terribly unhappy. Please
understand that and—stop coming here.

AsTROV ([gets up]. I'm afraid I'm too old for this sort of
thing. I have no time for it, anvway. [Shrugging.] When
couldI . . . ? [Helooks embarrassed]

YELENA. Oh, dear, what an unplcasant conversation! I'm
shaking all over just as though I'd been dragging a ton
weight. Well, thank goodness, that’s over. Let’s forget it
just as though we’d never spoken about it, and please go
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away. You're an intelligent man. You'll understand.
[Pause.] Goodness, I'm hot all over.

Astrov. If you'd told me that two or three months ago,
I might perhaps have considered it, but now . . .
[Shrugs.] But if she’s unhappy, then of course . . .
There’s one thing I can’t understand, though. \What
made you undertake this interrogation? [Looks into her
eyes and shakes a finger at her.] You're a sly one!

YEeLeENA. What do you mean?

AsTroV [laughing]. A sly one! Suppose Sonia is unhappy.
I'm quite ready to adinit it, but what did you want this
interrogation for? [Not Iettmg her speak, eagerly.] Plcase
don’t look so surprised. You know perfectly well why I'm
here every day. Why I amn here and who brings me licre.
You know that perfectly well. You sweet little heast of
prey, don’t look at me like that! I'm an old hand at this
sort of game.

YeLENA [bewildered]. Bcast of prey? I don’t know what
you're talking about.

AsTrOv. A beautiful, furrv little beast of prev . . . You
must have your victims. Here I've dropped everything and
done nothing for a whole month. I'm mad with desire
for you, and you're awfullv pleased about it—awfully!
Well, I'm conquered. You kncw that even before vour
interrogation. [Folding his arns and bowing his head.] 1
surrender. Come and cat me up!

YELENA. You're crazy!
Astrov (laughs through his teeth]. And you are—afraid. . . .

YEeLENA. Oh, I'm much better and more honorable than vou
think, I assure youl [Tries to go out.]

AsTrOV [barring her way]. I'm going away today. I won't
come here again, but—[takes her hand and looks around)
tell me: Where can we meet? \Where? Tell me quickly.
Someone may come in. Tecll me quickly. [Passionately.)
Oh, you’re so beautiful, so lovely. . . . One kiss . . .
Let me just kiss your fragrant hair. .

YELENA. | assurc you

AsTrOV [not letting her speak]. \Why assure mc? Therc's
no nced. No need of unnecessary words . . . Oh, how
beautiful you are! What lovely hands! [Kisses her hands.]
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YEeLENA. That’s enough—go away, please. [Takes her hands
away.] You're forgetting yourself.

AsTrov. But tell me, tell me, where shall we meet tomor-
row? [Puts his hand around her waist.] Darling, you see
it's inevitable. We must meet.

He kisses her; at that moment VoyNITSKY enters with a
bunch of roses and stops dead at the door.

YFLENA [not seeing VovniTsky]. For pity’s sake let me
go. . . . [Puts her head on Astrov’s chest.] No! [Tries
to go out.]

AsTrov [holding her back by the waist]. Come to the plan-
tation tomorrow—at two o’clock. . . . Yes? Yes? Darling,
vou will come, won’t you?

YELENA [seeing VoyNiTsky]. Let me go! [In great confusion
goes to the window.] This is awful!

Vov~iTsky [puts down the bunch of flowers on a chair;
agitatedly wipes his face and his neck with his handker-
chief]. It’s all right—yes—it’s quite all right. . . .

AsTROV [trying to brazen it out]. Not a bad day today, my
dear sir. A bit cloudy in the morning, looked like rain,
but it’s nice and sunny now. . . . To be quite fair, we
haven’t had such a bad autumn this year—the winter
com isn’t too bad at all. [Rolls up the map.] There’s one
thing, though: The days are drawing in. . . . [Goes out.]

YELENA [goes quickly up to VoyniTsky]. You must see to
it; you must do your utmost to arrange that my husband
and I leave here today. Do vou hear? Todayl

VovyxiTsky [wiping his face]. \What? Why, yes, of course.
. . . I'sawit all, Helen, all. . . .

YeLENA [tensely]. You understand? I must get away from
here today—today!

LEnter SEREBRYAROV, SoNIA, TELEGIN, and MaARINA.

TeLeciN. I'm afraid, sir, I am not fecling very well myself.
Been out of sorts for the last two days. My head’s not
quite

SErEBRYAKOV. Where are the others? I hate this house. It's
a sort of labyrinth. Twenty-six huge rooms, people are all
over the place, and you can ncver find anyone you want.
[Rings.] Ask my mother-in-law and my wife to come here.

YELENA. | am here.
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SEREBRYAROV. Pleasc sit down, everybody.

SoNta [going up to YELENA, impatiently]. Well, what did
he say?

YEeLENA. I'll-tell you later.

Soxia. You're trembling? You're agitated? [Looks search-
ingly at her.] I sec. . . . He said he won’t come here
again. . . . Yes? [Pause.] Tell me—yes?

YrLENA nods.

SerEBRYAKOV [{to TELEGIN]. [ don’t mind ill health so much
—after all, one can’t help that, can one?—what I can’t
stand is the way pcople live in the country. I have a feel-
ing as though I've dropped off the earth and landed on a
strange planct. Sit down, plecasc, all of you. Sonia! [Soxia
does not hear him; she stands with her head bowed sor-
rowfully.] Sonia! [Pause.] She doesn’t hear. [To MaRINA.]
You, too, Nurse, sit down. [The nurse sits down, knitting
a sock.] Now, if you please, suspend, as it were, your ears
on the nail of attention. [Laughs.]

VoyniTsky [agitated]. You don’t want me here, do you?
Do you mind if I go?

SEREBRYAEROV. Yes, it’s you I want here most of all.

Vornitsky. What do you want with me, sir?

SEREBRYAROV. Sir? Why are you so cross? [Pause.] If I'm
to blame for anything I did to you, then I’'m deeply sorry.

Vornitsky. Drop that tone. Let’s get down to business.
. . What do you want?

Enter Marra VoyNITSKY.

SEreBRYAROV. AD, here’s Mother-in-law at last. Now I can
begin. [Pause.] 1 have invited vou lere, ladies and gentle-
men, to announce that the Government Inspector is
about to pay us a visit. ITowever, this is no time for
joking. This is a serious mattcr. I've invited you here to
ask for your help and advice, and knowing vour unfailing
kindness, I fecl sure that I shall receive both. I am a
scholar; I have spent all my lifc among books and have
always been a stranger to practical affairs. I cannot dis-
pense with the assistance of people who've had practical
experience of business, and I beg you, Ivan, you, Mr.
Telegin, and you, Mother-in-law—er. You see, what
I'm driving at is that manet omnes una nox; I mean,
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that we are all in God’s hands. . . . I'm old and ill, and
so I think that the time has come when I ought to scttle
my worldly affairs in so far as they concern my family.
My life’s over. I'm not thinking of mysclf. But I have a
young wife and an unmarricd daughter. [Pause.] I'm
afraid I cannot possibly go on living in the country. \WWe
are not made for country life. On the other hand, to live
in town on the income we derive from this estate is im-
possible. If, for instance, we were to scll the woods, it’s
just an emergency measure that cannot be repeated every
year. Ve have, therefore, to look for some means which
would ensure us a permanent and more or less stable
income. I have thought of one such scheme, and I shall
be glad to submit it for your consideration. Leaving aside
the details, I shall give you a general idea of it. Our estate
returns on average not morc than two per cent of its
capital value. I propose to sell it. By investing the money
in gilt-edged securities, we should get from four to five
per cent. I think there might be even a surplus of a few
thousand, which will enable us to buy a small country
house in Finland.

VoyniTsky. One moment . . . I think my ears must be
deceiving me. Repeat what you've said.

SEREBRYAROV. Invest the money in gilt-edged securities and
use the surplus to buy a small country house in Finland.

Vovnitsky. Never mind Finland. There was something else
you said.

SeErEBRYAKOV. I propose to sell the estate.

VorvniTsky. Yes, that’s it. You're going to sell the estate.
That’s rich! An excellent idca! And how do you propose
to dispose of me and my old mother and Sonia here?

SeEreBrYAROV. We shall discuss it all in good time. You
don’t expect me to settle everything at once, do you?

Voynitsky. One moment. It seems to me that up to now
I haven’t shown a grain of common sense. Up to now
I've been fool enough to belicve that the estate belonged
to Sonia. My father bought this estate as a dowry for my
sister. Up to now I've been so naive as to believe that our
laws were not made in Turkey and that the estate passed
from my sister to Sonia.

SeErEBRYAXOV. Yes, the estate belongs to Sonia. I'm not
disputing it. Without Sonia’s consent I shouldn’t dream
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of selling it. Besides, I'm proposing to do it for Sonia’s
benefit.

Vovnitsky. It’s beyond everything—beyond everything!
Either I've gone stark staring mad, or

Maria. Don’t contradict Alexander, Jean. Belicve me, he
knows much better than you or me what’s good and what
isn’t.

Vovynitsky. No, he doesn’t! Give me some water, please.
[Drinks water.] Say what you like, what you likel

SErEBRYAROV. I don’t understand why you’re so upset. I
don’t say that my plan is ideal. If all of you think it’s no
good, I will not insist on it.

Pause.

TELEGIN [looking embarrassed]. I've always had a great
reverence for leaming, sir, and if I may say so, my feelings
for it have a certain family connection. You see, sir, my
brother’s wife’s brother, Konstantin Lacedaemonov, as
vou perhaps know, is an M.A.

Voy~iTsky. Just a moment, \Vaffles, we’re discussing

business. Wait a little—later. . . . [To SEREBRYAKOV.]
Just ask him. The estate was bought from his uncle.

SErREBRYAROV. Why should I ask him? Whatever for?

Vovxxnitsky. The estate was bought at the prices current at
the time for ninety-iive thousand. My father paid only
seventy thousand and twenty-five thousand remained on
mortgage. Now, listen . . . this estate would not have
been bought if I hadn’t given up my share in the
inheritance in favor of my sister, whom I loved dearly.
What's more, for ten years I've worked like a horse and
paid off all the mortgage.

SErEBRYAKOV. I'm somry I ever started this discussion.

Vovnitsky. The estate is clear of debt and is in good
order thanks only to my own personal exertions. And
now, when I'm beginning to get old, I'm to be kicked
out of itl

SereBrRYAKOV. I don’t sce what you're getting at.

Vor~itsky. I've been managing this estate for twenty-five
years. I've worked and sent you the moncy like a most
conscientious agent, and not once during all that time
has it occurred to you to thank mec. All that time—both
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when I was voung and now—I've received from you five
hundred rubles a ycar in salarv, a mere pittance! And not
once did it occur to you to add a ruble to it!

SEREBRYAKOV. My dear fellow, how was I to know? I'm
not a practical man and I don’t understand anything
about tgncse things. You could have increased your salary
by as much as you pleased.

VovniTsky. You mean, why didn’t I steal? Why don’t
vou all despise me because 1 didn’t steal? That would be
only fair, and I shouldn’t have been a pauper now!

MaAR1a [sternly]. Jean!

TeLECIN. Vanya, my dear chap, don’t—don’t—I'm trem-
bling all over. . . . \WWhy spoil good relations? [Kisses
him.] Please, don'’t.

Vor~itsky. For twenty-five vears I sat like a mole within
these four walls with this mother of mine. All our
thoughts and feelings belonged to vou alone. By dav
we talked about you and vour work. ' We were proud of
vou. We uttered your name with reverence. We wasted
our nights reading books and periodicals for which I
have now the utmost contcmpt!

TeLEGIN. Don’t, Vanya, don’t. . . . I can’t stand it.
SEREBRYAKOV [angrily]. \Vhat is it you want?

Vov~itsky. We looked upon you as a being of a higher
order, and we knew your articles by heart. . . . But now
my eyes are opened. I sce it all. You write about art, but
vou don’t understand a thing about art. All those works
of yours which I used to love aren’t worth a brass farthing!
You've humbugged us!

SEREBRYAKOV. Won't anv one of you stop him? I—I'm
going!

YeLENA. Bessilent, Vanya! I insist. Do you hear?

Voy~itsky. I won’t be silent! [Stopping in front of SkrE-
BRYAKOV and barring his way.] Wait, I haven’t finished!
You've ruined my life! I haven’t lived! I haven’t lived
at all'! Thanks to you I've wasted, destroyed, the best
years of my life! You're myv worst cnerny!

TeLeciy. 1 can’t stand it—I can’t. . . . I'm going. . . .
[Goes out in great agitation.]

SEreBRYAROV. What do you want from me? And what
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right have you to talk to me like this? Nonentity! If the
cstate is yours, take it! I don’t want it!

YeLENA. I shall run away from this hell this very minute!
[Screams.] I can’t stand it any longer!

Voynitsky. My life’s ruined! I'm gifted, I'm intelligent,
I have courage. . If T had lived a normal life, it
might have been a Schopenhauer a Dostoyevsky—but
I’'m talking nonsense! I'm going mad. Mother, I'm in
despair! Mother!

Maria [sternly]. Do as Alexander tells you!

So~ia [kneels before MARINA and clings to her]. Darling
Nanny! Darling Nanny!

VoynNiTsky. Mother, what am I to do? Oh, never mind,
don't tell me! I know myself what I must do. [To SEre-
BRYAKOV.] You will not forget me in a humry! [Goes out
through middle door.]

MaRr1a follows him.

Sereeryarov. This is really going a bit too far! Take that
lunatic away! I can’t live under the same roof as he. He's
always there [Points to the middle door.], almost beside
me. . . . Let him move into the village or to the cot-
tage on the grounds, or I will move myself, but stay in
the same house as he, I cannot!

YELENA [to her husband]. \Vc're leaving this place today!
We must make all the arrangements at once.

SEREBRYAROV. An utter nonentity!

Sox1A [on her knees, turns to her father, talking excitedly].
You must be charitable, FFather! Uncle Vanyva and 1
arc so unhappy! [Restraining lier despair.] One must be
charitable! Remember how, when you were younger,
Uncle Vanya and Granny sat up all night translating
books for you, copying vour papers—they used to do it
cvery night, every night! Uncle Vanya and I worked
without a moment’s rest, afraid to spend a penny on
ourselves, and sent it all to you. . We eamed our
kecp! I'm sorry, I seem to be saying it all wrong. but vou
must understand us, Father. One must be charitable!

YrELENA [agitatedly, to her husband]. For heaven’s sake,
Alexander, go and talk it over with him. . . . I beg
vou.
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SErEBRYAROV. Very well, I'll have a talk with him. I'm
not accusing him of anything, and I'm not angry. But
vou must admit that, to say the least, his behavior is ex-
traordinarv. Very well, I'll go to him. [Goes out through
middle door.]

YELEN,]A. Be gentle with him. Try to calm him. [Follows
him.

Son1a [clinging to nurse]. Darling Nanny! Darling Nanny!

MariNa. Don’t worry, child. The ganders will gaggle and
get tired of it. Gaggle and—get tired of it.

Son1a. Darling Nanny!

MARINA [stroking her head]. You're trembling as though
you were out in the frost. There, there, my orphan child,
the Lord’s merciful. A cup of lime tea or raspberry tea,
and it will pass. . . . Don’t grieve, child. . . . [Looking
at the middle door, angrily.] What a row these ganders
make, drat 'em! [A shot behind the scenes; a shriek is
heard from YELENA; SoN1A shudders.] Oh, drat "em!

SEREBRYAKOV [runs staggering in, looking terrified]. Stop
him! Stop him! He’s gone mad!

YELENA and VoY ITSKY struggle in the doorway.

YELENA [trying to snatch the revolver away from him].
Give it me! Give it me, I tell you!

Voynitsky. Let go of me, Helen! Let go of me! [Freeing
himself, runs in and looks for SEREBRYAROV.] Where
is he? Ah, there he is! [Fires at him.] Bang! [Pause.)
Missed him! Missed him again! [Furiously.] Oh, damn,
damn, damn! [Bangs revolver on the floor and sinks ex-
hausted into a chair.)

SEREBRYAROV is stunned; YELENA leans against the wall,
almost fainting.

YrELENA. Take me away from here! Take me away—Kkill
me. . . . I can’t stay here. . . . I can’tl

Vovxitsky [in despair]. Oh, what am I doing! What am I
doing!

Sox1a [softly]. Darling Nanny! Darling Nanny!

Curtain.
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ACT FOUR

VoynITskY's room; it is his bedroom as well as the estate
office. At the window, a large table with account books and
all sorts of papers, a bureau, cupboards, scales. A smaller
table for AsTrRov with paints and drawing materials; beside
it, a portfolio. A cage with a starling in it. On the wadll, a
map of Africa, apparently of no use to anyone. An enormous
sofa covered with American cloth. On the left, a door leading
to the inner rooms; on the right, a door leading into the
hall; near the door on the right, a doormat for the peasants
to wipe their feet on.

An autumn evening. All is quiet. TELEGIN and MARINA sit
facing each other, winding wool.

TeLEGIN. You’d better hurrv up, Marina, or they’ll soon be
calling us to say good-bye. The carriage has a]ready been
ordered.

MariNA [trying to wind more rapidly]. There’s not much
more of it left.

TeLEGIN. They're going to Kharkov. They're going to live
there.

Marixa. So much the better.

TeLecIN. Got scared. Helen keeps saying, “I won’t stav
here another hour—let’s go—let’s go at once. In Khar-
kov,” she says, “we’ll have a good look around and then
send for our things.” They’re not taking many things with
them. So it scems, Marina, thev’re not going to stay herc.
No, they're not. A divine dispensation of Providence.

MariNa. So much the better. All that row this morning,
shooting and God knows what—the disgrace of it!
TEeLEGIN. Yes, a subject worthy of the brush of Avvazovsky.

MariNa. Never seen the like of it before. [Pause.] \Ve'll
live again as we used to do in the old days. Tea at cight
oclock in the moming, dinner at one, and sit do“n to
suppcr in the evening Fverything as it should be, like
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other folk, like good Christians. [\Vith a sigh.] Haven't
tasted noodles for a long time, sinner that I am.

TELEGIN. Aye, it’s a very long time since we've had noodles
for dinner. [Pause.] A long time. As I was walking through
the village this morning, Marina, the shopkeeper shouted
after me, “Hey, you, sponger!” It made me fecl bad, I
can tell you.

MariNa. You shouldn’t take any notice of that, dear. Wc're
all spongers in the sight of God. You, Sonia, the master—
none of us sits about doing nothing. We all work hard,
we do. All of us. Where is Sonia?

TeLEGIN. In the garden. Still going around with the Doctor
looking for Vanya. They're afraid he may lay hands on
himself.

Marina. And where’s his pistol?

TELEGIN [in a whisper]. I've hidden it in the cellar!

Marixna [with a smile]. Such goings-on!

VoynNITSKY and AsTROV come in from outside.

Vovy~itsky. Leave me alone. [To MARINA and TELEGIN.]
And you, too, please go. Can'’t I be left alone for a single
hour? I hate being kept under observation.

TeLEGIN. I'll go at once, Vanva. [Goes out on tiptoe.]

Marina. Look at the gander: ga-ga-gal [Gathers her wool
and goes out.]

Vovnitsky. Won't you go?

Astrov. With the greatest of pleasure. I ought to have

gone long ago, but I tell you again, I won't go till you
give me back what you took from me.

VowNirsky. I took nothing from you.

Astrov. Seriously, don’t detain me. I ought to have gone
hours ago.

Vovxnirsky. I tell you, I took nothing from you.
Both sit down.

Astrov. No? Well, I'll give you a little longer, and I hope
you won’t mind too wnuch if I have to usc force then.
\We'll tie you up and scarch vou. I'm quite serious about
it, I tell you.

Vov~iTsky. As you pleasc! [Pause.] To have made such a
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fool of myself: fired twice and missed him! That I shall
never forgive myself!

Astrov. If you're so keen on shooting people, why don’t
you go and shoot yourself?

Vovnirsky [shrugs]. Here 1 make an attempt to commit
murder, and no one thinks of arresting me and putting
me on trial. Which, of course, can only mean that I'm
regarded as a madman. [With a bitter laugh.] It is I who
am mad but not those who hide their stupidity, their
mediocrity, and their flagrant heartlessness under the mask
of a professor, a learned pundit. Those who marry old
men and then deceive them under the eyes of everyone
are not mad—oh no! I saw you kissing her! I saw!

Astrov. Yes, I did kiss her, and be damned to you!

Voynitsky (glancing at the door]. No, it’s the earth that’s
mad to let such pcople as you go on living on it.

Astrov. That’s a damned silly thing to say.

Voynitsky. Well, I'm mad, I'm not rcsponsible for my
actions, so I have a right to say damned silly things.

Astrov. That’s an old trick. You're not mad. You're just
a crank. A damned fool. Before, I used to regard every
crank as a mental case, as abnormal, but now I’ve come
to the conclusion that it is the normal condition of a man
to be a crank. You're quite normal.

Vovnitsky [buries his face in his hands]. Oh, the shame of
it! Oh, if only you knew how ashamed I am! No pain
can be compared with this acute feeling of shame. [Miser-
ably.] It’s unbearable! [Bends over the table.] What am 1
to do? What am I to do?

Astrov. Nothing.

Vorxrtsky. Give me something! Oh, God! I'm forty-seven;
if I live to be sixty, I have another thirteen years. It’s
devilishly long! How can I live through those thirtcen
years? What shall I do? What shall I fill them with? You
see [Squeezing AsTrov's hand convulsively.], you scc, if
only you could live what is left of your life in some new
way. Wake up on a still, sunny morning and feel that
you've begun your life all over again, that all your past was
forgotten, vanished like a puft of smoke. [Weeps.] To
begin a new life . . . Tell me how to begin it—what to
begin it with.
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Astrov [with vexation]. Oh, you and your new lifel A new
life indeed! My dear fcllow, our position—yours and mine
—is hopeless.

VornNiTsky. Are you sure?

Astrov. I'm quite sure of it.

Vornitsky. Give me something. . . . [Pointing to his
heart.] I've a burning pain here.

AsTrOv [shouts angrily]. Stop it! [Softening.] Those who
will live a hundred or two hundred years after us and who
will despise us for living such damned stupid, such insipid
lives, will perhaps discover a way of being happy. But as
for us . . . therc’s only onc hope left for you and me,
one hope only. The hope that when we are at rest in our
graves, we may, perhaps, be visited by visions that will
not be unpleasant. [With a sigh.] Yes, old man, in the
whole of this district there were only two decent, intelli-
gent men, you and I. But in the course of some ten years
this humdrum, this rotten life has wom us down. Its foul
vapors have poisoned our blood, and we’ve become just as
vulgar as the rest. [Eagerly.] But don’t you try to put me
off! Give me what you took from me.

Vorvnrrsky. I took nothing from you.

AsTrov. Yes, you did. You took a bottle of morphia out
of my traveling medicine case. [Pause.] Look here, if
you've really made up your mind to make an end of your-
self, why don’t you go into the woods and blow your
brains out? But you must give me back my morphia or clse
people will start talking, putting two and two together,
and end up by saving that I gave it to you. . . . It will
be quite enough if I have to do your post- ‘mortem. You
don’t suppose I shall enjoy that, do you?

Enter SoNIA.

Vor~nitsky. Leave me alone.

Astrov [to Sownia]. Your uncle has filched a bottle of
morphia from my medicine case, and he refuses to give it
back. Tell him that it’s—well, not very clever. Besides,
I'm in a hurry. I ought to be going.

Sox1a. Uncle Vanva, did vou take the morphia?
Pause.
Astrov. He did. I'm certain of it.
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Soxia. Give it back. Why do vou frighten us? [Tenderly.}
Give it back, Uncle Vanya! I may De just as unhappy as
vou, but I don't give way to despair. I can bear it and I
shall go on bearing it until my lifc comes to its natural
end. You must bear it, too. [Pause.] Give it back! [Kisses.
lis hands.) Darling Unc]e, give it back! [Cries.] You are
kind; you will have pity on us and give it back, won'’t you?
Bear up, Uncle! Bear up!

Vovy~itsky [takes the bottle out of the table drawer and
gives it to Astrov]. Here, take it! [T'o Sonia.] I must set
to work at once, I must do something immediately, or I
can’t bear it—I can’t. . . .

Soxia. Yes, yes, work. As soon as we've seen them off, we
shall sit down to work. [Nervously sorting out the papers
on the table.] We've let cverything go. . . .

AsTrov [puts the bottle into his medicine case and tightens
the straps]). Now I can set off.

YrrLENA [enters]. Vanya, arc you here? We're leaving now.
Go to Alexander. He wants to say something to you.

Soxia. Go, Uncle Vanya. [Takes VoyniTsky by the arm.]
Let’s go. Father and you must make it up. It must be
done.

Sonia and VovyxiTsky go out.
YELENA. I'm going away. [Gives Astrov her hand.] Good-
bye!
AstrOV. So soon?
Yrrexa. The carriage is at the door.
Astrov. Good-bye.
YELENA. You promised me today that you’d go away.

Astrov. I haven’t forgotten. I'm just going. [Pause.]
Frightened? [Takes her hand.] Is it so terrible?

YELENA. Yes

Astrov. Why not stay? What do you say? And tomorrow
on the plantation . . .

YeLENA. No. . It's all settled. . And I look at vou
so bravely because it is settled. . . . There’s only one
thing I'd like to ask you: Think well of me. Yes, I'd like
you to respect me.
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Astrov. Oh, blast! [Makes a gesture of impatience.] Do stay.
Please! You must realize that there’s nothing in the world
vou can do, that you've no aim in life, that you’'ve nothing
to occupy your mind, and that sooner or later your feclings
will get the better of you—that’s inevitable. So don't
vou think it had better be here in the country and not in
Kharkov or somewhere in Kursk? It’s more poetical, at all
events. And the autumn here is beautiful. There’s the
plantation and the half-ruincd country houses Turgenev
was so fond of describing.

YerLena. How absurd you are! I'm angry with you, but—
I shall remember you with pleasure all the same. You're
an interesting, an original man. We shall never meet again,
so—why conceal it? I was a little in love with you—that’s
quite true. So let’s shake hands and part friends. Don’t
think too badly of me.

AsTROV [pressing her hand]. Yes, I suppose you'd better
go. [Musingly.] T belicve youre a good, warmhearted
person, and yet there seems to be something peculiar about
you, something that is part of your very nature. The mo-
ment you came here with your husband, all of us, instead
of going on with our work, instead of doing something,
creating something, leave everything and do nothing all
the summer except attend to you and your husband’s
gout. You and your husband have infected us all with your
idleness. I became infatuated with you and have done
nothing for a whole month, and all the time people have
been ill and the peasants have been grazing their herds in
my newly planted woods. And so, wherever you and your
husband go, you bring ruin and destruction in your wake.
. . . I'm joking, of course, but all the same it's—it’s
strange, and I'm quite sure that if you had stayed here
much longer, the devastation would have been enormous.
I should have been done for, but—you, too, would not
have got off scot free. Well, go. Finita la commedia!l

YrLENA [takes a pencil from his table and hides it quickly].
I shall keep this pencil to remember you by.

Astrov. It’s all so strange. . . . We've met and, suddcnly,
for somme unknown reason, we shall never sce each other
again. Lverything in the world is like that. . . . But while
there’s no one here, before Uncle Vanya comes in with
his bunch of flowers, let me—kiss you. . . . A farcwell
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kiss. . Yes? [Kisses her on the cheek] Well—that's
the end of that.

YEeLENA. I wish you all the happiness in the world. [Look-
ing around.] Oh, I don’t care! For once in my life! [Em-
braces him impulsively and both at once draw quickly
away from each other.} I must go.

Astrov. Hurry up and go. If the carriage is ready, you'd
better set off.

YELENA. I think they’re coming.
Both listen.
Astrov. Finita!

Enter SEREBRYAROV, VOYNITSKY, MARIA VOYNITSKY with a
book, TELEGIN, and SONIA.

SEREBRYAROV [to VOYNITSKY]. Let bygones be bygones. After
all that has happened, during these few hours I've been
through so much and I've thought over so much that I
believe I could write a whole treatise on the art of
living for the benefit of posteritv. I gladly accept your
apologies and I apologize myself. Good-bye.

SEREBRYAROV and VOYNITSKY kiss each other three times.

VovniTsky. You will receive the same amount you received
before, regularly in the future. Everything will be as it
used to be.

YELENA emnbraces SONIA.

SEREBRYAKOV [kisses MARrIA VoyNITSKY's hand]. Mother-in-
law .

Maria. Do have your photograph taken again, Alexander,
and send it to me. You know how dear you are to me.

TEeLEGIN. Good-bye, sir. Don’t forget us!

SEREBRYAKOV (kissing his daughter]. Good-bye. . . . Good-
bye, everyone! [Shaking hands with Astrov.] Thank you
for the pleasure of your company. I respect your way of
looking at things, vour enthusiasms, your impulses, but
please permit an old man like me to add just one single
observation to my farewell: We must work, ladies and
gentlemen, we must work! Good-bye!

SEREBRYAKROV goes out, followed by N{aria VoynNitsky and
Soxnia.
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VoyNiTsky [kisses YELENA's hand warmly]. Good-bye. . . .
Forgive me. . . . We shall never mect again. . . .

YELENA [deeply moved]. Good-bye, my dear. [Kisses him
on the head and goes out.]

Astrov [to TeLecIN]. Tell them, Waflles, to bring my car-
riage around, too.

TEeLEGIN. Certainly, my dear fellow. [Goes out. Only AsTrov
and VOYNITSKY remain. |

AsTrOV [collects his paints from the table and puts them
away in his suitcase]. Why don’t you go and see them off?

Vovxitsky. Let them go. I—I can’t. . . . I'm sick at heart.
. .. I must get to work quickly. Do something—any-
thing. . . . To work, to work! [Rummages among the
papers on the table.]

Pause; the sound of harness bells can be heard.

Astrov. They’'ve gone. The Professor must be jolly glad,
I shouldn’t wonder. You won’t get him to come here again
for all the tea in China.

MARINA [comes in]. They've gone. [Sits down in an easy
chair and knits her sock.)

Sox1a [comes in]. They've gone. [Wipes her eyes.] I hope
they’ll be all right. [To her uncle.] \Well, Uncle Vanya,
let’s do something. . . .

Voynitsky. Work, work . . .

Sonia. It seems ages since we sat at this table together.
[Lights the lamp on the table.] I don’t think there’s any
ink. . . . [Takes the inkstand, goes to the cupboard, and
fills it with ink.] I can’t help feeling sad now that they’'ve
gone.

MaRr1A [comes in slowly]. They've gone! [Sits down and
becomnes absorbed in her pamphlet.]

Soxia [sits down at.the table and turns the pages of the
account book]. First of all, Uncle Vanya, let's make up the
accounts. We've neglected them terribly. Today someone
scnt for his account again. Let’s start. You do one ac-
count and I another.

Vovrxitsky [writes]. To the account of . . . Mr. . . .
Both write in silence.

MaARiNA [yawns]. I'm ready for bye-byes. . . .
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Astrov. Silence. The pens scratch and the cricket sings.
Warm, cozy . . . No, I don’t want to go. . . . [The
sound of harness bells is heard.] There’s my carriage. . .
Well, my friends, all that’s left for me to do is to sav
good-bye to you, say good-bve to my table, and—Dbe oft!
(Puts away maps in portfolio.]

MariNa. What'’s the hurry? Sit down.

Astrov. Sorry, Nanny, I can’t.

VovniTsky [writes]. Balance from previous account two
rubles, seventy-five kopecks. . . .
Enter LABORER.

LABoRER. Your carriage is waiting, Doctor.

Astrov. I know. [Hands him the medicine case, the suit-
case, and the portfolio.] Take these, and mind, don’t crush
the portfolio.

LaBorer. Very good, sir. [Goes out.]

Astrov. Well, that’s that. [Goes to say good-bye.]

Sonia. When shall we sce vou again?

AsTrov. Not before next summer, I'm afraid. Hardly in the
winter. Naturally, if anything should happen, youll let
me know and I'll come. [Shakes hands.] Thank you for
your hospitality and for your kindness, for everything, in
fact. [Goes up to the nurse and kisses her on the head.]
Good-bye, old woman.

-‘MaRINA. You're not going without tea?

Astrov. I don’t want any, Nanny.

-MARINA. You'll have a glass of vodka, though, won’t you?

Astrov [hesitantly]. Thank you. Perhaps I will. . . . [Ma-

RINA goes out. Pause.] My trace horse is limping a bit. I
noticed it yesterday when Petrushka was taking it to watcr.

VoyniTsky. You must change its shoes.

Astrov. I suppose I'd better call at the blacksmith’s in
Rozhdestveny. Yes, I'll have to, it seems. [Goes up to the
map of Africa and looks at it.] I expect down there in Af-
rica the heat must be simply terrific now. Ternficl

Vornitsky. I expect so.

MARINA [comes back with a tray on which there is a glass
of vodka and a piece of bread]. Here you arel [AsTrov
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drinks the vodka.] To vour health, dear. [Makes a low
bow.] Have some bread with it.

Astrov. No, thank you, I like it as it is. Well, good-bye
alll [To MARINA] Don’t bother to see me off Nanny.
There's no need.

He goes out; SoN1a follows him with a candle to see him off;
MARINA sits down in her easy chair.

Vov~itsky [writes]. February the second: linseed oil,
twenty pounds. . Fcbruary the sixtcenth: linseed ol
again, twenty pounds . . . Buckwheat meal .

Pause. The sound of harness bells is heard.
MariNa. He’s gone.
Pause.

So~1A [comes back, puts candle on table]. He's gone. . . .

VoyNITskY [counts on the abacus and writes]. Total: fifteen
—twenty-five . .

Son1a sits down and writes.
MARINA [yawns). Mercy on us. . . .

TELECIN comes in on tiptoe, sits down near the door, and
softly tunes the guitar.

VovNITsEY [to SONIA, passing his hand over her hair]. My
child, I'm so unhappy! Ol, if only you knew how un-
happy I aml

Sonia. It can’t be helped, we must go on living however
unhappy we are! [Pause.] \We shall go on living, Uncle
Vanya. We shall live through a long, long round of days
and dreary evenings; we shall bear with patience the tnals
which fate has in store for us; we shall work without rest-
ing for others now and in our old age, and when our time
comes, we shall die without complaining; and there, be-
yond the grave, we shall say that we have wept and suf-
fered, that we had a hard, bitter struggle; and God will
have pity on us, and you and I, Uncle gear, will see a new
life, a bright, lovely, and happy life; and we shall rejoice
and shall look back with a dcep fecling of tenderness and
a smile upon our present suffcrings and tribulations, and
—and we shall rest. . . . I believe that, Uncle, fervently,
passionately believe it! [TeLECIN plays softly on the gui-
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tar] We shall rest! We shall hear the angels; we shall
see all heaven bright with many stars, shining like dia-
monds; we shall see all our sufferings and all earthly evil
dissolve in mercy that will fill the whole world, and our
life will be peaceful, tender, and sweet as a caress. |
believe that, I do, I believe it. [Wipes away his tears with
her handkerchief.] Poor, poor Uncle Vanya, you arc cry-
ing. . . . [Through tears.] You knew no happiness in
your life, but wait, Uncle Vanya, wait. . . . We shall
test. . . . [Embraces him.] We shall rest! [TELEGIN plays
softly; MARIA VoyNITSKY writes on the margin of her
pamphlet; MARINA knits her sock.] We shall rest!

The curtain descends slowly.
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THE TIIREE SISTERS

ACT ONE

A drawing room in the Prozorovs’ house, separated from a
large ballroom by a row of colummns. Noon; it is a bright,
sunny day. In the ballroomn the table is being laid for lunch.

OvrcA, wearing the dark-blue regulati of a secondary

school mistress, is correcting her pupils’ exercise books, stand-

ing or walking about the room; Masua, in a_black dress, is

sitting reading a book, her hat on her lap; IRINA, in white,
stands lost in thought.

Orca. It 1s just a year since IFather died, on this very day,
the ffth of May—your birthday, Irina. It was dreadfully
cold; it was snowing then. I felt as though I'd never be
able to live through it, and you were lying in a dead
faint. But now a whole year has gone by and the thought
of it no longer troubles us. You're wearing a white dress
again; you look so radiant. [The clock strikes twelve.]
Then, too, the clock struck twelve. [Pause.] I remember
the military band playing at IFather’s funeral, and thev
fired a salute at the cemetery. Though Father was a gen-
eral and a brigade commander, there were not many
people at his funeral. It is true, it was raining then. Pour-
ing with rain, and snowing.

&LI)IINA. Why must you talk about it?

In the ballroom, behind the columns, BArRoN TuUseNBAcH,
CHEBUTYXIN, and SOLYONY appear near the table.

Orca. It is warm today—the windows can be opened wide—
but the birch trees have not opened up yet. It is eleven
vears since [Father was given his brigade and left Moscow
with us, and I distinctly remember it, the flowers were
in bloom in Moscow just at this time—the beginning of
May. Oh, it was so warm then, and cverything was
drenched in sunlight. Eleven years have passed, but I can
remember everything just as if we had left Moscow only
yesterday. My goodness! When I woke up this morning
and saw the bright sunshine, saw the spring, my heart
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leapt for joy, and I felt such a passionate longing to be
back home!

CxesuTYKIN. The devil you did!
;T USENBACH. It’s all nonsense, of course!

‘MasHA, daydreaming over her book, whistles a tune softly.

Orca. Don’t whistle, Masha. How can you? [Pause.] I sup-
pose it’s because I'm at school all day and giving private
lessons in the evenings that I'm getting thesc constant
headaches and these thoughts, just as if I were old al-
ready. And really, all these four years while I've been
working at school, I've felt as though my strength and
my youth were draining out of me drop by drop. And
one’s longing only grows stronger and stronger

IriNA. To go to Moscow. Sell the house, finish with every-
thing here, and leave for Moscow.

OLca. Yes! To Moscow, as soon as possible.

CHEBUTYKIN and TuseNBACH laugh.

IriNA. T expect Andrey will get a professorship soon, and
anyway, he’s not going to live here much longer. The
only difficulty is poor old Masha.

Orca. Masha could come to Moscow every vear and stay
with us the whole summer.

MasHa continues whistling her tune softly.

IriNA. Let’s hope everything will turn out all right. [Look-
ing through the window.] Oh, what a beautiful day! I
don’t know why I'm feeling so calm and screnc. This
momning I remembered that it was my birthday, and
suddenly, I felt so happy. I remembered our childhood,
when Mother was still alive, and such wonderful, exciting
thoughts kept flashing through my mind. Oh, what won-
derful thoughtsl

Orca. You look so radiant today, more beautiful than cver.
Masha, too, is beautiful. Andrey would have been quite
good-looking if he had not put on so much wecight. It
doesn’t suit him at all. As for me, I've grown old and a
lot thinner. I suppose it must be because I get so irntable
with the girls at school. Today I'm frec, I'm at home,
I haven’t got a headache, and 1 fecl much vounger than
I did yesterday. After all, I'm only twenty- cnght cxcept



THE THREE SISTERS 119

that . . . Evervthing’s all right, everything’s as God wills,
but I can’t help thinking that if I'd got marrded and
staved at home all day, things would be much better.
[Pause.] I'd have loved my husband.

TusexsacH [to SoLyoNY]. VWhat nonsense you talk. I'm sick
of listening to you. [Going into the drawing room.] I
forgot to tell you: Vershinin, our new battery commander,
will be calling on you today. [Sits down at the piano.]

OLca. Will he? He'll be very welcome.
IriNaA. Is he old?

TusenBacH. No, not rcally. Forty—forty-five at most. [Plays
quictly.] An excellent fellow by all accounts. Not a fool
by any means, that’s certain. He talks too much, though.

IriNA. Is he an interesting man?

TusexsacH. Yes, I should say so, only, you see, he’s got a
wife, a mother-in-law, and two little girls. You see, it’s his
second wife. He calls on people and tells everybody that
he has a wife and two little girls. He’s sure to tell you all
about it too. His second wife, I'm sorry to say, does not
seem to be altogether in her right mind. She wears a long
plait like a girl, uses very grandiloquent language, philoso-
phizes, and every now and again tries to commit suicide.
Apparently, to annoy her husband. I'd have left a woman
like that long ago, but he puts up with it. Just keeps on
complaining.

SoLyony [enters the drawing room with CHEBUTYKIN]. I
can only lift half a hundredweight with one hand, but
with two I can lift a hundredweight and more. I'rom
which I infer that two men are not only twice but three
or cven more times as strong as one.

CHEBUTYKIN [reads a newspaper while he comes in]. For
falling hair: one hundred and thirty grains of naphthalene
in half a bottle of spirits. Dissolve and apply daily. [WTrites
it down in his notebook.] Let’s make a note of it. [To
SoLyony.] Well, as I was saying, you put a cork into the
bottle and pass a glass tube through the cork. . . . Then
vou take a pinch of ordinary powdered alum

Irixa. Doctor, dear Doctor . . .
CueBUTYKIN. What is it, child? What is it, my sweet?
IriNA. Tell me, why am I so happy today? I feel as if I
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were sailing under a wide blue skv and great white birds
were flying above me. \Why is it? Why?

CuesutykIN [kissing both her hands, tenderly]. Ny lovely
white bird . . .

IriNa. \WVhen I awoke this morning, got up, and washed, I
suddenly felt as if evervthing in the world had become
clear to me and I kncw how onc ought to live. Dear
Doctor, I do know cverything. Man must work, work by
the sweat of his brow, whoever he might be. That alone
%n es a mcaning and a purpose to his life, his happiness,
s success. Oh, how wonderful it must be to be a
laborer who gets up with the sun and breaks stones by
the roadside, or a shepherd, or a schoolmaster teaching
children, or a driver of a railway engine. \Why, dcar Lord,
better be an ox or a horse and go on working than a voung
woman who wakes up at twelve, drinks her coffee in bed,
then takes two hours dressing. . . . Oh, how dreadful!
Just as one is sometimes dying for a drink of water on a
hot day, so I'm dying to do some work. Why, if I don’t
get up early and do somc rcal work, don’t count me
among your friends any more, Doctor.

CHEBUTYKIN [tenderly]. I won’t. . . . I won't. . .

Ovrca. Father trained us to get up at seven o’clock. That is
why Irina always wakes up at seven and lics in bed at
least till nine thinking about all sorts of things. ITow scri-
ous she looks! [Laughs.]

IriNa. You're so used to looking on me as a little girl that
it seems strange to you when I look serious.

TusensacH. Dear Lord, how well I understand this craving
for work. I've never done a stroke of work in my life. I
was born in Petersburg, a cold and idle city. My family
never knew what work or worry meant. I remember when
I came home from the military academy, a valet would
pull off my boots while I swore at him. My mother looked
at me with adoring cves and was genuinely surpriscd
when people looked diffcrently at me. I was carcfully
guarded against work. But they “did not succeed in shicld-
ing me from it. Not now, at anv rate. The tine is coming
when something huge is about to overwhelm us. A mighty
hurricane is on the way; it is quitc near already, and soon,
very soon, it will sweep awayv from our socicty idleness,
complacency, prejudice against work, and effcte boredom.
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I shall work and in another twentyv-five or thirty years
everyone will work—cvervone!

Cuesvryrkin. [ won’t work.

TuseNsaci. You don’t count.

SoLyoxy. In twenty-five vears vou won't be alive, thank
goodness. In a couple of vears vou will dic of a stroke or
I'll lose my temper and put a bullet through vour head,
dcar fellow. [Takes a perfume bottle from hzs pocket and
sprinkles the perfume over his chest and hands.]

CuenurykiN [laughs]. It’s quite true, I have never done a
stroke of work in my life. As soon as I left the university,
I never lifted a finger or opcned a book. I only read news-
papers. [Takes another newspaper out of his pocket.]
Here. . . . I know from the papers that we had—er—a
critic bv the name of Dobrolvubov, but I'm hanged if I
know what he wrote about. [Somebody is heard knockma
on the floor from downstairs.] There. . Somf*body
wants to see mec downstairs. They're calling me to come
down. I'll be back in a moment. I won’t be long. [Goes
out hurriedly, siroking his beard.]

IriNa. IHc’s up to something.

Tusexpacu. I think so too. TTe’s gone out looking very
solemn. I expect he’s goute to feteh vour present.

Irmva. Oh. how I hate it!
Orca. Yes, it is dreadful. I1c¢’s always doing something silly.

Masna. “For he on honev-dev: hath fed, and drunk the milk
of Paradise . . . and drunk th m}\ of Paradise” . . .*
[Gets up, hunuming quictly.) ]

Orca. You're not verv cheerful today, Masha. [NMaskna puts
on her hat, humming.] Where arc vou off to?

* The first two lines from Pushkin's epilogue to Ruslan and Lyudmila,
wnich Masha repcats once in Act One and twice in Act Four, are full
of magic and myvstery. But this is only zpparcnt in the original and can
onlv be pereeived bv a Russian audience familiar with those lines from
childhond. \When translated—" A green oak trec grows at the bav/A
golden chain is on that oak tree’ —thu arc meaningless. To convey this
fecling, 1 have chosen two lines from Coleridge’s “Kubla Khan,” which
are not ounly similar but which also help us to understand Masha's sud-
den attraction to the idcalist Vcrshinin, the man who fits most closcly
the two lines of Cnlcridge’s poem. It must be remcmbered that Nasha
knew Fnglish and would most certainly have read “Kubla Khan” in the
original—not that it matters, saice the mnportant thing is to convey
Masha’s fecling and mood to an Laglish-<peaking audience [D.M.].
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Masua. Home.
Irina. Strange!
TusexsacH. Leave a birthday party!

Masua. What does it matter? I'll be back this evening.
Good-bye, darling. [Kisses IriNA.] Let me wish you again
good health and happiness. In the old days, when IFather
was alive, we always used to have thirty or forty army of-
ficers at our birthday parties—such noisy parties—but to-
day we've only got a man and a half, and it’s quiet as a
desert. I'm going home. I'm in a terribly melancholy
mood today. I’'m not fecling particularly cheerful, so you'd
better not listen to me. [Laughing through tears.] We'll
have a good talk later; good-bye for now, my darling. I'll
just go somewhere, anywhere.

IriNA [displeased]. Really, Masha . . .
OcLca [tearfully]. I understand you, Masha.

SoLyony. If a man philosophizes, it is philosophistry or, if
you like, sophistry, but if a woman or a couple of women
start philosophizing, it’s all a lot of nonsense.

Masiia. What do you mean by that, you frightfully terrible
man?

Soryony. Nothing. “He had barcly time to catch his breath
before the bear was hugging him to death.”

Masia [to OLca, crossly]. Don’t howl.
Enter ANFisa and FEraroNT with a cdke.

ANrisA. This way, my good man. Come in, your boots are
clean. [To IriNA.] From the District Council, my dear,
from Mr. Protopopov, Mikhail Ivanovich, a cake.

IriNA. Thank you. Pleasc give my thanks to Mr. Protopopov.
[Accepts the cake.]

FeEraPONT. Beg pardon, miss?
IriNA [louder]. Thank Mr. Protopopov.

Orca. Nanny, let him have some pie. Go to the kitchen,
Ferapont. They’ll give you some pie there.

FerapoNT. Beg pardon, miss?

Axrisa. Come along, my dcar, come along. [Goes out with
[FERAPONT.]
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Masua. I don'’t like this Protopopov, this Mikhail Potapych
or Ivanych.* I don’t think we ought to invite him.

Irixa. I didn't invite him.
Masnua. Good!

Enter CneButYkIN, followed by a SOLDIER carrying a silver
samovar; murmurs of astonishment and displeasure. OLGA
covers her face.

Orca. A samovar! This is awful. [Goes through to the ball-
room and stands by the table.]

IriNxa. Oh, dear Doctor, what arc you doing?
Tusexsacu [laughs]. I told you so.

Masna. Really, Doctor, you ought to be ashamed of your-
sclf!

CueBUTYKIN. My dear sweet darlings, you're all I have,
vou're all I hold most dear in the world. I shall soon be
sixtv. I'm an old man, a loncly, worthless old man. There’s
nothing good about me C\ccpt my love for vou. But for
vou I’ d have been dead long ago. [To IRINA] My darling,
my dcar child, I've known you ever since you were
born. . . . I used to carry vou about in my arms. . . .
I loved your mother. . . .

Irixa. But why such expensive presents?

CurBuTYKIN [through tears, crossly]. Expensive presents!
Don’t talk such nonsense. [To his orderly.] Take the
samovar to the other room. [In a mocking voice.] Ex-
pensive presents!

The orderly carries off the samovar to the ballroom.

ANFISA [crossing the drawing room). My dears, a strange
colonel's just arrived. Ile’s taken off his coat and he’s
coming herc now. Irina, darling, be nice and polite to
him. [Going out.] Lunch should have bcen served long
ago. Dear, oh dear. [Goes out.]

TusexsacH. I expect it must be Vershinin. [Enter VER-
siNIN.] Licutenant Coloncl Vershinin!

C

* 1 e Russian folk name for a bear is Mishka, a pet name for Mikhail.
Sometimes the patronymic Potapych is added. Protopopov's namec is
also Mikhail, but his patronymic is Ivanovich or Ivanych. Corming so
quickly after Solyony’s quotation from Krylov's fable The Pecasant and
the Bear, the indirect implication is that the bcar Protopopov will, in
the end, bnng about the ruin of the three sisters [D.M.].
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VERSHININ [to Masia and Irixa]. Allow me to introduce
m)self Vershinin. I'm verv glad, verv glad indeed, that
I’'m here at last. Good heavens, , how you've grown!

IriNa. Please be scated. We're very pl(.ascd to mcet vou,
Colonel.

VERSHININ [gaily]. I'm so glad, so glad! But surcly there
are thrce of you, three sisters. I remember three little
girls. I don’t remember their faccs, but I do remember
that your father, Colonel Prozorov, had three little girls.
I remember it very well. I saw them mysclf. IIow time
flies! Dear me, how time Hics!

Tusexsacir The Colonel comes from Moscow.

IriNA. Moscow? Are you from Moscow?

VERSHININ. Yes, I'm from Moscow. Your father was a bat-
tery commander there, and I scrved in the same brigade.
[To Masua.]) I seem to remcmber your face a little.

MasnA. I'm afraid I don’t remember vou.

Irina. Olga! Olga! [Shouts into the ballroom.] Olga! Do
come! [OLGA comes in from the ballroom.] Lieutcnant
Colonel Vershinin, it seems, comes from Moscow.

VEersHININ. So you're Olga, the cldest sister. And vou are
Maria. And you are Irina, the voungest.

OLGA. You are from Moscow?

VERSHININ. Yes. I went to school in Moscow and began my
service in Moscow. I served there a long time and, at last,
was put in command of the battery here. Moved over
here, as you see. I do not rcally remember you. All I
remember is that there were three sisters. I remember
vour father very well. I have only to shut my eves to see
liim just as if he were alive. I used to visit vou in Moscow.

Occa. I thought I remembered everybody, and suddenly

VERSHININ. My Christian namc is Alexander.

Irixa. Alexander Vershinin, and you arc from Moscow.
What a surprise!

OcLca. You sec, we're going to live there.

Iriva. Yes, we hope to be there by autumn. It's our home
town. We were born there, in Old Basmanny Strect.

OLca and IriNA laugh happily.
Masna. Mceting a fellow townsman so uncxpectedly . . .
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[With animation.] Now [ remember! Do you remember,
Olga, there was somconc we used to call “the lovesick
major”’? You were only a licutcnant then and you were in
love with some girl, and for some rcason, wc all nick-
named you, teasinglv, the major.

VERsHININ [laughs]. That’s it! That’s it! The lovesick major.
Yes, that’s true.

Masna. In thosc days you only had a mustache. Ol, you
look so much older! [Through tears.] So much older!

VERSHININ. Yes, when I was known as the lovesick major,
I was still a young man. I was in love then. It’s different
now.

Orca. But you haven’t got a single gray hair. You've grown
older, but you’re not an old man.

VERsHININ. I shall soon be fortv-three all the same. How
long have you been away from Moscow?

IriNa. Eleven years. What are you crying for, Masha? You
funny girl! [Through tears.] You're making me cry, too.

MasHa. I'm all right. And where did you live?

VErsHININ. In Old Basmanny Strcet.

OLca. We lived there, too.

VERSHININ. At one time I lived in German Street. I used
to walk from there to the barracks. I had to cross a
gloomy bridge on the way; the water rushed so noisily
under it. It made me feel so sad when walking over it by
myself. [Pause.] But here you have such a fine river, such
a wonderful river!

Orca. Yes, only it’s very cold. It’s very cold here and lots
of mosquitoes.

VERSHININ. You can’t mean it! Here you have such a good,
healthy climate, a real Russian climate. Forest, river . . .
and also birch trees. Dear, modest birch trees. I love them
more than any other trees. It’s nice living here. The only
trouble is that the railway is fifteen miles from the town.
Nobody seems to know why.

Soryoxy. I know why. [Everyone looks at him.] Because,
vou see, if the railway station had been near, it wouldn’t
have becen far, and if it’s far, it’s because it is not ncar.

An awkward silence.
Tusexsacu. He likes his little joke, our subaltemn docs.
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Orca. Now I've remembercd you, too. Yes, I remember you.

VERSHININ. | knew your mother.

CHEeBUTYRIN. She was a good woman, God rest her soul.

IriNaA. Mother was buried in Moscow.

OrLca. At the Novo-Devichy Monastery.

MasHA. I'm afraid I'm already beginning to forget what she
looked like. I suppose people will forget us, too, in the
same way. They’ll forget us.

VERSHININ. Yes, they’ll forget us. Such is our fate. There’s
nothing we can do about it. The things that seem great,
significant, and very important to us now will no more

\ seem to be important with time. [Pause.] It's certainly

an interesting fact that we cannot possibly know todav

what in the future will be considered great and important
or just pitiful and ridiculous. Didn’t the discoveries of

i Copernicus or, let’s sav, Columbus appear to be uscless
and ridiculous at the time, while some utter drivel, writtcn
by some crank, seemed to be a great truth? It is quite
likely that our present life, to which we are so reconciled,
will in time appear to be odd, uncomfortable, stupid, not

\_particularly clean and, perhaps, even immoral.

TusensacH. Who knows? Perhaps our life will be considered
to have been noble and will be remembered with respect.
We no longer have tortures, public executions, or in-
vasions, and vet there’s still so much suffering.

SoLyoNY [in a high-pitched voice]. Cluck, cluck, cluck . . .
No need to scatter corn for the Baron; just give him a
chance to philosophize.

TusensacH. Leave me alone, will vou? [Changes his place.]
It’s getting rather boring.

SoLvoNY [in a high-pitched voice]. Cluck, cluck, cluck.

TusexsacH [to VERsHININ]. The suffering that we can ob-
serve today—and there’s so much of it—still shows a
certain degree of moral uplift already achieved by our
society.

VERSHININ. Yes, yes, of course.

CHEBUTYKIN. You've said just now, Baron, that our present
life may be called great, but people are rather small all
the same. [Gets up.] Look how small I am. It’s to console
me that one should sav my life is noble. That, I think, is
clear enough.



THE THREE SISTERS 127
A violin is played offstage.

Masua. It’s our brother, Andrey, playing the violin.

IriNa. He's our scholar. \We hope he’s going to be a profcs-
sor one day. IFather was a soldier, but his son has choscn
an academic career.

MasHa. It was Father’s wish.

Orca. Wc've becn teasing him today. We think he’s a
little in love.

Irina. With a local girl. She’ll be calling on us today, most
probably.

Masua. Heavens, how she dresses! It isn’t that her clothes
are not pretty or fashionable—they are just pathetic. Some
sort of bright-yellow frock with a cheap-looking fringe
and a red blouse. Her cheeks, too, are so thoroughly
scrubbed! Andrey’s not in love with her. I just can’t be-
lieve it, for after all, he has got some taste. I think he’s
simply doing it to tease us. It’s his way of playing the
fool. I was told yesterday that she was going to marry
Protopopov, the chairman of our District Council. And
an excellent thing, too! [Calls through the side door.]
Andrey, come here! Just for a moment, dearl

Enter ANDREY.

Occa. This is my brother, Andrey.
VERSHININ. Vershinin.

ANDREY. Prozorov. [Wipes the perspiration from his face.]
Are you our new battery commander?

OLca. Just imagine! Colonel Vershinin comes from Moscow.

Anprey. Oh? Well, I congratulate you. Now my sisters
won’t give vou any peace.

VERSHININ. I'm afraid your sisters must be getting bored
with me already.

IriNa. Look what a lovely picture frame Andrey gave me
today for a present. [Shows him the frame.] Andrey made
it himself.

VERSHININ [looks at the picture frame and is at a loss for
what to say]. Well, yes, cr—it’s—er—very nice.

IrINA. And the little frame over the piano, he made that
too.

ANDREY waves his hand deprecatingly and walks off.
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Occa. He’s our scholar, hic plavs the violin, and he’s very
clever with a fret saw. In fact, he can turn his hand to
anything. Andrey, don’t go. Ilc has a habit of always
walking away. Come here!

Masna and IrINA take AXDREY by the arms and, laughing,
lead him back.

Masia. Come on, come on!
AXDREY. Leave me alone, please.

Masua. You are funny! We used to call Colonel Vershinin
the lovesick major, and he was never cross.

VErsm~iIN. Not a bit!
Masma. I'd like to call you the lovesick fiddler!
IrixaA. Or the lovesick professor.

Orca. He’s fallen in love. Our little Andrey has fallen in
love. [Clapping her hands.] Bravo, bravo! Encore! Our
little brother is in love!

CHEBUTYKIN (walks up behind ANDREY and puts his arms
round ANDREY's waist]. It’s for love alone that nature has
created us. [Bursts out laughing, still holding his news-
paper in his hand.)

AxDREY. All right, that’ll do, that’ll do. [Wipes his face.] 1
didn’t sleep a wink last night, and I'm not in top form
now, as they say. I rcad till four o’clock and then went to
bed. But it was no usc. I kept thinking of one thing and
another, and before I knew it, it was dawn and the sun
was simply pouring into the bedroom. I'd like to translate
a book from the Linglish during the summer while I'm
here.

VERsHININ. Do you read l'nglish?

AxDREY. Yes. Father, mav he rest in peace, inflicted educa-
tion upon us. This may sound silly and ridiculous, but
+ I must confess all the same that since he died, I've been

5‘\)‘putting on weight. Indced, in one vear I've put on so

y much weight that it is as if my body had burst its

{X bonds. cs—to_Father, my sisters and 1 Kknow
&gmﬁﬁmmwumm
teo, But at what a cost!

Masna. To_speak thrce languages in this town is_an un-
y necessagimluxury. Why, it isn’t even a luxury, just a sort
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of useless appendage, like a sixth finger. We know a lot

that is of_% to us.
VERDILS heavens! [Laughs.] You know a lot tﬂ
re

is of no usc to vou. Well, I can’t help thinking the

no town so dull and (]cprcssmﬂ that an mtc]‘xr&nt
cducated man would be supcrfluous in it. Let’s assume
that among the hundred thousand people in this townj
who, I admit, are rather backward and coarse, there ar
only threce pcople like you. It stands to rcason that you
won’t be able to convert the uneducated mass of pcople
around you. In the course of your life you will have
to make some concessions till, little by little, you'll get
lost among these hundred thousand peop]e Life will
stific vou, “but nevertheless, vou'll not be lost catirely.
Neither will you be gone wvithout havi ing cxcrted some
influence. Six peopic like vou will perhaps emerge after
vou, then twelve, and so on, until the majori'ry of
peoplc will have become like vou. In two or threc
hundred years life on earth will become incredibly
beautiful and marvclous. Man must have a life like that.
If it isn’t here yet, he must be able to anticipate it, to
wait for it, to dream about it, and to prepare himsclf for
it. To make sure of it, he must be able to sce and know
more than his father and grandfather did. [Laughs.] And
you're complaining that you know a lot that’s of no usc
to you. —

Masna [takes off her hat]. I'm staying to lunch.

IriNa [with a sigh]. Really, someone should have written it
alldown.

ANDREY has left the room, unnoticed.

TuseExBacH. You say that many vears later life on carth
will be beautiful,” marvelous.” That’s true. But to take
part in it now, cven at a distance, one has to prepare for
it, onc has to w ork for it.

VERSHININ [gets up]. Yes, indced. VWhat a lot of flowers
you have here! [Looks round.] And what a wonderful
place vou have here! I envy you. All my life T've lived
in lodgings with two chairs, a sofa, and a stove which
invariably smoked. \What I missed most in my life were
just such flowers. [Rubs his hands.] Oh, well, what's
theusc? . . .
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TuseExBacH. Yes, we must work. I expcct you must be
thinking: That German has grown sentimental all of a
sudden. But I assure you, I'm a Russian. I don't speak a
word of German. My father was Greek Orthodox.

Pause.

VERSHININ [walks up and down the stage]. [ often wonder
what it woul ike if we were to start onr life all over
again. Consciously, I mean. If our first life had becn,
as 1t were, onlv a rough copy and our_second, a_fair one.
In that case, T believe, every onc of us would first of all
do his utmost not to repeat himsclf. At least he would
crcate a diffcrent environment for himself. He would,
for instance, get himself a place like this, with flowers
and full of light. I have a wife and two little girls. My
wife, I'm sorry to say, always complains of being poorly,
and so on and so forth. Well, if I had to start my life all
over again, I wouldn’t get married. . . . No, certainly
not.

Enter KuLyGIN, wearing his schoolinaster’s uniform.

KuLyern [walks up to Irina]. Congratulations, dear sister.
Many happy returns. I wish you good health and every-
thing a girl of your age ought to have. Let me, finally,
present you with this book. [Hands her a book.] It’s the
history of our school for the last fifty years. I wrote it
myself. Not a very important book, I admit. I wrote it
in my spare time, having nothing better to do, but
vou should read it all the same. Good morning, ladies
and gentlemen. [To VErsmNIN.] Let me introduce my-
sclf: Kulygin, a master at the secondary school here, civil
scrvant of the seventh rank. [To IriNa.] In this book
you’ll find a list of all the pupils who've complcted their
course of studies at our school during the last ffty
years. Feci, quod potui, faciant meliora potentes. [Kisses
MasHA]

IriNA. But you gave me this book as a present last Easter!

KuLyciN [laughs]. Impossible! In that case, you'd better
give it back to me, or, no, better give it to the Colonel.
Please take it, Colonel. You may rcad it one day when
you've nothing better to do.

VERsHININ. Thank you. [Is about to leave.] I'm very glad
to have made your acquaintancc.
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OLcA. You're not going, arc vou? Plcasc don'’t.
IriNA. You must stay and have lunch with us. Pleasel
Ocrca. Please do.

VERSHININ [bows]. I seem to have dropped in on your
birthday party. I'm sorry, I didn’t know. I didn’t offer
vou my congratulations.

He goes into the ballroom with OLGA.

Kurycin. Today, ladies and gentlemen, is Sunday, a day of
rest. Let us, thercfore, rest. Let us make merry, cach in
accordance with his age and position in life. The carpets
will have to be taken up for the summer and put away
till the winter. Must sprinkle them first with Persian
powder or naphthalenc. The Romans were healthy be-
cause thcy knew how to work and how to rest. They had
mens sana in corpore sano. Their life ran according to
well-establishcd forms. Our hecadmaster says the main
thing in life is form. Anything that loses its form is
finished. It’s the same in our everyday life. [Takes Masua
by the waist, laughing.] Masha loves me. My wife loves
me. The curtains, too, will have to be put away with the
carpets. . . . Today I’'m happy. I'm in excellent spirits.
[To Masua.] At four o’clock, my dear, we have to be at
the headmaster’s. An outing has been arranged for the
teachers and their familics.

MasHa. Sorry, I'm not going.
Kurycin [chagrined]. My dear Masha, why not?

Masna. We'll talk about it later. . . . [Crossly.] Oh, very
well, I'll come. Only lcave me alone, please. [Walks
away.]

KuLycin. Afterwards, we'll spend the evening at the head-
master’s. Though in bad health, that man is doing his
best to be sociable above all. A fine man, a man of
irrcproachable conduct. A most exccllent man! After the
staff meeting yesterday he said to me: “I'm tired, my
dear fellow, I'm tired!” [Looks at the clock, then at his

watch.] Your clock is seven minutes fast. Yes, he said:
“I'm tired.”

Someone is playing a violin offstage.

Orca. Please, gentlemen, lunch is served. We're having
a pic!
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Kuryeix. My dear, dear Olga, vesterday I began work in
the morning and I went on working till eleven o’clock at
night. I fclt tired, but now I fccl happy. [Goes into the
ballroom to the table.] Dear Olga!

CHEBUTYKIN [puts the newspaper in his pocket und combs
his beard]. A pie! Excellent!

MasHa [to CHEBUTYKIN, sternly]. Mind, no drinking today.
Do vou hear? It’s bad for you.

CuesuTykiN. Don’t worry. That’s all in the past. Haven’t
had a real drinking bout for two years. [Impatiently.)
Good Lord, my dear woman, docs it really matter so
much?

Masnma. All the same, don’t vou dare to drink. Don’t you
dare! [Crossly, but trying not to be overheard by her
husband.] Damnation, another boring evening at the
headmaster’s.

Tusensach. If I were vou, I wouldn’t go. Very simple.

CHEBUTYKIN. Don’t go, my dear.

Masna. Don’t go, indeed! A damnable, unbearable life!
[Goes into the ballrooin.)

CHEBUTYKIN [goes after lier]. Oh, well!

SoLyony [crossing into the ballroom]. Cluck, cluck, cluck.
Tusensacr. Chuck it, my dear sir, chuck it!

Soryoxy. Cluck, cluck, cluck .

KuLyev [gaily]. Your health, Colonel I'm a schoolmaster
and quite at home here. I’'m Masha’s husband. She’s a
good woman, a verv good woman.

VERrsmiNIN. I'll have some of that dark brandy. [Drinks.]
Your health! [To Orca.] I fcel so happy here.
Only Ir1NA and TusENBAcH remain in the drawing room.

IriNa. Masha’s in a bad mood today. She got married when
she was cighteen. At the time, her llusband scemed the
most mte]]locnt man in the world to her. It's quite
different now. He’s the most good-naturcd but not the
most intelligent of men.

OLca [impatiently]. Andrey, arc vou coming?

ANDREY [offstage]. One moment. [Comes in and goes to the
table.)

TusexBach. What are vou thinking about?
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Irina. Oh, I don’t know. I don’t like that Solvony of yours.
I'm afraid of him. IHe savs such stupid things.

Tusennach. He's a strange fellow. I'm both sorry for him
and annoyed by him. \Iostlx sorry, though. I think he’s
shy. When I'm alone with him, he’s very intelligent and
friendly, but in companv he’s coarse, a bully. Dont go
in there yet, not before they've taken their places at the
table. Stay with me a little longer. What arc you thinking
about? [Pause] You're t\\ent\, and I'm not yet thirty.
Think of the ycars we still have ahead of us. A long
succession of days, cach one full of my love for you.

Iring. Please don’t talk to me about love.

TusEbacn [not listening]. I've such a passionate ycam‘i-;lg
for life, for work, to strive for a better life. This yearning
has, somehow, become mingled with my love for you,
Irina. And as luck would have it, you are beautiful, and

life also seems to be so be'mtlfu] to me. \Vhat are you
thinking about? Gesorn Tluknbish + Lring

IRI\A You say life is beautiful. Yes, but what if it only
; seems so? Our life, I mean the ]lVCS of us thrce sisters,
has not been parhcularlv beautiful so far. Life has
stiffed us like a weed. I'm sorry, I'm crying. I mustn’t.
[Quickly dries her eyes and smiles.; We must work,
work! We are so unhappv_and we have so gloomy a view

of_Lfgw don’t know the meaning of work.
\We're the children of people who despised work.

NATASHA enters wearing a pmk dress with a green belt.

Natasna. Good heavens, they’ve gone in to lunch already.
... I'mlate. . . . [Throws a quick glance at herself in
the mirror and tidies herself up.] My hair’s all right, I
think. [Catches sight of IriNa.] Dear Irina, congratula-
tions. [Gives her a hearty and drawn-out kiss.] You've
got such a lot of visitors. . . . I feel quite shy. .
Good morning, Baron.

Orca [enters the drawing room]. Ah, here you are, Natasha.
ITow are you, my dcar? [They kiss.]

Natasuna. Congratulations. You've such a lot of people.
I'm so shy.

Ocrca. It’s all right, they're all old friends. [Lowering her
voice, startlcd] Mv dear, you're wearing a green belt.
That’s not nice.
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NaTasHA. Is it unlucky?

OLca. No, it simply doesn’t suit you and—er—it looks a
little out of place.

NATAsHA [in a tearful voice]. Does it? It isn’t really green,
you know. It’s not shinv. [Follows OLcaA into the ball-
room.]

They are all seated at the table now. The drawing room is

empty.

Kurycin. I wish you a good husband, Irina. It’s time you
got married.

CHEBUTYKIN. | wish vou a nice fiancé too, Natasha.

Kurycin. Natasha has one already, I believe.

Masua [strikes her plate with a fork]. Let’s have a glass of
vodka! O, life is sweet! \What the hell!

KuLycrv. You get Unsatisfactory for conduct.

VERrsHININ. The brandy’s excellent. What is it made of?
"Soryoxy. Cockroaches!

IrINA [tearfully]. Ugh! How disgusting!

OLca. We're having roast turkey for dinner tonight and an
2y apple turnover for dessert. Thank goodness I'm at home

v all day today. At home this evening, too. Please, vou
"« must all come this evening.

'WEeRsHININ. I'd like to come this evening if you don’t mind.
IriNA. Please do.
NatasHA. They don’t stand on ceremony here.

JCHEBUTYKIN. It’s for love alone that nature has created
us. [Laughs.]

ANDREY [crossly]. Do stop it, please. Haven't you had

, enough?

I'EpoTIk and RobE come in with a large basket of flowers.

Fepotik. We're late. They’re having lunch.

RopE [in a loud voice and speaking with a burr]. Are thev?
Good Lord, ves, so they are!

Feporix. One moment, please. [Takes a snapshot.] One!
One moment. [Takes another snapshot.] Two! That’s alll

They pick up the basket and go into the ballroom, where
they get a noisy reception.
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RobE [in a loud voice]. Congratulations! I wish you all the
best. Gorgeous weather toda\ Simply marvelous! I spent
the moming with some schoolboys. I'm a gym teacher,
you see.

FEpOTIK. You can move now, Irina, if you want to. [Taking
a snapshot.] You look love]y today [Takes a humming
top out of his pocket.] Here, by the way, is a top. It’s got
a marvelous hum.

IriNa. It's lovely!

Masna. “Ior he on honcy-dew hath fed, and drunk the
milk of Paradise . . . and drunk the milk of Paradise.”
[Tearfully.] \WWhy do I go on saying this? Can’t get these
lines out of my head.

Kuryci~. Thi | ="lhe Wild Dtk byﬂu-,—,

RopE [in a loud voice]. Surely you're not superstitious, are
you?

Laughter. —

Kurycin. When there are thirteen at table, it means that
some of them are in love. It isn’t you, Doctor, by any
chance? -

Laughter.

CHEBUTYKIN. I'm an old sinner, but why Natasha should
look so embarrassed, I simply fail to understand.

Loud laughter; NATASHA runs out of the ballroom into the
drawing room. ANDREY follows her.

ANDREY. Plcase don’t pay any attention to them. Don’t go,
I beg you.

NartasHA. I feel so ashamed. I don’t know what I've done
wrong, and they’re just laughing at me. I know it wasn’t
nice to leave the table like that, but I couldn’t help it.
[Covers her face with her hands.]

Axprey. Oh, my dear, I beg you, I implore you, don’t be
upset. I assure you, they’re only joking. They don’t mean
to be unkind. My dear, my dear, my becautiful one!
They’re all nice, kindly pcople, and they're fond of us
both. Come over to the window. They won’t be able to
sce us there. [Looks round.]

NaTasua. I'm so unaccustomed to being with pcople!
ANpreY. Oh, you're so young, so beautifully, so splendidly
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voung. My dear, my darling, don’t be upset. Do believe
me. Believe me. I'm so happy, my heart is so full of
love, of ecstasv. . . . No, they can’t see us from here,
they can’t! Why, why did I fall in love with you? When
did I fall in love with you? Oh, I don’t understand any-
thing. My darling, my beautiful darling, my pure one,
be my wife! I love you, I love you as I've never loved
anyone before.

A Kiss.

Two ArMmy OFFICERs come in, and seeing the kissing cou-
ple, stop dead in amazement.

Curtain.
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ACT TWO

The scene is the same as in Act One.

It is eight o’clock in the evening. Offstage, in the street, the

sound of an accordion can be heard faintly. The stage is

dark. Iinter NATAsna in a dressing gown, carrying a candle

she walks across the stage ancl slops at the door leadmu to
ANDREY’S room.

Nartasua. What are vou doing, Andrey dear? Rcading?
Never mind, I just . [Coes to another door, opens 1t,
looks into the roont, and shuts it again.] Must make sure
there’s no light left buming.

ANDREY [comes in with a book in his hand]. What’s the
matter, Natasha?

NaTtasHaA. I'm just making sure no onc’s left a light burning.
It's Shrovetide—carnival time. The servants are all
excited, and you have to make sure that nothing goes
wrong. About twelve o’clock last night I walked through
the dining room and there was a candle burning on the
table. I just couldn’t find out who lit it. [Puts the
candle down.] \Vhat’s the time?

ANDREY [glancing at the clock]. A\ quarter past eight.

NatasHa. Olga and Irina are out. Not back yet. Still hard
at work, poor darlings. Olga at her staff meeting and Irina
at the telcgraph othce. [Sighs.] Only this morning I
said to your sister: “You must take more care of yoursclf,
Irina darling.” But she won't listen to me. A quarter past
cight, did you say? I'm afraid our Bobby isn’t at all well.
\V]w is e so cold? Yesterday he had a temperature.
But today he’s quite cold. I'm so worricd.

Axprey. Don’t worry, Natasha. The boy’s well enough.

NaTtasua. All the same I think we ought to be more carcful
about his diet. I'm worricd. I'm told, dcar, that after
ninc o’clock some carnival dancers are expected to come.
I wish they weren’t coming, Andrey dear.

A~DREY. Well, I don’t know. They’ve been invited, you secc.
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Natasua. This morning our little darling woke up, looked
at me, and suddenly smiled. He must have recognized me,
“Good morning, Bobby,” I said. “Good morning, dar-
ling.” He laughed. Little children understand, oh, they
understand everything. You don’t mind, Andrey dear,
if I tell the servants not to let the dancers in, do you?

ANDREY [hesitatingly]. But you see, it depends on my sisters.
It’s their house.

NaTasua. Yes, it’s their house, too, I suppose. I'll tell them.
They’re so kind. [Going.] I've ordered sour milk for sup-
per. The doctor savs you ought to eat nothing but sour
milk. Otherwise you won’t lose weight. [Stops.] Bobby
is so cold. I'm afraid his room is too cold. \Ve'll have to
find him another room. At least till the warm weather.
Now, Irina’s room is just right for a baby. It’s dry and it
gets the sun all day long. I must tell her. She could
share Olga’s room for the time being. She isn’t at home
during the day, anyway. She only sleeps here. [Pause.]
Darling, why don’t you say anything?

Axprey. Oh, I was thinking. . . . There’s nothing really
I can say, is there?

NaTasna. Now, what is it I wanted to tell you? Oh, yes.
Ferapont from the District Council is here. He wants to
see you about something,.

ANDREY [yawns]. Tell him to come in. [NATAsHA goes out.
ANDREY, bending over the candle she has left behind, is
reading his book. Enter I'ERaAPONT. He wears a shabby
old overcoat with a turned-up collar. His ears are muffled.)
Hello, old man. What have you got to tell me?

Ferapo~NT. The chairman, sir, sent you this register and a
document. Here. [Hands him the book and the docu-
ment.]

AxDREY. Thanks. That’s all right. But why are you so late?
It’s past eight o’clock.
Feraro~T. Beg pardon, sir?

ANDREY [louder]. I said you've come too late. It's after
eight.

FeraponT. That’s right, sir. \WWhen I came here, it was
still daylight, but they wouldn’t let me in. “The master’s
busy,” they said. Well, I thought to myself, if he’s busy,
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he's busy. I'm in no hurry. [Thinking that ANDREY has
asked him about something.] Beg pardon, sir?

ANnDREY. Nothing. [Turning over the pages of the book.]
Tomorrow’s Friday. There’s no Council mecting, but
I'll go to the office just the same. Do some work. It’s
boring at home. [Pause.] My dcar old fellow, how
stranoely everything changes, how life deceives us! Todav
I picked up this book (I was bored, you see, had nothing
clse to do), myv old university lccturcs and 1 couldn’t
help laughing. Good Lord, I am the secretary of the
District Council, the Council of which Protopopov is
chairman. I am a sccretary, and the most I can hope
for is to become a member of the Council. A member
of a District Council! I, who used to dream every night
that I was a profcssor of Moscow University, a famous
scholar of whom the whole of Russia was proud.

FEraPONT. Afraid I don’t know, sir. Don’t hear very well.

AxDREY. If vou could hcar properly, I might not be talking
to vou like this. I must talk to someone. My wife does
not understand me, and for some reason I'm afraid of
my sisters. I'm afraid they will ridicule me, make me feel
ashamed of mysclf. . . . I don’t drink and I don’t like
going to pubs, but, my dcar fcllow, you can’t imagine
how I’d love to spend some time in Moscow at Testov’s
or at The Great Moscow Restaurant.

FeraroNT. Did you say Moscow, sir? A contractor was
telling us at the office the other day about some business-
men who were eating pancakes in Moscow. One of them

who ate forty pancakcs apparently died. Was it forty
or fifty? Don’t remember.

ANDREY. You sit in a big dining room of a restaurant in
Moscow—you know no one, no one knows you, but
vou don’t fee] you're a stranger. Here, you know everyone
and everyone knows you, but you're a stranger, a
stranger. . . . A stranger and all alone.

FErAPONT. Beg pardon, sir? [Pause.] The same contractor
said—he may be lying for all I know—that a rope is
stretched right across the whole of Moscow.

ANDREY. Whatever for?

['ErAPONT. Don’t know, sir. The contractor said so.
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AnDREY. Nonsense! [Reads his book.] Have you ever been to
Moscow?

FERAPONT [dfter a pause]. No, sir. It wasn’t God’s will that
I should go there, I suppose. [Pause.] Can I go now, sir?

ANDREY. You can go. Good-bye. [FERAPONT goes out.]
Good-bye. [Reads.] Come and take the papers tomorrow
morning. You can go now. [Pause.] He’s gone. [A bell
rings.] Yes, that’s how it is. . . . [Stretches and goes
back to his room unhurriedly.]

Offstage the nurse is heard singing while rocking the baby to
sleep. Enter Nasaa and VErRsHININ. While they tulk, a
maid lights a lamp and candles.

MasHa. I don’t know. [Pause.] I don’t know. Habit’s very
important, of course. For instance, after Father dicd, it
took us a long time to get accustomed to the idca that
we no longer had any orderlies. But quite apart from
habit, it seems to me that what I said was only fair. It
may be different somewhcre else, but in our town the
military are the most well-bred and well-educated people.

VERSHININ. I'm thirsty. I'd love some tea.

Masua (glancing at the clock]. Thev'll bring it in presently.
I was married off when I was eighteen. I was afraid of
my husband because he was a schoolmaster and I had
only just left school. He seemed to me frightfully lcarned,
clever, and distinguished. Now, I'm sorry to sav, it's
quitc different.

VERSHININ. Yes, I see.

Masua. But I'm not discussing my husband. I've got used
to him. You see, there are so many coarse, ill-bred, un-
cducated pcople among the civilians. Coarsencss upsets
and offends me. I suffer physically in the presence of a
man who is not sufficiently well-bred, not sufficicntly
delicate or courteous. I suffer agonies in the company of
'schoolmasters, my husband’s colleagues.

VLRSHI\’ N. Well, yes, but I should have thought that in a
town like this there was nothing to choose between a
civilian and an ammy ofhcer. It really makes no difference.
Listen to any educated person here, civilian or army
officer, and he’ll tell vou that hc’s sick and tired of his

wife or his family or liis estatc or his horses. A Russian is
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particularly susceptible to high thinking, but tell mc, why /
does lic ain so low in life? \V 11\?

Masia. \Vhy?

VErsHININ. VWhy is he sick and tired of his children, sick
and tired of his wife, and why are his wife and children
sick and tired of him?

Masua. You're not in a very good moaod today, arc you?

VERSHININ. Perhaps not. I haven’t had any lunch today.
[ haven’t had anything to eat sincc morning. One of my
daughters is not very well, and when my little girls are not
well, I'm worried. You see, I can’t help thinking that it’s
my fault they have such a mother. Obh, if you’d seen her
today—what a nonentity! We started quarrcling at seven
oclock and at nine I walked out, slamming the door
behind me. [Pause.] I ncver talk about it to anyone, and
curiously enough, it’s to you alonc¢ that I complain.
[Kisses her hand.] Don’t be angry with mc. I've no one
but you. No one.

Masua. Listen to that noise in the chimney! Before I'ather
died the wind howled in the chimney just like that.
lixactly like that.

Versovgy, You're not snperstitious, are you?

Masua. Yes, I am..

VERsHININ. That’s strange. [Kisses her hand.] You're a
magnificent, wonderful woman. Magnificent, wonderful!
It’s dark here, but I can see your eyes gleaming.

Masua [sits down on another chair]. There's more light
here.

]

VERsHININ. | love you, I love you, I love you! I love your
eyes, your movements. I drcain about them. Magnificent,
wonderful woman!

MasHA [laughing softly]. When vou talk to me like that, I
somehow cannot help laughing, though I'm terrified.
Don’t say it again, I beg you. [In «¢n undertone.] Yes,
ves, do go on. [Covers her face with her hands.] 1 don’t
mind. Somconc’s coming. Talk about something else.

IrINA and TuseNsacu come in through the ballroom.

Tustnsach. I have a triple-barreled name: Baron Tusen-
bach-Kronc-Altschauer, but ['in a Russian, a Greek Or-
thodox like you. Therc’s little of the German left in 1ne,
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excegt perhaps patience and the obstinacy with which
oring you. I see you home every night.

IRINA. I'm so tired!

TusenBacH. And I'll go on coming to the telegraph office
and seeing you home every day for ten or twenty years
if necessary, until you drive me away. [Catching sight
of MasHA and VERSHININ, joyfully.] Is it you? Good
evening.

IriNA. At home at last. [To MasHA.] A woman came to the
telegraph office an hour or so ago. She wanted to send
a telegram to her brother in Saratov to tell him that her
son had died today, but she just couldn’t remember the
address. So I sent on the telegram without an address.
Simply to Saratov. She was crymg I was rude to her.
I don’t know why. “I'm sorry,” I said, “I'm in a hurry.”
It was so stupld We are havmg the camnival dancers in
today, aren’t we?

MasHa. Yes.

IRINA [sits down in an armchair]. Must rest. Awfully tired.

TusenNBAcH [with a smile]. Every time you come back from
the office, you look so voung, so unhappy.

Pause.

IrRINA. I'm tired. I'm afraid I don’t like the telegraph office.
Don't like it at all.

MasHA. You've grown thinner. [Whistles a tune.] And you
look younger. You look like a boy.

TusexBacH. That’s because of the way she does her hair.

IriNa. T'll have to find another job. This one doesn’t suit
me. It isn’t what I was looking for, what I was dreaming
of. Work without poetry, without thought. [A knock on
the floor from below.] The Doctor’s knocking. [To
‘TusexBacH.] Please be an angel and answer him. [ can’t.
I'm tired. [TuseENBAcH knocks on the floor.] He'll be here
in a moment. \We must do somcthing. Yesterday the
Doctor and Andrey went to the club and lost at cards
again. Apparently, Andrey lost two hundred rubles.

MasHa [with indifference]. It’s a little late to do anyvthing
about it.

IriNA. Two wecks ago he lost; in December he lost. I wish
he’d hurry up and lose everything he’s got. Perhaps we'd
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leave for Moscow then. Dear Lord, every night I dream of
Moscow. I'm going quite off my head. [Laughs] We
shall be going there in June, but before June there’s
still—I'ebruary, March, April, Mav—necarly half a year!

Masua. We must make sure Natasha doesn’t find out about
his losses.

IrRINA. I don’t think she cares.

CHEBUTYKIN, who has only just got out of bed—he had a

nap after dinner—enters the ballroom combing his beard.

He sits down at the table and takes a newspaper out of his
pocket.

MasHaA. Just look at him! Has he paid his rent?

IrRINA [laughs]. Good Lord, no. Not a penny for the last
eight months. Forgotten all about it, I daresay.

Masnua [laughs]. How importantly he sits!
They all laugh; pause.

IriNa. Why so silent, Colonel?

VERSHININ. Don’t know. I'm dying for a cup of tea. Half
a life for a cup of tea! Haven’t had a bite since moming.

CHEBUTYKIN. Irina, my dear.
IRINA. What is it?

CHEBUTYKIN. Please come here. Venez ici. [IRINA goes
over and sits at the table.] You must help me.

IRINA lays out the cards for a game of patience.
VersuHiNIN. Well, if we can’t haye any tea, let’s at least

bave a talk. Jehe  npersafren
TusexsacH. Let’s. What about?

VERsHININ. What about? Let's just—er—imagine what life
will be like after we're gone—er=—say,_in_two _ar three
hundred.years,

TusensacH. Well, I suppose after us, people will fly about
in balloons, wear a different cut of coat, perhaps discover
and develop a sixth sense, but life will still remain the
same as ever: a hard life, a life full of all sorts of
mysteries and . . . a happy life. A thousand years hence,
man will still be sighing: “‘Oh, life is hard!” At the same
time he'll be just as afraid of death, just as unwilling to
die as he is now.
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VErsmNIN [thinking it over]. Now, how shall I put it?
I can’t help thinking that evervthing on earth must
change little by little. Indeed it is alreadv changing before
our very eycs. In two hundred, three hundred, or even
a thousand ycars—the actual time doesn’t mattcr—a
new and happy life will begin. We shan’t take part in it,
of course, but we’re living for it now . . . working and

. well . . . suffering for it, creating it. . . . This
alone is the goal of our existence and, if you like, our
happiness.

Masna laughs quietly.

TusexBacH. What's the matter?

Masus. Don’t know. I've been laughing all day today.
Ever since morning.

VERSHININ. I went to the same school as you. I did not
go to the Military Academy. I read a lot, but I don’t
Enow what books to choose. I shouldn’t be at all surprised
if I read all the wrong books. Yet the longer I live, the
more I want to know. My hair’s tuming gray, I'm almost
an old man, but I know little—oh, how little! Nevcr-
theless, 1 think I know what matters most now. I'm
certain of that. What I'd most like to prove to vou is
that there is no such thing as happiness, that there must
not be, and that it will not he for us. All we must do is
work, work, and work. Happiness is for our distant

descendants. [Pause] If not for me then at least for the

descendants of my descendants.
['epoTik and Robf come into the ballroom; they sit down
e - and sing softly, strumming a guitar.
TusexBACH. According to vou, one ou 't even to dream
happine what if I am happy!

VERSHININ. You're not.

TusexBAcH [flinging up his hands and laughing]. I'm afraid
we don’t understand one another. How am I to convince
vou? [MasHA laughs quietly. He points a finger at her.)
Laugh' [To VERSHININ. ] Life will be the same, not only
in two or three hundred ycars, but in a million vears. It
never changes, it remains constant. It follows its own
laws regardless of us. At lcast those laws will always re-
main a mystery to you. Migrant birds, cranes for instance,
fiy and fly, and whatever thoughts—great or little—



TIHE THREE SISTERS 145

might be drifting through their heads, they will go on
flving without knowing where or why. Th(.\ 11 fly and go
on flving, however many philosophers may be born among
them. Indeed let them philosophize as much as they
like so long as they go on flying. -
Masua. But therc must be somec meaning, mustn’t there?

TusexBacH. A meaning . . . Look, it's snowing. What
mecaning is there in that?

Pa:se.

o —

Masna. [t seems to me that a man must be either religious
or sceking some religion. Otherwise, his life is empty,
empty. To live and not to know why cranes fly, why
children are born, why there are stars in the sky .

You must either know what vou live for or else notluno
matters any more. It’s all mecaningless nonsense.

—

Pause.

VErsHININ. All the same, it is a pity that I'm no longer
young.

Masna. Gogol says: “It’s a boring world, my friends.”

TusexBacH. And I say: “It’s difhcult to agree with you,
my friends.” Let’s drop the subject.

CHEBUTYKIN [reading his paper]. Balzac was married in
Berdichev. [IriNa hums softly.] In a hole like Berdichev!
I think I'll make a note of that. [Writes down in his
notebook.] Balzac was marricd in Berdichev. [Reads his
paper.]

[rixa [laying out patience, reflectively]. Balzac was married
in Berdichev.

Tusexsaci. The die is cast. I've scnt in my resignation.
Did vou know that, Masha?

Masna. Yes, I did. I must say, I can’t see anything good
about it. I don’t like civilians.

Tusexpacn. Makes no diffcrence. [Gets up.] I'm not hand-
some—what sort of a soldicr am I? \Vell, anyway, it
makes no difference. I'll work. . . . Spend at lcast onc
day of my life working so hard that when I come home
in the evening, I'll fall on my bed dead tired and go to
sleep at oncc. [Going into the ballroom.] 1 expect workers
sleep soundly.
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[FepoTik [to IRINA]. I've just bought some colored pencils
for you at Pyzhikov’s in the Moscow Road. And this
penknife.

IrINA. You still go on treating me like a child. You forget
I'm a grown-up woman. [Accepts pencils and penkmfe
joyfully. ] They're lovely!

Fepotik. I bought a knife for myself. Have a look: one
blade, another blade, a third for scooping out your ears, a
fourth for cleaning your nails

Ropk [loudly]. Doctor, how old are vou?
Cuesutykin. Me? Thirty-two.

Laughter.

FepoTik. Let me show you another game of patience. [Lays
out the cards.]

A samovar is put on the table. AXTI1sA is busy at the samovar.

A little later NATASHA comes in and also busies herself at the

table. Enter SoLyoxy, who, dfter greeting everybody, sits
down at the table.

VERsHININ. What a wind, though!

MasHA. Yes. I'm tired of winter. I've already forgotten what
summer’s like.

IrNA. I can see it’s working out. \We shall be in Moscow.

Fepotik. It’s not working out. See! The eight has to cover
the two of spades. [Laughs.] \Which means, you won’t be
in Moscow.

CHEBUTYKIN [reads his paper]. Tsitsihar. Smallpox is raging
here.

ANTIsA [going up to Nlasma]. Masha, tea, darling. [To
VERsHININ.] Please, sir. I'm sorry I've forgotten vour name.

MasHaA. Bring it here, Nanny. I'm not going over there.
IriNA. Nanny!
Axrisa. Coming, dear.

Natasua [to SorLyony]. Little babies understand very well.
“Good morning, Bobby,” I said. “Good moming, dar-
ling!” He gave me a knowing look. You think it’s the
mother in 1ne speaking, don’t you? It isn’t. Believe me, it
isn’t! It’s quite an extraordinary child.

Soryony. If it was my child, I'd roast him in a frying pan
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and eat him. [Goes into the drawing room with his glass
of tea and sits down in a corner.)

NatasHA [covering her face with her hands]. \Vhat a coarse,
ill-bred fellow!

MasHA. Anyone who doesn’t notice whether it’s summer or
winter now is a happy man. I can’t help thinking that if
I were in Moscow, I'd be indifferent to the weather. —
Versurviy. The other day I read the diary of a French
Cabinet Minister. He wrote it in prison. He'd been
scntenced for the Panama affair. With what rapturous
delight does he mention the birds he sees through the
prison window, the birds he never noticed before when
he was a Minister. Of course, now that he’s been released,
he doesn’t notice the birds any more. Neither will you

notice Moscow when living there. Happiness doesn’t
exist. It cannot exist. We merely desire it. -

TusENBACH [takes a chocolate box from the table]. \Vhere
are the chocolates?

IriNaA. Solyony’s eaten them.

TusexpacH. All of them?

ANFIsA [serving tea]. Here’s a letter for you, sir.

VERSHININ. For me? [Takes the letter.] From my daughter.
[Reads.] Yes, of coursc. . . . Excuse me, Masha, I'll slip
out quietly. I won’t have any tea. [Gets up, excitedly.]
Always the same thing.

Masna. What is it? It’s not a secret, is it?

VERsHININ [in a low voice]. My wife’s taken poison again.
I must go. I'll go out unobscrved. Terribly unpleasant,
all this. [Kisses Masua’s hand.] My dear one, you're so
goo?, so sweet. . . . I'll go this way . . . quietly. [Goes
out.

AxFisa. Where is he off to? I've just given him tea. Well,
I must say . . .

Masua [angrily]. Leave mc alonc! Pestering me! Not a mo-
ment’s peace! [Goes to the table with her cup of tea.]
I’'m tired of you, old woman!

ANFisA. \Why are you so cross, my dear?

ANDREY [offstage]. Anfisa!

ANFIsA [mimicking]. Anfisa! Sitting there . . . [Goes out.]

Masua [in the ballroom, crossly]. Let me sit down, will you?
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[Mixing up the cards on the table.] Sprawling all over
the place svith your cards. Why don’t you drink your tca?

IriNa. You've got a foul temper, Masha.

Masna. Don’t talk to me if I'vc a foul temper. Leave me

alone!
CuEBUTYRIN [laughing]. Lecave her alone, leave her
alone

Masna. You're sixty, but vou're always talking some damned
nonscnsc as if you were a silly little boy.

Natasua [sighs]. My decar Masha, why must you usc such
language? I assure you that with your attractive appear-
ance vou'd be simply bewitching in any refined society if
it were not for vour languagc. Je vous prie, pardonnez-moi,
Marie, mais vous avez des maniéres un peu grossicres.

Tuscypacu [rest;ammg his laughter]. Please . . . please
. . passmic. . . . There’s some brandy, I think.

Natasna. Il parait gue mon Bobby déja ne dort pas—he’s
awake. I'm afraid he isn’t wcll today. I'd better go and
sce. Jixcuse me. [Goes out.]

Irixa. \izd where has tiie Coloncl gone?

Masna. Ilome. He’s having some trouble with his wife
again.

TusexBaci [goes up to SoLyoNy with a decanter of brandy].
You always sit alonc thinking, goodness knows what
about. Come, let’s make it up. Let’s have some brandy.
[They drmk.] I expect I'll have to play the piano all night
—allsorts of rubbish. . . . Ol, well!

SoLyoxy. Why make it up? \We haven’t quarreled, have we?

TusexsacH. You alwayvs make me feel as if somcthing's
happened between us. You're a strange character, I must
say.

SoLyony [declaiming]. I am strange. \Who isn't? Do not be
angry, Aleko!

Tusexsacn. What's Aleko got to do with it?

Pause.

"SSL\'O\Y When I'mm alone with someone. I'm all right.
| I'm just like the rest. But in company I fecl dﬂprcssed
| I'mshyand . . . and I talk a lot of nonsensc. But all the
\ same I'm a danm sight better and more honest than a lot

of other people. And I can prove it.
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Tusexpaci. I'm often angry with vou, you continually pick
on me when we're in company, but I like you for ali that.
I don’t know why. Anvway, I'm going to get drunk to-
night. Let’s have another drink!

Som ony. Let’s. [Thev drml\{ I've never had anv thmg
against vou, Baron. But my character is like Lermontov’s.
[In a low 1ozce] I cven look a little like Lermontov. So
I'm told. [Takes a perfume bottle from h}& pocket and
sprinkles his hands.] ranine (faialk

Tusexpacu. I've sent in my resignation. I've had enough.
I've been thinking about it for five vears, and I've made
up my mind at last. I shall work.

SoLyoNy [declaiming]. Do not be angry, Alcko. . . . Far-
gct, forget vour drecams. . . .

While they are talking, ANDREY enters quietly with a book
and sits down by the candle.
TusexBacH. I shall work.

CHEDUTYKIN (going into the drawing room with IrRmNA]. And
the food was genuinely Caucasian: onion soup and for a
roast—mutton, chckhartma.

Soryoxy. Cheremsha isn’t meat at all; it’s a plant, some-
thing like our onion.

CueBUTYKIN. No, sir. No, my angel. Chekhartma isn’t an
onion; it’s roast mutton.

SorLyoxny. And I'm telling vou cheremsha is an onion.
CnesuTYKIN. And I'm telling you chekhartma is mutton.
SorLvoxy. And I'm telling you cheremsha is an onion.

CuesutyrIiN. What'’s the usc of arguing with you? You've
never been to the Caucasus, and you’'ve ncver caten
chckhartma.

SoLyox~y. Haven't eaten it because I can’t stand it. Cherem-
sha recks like garlic.

ANDREY [imploringly]. Enough, gentlemen. Pleasc!
Tusexpaci. When will the carnival dancers come along?

IriNA. They promised to be here by nine, which means any
moment now.

TuseENpacH [embraces ANDREY]. “Oh, my bright, my bcauti-
ful hallway, my beautiful new hallway . . . *

* A traditional Russian folk song and dance [[D.M.).
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ANDREY [dances and sings]. “My maple-wood hall . . .”
CHEBUTYKIN [dances]. “My latticed hall . . .

Laughter.

TuseNBAcH [kisses ANDREY]. I]ang it all, let’s drink! Andrey,
my dear fellow, lct’s drink to our friendship. I’ll come to
Moscow with you, to the university.

SorLyony. Which onc? ‘T'here are two universitics in Mos-
cow.

ANDREY. There’s only one university in Moscow.
SoryoNY. And I tell you there are two.
ANDREY. Three, if you like. So much the better.

SoLvoxny. Therc are two universitics in Moscow. [Murmurs
of protest and booing.] There are two universities in Mos-
cow: the old and the new. But if you don't want to
listen to me, if my words annoy you, I'll shut up. I can
cven go to another room. [Goes out through one of the
doors.)

TusenBAcH. Bravo, bravo! [Laughs.] Let’s start, ladies and
gentlemen. I'm sitting down at the piano. Funny fellow,
that Solvony. [Sits down at the piano and plays a waltz.]

MasHaA [dances by herself]. The Baron’s drunk, the Baron’s
drunk, the Baron’s drunk.

Enter NATASHA.

Natasna [to CHEBUTYKIN]. Doctor . . . [Speaks to CHEBU-
TYKIN, then goes out quietly.]

CHEBUTYKIN touches TuseNBacit on the shoulder and whis-
pers something to him.

IriNaA. What is it?

CueBuTYKIN. Time we were going. Good-bye.

TusexnacH. Good night. It’s time we were off.

IriNA. Wait a minute. \Vhat about the carnival dancers?

ANDREY [greatly embarrassed]. There won’t be any. You see,
my dear, Natasha says that Bobby isn’t very well, and
that’s why. . . . Anyway, I don’t know. . .. I don’t
carea damn. . . .

IRINA [shrugging]. Bobby isn’t well!

Masna. Ob, all right! If they're kicking us out, we’d better
go. [To IrNA.] It isn't Bobby who’s ill, it’s she her-
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sclf. . . . Herel [Taps her forelicad.] The stupid, selfish,
trivial creaturel

ANDREY goes to Nis room through the right-hand door.
CHEBUTYKIN follows him. In the ballroom they are saying
good-bye.

Feporik. What a shame! I counted on spending the evening
here, but of course, if the baby’s ill . . . I'll bring him
some toys tomorrow.

RopE [in a loud voice]. I had a good slcep after lunch be-
cause I thought I was going to dance all night. Why, it’s
only nine o’clock!

Masna. Let’s go outside. We can talk there. We'll decide
what to do.

Voices saying “Good-bye” and “Good night” can be heard.

TuseNBACH s heard laughing gaily. All go out. ANFIsA and

a maid clear the table, put out the lights. The nurse is

heard singing a lullaby. ANDREY, wedring an overcoat and
a hat, and CHEBUTYKIN enter quietly.

CHeBUTYKIN. | never managed to get married because my
life flashed by like a streak of lightning. Also because I
was madly in love with your mother, a married woman.

ANDREY. One shouldn’t marry. One shouldn’t because it’s so
boring.

CHEBUTYRIN. That may be so, but what about the loneli-
ness? Say what you like, but loneliness, my dear fellow, is
a terrible thing. Although, as a matter of fact . .. I
mean, it makes absolutely no difference, does it?

ANDREY. Let’s get out quickly.

CHeBUTYKIN. What's the hurry? Plenty of time.
ANDREY. I'm afraid my wife may stop me.
CuesutyKin. Ohl

ANDREY. I won’t gamble today. I'll just sit and watch. Don’t
feel too well. . . . What am I to do for my asthma,
Doctor?

CuesutYriN. Why ask me? I can’t remember, dear boy.
Don’t know.

ANDREY. Let's go through the kitchen.

They go out. The doorbell rings twice; voices and laughter
are heard.
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IRINA [comes in]. \What's that?
ANFisA [in a whisper]. The mummers!

The doorbell rings.

IriNA. Tell them, Nanny, therc’s no onc at home. Say we're
sorry.
ANFIsA goes out. IRINA paces the room pensively; she’s up-
set. Enter SOLYONY.

SoLyoxy [bewildered]. No one herc. Where’s evervbody?
IriNa. Gone home.

SoLvoxy. Strange. Are you alone here?

IriNa. Yes. [Pause.] Good-bye.

SoLyony. I'm sorry I behaved rather tactlessly a short while
ago . . . forgot myself. But voure not like the rest.
You're high-minded and pure. You see the truth.

You alone can understand me. I love you; I love you
deeply, passionately

IriNA. Good-bye. Please go away.

SoLyony. I can't live without you. [Going after her.] Oh, my
joy! (g hrough tears.] Oh, my happiness! Lovely, qumslte
wonderful eyes, eyes unlike those of any other woman ['ve
cver known.

IriNA [coldly]. Don’t, please.

SoLyony. It’s the first time I've spoken to you of my love,
and I feel as though I'm not on earth but on another
planct. [Rubs his forehead.] Oh, ncver mind. I can’t force
vou to love me, of coursc. But I shall not put up with any
successful rivals. I shan’t. I swear to vou by all that I hold
sacred that I shall kill my rival. Oh, my wonderful onc!

NATAsuA enters carrying a candle.

Natasna [glances into one room, then into another, and
passes the door leading into her husband's room]. An-
drey’s there. Let him read. [To Soryox~y.] I'm sorry. I
didn’t know you were here. Excuse my dressing gown.

SoLyony. Don’t mind me. Good-bye. [Goes out.]

Natasua. You look tired, darling. Oh, vou poor child!
[Kisses [rRNA.] You ought to go to bed earlier.

IriNA. Is Bobby asleep?
Nartasia. Yes, he is. But he’s very restless. By the way, my
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dear, I've been wanting to say something to you, but
cither vou’ve becn out or I've been too busy. I can’t help
thinking that the nursery is too cold and damp for Bobby.
Your room is just what a baby wants. Darling, don’t you
think you could move into Olga’s room? Just for a short
time.

IriNa [not understanding]. \Vhere?

The harness bells of a troika can be heard as it drives up to
the house.

Narasua. You and Olga will share one room, for the time
being, I mean, and Bobby will have your room. He’s such
a darling! Today I said to him: “Bobby, you’re mine!
Mine!” And he looked at me with his sweet little eyes.
[The doorbell rings.] Must be Olga. She is late! [The
maid goes up to Natasna and whispers in her ear.]
Protopopov? What a funny man! Protopopov asks me to
go for a drive with him in his troika. [Laughs.] These
men are strange, aren’t they? [The doorbell rings.| Some-
body’s come. I suppose I could go for a drive for a quarter
of an hour. [To the maid.] Tell him I shan’t be long.
[The doorbell rings.] The doorbell again. That must be
Olga. [Goes out.]

The maid runs off; IrINA sits lost in thought; enter KULYCIN
and OLGA, followed by VERSHININ.

KuLyain. ITow do you like that? I was told they’d be having
a party.
VErsHININ. | must be off. T left not so long ago, half an

hour ago to be precise, and they were expecting carnival
dancers.

IriNa. They've all gone.

KuLyern. Masha gone toe? What's Protopopov waiting for
outside in a troika? VWho is he waiting for?

Irixa. Don’t ask me. I'm tired.
KuLycin. O, you naughty child!

Orca. The staff mecting has only just ended. I'm dead
tired. Our headmistress is ill and I'm dcputizing for her.
Oh, my hecad! My hcad’'s aching! [Sits down.] Andrey
lost two hundred rubles at cards yvesterday. The whole
town is talking about it.
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KuLycIN. Yes, our staff meeting has made me tired too.
[Sits down.]

VERsHININ. My wife’s taken it into her head to frighten me.
She nearly poisoned herself. Everything’s all right, I'm
glad to say. I'm no longer worried, thank goodness. I
suppose we must go, mustn’t we? Well, in that case, I
wish you all the best. What about coming with me,
Kulygin? I can’t stay at home, I simply can’t. Come on!

KurycIn. Too tired. Sorry I can’t go with you. [Gets up.]
Too tired. Has my wife gone home?

IrRINA. I suppose so.

KuLycIN [kisses IRINA's hand]. Good-bye. I shall take it
easy all day tomorrow and the day after tomorrow. All the
best. [Going.] I'd love a cup of tea. Counted on spending
the evening in pleasant company and—O, fallacem homi-
num spem! The accusative case in exclamations!

VERsHININ. Oh, well, I'll be going somewhere by myself.
Goes out with KuLYGIN, whistling.

Orca. My head, my head aches. . . . Andrey lost . . .
The whole town’s talking. I'll go and lie down. [Going.]
Tomorrow I'm free. Goodness, that really is lovely! Free
tomorrow, free the day after tomorrow. My head aches

. my head . . . [Goes out.]

IRINA [alone]. All gone. No one’s left.

The sound of an accordion from the street; the nurse sings a
lullaby.

NATAsHA [walks across the ballroom in a fur coat, followed
by the maid]. I'll be back in half an hour. Just going out
for a little drive. [Goes out.]

IrRINA [alone, longingly]. To Moscow! To Moscow! To Mos-
cow!

Curtain.



THE THREE SISTERS 155

ACT TIIRELE

OLcA’s and IRINA’s room. Screened-off beds on the right

and the left. It is past two o’clock in the morning. Offstage

a fire alarm bell is ringing on account of a fire that started

a long time before. It is clear that no one in the house has

yet gone to bed. MasHA is lying on a sofa, dressed, as usual,
in black. OLcA and ANFIsA come in.

AnrFisa. They’re downstairs, sitting under the staircase.
‘“Please,” I says to them, “comc upstairs. You can’t carry
on like that.” But they go on crying. “We don’t know
where Daddy is,” they says. “He’s probably been bumt
in the fire.” The things they think of! In the yard, too,
there are some people . . . also in their night clothes.

OLcA [takes dresses out of the wardrobe]. Take this gray
one . . . this one too . . . also this blouse. And this
frock, too, Nanny. Goodness me, how awful! The entire
Kirsanov Lane seems to have burned down. . . . Take
this too . . . and this. [Throws clothes into ANFIsA’s
hands.] The poor Vershinins! They were terrified. Their
house nearly burned down. Let them spend the night
here. They mustn’t be allowed to go home. Poor old
Fedotik lost everything in the fire. Nothing left.

ANFisa. | think I'd better call Ferapont, dear. I can’t carry
it all.

Ovrca [rings]. They never answer. [Calls through the door.]
Anyone there? Come here, pleasc. [Through the open door
a window, red with the glow of the fire, can be seen; a
fire engine can be heard passing the house.] Oh, the hor-
ror of it! And what a mess it is! [Enter I'EraPONT.] Take
all this downstairs. You'll ind the Kolotilin girls under
the staircase. Give it to them. And this . . .

IFERAPONT. Yes'm. In 1812 Moscow was also burnt down.
Dear, oh dcar, weren’t the French surprised!

Ovrca. Go on. Hurry up.
FERAPONT. Yes'm. [Goes out.]
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OLcA. Nanny dear, give ceverything away. We don’t want
anything. Give it all awav. I'm dead tired. Can hardly
stand on my feet. We mustn’t let the Vershinins go back
home. The girls can sleep in the drawing room, and the
Colonel, downstairs with the Baron. Fedotik can also stav
with the Baron or clse in the ballroom. The Doctor would
get drunk, dead drunk, just now, and we can’t let anyone
go into his room. Vershinin’s wife, too, in the drawing
foom.

ANFISA [in a tired voice]. Don’t turn me out of the house,
Olga dear. Plcase don’t turn me out.

Orca. Don’t talk nonsense, Nanny. No one is turning you
out.

ANFISA [puts her head on OrLca’s bosorn]. My darling child,
my precious, you know I work as hard as I can. But as
soon as I grows too weak for work, they're all sure to say:
Out with her! Wherc could I go? Where? I'm in my
eighties. Nearly eighty-two.

Orca. You'd better sit down, Nanny. You're tired, poor
dear. [Makes her sit down.] Rest a while, dear. You're so
pale.

NATASHA enters.

NaTtasHA. They're saying we ought to form a committee
as soon as possible to raise funds for the people made
homeless by the fire. \WVell, why not? It’s an excellent
idca. Anyway, it’s the duty of the rich to help the poor.
Bobby and little Sophic arc peacefully asleep. The little
darlings arc asleep as if nothing had happened. There
are people everywhere; the house is full of them, which-
ever way you turn. Therc’s a flu epidemic in town. I'm
afraid the children might catch it.

OLcA [not listening to her]. \Ve can’t sec the fire in this
room. It’s quiet here.

NaTtasua. Yes. . . . I must be an awful sight. [Stands in
front of the mirror.] Pcople say I've got fat—it just
isn’t true! I'm no fatter. Masha’s asleep. She’s tired out,
poor girl. [To AnFisa, coldly.] Don't you dare sit down
in my presence! Get up! Get out of here! [ANFISA goes
out; pause.] I simply can’t understand why you keep the
old womanl

Orca [taken aback]. I'm sorry, but I don’t understand
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NaTasHA. She’s quite uscless in the house. She’s a peasant
and she ought to live in the country. Spoiling her, aren’t
vou? I like order in the house. There should be no super-
fluous people in the house. [Strokes OLcA’s cheek.] Oh,
you poor thing! You're tired. Our hcadmistress is tired.
When my little Sophie grows up and goes to school, I'll
be afraid of you.

Ocrca. I shan’t be a headmistress.

Natasua. They're going to appoint you, dearest. It’s
scttled.

Orca. I'll refuse. I couldn’t. . . . It’s beyond me. [Drinks
water.] You treated Nanny so abominably just now. I'm
sorry, but I can’t bear it. It made me feel quite faint.

NaTasua [excitedly]. I'm sorry, Olga, I'm sorry. I didn’t
want to upset you.

Masua gets up, picks up a pillow, and walks out angrily.

Orca. Please understand, my decar. We may have been
brought up in a rather peculiar way, but I can’t bear
this sort OF thing. Such an attitude cuts me to the quick.
It makes meill. . . . I simply lose heart.

Natasua. I'm sorry, I'm sorry. . . . [Kisses her.]

OLrca. Any rudeness, howcever slight, any harsh word, up-
sets me.

NaTasHA. | admit I often say things I shouldn’t, but, my
dear, you must agree that there’s no reason why she
shouldn’t live in the country.

OLca. She’s been with us for thirty years.

NaTASHA. But she can’t do any work now! Either I don’t
understand or you don’t want to understand me. She’s
incapable of doing any work. All she does is sleep or sit
about.

OvLca. Wel], let her sit about.

NATAsuA [in surprise]. Let her sit about? But she’s a servant,
isn’t she? [Through tears.] I don’t understand you, Olga.
I have a nanny, I have a wet nurse, we have a maid, a

cook; whatever do we want this old woman for? What
for?

Fire alarm off stage.
OvLcA. I've aged ten years tonight.
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Natasna. We must come to an understanding, Olga. You're
at school; I'm at home. You've got your teaching; I've got
to run the house. And if I talk about it, I know what I'm
talking about. I know what I'm talk-ing a-bout! By to-
morrow I want that old thief, that old hag, out of my
house. [Stamps her foot.] The old witch! Don’t you dare
exasperate me! Don’t you dare! [Recollecting herself.]
Really, Olga, if you don’t move downstairs, we'll always
be quarreling. This is dreadful!

Enter KuLYGIN.

KuLycIN. Where’s Masha? Time we went home. They sav
the fire is subsiding. [Stretching.] Only one block has
burned down. There was a strong wind, though, and it
did seem at first that the whole town was on fire. [Sits
down.] Oh, I'm tired, dear Olga. I often think that if it
hadn’t been for Masha, I'd have married you, dear. You're
sogood. . . . Oh, I'm exhausted. [Listens.]

OLcA. What is it?

KuLycIN. The Doctor is on one of his drinking sprees. It
would happen just now. Temribly drunk. [Gets up.] I
believe he’s coming here. Listen! Yes, he’s coming here.
Laughs.] What a man! Really! I'd better hide myself.
Goes toward the wardrobe and stands in the corner.
What a bandit!

Orca. He hasn’t been drinking for two years, and now, all
of a sudden, he goes and gets drunk.

OLcA retires, with NATAsHA, to the back of the room. Enter

CHEBUTYKIN; he walks across the room without swaying,

just as if he were sober, looks round, goes up to the wash-
stand, and starts washing his hands.

CHEBU [morosely]. To hell with all of them! To blazes
’?v'i—t-ﬂitjltlxelrﬁ! They thiLk I'm a doctor, that I can treat any
illness. The truth is, I know absolutely nothing, forgotten
everything I ever knew, remember nothing, absolutely
nothing. [OLGA and NaTAsHA go out, unnoticed by him.]
To hell with it! Last \WWcdnesday I attended a woman in
Zasyp. She died, and it was my fault that she died. Yes.
. . . Twenty-five vears ago I knew something or other,
but I don’t remmember a damn thing now. Not a damn
thing. Perhaps I'm not a human being at all but merely
imagine that I have hands and feet and a head; perhaps
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I don’t exist at all but merely imagine that I walk; cat
and sleep. [Weeps.] Oh, if only I did not cxistl [Stop
weeping; morosely.] Oh, hell! Day before yesterday the
were talking at the club. . . . Heard them say: “Shak
speare,” “Voltaire . . .” Never read them, not a singl
word, but I did my best to look as if I had. The others
did the same. The vulgarity of it! The basencss! But then
J remembered the woman I killed on Wednesday—re-
\metlllng—and I felt dirty, nasty, loathsome.
. I'went and got drunk.

Enter IRINA, VERSHININ, and TuseNBACH. TUSENBACH is
wearing a new, fashionable suit.

IrINA. Let’s sit down. No one will come in here.

VERSHININ. If it weren’t for the soldiers, the whole town
would have bummed down. Stout fellows! [Rubs his hands
with pleasure.] What splendid peoplel Fine men, every
one of them!

KuLyCIN [going up to them]. What’s the time?
TusensacH. After three. It’s getting light.

IriNA. Everyone’s sitting in the ballroom. No one thinks of
going home. Your Solyony’s there too. [To CHEBUTYKIN.]
You'd better go to bed, Doctor.

CreButYKIN. Never mind me, thank you. [Combs his
beard.)

KuLyemN [laughs]. Sozzled, eh, Doctor? [Slaps him on the
shoulder.] Good lad! In vino veritas, the ancients uscd to
say.

TusensacH. Everyone’s asking me to organize a concert in
aid of the homeless.

IrRINA. But who——

TusensacH. It could be arranged if we tried. If you ask me,
Masha plays the piano beautifully.

Kurycin. She plays wonderfully.

IriNA. She’s forgotten how to. She hasn’t played for three
years . . . or four.

TusensacH. Therc’s absolutely no one in this town who ap-
preciates music, not a soul, but I do, and I assure you
that Masha plays wonderfully, almost like a concert
pianist.
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KuLyciN. You're quite right, Baron. I love Masha very
much. She’s a dear.

TusexBacH. To be able to plav so splendidly and to know
all the time that there’s no one to appreciate you—
no one!

KuLycin [sighs]. Yes, but do vou think it would be the cor-
rect thing for her to take part in a concert? [Pause. I
know nothing about such matters, of course. It may be all
right. I must say our headmaster is a decent fellow, a very
decent fellow indeed, and very intelligent too, but he has
—er—well, views. . . . Of course, it isr’t his business, but
all the same, I might perhaps have a talk with him.

CHEBUTYKIN picks up a porcelain clock and examines it.

VERSHININ. ] got so filthy at the fire, I look like nothing on
earth. [Pause.] I heard a rumor )csterday that our brigade
is to be transferred somewhcre very far away. Some say
to Poland, others to Chita.

TusenBacH. 1 heard it too. Yes, well, I suppose the town
will be quite deserted then.

IriNa. We shall be gone, too!

CHEBUTYKIN [drops the clock, which breaks]. Smashed to
bits!

Pause; everyone looks upset and embarrassed.

KuLyciN [picking up the pieces]. Break an expensive thing
like that! Oh, Doctor, Doctor, zero minus for conduct!
Irina. That was Mother'’s clock.

CueBUTYKIN. Possibly. So it was your mother’s clock. Per-
haps I didn’t smash it, but it just seems as though I did.
Perhaps we only imagine that we exist, but we don’t
really exist at all. I don’t know anything. Nobody knows
anything. [Stops at the door.] What are you staring at?
Natasha is having a disgusting affair with Protopopoy,
and you don’t sce it. You're just sitting about herc and
don’t sec anything, while Natasha is hav ing her disgusting
affair with Protopopov. [Sings.] Won’t you accept this

[_ little present from me? [Goes out.|

VersmiNIN, Well, well . [Laughs.] As a matter of fact,
the whole thing is rather odd. [Pause.] \When the fire
broke out, I hurmried off home. I got there. . . . Our
house wasn’t damaged and wasn’t in danger, but my two
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little girls were standing at the front door in their night
clothes; their mother wasn’t there, people werc rushing
about, horses galloping past, dogs—and the girls looked
upset, frightened, appealing, I don’t know what clse. My
heart sank when I saw their faces. Good Lord, I thought,
what else will these girls have to experience during a long
life? I snatched them up, started running, and all the
time kept thinking one and the same thing: What clsc
would they have to experience in this world? [Fire alarm;
pause.] 1 come here, their mother’s here . . . angry,
shouting.

Masua enters with a pillow and sits down on the sofa.

VErsHININ. When my little girls were standing at the front
door in their night clothes and the strect was red with
the glow of the fire and the noise around was terrifving,
the thought occurred to me that something like it must
have happened many years ago when an enemy made a
sudden raid, looted, burned. . . . And yet, what a dif-
ference between what was happening now and what had
happened before. When a little more time has passed, say,
in two or three hundred years, people will look upon our
present life, too, with horror and contempt. Everything
we accept now will seecm to them clumsy and dreadful,
extremely uncomfortable and strange. I'm sure of it! O,
what a wonderful life it will be, what a life! [Lauahs]
['m_sorry, I'm off again! Plecase, let me continue, I'd_really
like to_go on ajiring my views, I'm_in the mood for.it
now. [Pause.] Thev all see , So, as I was
saying, what a wonderful life it will be. You can just
imagine it. . . . There are only three like you in the
town now, but in the gencrations to come there will be
more and more and more, and the time will come when
everything will change as you would have it—pcople will
live as you do now—and then you, too, will become
antiquated. People will be born who will be better than
vou. . . . [Laughs.] I'm in a curious kind of mood. Damn
it, I want to live and live! [Sings.] “To love all ages are
in thrall, her impulses are good for all.” * [Laughs.]

MasHa. Tram-tum-tum.

VERSHININ. Tam-tam.

* The old general’s aria from Eugzene Onegin [D.M.].
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Masn.a. Tra-ra-ra.
VERsHININ. Tra-ta-ta. . . . [Laughs.)
Enter IFEDOTIK.
[FEDOTIK [dances]. Burnt down! Burnt down! To the last
cinderl
IrINA. You're joking! Everything burned?
Fepotik [laughs). Everything to the last cinder. Nothing
lcft. My guitar, my camera, and all my letters.
Enter SoLvoxy.

IriNA [to SoLYONY]. Please go away. You can’t come in here.

SoLyoNY. Why can the Baron and I can’t?

VERSHININ. We really ought to go. How’s the fire?

SoLyony. Dying down, I’'m told. But I really can’t see why
the Baron can and I can’t. [Takes out a perfume bottle
and sprinkles himself.]

VERSHININ. Tram-tam-tam.

Masna. Tam-tam.

VERSHININ [laughs; to SoLYONY]. Let’s go to the ballroom.

Soryony. Very well. We'll make a note of that. “I could
make my tale much more clear, but that may irritate the

geese, I fear.” * [Looking at TusensacH.] Cluck-cluck-
cluck.

SoLYONY goes out with VERSHININ and FEDOTIK.

IriNa. What a stink Solyony’s left behind him. [Bewil-
dered.] The Baron’s asleep! Baron! Baron!

TuseNBAcH [waking). Sorry, I'm terribly tired. . . . The
brickworks . . . I'm not talking in my sleep. I really will
start work at a brickworks soon. Start work . .. I've
discussed it already. [Tenderly, to IrRINA.] You are so pale,
so beautiful, so fascinating. Your pallor, it seems to me,
irradiates the dark air like a shaft of light. You're sad,
vou're dissatished with life. Oh, come away with me!
Come away and let’s work together.

Masna. Go away, Baron.

TusenpacH [laughing]. You here? I can’t see. [Kisses IRINA'S
hand.] Good-bye, I'm going. I look at you now and it
comes back to me how a long time ago, on your birthday,

* A quotation from Krylov's fable Geese [D.M.].
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vou were so bright and cheerful and talked of the joys of
life. At the time I, too, looked forward to a happy life.
Where is it? [Kisses her hand.] There are tears in your
eves. You ought to go to bed. It’s getting light, the day’s
dawning. Oh, if only I were allowed to give my life for
you!

Masua. Go away! Well, really! . . .

TusexsacH. I'm going. [Goes out.]

Masna [lying down]. Arc you asleep, Fyodor?

KurvycIn. Eh?

Masua. Why don’t you go home?

KuryciN. My dear Masha, my darling Masha

IriNA. She’s tired. Let her have a rest.

KurycIn. I'll go in a minute. My wife’s a good, nice woman.
I love you, my only one.

Masua [angrily]. Amo, amas, amat, amamus, amatis, amant.

KuLyein l[laughs]. Isn’t she wonderful? I've been married
to you for seven years, but it secms as if we only left the
church yesterday. On my word of honor! You really are
a wonderful woman. I’m content, content, content.

Masua. I'm bored, bored, bored. [Sits up.] I can’t get it
out of my head. It’s simply disgraceful. It preys on my
mind. I can’t keep silent. I mean about Andrey. He's
mortgaged the house to a bank, and his wife’s grabbed all
the money, but the housc doesn’t belong to him alone,
does it? It belongs to all four of us. He should have
known that if he’s an honest man.

Kuryein. Why should you worry, Masha? What do you
care? Andrey’s up to his neck in debt. Well, let him do
what he likes.

Masna. It’s disgraceful, however you look at it. [Sits down.]

KuryciN. You and I aren’t poor. I work, I teach at the high
school, I give private lessons, I'm an honest man. A plain
man. Omnia mea mecum porto, as they say.

Masna. I don’t want anything, but I can’t bear injustice.
[Pause.] Go home, Fyodor.

KuLyein [kisses her]. You're tired. Rest for half an hour.
I'll sit and wait for you downstairs. Try to sleep. [Going.]
I’'m content, content, content. [Goes out.}

IriNa. Our Andrey really has degenerated, gone to seed and
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grown old beside that woman. Once upon a time he was
thinking of becoming a professor; yesterday he was boast-
ing of having at last been made a member of the local
Council. He’s a member of the Council, while Proto-
popov is chairman. The whole town’s talking and laugh-
ing about it. He alonc docsn’t sce or know anything.
Here’s everyone rushing off to the fire, but he sits in his
room as if nothing were happening. Just plays his fiddle.
[Distractedly.] O, it's awful, awful, awfull [Weeps.] 1
can’t, I can’t bear it any longer. I can’t, I can’t. [Orca
comes in and starts tidying up things on her bedside
table. IRINA sobs loudly.] Throw me out, throw me out.
I can’t bearit any longer!

Ovrca [frightened]. What's the matter? What is it, darling?

IriNA [sobbing]. \Where, where has it all gone to? Where is
it? Ol, God; oh, God! I've forgotten everything, for-
gotten. . . . It’s got all mixed up in my head. I can’t
remember the Italian for window or for ceiling. I'm for-
getting everything, cvery day I'm forgetting, and life’s
passing and will never retum, never! We'll never go to
Moscow. I can see that we’ll never go.

Ovrca. Darling, darling . . .

IriNa [controlling herself]. I'm so unhappy. I can’t work. I
won’t work. I've had c¢nough, thank you. I worked as a
tclegraphist; now I've got a job at the Town Council,
and I hatc and despisc everything I have to do there. I'm
twenty-three. I've worked for a long time and my brain's
dricd up. I'm growing thin, I'm losing my looks, I'm
getting old, and therc’s nothing, nothing I can look for-
ward to, no satisfaction out of life I can hope for. Time’s
flying past, and I scem to be getting further and further
awayv from real life, from a life that is beautiful, and head-
ing for some horrible disaster. I'm in despair and I simply
can’t understand how [ go on living, how I haven't killed
mysclf before now.

OLca. Don't cry, darling. [ can’t bear to sce you cry.

IrINA. I'm not crying. I'm not crying. I've stopped now.
Sce? I'm not crying any more. I've stopped. I've stopped.

OLrca. Darling, I'm t'llkmg to vou as your sister, as vour
friend. If you take my advice, vou'll marry the Baron!
[IriNa cries softly.] You do rcspcct him, don't vou? You
think highly of him. It's true he’s not handsome, but he's
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such an honest, decent man. After all, people don’t marry
for love but to do their duty. At least I think so. [
wouldn’t hesitate to marrv a man I didn’t love. I would
marry anyone who asked me, provided he was a decent
man. I'd even marry an old man.

IriNa. T was always waiting until we moved to Moscow,
where I hoped to mect the right man for me, the man
I've dreamed of, the man I'd lovc. . . . But, as it turncd
out, it wasall nonsense . . . all nonsense.

OLGA [embraces her sister]. My dear, my sweet sister, I
understand, I understand uentlnng When the Baron
left the army and camc to see us in civilian clothes, I
thought he looked so unprepossessing that I even started
crying. He asked me why I was crving, but I couldn’t tell
him that could I? But I'd be very happy if he married
you. That's quite a diffcrent matter, quite different.

NATASHA, carrying a lighted candle, walks across the stage
in szﬁnce from the door on the Tl"’lt to tlu; door/on 2he left

rezm oy LASNG 9 L1SFCS 4 Aane
MasHa. She wa ks gs f she had set the é_in ; xg_lﬁ[sglf,
OLcaA. You're silly, Masha. You're the silliest in our family.
I'm sorry. —_—

Masnua. I'd like to confess to vou, dear sisters. My heart is
heavy. Let me confess to you and never to anvone again,
never again. I'll tell you now. [Softly] It's my secrct, but
you must know everything. I can’t be silent any more.
[Pause.] I love him, I love him, I love that man. You've
just scen him. Well, why conceal it? I love Vershinin.

OLca [goes behind the screen]. Don’t. I'm not listening any=
way.

Masua. What am I to do? [Clutclies at her head.] At first
I thought him rather strange, then I began to pity him,
and then I fell in love with him. . . . I fell in love with
his voice, his talk, his misfortunes, his two little daughters.

OLcA [behind the screen]. I'm telling you I'm not listening.
You can say any stupid thing vou like; I'm not listening,
Masna. Oh, you are stupid, Olga. I love him. Well, you
can’t do anything about it, can you? It's happenced. It’s
fate. He loves mc, too. It’s terrible, isn’t it? It’s not nice,
is it? [Draws IRINA to her by her hand.] Oh, iy dear,
what’s to become of us? What's our life going to be like?
When you read some love story, it all seems so old and
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so obvious, but when you fall in love yourself, you realize
that no one knows anything and that everyone has to

decide for himself. My dear, dear sisters . . . I've told
you everything and now I shall be silent. I shall be like
Gogol's madman—silence . . . silence . . .

Enter ANDREY, followed by FERAPONT.

ANDREY [crossly]. What do you want? I don’t understand.

FERAPONT [in the doorway, impatiently]. I've told you a
dozen times already.

ANDREY. Sirl

FeraponT. Sir. The firemen, sir, are asking for permission
to drive down to the river through your garden. Other-
wise they has to drive all the way round, which, they
says, sir, 1s a terrible nuisance.

ANDREY. Oh, all right. Tell them it’s all right. [FERAPONT
goes out.] Fed up! Where’s Olga? [OrcA comes out from
behind the screen.] I've come to ask you for the key to the
cupboard. I've lost mine. You've got it. The little key.
[OLca gives him the key in silence. IRINA goes behind
the screen in her part of the room. Pause.] What a ter-
rific fire! It’s dying down now. Damn that Ferapont! He
made me furious and made me say something silly. Sir!
[Pause.] Why are you so silent, Olga? [Pause.] It’s time
you dropped this nonsense and stopped sulking like this
without rhyme or reason. You're here, Masha, and so are
you, Inna. Excellent! Let’s have a frank talk—once and
for all. What have you got against me? What?

Orca. Leave it, Andrey dear. We’'ll have our talk tomor-
row. [Agitatedly.] What an awful night!

ANDREY [looking very embarrassed]. Don’t get excited. I'm
perfectly calm and I'm asking vou what you've got against
me. Tell me straight.

VERSHININ [offstage]. Tram-tam-tam.

Masua [gets up; loudly]. Tra-ta-ta! [To Orca.] Good-bve,
Olga. God bless. [Goes behind the screen and kisses
IrINA.] Sleep well. Good-bye, Andrey. Go away now.
They're tired. Talk it over tomorrow. [Goes out.]

Orca. Really, Andrey dear, why not put it off till tomor-
row? (Goes bchind the screen to her part of the room.]
Time to go to bed.
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ANDREY. Let me say what’s on my mind and I'll go at once.
To begin with, vou've got something against Natasha,
my wife. I've noticed it ever since the first day of our
marriage. Natasha's a fine and honest person, straightfor-
ward and honorable—that’s my opinion. I love and re-
spect my wife, understand?—respect—and I demand that
others should also respect her. I repeat, she’s an honest
and decent person, and, I'm sorry to say, the reason why
you resent her so much is because you're so eager to find
fault with her. [Pause.] Secondly, you seem to be angry
with me because I'm not a professor and because I've
given up my studies. But I work at the District Council
and I'm a memboer of its board. I regard my service there
as honorable and as important as service to science. I'm a
member of the board of the District Council and I'm
proud of it if you want to know. [Pause.] Thirdly . . .
there’s one thing more I'd like to say. I've mortgaged the
house without your consent. It was wrong of me—yes.
I'm sorry; I was driven to it by my debts . . . thirty-five
thousand. I've given up gambling for some time now, but
the chief thing I have to say to justify myself is that you
girls, you get Father’s pension, while I . . . haven’t any-
thing—I mean, any income. [Pause.]

KuLycIN [at the door]. Isn’t Masha here? [Anxiously.]
Where is she? That’s funny. . . . [Goes out.]

A~prey. They're not listening. Natasha’s an excellent, hon-
est person. [Paces the stage in silence and then stops
dead.] When I got married, I thought we'd be happy, all
of us happy. But, my God . . . [Weeps.] My dear sisters,
my darling sisters, don’t bclieve me, don’t believe . . .
[Goes outﬁ

KuLyGIN [at the door; anxiously]. Where’s Masha? Isn’t
Masha here? Extraordinary business! [Goes out.]

Fire alarm; then stage is empty.

IRINA [behind the screen]. Olga, who's knocking on the
floor?

OLca. It’s the Doctor. He’s drunk.

IriNa. What a restless night! [Pause.] Olga! [Looks out
from behind the screen.] Have you heard? The brigade’s
been ordered to leave. It’s being transferred somewhere
far away.
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OLga. It’s only a rumor.

IrRINA. We shall be left all alone then. . . . Olga!

OLca. Well?

IrINA. Oh, my dear, my darling, I respect the Baron. I think
a lot of him. He’s a fine man. I will marry him. I agree.
Only, let’s go to Moscow. Please, please let’s go. There’s
no place like Moscow in the whole world. Let’s go, Olga.
Let’s go!

Curtain.
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ACT I'OUR

The old garden of the Prozorovs’ house. A long avenue of

firs, with a river at the end of it. On the other side of the

river, a forest. On the right, a veranda; empty bottles and

olasses on a table make it obvious that champagne has just

been drunk. It is midday. Passers-by occasionally walk

through the garden on their way to the river from the street;
five soldiers march past rapidly.

CHEBUTYKIN, in a good-humored frame of mind which
docesn’t desert him throughout the whole of the act, is sitting
in an easy chair in the garden waiting to be called; he is
wearing his army cap and holding a walking stick. IRINA,
KuLycIN, with a decoration round his neck and with his
mustache shaved off, and TusenNBacH, standing on the ve-
randa, are seeing off FEpoTik and RobpE, who are coming
down the steps; both officers are in field dress.

TusexBacH [exchanging kisses with I'EDOTIK]. You're a good
fellow. \We got on well together. [Exchanging kisses with
RobE.] Again . . . good-bye, dear friend.

IRINA. Au revoir.

IFEpOTIK. Not au revoir, but good-bye. We shall never meet
again.

KuLyciy. Who knows? [\Vipes his eyes, smiles.] Look at
me—crying!

IriNA. We shall meet one day.

FFEDOTIK. In ten or fifteen vears? But we'll hardly know cach
other then. Exclnngc cold greetings. [Takes a snapshot.)
Stand still, plcase . . . forthe last time.

RobE [embraces TUSENBACH]. We shan’t meet again. [Kisses
IRINA’s hand.] Thanks for cverything, for everything!

FEDOTIK [annoyed]. Wait!

Tusensacn. Let’s hope we shall meet. \Write to us. Be sure
to write.

Ropt [glancing round the garden]. Good-bye, trees!
(Shouts.] Ho-ho! [Pause.] Good-bye, echo!
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KurycIn. For all we know vou may get married there—in
Poland. Your Polish wife will throw her arms around you
and say: ‘“Kochany!” [Laughs.)

FEpoTIK [glancing at his watch]. There’s less than an hour
left. Solyony is the only one from our battery who’s going
on the barge. The rest of us are marching with the troops.
Three batteries are leaving today, another three tomorrow
—the town will be quiet and peaceful at last.

TusenBacH. And terribly boring.

Ropk. Where's Masha?

Kurycin. In the garden.

FEpoTik. Must say good-bye to her.

RopE. Good-bye. We must go or I'll burst into tears. £Em-
braces quickly TusenBacH and KurLycIN, and kisses
IRINA’S hand.] We've had a lovely time here.

Fepotix [to KuLycIn]. Here’s something to remember me
by—a notebook with a pencil. We'll go down to the river
from here.

They go away, both looking round several times.

Robk [shouts]. Ho-ho!
KuryaGIN [shouts]. Good-bye!

At the back of the stage FEDOTIK and RoDE meet MasHA
and take leave of her; MasHA goes off with them.

IriNA. They’ve gone. [Sits down on the bottom step of the
veranda.]

CHeBUTYRIN. They forgot to say good-bye to me.
IriNA. What about you?

CuesutYriN. Well, ves, I too forgot, somehow. Still, I
shall be seeing them soon. I'm leaving tomorrow. Yes
. . . one more day. In another vear I shall be put on the
retired list. I shall come back 'here and spend the rest
of my life near vou. There’s only one more vear left be-
fore 1 qualify for a pension. [Puts a newspaper in his
pocket and takes out another.] I'll come back to vou
here and change my way of life drastically. I shall “be-
come a very quiet, well-beliaved, decent little man.

Irina. You jolly well have to change vour way of life, dear
Doctor. You really must.
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CHeBuTYKIN. Yes, I fecl it. [Sings softly.] Tara-ra-boom-di-
ay . . . I'msitting in a room-di-av. . . .

KuryciN. The Doctor’s incorrigible. Incorrigible!

CuesuTYykiN. \Why don’t you give me a few lessons? I'd be-
come a reformed character then.

Im::.\I; Fvodor’s shaved off his mustache. I can’t bear to look
at him.

KuLyciN. Why not?

CHEBUTYKIN. | could tell you what your face looks like, only
I wouldn't like to.

KurycIN. Ah, well! I'm afraid it’s the accepted thing, the
modus vivendi. Our headmaster has shaved off his mus-
tache and so have I now that I have become second
master. No one likes it, but I don’t carec. I'm content.
\Vhet;]er with or without a mustache, I'm content. [Sits
down.

At the back of the stage ANDREY is wheeling a pram with a
sleeping baby.

IriNA. Dear Doctor, I'm terribly worried. You were out on
the boulevard yesterday. Be a darling and tell me what
happened there.

CHEBUTYKIN. What happened? Nothing. Nothing at all.
[Reads his newspaper.] It’s of no importance.

Kurycin. I'm told Solyony and the Baron met yesterday
on the boulevard near the theatre

TusensacH. Do shut up! Really! [\Waves his hand and goes
into the house.]

Kurycin. . . . near the theatre. Solyony began picking a
quarrel with the Baron, and the latter lost his temper
and said something offensive.

CHEBUTYKIN. Don’t know. It’s all nonsense.

KuLyciN. In some seminary a tcacher wrote “nonsense” in
Russian on an essay, and the pupil thought it was written
in Latin but couldn’t find the word in a dictionary.
[Laughs.] Terribly funny. They say that Solyony’s in love
with Irina and that he’s grown to hate the Baron. Well,
that’s understandable. Irina’s a very nice girl. She's very
like Masha, just as given to daydreaming. Except that
your character, Irina, is more gentle. Though I must say,
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Masha, too, has a very good character. I love her. I love
my Masha.

At the back of the stage someone shouts: “Coo-ee! Iley!”

IrRINA [shudders]. Everything seems to startle me today for
some reason. [Pause.] I've got everything packed. I'm
sending my things oft after lunch. The Baron and I are
getting married tomorrow. \We're leaving for the brick-
works tomorrow, and the day after I shall be at the school.
A new life will begm May God help me! When I was
sitting for my tcacher’s diploma, I cried for joy, so con-
scious was I of the importance of the career I was about
to embark on. [Pause.] The cart will be here in a moment
for my things.

KuLycIN. Yes, that’s how it is. And yet, it doesn’t seem to
be serious. All this, I mean. It’s all just fine ideas, nothing
very serious. Still, I wish vou cvery success with all my
heart.

CHEBUTYRIN [deeply moved]. Ny swect child, my good, my
precious girl. . . . You've gone so far ahead of me that
I shall never catch up with vou. I've been left bchind,
an old migrant bird that can’t fly. Fly, my dear one, ﬂv
and God bless you. [Pause.] You shouldn’t have shaved
off your mustache, Kulygin.

KuLycIn. Drop it for goodness’ sake. [Sighs.] The soldiers
will be gone today, and cverything will go on as before.
Whatever people may say, Masha’s a good, honest
woman. I love her very much and I thank my fate. Every-
one’s fate is diffcrent. A certain Kozyryov, an excise of-
ficer, was at school with me. He was expelled from the
eighth grade becausc hc seemed quite unable to under-
stand ut consecutivum. I1e’s terribly hard up now and in
bad health too. Every time I meet him I say to him:
“How d’you do, ut consecutivum!” “Yes, indeed, that’s
just it: consecutixum he replies, and starts coughing
But I've been lucky all my life. I'm happy, have even
been awarded the order of Stanislav, second class, and am
now myself teaching others the ut consecutivum. Of
course, I'm a clever man, much cleverer than most people,
but that’s no guarantee of happiness.

“The Maiden's Prayer” is being played on the piano in the
house.
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Irixa. Tomorrow night, thank goodness, 1 shan’t have to
listen to ‘““The Maiden’s Praver,” shan’t have to meet
Protopopov. [Pause.] Protopol)oxs sitting there in the
drawing room. He’s here todavy, too.

Kuryain. Thc headmistress hasn’t arrived yet, has she?

IrixA. No. We've sent for her. Ol, if only you knew how
difficult it is for me to live here by myself, without Olga.
She lives at the school; she’s the headmistress, she’s busy
all day, while I'm alone here. I'm bored, I have nothing
to do, and I hate the room I live in. So what I've decided
is that if I'm not going to live in Moscow, then I must
make the best of it. I suppose it’s fate and there’s nothing
to be done about it. It’s all the will of God—that’s clear.
The Baron proposed to me. Well, I thought it over and
decided to accept. He's a good man, it’s really quite
extraordinary how good he is. It was then that my soul,
as it were, suddenly grew a pair of wings. I felt cheerful
again, lighthearted, and once more I wanted to work, work.
Only something happened yesterday, and some kind of
awful uncertainty seems to hang over me.

CHEBUTYKIN. Nonsense!

NaTasHa [through the window]. The headmistress!

KuLycin. The headmistress has arrived. Let’s go.
He goes with IrixA into the house.

CHEBUTYKIN [reads his papers, humming a tune]. Tara-ra-
boom-di-ay . . . I'msitting in a room-di-ay. . . .

Masua walks up; at the back of the stage ANDREY is wheel-
ing the pram.

Masna. There he sits, enjoying himself.

CuEBUTYKIN. And why not?

MasHa [sits down]. Oh, nothing. [Pause.] Were you in love
with my mother?

CHEBUTYKIN. Yes, very much.
Masna. Was she in love with you?

CHEBUTYKIN [after a pause]. That, I'm afraid, I don’t re-
member.

Masna. Is my man here? That’s what our cook Marfa used
to call her policeman, “my man.” Is he here?

CHEBUTYKIN. No, not yet.
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Masaa. When you have to snatch your happiness piecemeal,
in little bits, and then lose it as I've lost it, you gradually
become coarse and bitter. [Pointing to her Kreast.] I feel
it seething here. [Looking at her brother, ANDREY, who
is wheeling the pram.] There’s old Andrey, our darling
brother. All our hopes have perished. Thousands of peo-
ple were raising a bell, much monec{ and labor was spent
on it, and then it suddenly fell and got smashed to bits.
That is Andrey!

ANpReY. When are they going to be quiet in the house?
Such a noise!

CHEBUTYEKIN. Soon. [Looks at his watch.] This is a very old
watch. It chimes. [Winds his watch, which chimes.] The
first, second, and fifth battery will be leaving at exactly
one o’clock. [Pause.] I'm leaving tomorrow.

ANDRrEY. For good?

CHEBUTYRIN. Don’t know. I may return in about a year.
Damned if I know. . . . It makes no diffcrence. . . .

Somewhere far away a harp and a violin can be heard being

played.

ANnDpRreY. The town will be deserted, just as if a bell glass
had been Eut over it. [Pause.] Something happened out-
side the theatre yesterday. Everyone’s talking about it,
but I don’t know anything.

CreBuTYKIN. Nothing much. Solyony began picking a quar-
rel with the Baron, who lost his temper and insulted him.
In the end, of coursc, Solyony was obliged to challenge
him to a duel. [Looks at his watch.] I think it’s time. . . .
At half past twelve, in the forest there, on the other side
of the rnver. You can see it from here. Bang-bang!
[Laughs.] Solyony imagines he’s a second Lermontov. He
even writes poetry. Joking apart, though, it’s his third
duel.

Masna. Whose third duel?

CHEBUTYRKIN. Solyony’s.

MasHA. And the Baron's?

CHEBUTYKIN. What about the Baron?

MasHa. I'm all confused. Anvway, they shouldn’t be allowed
to fight. He might wound the Baron, or even kill him.

CHEBUTYKIN. The Baron is an excellent fellow, but one
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Baron more or less—what difference does it make? Let
them! It makes no difference. [Beyond the garden some-
body shouts: ““Coo-ee! Hollo!"] That’s Skvortsov shout-
ing, one of the seconds. He’s waiting in the boat. Let him
wait.

Pause.

ANDREY. If you ask me, it’s simply immoral to fight a duel
or to be present at one as a doctor.

CHEBuTYRIN. It only seems so. We don’t exist, nothing
_exists in_the world, It only seems that we_exist. Besides,
what difference does it make?

Masna. They just talk, talk all day long. [Going.] You live
in a climate where it may start snowing any moment, and
here they go on talking. [Stopping.] I won’t go into the
house. I can’t go there. Plcase tell me when Vershinin
comes. [Walks off along the avenue.] The birds are al-
ready flying away. [Looks upward.] Swans or geese. Oh,
my dear, my happy birds! . . . [Goes out.]

AnDREY. There’ll be no onc left in the house. The army
officers will go, you will go, my sister will get married, and
I'll be left alone.

CHEeBUTYKIN. What about your wife?

FERAPONT comes in with papers.

ANDREY. A wife’s a wife. My wife’s an honest, decent woman
and—well, yes'—a kind woman, but for all that there’s
something in her that brings her down to the level of a
mean, blind animal, a sort of horrible, rough-skinned
animal. In any case, she’s not a human being. I'm tclling
¥o_u this as a fnend for you're the only person to whom

can open up my heart. I love Natasha, that’s quite true.
But sometimes she strikes me as extraordman]y vulgar,
and then I feel completely lost; I don’t understand why
—for what reason—I love her so much or, anyway, did
love her. .

CHEBUTYKIN [gets up]. Well, my_gl_c_a_r_fgllgn,__l_m gomg

away tomorrow, and we may never meet again, so here’s
my. advicc to you: Put on your hat, take your walking stick
ip_your hand, and go away—go_away and go on walking

without loong back. The farther you go the better.
SoLyoNY walks across the back of the stage with Two Army
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OFFICERS; seeing CHEBUTYKIN, he turns toward him; the
OFFICERS go on.

Soryo~y. It's time, Doctor. Half past twelve alrcady. [Ex-
changes greetings with ANDREY.]

CHeBUTYKIN. One moment, plcase. Oh, I'm sick of the lot
of you. [To AnpreY.] I say, my dear fellow, if anyone
should ask for me, tell him I'll be back presently. [Sighs.]
Dcar, oh dear!

Soryoxny. “He had barely time to_catch_his_breath before
“the | bear was huggmg_}um-toj_gth ” [Goes with him.]

| \Vhat are you groaning about, old man?

CuesuTtyxIN. Well!

SorLyo~Ny. How do you feel?

CHEBUTYKIN [angrily]. Fit as a fiddle.

SorLvoxy. Therc’s nothing to be upsct about, old man. I
“shan’t go_too far. I'll only wing him like_a_woodcock.
[Takes out a perfume bottle and sprinkles his hands] I've
cmptied_a whole bottle_on my hands today a,nd_Astnll thgy
smell—smell like a corpse. [Pause.] Yes, sir. . . . Remem-
ber Lermontov's lines? “And he, mc. gebel the 1aging

tempest_secks, as_though peace in tempests could be
found.”

- AP AT LI N

" “before th the bear was hugeing him to death.”

They go out. Shouts of “Coo-ee! Hollo!" are heard. ANDREY
and FERAPONT come in.

FErRAPONT. Papers to sign, sir.

ANDREY [nervously]. Leave me alone, will you? Leave me
alone. Please! [Goes off with the pram.]

IFErapONT. What's papers for if not to be signed? [Goes off
to the back of the staoe

Enter Inixa and TU8eNbacn in a straw hat. Kuryein walks
across the stage shouting: ‘‘Coo-ee, Masha, coo-eel”

Tusensaci. He seems to be the only person in town who's
glad the soldiers are going away.

IriNa. That’s understandable. [Pause.] Our town will be
deserted.

Tusexpacu. Darling, I'll be back presently.
Iriva. Where are vou going?
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TusensacH. I've something to sce to in town. Then I must
. sec off all my colleagues.

IrINA. It’s not true. Nicholas, why are you so preoccupied
today? [Pause.] What happencd outside the theatre yester-
day?

TusENBACH [making an impatient movement]. I'll be back
in an hour and I'll be with you again. [Kisses her hand.]
My dearest darling . . . [Gazes into her eyes.] It’s five
years since I fell in love with you, and I still can’t gct
used to it. You seem morc and more beautiful to me.
What lovely, wonderful hair! \Vhat lovely eyes! I'm going
to take you away tomorrow. We shall work. \We shall be
rich. My dreams will come true. You will be happy,
darling. Only one thing, one thing only, worries me: You
don’t love me!

IrINA. I can’t help that. I shall be your wife, your truc and
faithful wife, but I don’t love you. We can’t do anything
about it. [Weeps.] I've never been in love and, oh, how
I dreamed of love, dreamed of it for years and years, night
and day, but my heart is like an expensive grand-piano
that is locked and the key is lost. [Pause.] You look
troubled.

TusensacH. I didn’t slecp last night. There’s nothing in my
life I'm afraid of; it’s only the lost key I'm wortied about.
Say something to me. [Pause.] Say something to me.

IriNA. What? What do you want me to say? What?
TuseNBACH. Just something.
IrIiNA. Don’t fret, dear. Don’t please.

Pause.

)

TuseEnsacH. It is strange how sometimes little things, mere
stupid trifles, suddenly, without rhyme or reason, be-
come important in our life. One laughs at them, as one
always does, one considers them of no importance, but
one goes on all the same, and one hasn’t got the
strength to stop. Oh, don't Jet’s talk about it! I fcel fine!
I feel as_though I were sceing those firs, maples, and
birch trees for the first time in my life, as though they
were all looking curiously at me and . . . \\i.lltlll" _How
beautiful these trees ar¢ and how beautiful_lifc. ought
really to be ncar them. [There is a shout: “Coo-ee!
Hollo!”] I must go. It’s time. This tree here is dead, but
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Jt_gaes_an swaying in the wind with_the_others._So.I,
too,—can’t _help fecling that if 1 should die, I'd.go_on
taking part in life one way or another. Good-bye, darling.
[Kisses her hands.] The papers that you gave me arc on
my desk under the calendar.

IrRINA. I'm coming with you.

TuseNBACH [uneasily]. No, no! [Walks away quickly but
stops in the avenue.] Irina!

IrRINA. What?

TuseNBACH [not knowing what to say]. I haven’t had my
coffec today. Please tell them to get it ready for me.
[(Goes off quickly.]

IRINA stands, lost in thought, then walks off to the back
of the stage and sits down on a swing. Enter ANDREY with
the pram; I'ERAPONT appears.

FEraPOoNT. The papers, sir, belong to the office. They're
not mine, sir. I didn’t make ’em.

ANDREY. Oh, where’s my past? Where’s it gone to? Where’s
the time when I was young, gay, clever, when my drcams
and thoughts were so exquisite? \When the present and
the future were so bright with hope? Why is it that
beforc we even begin to live, we become dull, drab,
uninteresting, lazy, indifferent, useless, unhappy? Our
town’s been in existence for two hundred vears, it has
a hundred thousand inhabitants, and yect not one of
them is different from the others. Not onc saint—now
or in the past—not onc scholar, not onc artist. Not one
fairly outstanding man who could arouse envy or a pas-
sionate desire to emulate him. They just cat, drink, sleep,
then die. Others are born and they, too, eat, drink, sleep,
or, to avoid lapsing into complctc lleC} out of sheer
borcdom, try to introduce some varicty into their lives
by nasty gossip, drink, cards, or malicious litigation.
I'he wives deccive their husbands; the husbands tell lies,
pretend not to sec anything, not to hear anvthing; and
their profoundly vulgar influence has so crushing an cffect

n their children that the divine spark in them is
extinguished and thcy become just as pitiable corpses,
and as like to one another, as thcir fathers and mothers.

. [To IFErRAPONT, crossly.] \WWhat do you want?

Ferapox~T. Beg pardon, sir. The papers to sign, sir.
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AXNDREY. I'm sick and tired of you.

I'ErAPONT [handing him the papers]. The porter of the
Tax Collector’s Office was telling me just now, sir, that
there was two hundred degrees of frost in Petersburg
this winter.

AxpreY. The present is hateful, but whenever I think of’
the future, everything becomes so wonderful! 1 feel sol
hghthcartcd so unconfined. In the distance I can discern
a glimmer of light, I can sce freedom, I can see my
children becoming free from idleness, from kvass, from
geese with cabbage stuffing, from after-dinner naps, from,
a life of mean sponging. —_

FErapPoNT. He was saying, sir, that two thousand people
was frozen to death. Irightened to death, they was. In
Petersburg or Moscow—can’t remember rightly.

ANDREY [in an excess of tenderness]. My dear, dear sisters!
My wonderful sisters! [Through tears] Masha, my
sister . . .

NATASHA [at the window]. Who's talking so loudly out
therc? Is that you, Andrey dear? You'll wake little
Sophie. Il ne faut pas faire du bruit, la Sophie est dormée
déja. Vous étes un ours. [Getting angry.] If you must
talk, give the pram with the child to somcone clse.
Ferapont, take the pram from the master.

FFERAPONT. Yes'm. [Takes the pram.]

ANDREY [embarrassed]. I was talking quictly.

NATasHa [behind the window, caressing her little boy].
Bobby darling! Naughty Bobby! Bad Bobby!

ANDREY (glancing through the papers]. All right, T'll go
through them, sign if necessary, and vou can take them
back to the office.

ANDREY goes into the house, reading the papers; 'ERAPONT
is pushing the pram at the back of the stage.

NaATAsua [behind the window]. Darling Bobby, what’s
vour Mummy’s name? You swecet little darling! And
who'’s this? It’s Auntie Olga. Sav to vour auntic: Good

morning, Olga. \,;

Two street musicians, @ man and a girl, play on a vxolm
and a harp; VeErsHININ, OLGA, and AMlSA come out of tha
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house and stand listening for a moment in silence; IRINA
comes up to them.

Orca. Our garden’s like a public thoroughfare. Everyone
walks and drives through it. Give something to the
musicians, Nanny.

ANFIsA [gives some money to the Musicians]. Get along
with you, my dears. [The Musicians bow and go out.]
Poor wretches! You don’t play music in the street on a
full stomach. [To Irmva.] How are you, my darling?
[Kisses her.] Well, my little onc, I'm having a lovely
time now. A lovely time! Living with dear Olga in her
flat at school. The Lord has been good to me, dear, in
my old age. I've nevcr lived so comfortably before, sinner
that I am. It's a large apartment, no rent to pay, and
I’'ve got a room to myself and a lovely bed. Nothing to
pay. I wakes up at night and—oh, dear God, holy Mother
of God, there’s no one happicr than me.

VERSHININ [glancing at lis watch]. We shall be leaving
soon, Olga. It’s time I went. [Pause.] I wish you all the
best, all the best. Wherc’s Masha?

IrixA. She’s somewhere in the garden. I'll go and look for
her.

VERSHININ. Thank you. I am in a hurry.

ANnFisa. I'll go and look for her, too. [Shouts.] MNlasha,
coo-ee! [They go together to the back of the garden.]
Coo-ee! Coo-ee!

VERsHININ. Everything comes to an end. We, too, must
part. [Looks at his watch.] The town gave us a sort of
farewell lunch; we drank champagne, the mayor made a
speech, I ate and listencd, but in spirit I was here with
you. [Looking round the gardcn ] I've got used to you.

OLca. Shall we ever meet again?

VERsHININ. I don’t suppose we shall. [Pause.] My wife and
my two little girls will be staving here for another
two months. lese if anvthing happcns if they should
need anything

Orca. Of course, of course. You ncedn’t worry. [Pausc.]
There won’t be a single soldier left in the town tomor-
row; it will be all a memory, and of course, a new life
will begin for us. [Pausc.] Nothing happens as we want it
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to. I didn’t want to be a headmistress and yet I'm one
now. So we shan’t be in Moscow.

VEersHiNIN. Ol, well, thank you for everything. Forgive me
if things haven’t turned out exactly as—er . . . I'm
afraid I've been talking a lot. Too much, indeed. Please
forgive me for that too. Don’t think too badly of me.

OLca [wipes her tears]. \Vhy isn’t Masha coming?

VErsHININ. What clse can I tell you before leaving? Any
more views to air? [Laughs.] Life is hard. To many of us
it seems dull and hopeless, but we must admit ncverthe-
less that it is getting brighter and easier, and I should
sav that the time is not far off when it will be quite
bright. [Looks at his watch.] It's time, high time, I went.
Before, mankind was busy making war. Its whole exist-
ence was taken up with campaigns, invasions, and
victories; but now all that is out of date. It’s left a huge
vacuum bchind it, which we don’t seem to know how
to fill. Mankind is passionately looking for something to
fill it with and will, I have no doubt, find it one day.
Oh, if only we hadn’t to wait too long! [Pause.] You
know, if only we could add education to diligence and
diligence to education. . . . [Looks at his watch.] I'm
afraid I simply must go. . . .

OLca. Here she comcs!

LEnter Masna.
VERSHININ. I've come to say good-bve.
O1r.ca walks away a little so as not to interfere with them.
Masna [gazes at his face]. Good-bye.
A prolonged kiss.
Orca. There . . . there . . .
Masua sobs bitterly.

VERrsmNIN. Write to me. Don’t forget me. Let me go now
—it’s time. Olga, please take her. T have to go. . . . I'm
late as it is. [Deeply moved, lie kisses OLGA’s hands, then
embraces MasHa again, and goes out quickly.)

OvLca. There, there, darling. Don’t, don't. . . .
Enter KuLycix.

KuLycin [embarrassed]. Ncever mind, let her cry, let her.



182 ANTON CHEKHOV [acT rouz

My good Masha, my sweet Masha. . .. You're my
wife and I'm happy, whatcver may have happened. I'm
not complaining, I don’t reproach you. ... I don’t.

Olga’s my witness. Let’s live again as we uscd to. You
won'’t hear a word from me, not a hint.

MasHA [suppressing her sobs]. “For he on honey-dew hath

fed, and drunk the milk of Paradise . . . and drunk the
milk of Paradise” . . . I'm going mad. . . . “On honey-
dew hathfed . . .”

Orca. Take hold of yourself, Masha. Take hold of yourself.
. . . Give her some water.
MasHA. I'm not crying any more.

KuLycIn. She’s not crying. . . . She’s good. . . .
A dull report of a distant shot is heard.

MasHA. “For he on honey-dew hath fed, and drunk the milk
of Paradise” . . . “singing of Mount Abora.” . .. I'm
getting all mixed up. [Drinks water.] My life’s a failure.
. . . I don’t want anything any more now. . . . I'll be
all right in a moment. . . . It doesn’t matter. . . .
Honey-dew . . . what’s honey-dew? Why can’t 1 get
this word out of my head? My thoughts are all in a mud-
dle.

IRINA comes in.
Orca. Compose yourself, Masha. That’s right. . . . Clever
girl. . . . Let’s go indoors.

Masnaa [angrily]. I'm not going into that house. [Sobs but
stops immediately.] 1 won’t go into that house again—
never again!

IriNa. Let’s sit down together and, please, don’t let’s talk.
I'm going away tomorrow.
Pause.

KuryciN. Yesterday I took this false beard and mustache
away from a boy in the sixth grade. [Puts on the false
beard and mustache.] I look like our German master,
don’t I? [Laughs.] Those boys are funny beggars.

MasuA. You do look like your German.
OvrcaA [laughs]. Yes.

MAsHA cries.
IriNA. Stop it, Masha.
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Kuryain. I certainly look like him.
Enter NATASHA.

Natasua [to the maid]. \What? Mr. Protopopov will sit
with little Sophic and let your master take out Bobby
in the pram. Children are such a bother! [To IriNa.]
You're lcaving tomorrow, aren’t you, Irina? What a pity!
Why don’t you stay here another week? [Gives a little
scream on catching sight of KuLyciN, who laughs and
takes off the beard and mustache.] Good heavens, you
frightened me to death! [To IriNA.] I've got so used to
you that it won't be so casy for me to part from you.
'l tell Andrey to move into vour room with his fiddle
—let him saw away there—and I'll put darling Sophie
in his room. O, she’s such a lovely child! Such a darling
little girl! Today she looked at me with such big ¢yces and
said: “Mummy!”’

KuLycin. A lovely child—that’s true! R

Natasua. So it seems I shall be alone here tomorrow.
[Sighs.] First of all, I shall have this avenue of trees cu
down, then that maple—it’s so unsxghtly in the cvening
[To IRINA. ] My dear, that belt doesn’t suit you at all. It’s
such bad taste. You ought to get somcthing bright and
shiny. And here I shall have flowers, flowers, ﬂowers
everywhere, and there’ll be such a lovely smell . . .
[(Suddenly.] \Why’s this fork left lying about on the seat?
(On the way back to the house, to the maid.] \Why's
this fork left lying about on the scat? I asked vou.
[Screams.] Don’t answer me back! —

Kurycin. There she goes again!
A march is played offstage; they all listen.
OcLca. They're going away.

CHEBUTYKIN comes in.

Masua. Our friends are going away. Well . . . happy
journey to them. [To her husband.] Ve must go home.
Where’s my hat and cape?

Kurycin. I left them indoors. I'll fetch them at once.
CuesutykiN. I'say, Olga . . .
Orca. What is it? [Pause.] What?

CuesutykiN. Ol, nothing. I don’t know how to tcll you.
. [Whispers in her ear.]
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OLca [aghast]. It can’t be!

CueBUTYKIN. Yes. Too bad. ... I'm awfully tired—
exhausted. I'm not going to say another word. [Vexed.]
Still, it makes no difference!

Masua. What's happened?

Orca [embraces IriNa]. What a dreadful day! I don’t
know how to tell you, my dear.

IriNA. What is it? Tell me quickly; what? For God’s sake!
[Bursts into tears.]

CuHeBuTYKIN. The Baron has just been killed in a duel.
IrRINA [cries quietly]. I knew . . . Tknew. . . .

CHEBUTYRIN [sits down on a garden seat at the back of the
stage]. Tired out . . . [T'akes a newspaper out of his
pocket.] Let her have a good cry. [Sings softly.] Tara-ra-
boom-di-ay . . . I'm sitting in a room-di-ay. . . . What
difference does it make?

X- The three sisters are standing, clinging to each other.

Masna. Oh, how gav the music sounds! They're going
away from us—one has gone already, gone forever—
and we shall be left alone to start our life anew. \We
must live. . . . We must live.

IriNa [lays her head on OvrcA’s breast]. The time will come
when there will be no more secrets, when all that is now
hidden will be made plain, and when all will know what
these sufferings are for. Till then we must live. We
must work, just work! Tomorrow I shall go away alone; I
shall teach 1n a school, and I shall give my life to those
who may need it. . . . It is autumn now. It will be
winter soon, and everything will be covered with snow.
But I shall be working. . . . I shall be working. . . .

Ovrca [embraces her two sisters]. The music is so cheerful
and gay, and I want to live. Dear God! Time will pass
and we shall be gone forever. We shall be forgotten, and
people will no longer remember our voices or our faces or
how many of us there were. But our sufferings will pass
into joy for those who live after us. . . . Peace and
happiness will reign on carth, and we who live now will
be remembered with gratitude and will be blessed. Oh,
my dear, dcar sisters, our lives are not finished vet. Let
us livel The music is so gav, so jovful, and it almost
seems that in a little while we shall know why we live
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and why we suffer. Oh, if only we knew . . . if only
we knew!

The music is growing fainter and fainter; KuLycIN, looking
happy and smiling, comes in carrying the hat and cape.
ANDREY is wheeling the pram, in which Bobby is sitting.

CHEBUTYKIN [sings softly]. Tara-ra-boom-di-ay . . . I'm sit-
ting in a room-di-ay. . [Reads his newspaper] It
makes no difference! It makes no differencel

Orca. If only we knew . . . if only we knew!

Curtain.
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THE CHERRY ORCHARD

ACT ONE

A room which is still known as the nursery. One of the

doors leads to ANYA’s room. Daybreak; the sun will be

rising soon. It is May. The cherry trees are in blossom,

but it is cold in the orchard. Morning frost. The windows
of the room are shut.

Enter DuNyYAsHA, carrying a candle, and LopAxmIN with
a book in his hand.

Lorakmi~N. The train’s arrived, thank goodness. What’s the
time?

Du~yasna. Nearly two o’clock, sir. [Blows out the candle.]
It’s light already.

LopakuiN. How late was the train? Two hours at least.
[Yawns and stretclies.] \What a damn fool I am! Came
here specially to meet them at the station and fell asleep.

at down in a chair and dropped oft. What a
nuisance! Why didn'’t you wake me?

Duxvyasua. I thought vou'd gone, sir. [Listens.] I think
they’re coming.

LopakuiN [listening]. No. . . . I should have been there to
help them with the luggage and so on. [Pause.] Mrs.
Ranevsky’s been abroad for five years. I wonder what
she’s like now. . . . She’s such a nice person. Simple,
easv-going. I remember when I was a lad of fiftcen, my
late father—he used to kecep a shop in the village—
punched me in the face and made my nose bleed. We’'d
gone into the yard to fetch something, and he was drunk.
Mrs. Ranevsky—I remember it as if it happened vesterday,
she was such a voung girl then and so shm—took me to
the washstand in this very room, the nursery. “Don’t cry,
little pcasant,” she said, “it won’t matter by the time
vourc wed.” [Pause.] Little peasant . . . It’s quite true
my father was a pcasant, but here I am wearing a white
waistcoat and brown shocs. A dirty peasant in a fashion-
able shop. . . . Except, of course, that I'm a rich man
now, rolling in moncy. But, come to think of it, I'm a
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plain peasant still. . . . [Turns the pages of his book.]
Been reading this book and haven’t understood a word.
Fell asleep reading it.

Pause.

Dunvyasua. The dogs have been awake all night; they know
their masters are coming,.

LopaxkHIN. What'’s the matter, Dunyasha? Why are you in
such a state?

DunyasHA. My hands are shaking. I think I'm going to
faint.

LopaxkHin. A little too refined, aren’t you, Dunyasha? Quite
the young lady. Dress, hair. It won’t do, you know.
Remember your place!

Enter YEE‘fKH(;DOV with a bunch of flowers; he wears a
jacket and brightly polished high-boots which squeak
loudly; on coming in, he drops the flowers.

Yepiknooov [picking up the flowers]. The gardener sent
these. Said to put them in the dining room. [Hands the
flowers to DuNYASHA.]

LorakHIN. Bring me some kvass while you’re about it.
DunyasHA. Yes, sir. [Goes out.]

Yepiknooov. Thirty degrees, morning frost, and the cherry
trees in full bloom. Can’t say I think much of our climate,
sir. [Sighs.] Our climate isn’t particularly accommodating,
is it, sir? Not when you want it to be, anyway. And
another thing. The other day I bought myself this pair
of boots, and believe me, sir, they squeak so terribly
that it’s more than a man can c¢ndure. Do you happen to
know of something I could grease them with?

LoraxHIN. Go away. You make me tired.

Yepriknopov. Every day, sir, I'm overtaken by some calamity.
Not that I mind. I'm used to it. I just smile. [Dunyasua
comes in and hands LopAakmiN the kvass.] I'll be off.
[Bumps into « chair and knocks it over.] There you are,
sit. [T'riumphantly.] You see, sir, pardon the expression,
this sort of circumstancc . . . I mean to say . . . Re-
markable! Quite remarkable! [Goes out.]

DunvyasHA. [ simply must tell you, sir: Yepikhodov has
proposed to me.

Lopaxkuix. Oh?
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Dunvyasna. I really don’t know what to do, sir. He'’s cver
such a quiet fellow, except that somctimes he starts
talking and you can’t understand a word he says. It
sounds all right and it’s cver so moving, only you can’t
make head or tail of it. I like him a little, I think. I'm
not surc though. He’s madly in love with me. He's such
an unlucky fellow, sir. Every day something happens to
him. Everyone tecases him about it. They’ve nicknamed
him Twenty-two Calamitics.

LopaknIN [listens]. I think I can hcar them coming.

Dux~vasHA. They're coming! Goodness, I don’t know what’s
the matter with me. I've gone cold all over.

LorakHIN. Yes, they are coming all right. Let’'s go and
meet them. Will she recognize me? We haven't scen
each other for five ycars.

Du~yasHA [agitated]. I'm going to faint. Oh dear, I'm
going to faint!

Two carriages can be heard driving up to the house.
LopAkHIN and DuNyasHa go out quickly. The stage is
empty. People can be heard making a noise in the adjoining
rooms. Firs, who has been to meet MRrs. RANEVsKY at the
station, walks across the stage hurriedly, leaning on a stick.
He wears an old-fashioned livery coat and a top hat; he
keeps muttering to himself, but it is impossible to make out
a single word. The noise offstage becomes louder. A voice
is heard: “Let’'s go through here.” MRs. RANEVSKY, ANYA,
and CHARLOTTE, with a lap dog on a little chain, all wearing
traveling clothes, VARYA, wearing an overcoat and a head
scarf, GAYEv, SIMEONOV-PisHCHIK, LOPAKHIN, DUNYASHA,
carrying a bundle and an umbrella, and other SERVANTS
with luggage walk across the stage.

{
AxyA. Let’s go through herc. Remember this room, Mother?
Mgs. RANEvskY [joyfully, through tears]. The nursery!

Varya. It’s so cold. My hands arc quite numb. fTo MRs.
RanEvsky.] Your rooms, the white one and the mauve
one, are just as you left them, Mother dear.

Mrs. RaNevsky. The nursery! My dear, my beautiful room!
I used to sleep here when I was a little girl. [Cries.] 1
fecl like a little girl again now. [Kisses her brother and
VARYA, and then her brother again.] Varya is the same
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) as ever. Looks like a nun. And I also recognized Dunyasha.
. [Kisses DuNyAsHA.]

Gavev. The train was two hours late. How do you like
that? What a way to run a railway!

CHARLOTTE [to Pisucmix]. My dogalso cats nuts.

Pisucuik [surprised]. Good Lord!

Nt All, except ANYA and DuNYasHA, go out.

Duxvasua. We thought vou’'d never come. [Helps Anya
off with her coat and hat.]

AxyA. I haven’t slept for four nights on our journey. Now
I'm chilled right through.

Dux~yasHA. You left before Laster. It was snowing and
freezing then. It’s different now, isn’t it? Darling Anya!
(Laughs and kisses her.] I've missed you so much, my
darling, my precious! Oh, I must tell you at once! I can’t
keep it to myself a minute longer. . . .

ANYA [apathetically]. What is it this time?

DunvyasHA. Our clerk, Ycpikhodov, proposed to me after
Easter.

ANxyA. Always the same. [Tidying her hair] TI've lost all
my hairpins. [She is so tired, she can hardly stand.]

Dunvyasua. I don’t know what to think. He loves me so
much, so much!

ANYA [tenderly, looking through the door into her room].
My own room, my own windows, just as if I'd never been
away! I'm home again! As soon as I get up in the mom-
ing, I'll run out into the orchard. . . . Oh, if only I
could sleep. I didn’t slecp all the way back, I was so
worried.

Dux~vyasia. Mr. Trofimov arrived the day before yesterdav.

Axya [joyfully]. Peter!

Dux~vasua. Ile’s asleep in the bathhouse. He's been living
there. Afraid of being a nuisance, he says. [Glancing
at her watch.] I really ought to wake him, except that

Miss Varya told mc not to. “Don’t you dare wake him!”
she said.

VARYA comes in with a bunch of keys at her waist.

Varya. Dunyasha, coffce quick! Mother’s asking for some.
Duxvyasna. I won’t be a minute! [Goes out.]
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Varya. Well, thank goodness you're all back. You're home
again, my darlmg [Caressing her.] My darling is home
again! My swect child is home again.

Axvya. I've had such an awful time!

VaRrya. [ can imagine it.

ANYa. T left before Easter. It was terribly cold then. All the
way Charlotte kept talking and doing her conjuring
tricks. Why did you force Charlotte on me?

Varya. But you couldn’t have gone alone, darling, could
you? You're only seventeen!

Axya. In Paris it was also cold and snowing. My Irench
is awful. I found Mother living on the fourth floor. \When
I got there, she had some I'rench visitors, a few ladies and
an old Catholic priest with a book. The place was full of
tobacco smoke and terribly uncomfortable. Suddenlv I
felt sorry for Mother, so sorrv that I took her head in my
arms, held it tlghtlv and ‘couldn’t let 80. Afterwards
Mother was very swect to me. She was cryving all the time.

VARYA (through tears]. Don’t go on, Anya. Please don’t.

Axya. She’d alreadv sold her ulla near Mentone. She had
nothing left. Nothing! I hadn’t ‘any money, either.
There was hardly enough for the journey. Mother just
won’t understand! We had dinner at the station and she
would order the most expensive things and tip the waiters
a ruble each. Charlotte was just the same. Yasha, too,
demanded to be given the same kind of food. It was
simply awful! You sce, Yasha is Mother's manservant.
\We've brought him back with us™y, I A T,

Varya. Yes, I've seen the scoundrel.

Axya. Well, what’s becen happening? Have you paid the
interest on the mortgage?

Varya. I1eavens, no!

ANYA. Dear, oh dear . . .

Varva. The estate will be up for sale in August.
ANYA. Oh dear!

LopakuiN [puts his head through the door and bleats).
Bah-h-h! [Goes out.]

Varya [through tears]. Oh, I’d like to hit him! [Shakes her
fist.]

ANYA [gently embracing Varya]. Varya, has he proposed
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to you? [VARYA ‘shakes her head.] But he loves you. Why
don’t you two come to an understanding? \What are you
waiting for?

Varya. I don’t think anything will come of it. He’s so
busy. He can’t be bothered with me. Why, he doesn’t
even notice me. I wish I'd never known him. I can’t stand
Lthe sxght of him. Everyone’s talking about our wedding,

% cveryone’s congratulating me, while there’s really nothing
in it. It’s all so unreal. Like a dream. [In a different tone
of voice.] You've got a new brooch. Like a bee, isn’t it?

ANYA [sadly]. Yes, Mother bought it. [Goes to her room,

talking quite happzly, like a Ch!ld ] You know, I went
up in a balloon in Paris!

VaARrvA. My darling’s home again! My decarest one’s home
again! [DuNyasHA has come back with a coffeepot and is
making coffee; VARYA is standing at the door of ANYA's

Wroom.] All day long, darling, 'm busy about the house,

$ and all the time I'm dreaming, dreaming. If only we
could find a rich husband for you! My mind would be at

L rest then. I'd go into a convent and later on a pilgrimage
to Kiev . .. to Moscow. Just kecp going from one
holy place to another. On and on. . . . Wonderful!

Anya. The birds are singing in the orchard. What’s the
time?

VarvaA. It’s past two. It’s time you were asleep, darling.
[Goes into ANYA’s room.] \Wonderful!

Enter YasnA with a traveling rug and a small bag.
Yasua [crossing the stage, in an affected genteel voice].
May I be permitted to go through here?

Du~vasHA. I can hardly recognize you, Yasha. You've
changed so much abroad.

Yasaua. Hmmm . . . And who are you, may I ask?

Duxyasua. When you left, I was no bigger than this.
[Shows he height from the floor with her hand.] I'm

Dunvasha, Fyodor Kozoedov’s daughter. Don’t you re-
member me?

Yasua. Mmmm . . . Juicy little cucumber! [Looks round,
then puts his arms around her; she utters a little scream
and drops a saucer. Y Asia goes out hurriedly.]

V aRrYA [in the doorway, crossly]. What’s going on there?
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DuNvyasHA [in tears]. I've broken a saucer.
Varya. That’s lucky.

AxyA [coming out of her room]. Mother must be told
Peter’s here. - ¢4y 1or

VaRrvya. I gave orders not to wake him.

ANya [pensively]. Father died six vears ago. A month after
our brother, Grisha, was drowned in the river. Such a
pretty little boy. He was only seven. Mother took it
badly. She went away, went away never to come back.

[Shudders.] Peter Trofimov was Grisha's tutor. He might
remind her . . .

I'1rs comes in, wearing a jacket and a white waistcoat.

I'1rs [walks up to the coffeepot anxiously]. Madam will
have her coffee here. [Puts on white gloves.] Is the coffee
ready? (Sternly, to Dunyasua.] You therel \Vhere's the
crcam?

Dunyasna. Oh dear! [Goes out quickly.]

I1rs [fussing round the coffeepot]. The nincompoop! [Mut-
tering to himself.] She’s come from Pams. . . . Master
used to go to Pans. . . . Aye, by coach. . [Laughs.)

Varya. What are you ta]ng about, I'irs?

I1rs. Sorry, what did you say? [Joyfully.] Madam is home
again! Home at last! I can die happy now. [Weeps with
joy.] b hi’

Enter Mgrs. Ranevsky, Gavev, and SiMeoNov-PisHCHIK,

the last one wearing a Russian long-waisted coat of ex-

pensive cloth and wide trousers. As he enters, GAYEv moves

his arms and body as if he were playing billiards.
Mgrs. Raxevsky. How does it go now? Let me think. Pot
the red in the comer. Double into the middle pocket.

Gavev. And straight into the comer! A long time ago,

Lvuba, you and I slept in this room. Now I'm fifty-one.
. . Funny, isn’t it!

Lorpakmn. Aye, time flics.

Gavev. I beg your pardon?
Loraxmn. “Time flies,” I said.
Gavev. The place recks of patchouli.

Axya. I'm off to bed. Good night, Mother. [Kisses her
mother.]



196 ANTON CHEKHOV [acT oxE

Mgrs. RaNEvsEY. My sweet little darling! [Kisses her hands.]
You're glad to be home, aren’t you? I still can’t belicve it.

Axya. Good night, Uncle.

GAvEv [kissing her face and hands]. God bless you. You're
so like your mother! [T'o his sister.] You were just like
her at that age, Lyuba.

ANYA shakes hands with LopakHIN and PisucHir. Goes
out and shuts the door behind her.

Mgrs. RaNevsky. She's terribly tired.
Pisucuik. It was a long journey.

Varya [to LopakuiN and Pisuchir]. Well, gentlemen,
it’s past two o’clock. You mustn’t outstay your welcome,
must you?

Mpgrs. Ranevsgy [laughs]. You're just the same, Varya.
[Draws VARYA to her and kisses her.] Let me have my
coffee first and then we'll all go. [Kirs puts a little cushion
under her feet.] Thank vou, Iirs dear. I've got used to
having coffee. I drink it day and night. Thank you, Firs,
thank you, my dear old man. [Kisses Firs.]

VaRrya. I'd better make sure they’ve brought all the things
in. [Goes out.]

Mgrs. Ranevsky. Is it really me sitting here? [Laughs.]
I feel like jumping about, waving my arms. [Covers her
face with her hands.] And what if it's all a dream? God
knows, I love my country. I love it dearly. I couldn’t
look out of the train for crying. [Through tears.] But,
I suppose I'd better have my coftee. Thank you, Firs,
thank you, dear old man. I'm so glad you're still alive.

F1rs. The day before yesterday . . .

Gavev. He’s a little deaf.

LorakHIN. At five o'clock I've got to leave for Kharkov.
What a nuisance! I wish I could have had a good look at
you, a good talk with vou. You're still as magnificent as
ever. . . .

Pisucuix [breathing heavily]. Lovelier, I'd say. Dressed
in the latest Paris fashion. If only I were twenty years
younger—ho-ho-ho!

Lopakuin. This brother of vours says that I'm an ignorant
oaf, a tightfisted peasant, but I don’t mind. Let him
talk. All I want is that you should believe in me as you
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uscd to, that you should look at mc as you used to with
those wonderful eyes of vours. Merciful heavens! My
father was a serf of vour father and your grandfather, but
you, you alone, did so much for me in the past that I
forgot every t]ung, and I love vou just as if you were my
own flesh and blood, more than my own flesh and blood.

Mrs. Ranevsky. I can’t sit still, I can’t. . . . [Jumps up
and walks about the room in great agitation.] This hap-
piness is morc than I can bear. Laugh at me if you like.
I'm making such a fool of mvsclf. Oh my darling little
bookcasc . . . [Kisses the bookcase.] My swect little
table . . .

Gavev. You know, of course, that Nanny died here while
you wcre away.

MRrs. RaNEvsky [sits down and drinks her coffee]. Ycs, God
rest her soul. They wrotc to tell me about it.

GavEv. Anastasy, too, is dcad. Boss-cved Peter left me for
another job. He’s with the Police Superintendent in town
now. [Takes a box of fruit drops out of his pocket and
sucks one.)

Pisucmik. My daughter Dashenka—cr—awishes to be re-
membered to you.

Lopaknin. I'd like to say somcthing very nice and cheerful
to you. [Glances at his watch.] shall liave to be going in
a moment and there isn’t much time to talk. As you know,
your cherry orchard’s being sold to pay your debts. The
auction is on the twenty-second of August. But therc’s
no need to worry, my dear. You can slcep soundly.
There’s a way out. Ifere’s my plan. Listen carefully,
please. Your estate is only about twelve miles from town,
and the railway is not very far away. Now, all you have
to do is break up your cherry orchard and the land along
the river into building plots and lcase them out for

country cottages. You'll then have an income of at least
twenty-five thousand a year.

Gavev. I'm sorry, but what utter nonsense!
Mgrs. Ranevsky. I don’t quite follow vou, Lopakhin.

Lorakuin. You'll be able to charge vour tenants at least
twenty-five rubles a year for a plot of about three acres.
I bet you anything that if vou advertise now, there won't
be a single plot left by the autumn. Tlu.\ will all be
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snapped up. In fact, I congratulate you. You are saved.
The site is magmﬁcmt and the river is dcep enough for
bathing. Of course, the place will have to be cleared,
tidied up. . . . I mean, all the old buildings will have
to be pulled down, including, I'm sorry to say, this house,
but it isn’t any use to anybody any more, is it? The old
cherry orchard will have to be cut down.

Mgrs. Ranevsky. Cut down? My dear man, I'm very sorry
but I don’t think you know what you're talking about.
If there’s anything of interest, anything quite remarkable,
in fact, in the whole county, it’s our cherry orchard.

LoprakuiN. The only remarkable thing about this orchard is
that it’s very large. It only produces a crop every other
year, and even then you don’t know what to do with the
cherries. Nobody wants to buy them.

Gavev. Why, you'll find our orchard mentioned in the
encyclopedia.

LoparmiN [glancing at his watch]. If we can’t think of any-
thing and if we can’t come to any decision, it won’t be
only your cherry orchard but your whole estate that will
be sold at auction on the twenty-second of August. Make
up your mind. I tell you, there is no other way. Take my
word for it. There isn’t.

Firs. In the old days, forty or fifty years ago, the cherries
used to be dried, preserved, made into jam, and some-
times

Gaxev. Do shut up, Firs.

Firs. and somctimes cartloads of dried cherries were
sent to Moscow and Kharkov. Fetched a lot of moncy,
they did. Soft and juicy, those cherries were. Sweet and
such a lovely smell . . . They knew the recipe then. . .

Mgs. RaNEvsky. And where’s the recipe now?

Frs. Forgotten. No one rememboers it.

Pisucuix [to Mrs. Raxevsky]. What was it like in Paris?
Eh? Eat any frogs?

MRs. Ranevsky. I ate crocodiles.

Pisucmik. Good Lord!

Loraxkmn. Till recently there were only the gentry and the
peasants in the country. Now we have holiday-makers.
All our towns, cven the smallest, are surrounded by
country cottages. I shouldn’t be surprised if in twenty
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vears the holiday-maker multiplies enormously. All your
holiday-maker docs now is drink tea on the veranda, but
it'’s quite in the cards that if he becomes the owner of
three acres of land. he'll do a bit of farming on the side,
and then vour cherry orchard will become a happy, pros-
perous, thriving place.

Gavev [mdzgnantl)]. What nonsense!
Enter VaARYA and YasHA.

Varya. I've got two telegrams in here for you. Mother dcar.
[Picks out a key and unlocks the old- fashioned bookcase
with a jingling noise.] Here they are.

Mgrs. Ranevsky. They're from Paris. [Tears the telegrams up
without reading them.] I've finished with Paris.

Gavev. Do vou know how old this bookcase is, Lyuba? Last
week I pul]ed out the bottom drawer and saw some figures
burned into it. This bookcase was made exactly a hundred
vears ago. What do vou think of that? Eh? We ought
really to celebrate its centenary. An inanimate object, but
say what you like, it’s a bookcase after all.

PisacHIk [amazed]. A hundred years! Good Lord! —

Gaxey. Yes, indeed. It's quite something. [Feeling round
the bookcase with his hands.] Dear, highly esteemed book-
case, I salute vou. For over a hundred vears you have
devoted yourself to the glorious ideals of goodness and
justice. Throughout the hundred years your silent appeal
to fruitful work has never faltered. It sustained [through
tears] in several generations of our family, their courage
and faith in a better future and fostered in us the ideals
of goodness and social consciousness.

Pause.
LorakHIN. Aye. . . .

Mgs. RaxEVskY. You haven’t changed a bit, have you, darling
Leonid?

GavEev [slightly embarrassed]. Off the right into a corner!
Pot into the middle pocket!

LoraxmnN [glancing at his watch]. Well, afraid it’s time I
was off.

Yasua [handing Mrs. RANEvskY her medicine]. Your pills,
ma’am.

Pisncmix. Never take any medicines, dear lady. I don't
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suppose they’ll do you much harm, but tlley won'’t do
you any good either. Here, let me have 'em, my dear
lady. [Takes the box of pzlls from her, pours the pills into
the palm of his hand, blows on them puts them all into
his mouth, and washes them down with kvass.] There!
MRrs. RANEVSKY [alarmed]. You're mad!
Pisncuik. Swallowed the lot.

Lop.akmiN. The glutton!

" v All laugh.

Firs. He was here at Easter, the gentleman was. Ate half
a bucketful of pickled cucumbers, he did. . . . [Mutters.]

Mgs. Raxevsky. What is he saving?

Varva. He's been muttering like that for the last three
years. \Ve've got used to it.

Yasua. Old age!

¢f1 LUl
CHARLOTTE}iA a white dress, very thin and tightly laced,
a lorgnette dangling from ‘her belt, crosses the stage.

LopakuiN. I'm sorry, Miss Charlotte, I haven’t had the
chance of saying how-do- -you-do to you. [Tries to kiss her
hand.]

CHARLOTTE [snatching her hand away} If I let vou kiss my
hand, you'll want to kiss my elbow, then my shoulder . . .

Lopakuix. It’s not my lucky day. [They all laugh.] My dear
Charlotte, show us a trick, pleasc.

MRs. Ravevsky. Yes, do show us a trick, Charlotte.

CuarcortE. I won’t. I'in off to bed. [Goes out.]

Lorakuiy. We'll meet again in three wecks. [Kisses MRgs.
RaxevskY’s hand.] Good-bye for now. I must go. [To
Gavev.] So long. [Embraces Pisuchixk.] So long. [Shakes
hands with VAryA and then with Firs and Yasis] 1
wish I didn’t have to go. [To Mrs. RaNEvsky.] Let me
know if you make up your mind about the country cot-
tages. If 'you decide to go ahcad, I'll get vou a loan of
fifty thousand or more. Think it over seriously.

VaRrya [angrily]. For goodness’ sake, go!

Loraknin. I'm going, I'm going. . . . [Goes out.]

Gavev. The oaf! However, I’m sorry. Varva's going to
marry him, isn’t she? He’s Varya’s intended.

Varya. Don’t say things vou'll be sorry for, Uncle.
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Mgrs. Raxevsky. But why not, Varya? I should be only too
glad. He’s a good man.

Pisuchix. A most admirable fcllow, to tell the truth. My
Dashenka—er—also savs tlnt—cr—sms all sorts of thmgs
[Drops off and snores, but wakes up immediately.] By the
way, my dear lady, vou will lend me two hundred and
fortv rubles, won’t vou? Must pay the interest on the
mortoqoe tomorrow.

V' ARYA [terrified]. We have no moncy; we haven’t!
MRs. Ranevsky. We really haven’t any, you know.

Pisucuix. Have a good look around—you're sure to find it
[Laughs.] T ncver lose hope. Sometimes I think it’s all
over with me, I'm done for, then—hey presto—they build
a railway over my land and pay me for it. ngtihings
bound to turn up, if not today, then_tomorrow. I'm cer-
tain of it. Dashenka night win two hundred thousand.
She's got a ticket in the lottcr\ vou know.

MRs. R\\E\ sky. \Well, I've ﬁmsl)cd my coffee. Now to bcd

I1rs [brushing Gavyev's clothes admonishingly]. Put the
wrong trouscrs on again, sir. \Vhat am I to do with you?

VaryA [in a low voice]. Anya’s aslecp. [Opens a window
quietly.] The sun has risen. It’s no longer cold. Look,
Mother dear. What lovely trees! Heavens, what wonder-
ful air! The starlings arc singing.

GavEv [opens another window]. The orchard’s all white.
Lyuba, vou haven’t forgotten, have vou? The long avenue
there—it runs on and on, straight as an arrow. It gleams
on moonlit nights. Remember? You haven’t forgotten,
have you?

Mrs. RANEVsKY [looking through the window at the or-
chard]. Oh, my childhood, oh, my innocence! I slept in
this nursery. I used to look out at the orchard from here.
Every moming happiness used to wake with me. The
orchard was just the same in those days. Nothing has
changed. [Laughs happily.] \White, all white! Oh, my
orchard' After the dark, rainy autumn and the cold winter,
you’re young again, full of lappiness; the heavenly angels
haven’t forsaken you. If onlv this heavy load could be
lifted from my heart; if only T could forget my_past!

Gavev. Well, and now they’re going to scll the orchard to
pay our debts. ['unny, isn’t it?
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MRrs. RanNevsky. Look! Mother’s walking in the orchard in
. a white dress! [Laughs happily.] It is Mother!

Gayev. Where?

VaRrvya. Really, Mother dear, what are you saying?

Mpgs. RaNevsky. There’s no one there. T just imagined it.
Over there, on the right, near the turning to the summer
house, a little white tree’s lcaning over. It looks like a
woman. [Enter TRorizoOV. Ile is dressed in a shabby stu-
dent’s uniform and wears glasses.] \Vhat an amazing or-
chard! Masses of white blossom. A blue sky . . .

Trormov. I say, Mrs. Ranevsky . . . [She looks round at
him.] I've just come to say hcllo. I'll go at once. [Kisses
her hand warmly.] 1 was told to wait till moming, but I
—I couldn’t, I couldn’t.

Mgrs. RANEVSKY gazes at him in bewilderment.

VARyA [through tears]. This is Petcr Trofimov.
TrorFimov. Peter Trofimov. Your son Grisha’s old tutor. I
haven’t changed so much, have I?
Mgs. RANEVSKY embraces him and weeps quietly.

GAYEV [embarrassed). There, therc, Lyuba.

VARyA [cries]. I did tell you to wait till tomorrow, didn’t I,
Peter?

Mgrs. RaNevsky. Grisha, my . . . little boy. Grisha . . .
my son.

VaRya. It can’t be helped, Mother. It was God’s will.
TroFIMOV [gently, through tears]. Now, now .

MRs. RANEvVsRY [weeping quietly]. My little boy died,
drowned. Why? Why, my friend? [More quietly.] Anya’s
as]eep in there and here I am shouting, making a noise.

. Well, Peter? You're not as good-looking as vou were,
are you? \Vhy not? Why have vou aged so much?

TRroFIAOV. A peasant woman in a railway carriage called me
“‘a moth-eaten gentleman.”

MRrs. Ranevsky. You were onlyv a boy then. A charming
voung student. Now vou'rc growing thin on top, you
wear glasses. . . . You're not still a student, are you?
[Walks toward the door.]

Troriatov. I expect I shall be an eternal student.
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MRrs. RANEvskY [kisses her brother and then Varya]. Well,
go to bed now. You, Leonid, have aged too.

Pisucnix [following her]. So, we’re off to bed now, are
we? Oh dear, my gout! I think I'd better stay the night
here. Now, what about letting me have the—cer—two
hundred and forty rubles tomorrow morming, dear lady?
I“arly tomorrow moming. . . .

Gavev. He does keep on, doesn’t he?

Pisircnik. Two hundred and forty rubles—to pay the inter-
est on the mortgage.

Mgrs. RaNevsky. But I haven’t any moncy, my dear man.

Pisucuix. I'll pay you back, dear lady. Such a trifling sum.

Mrs. Ranevsky. Oh, all right. Leonid will let you have it.
Let him have it, Leonid.

GAvev. Let him have it? The hell I will.

Mgrs. RaNEvsky. What else can we do? Let him have it,
please. He needs it. He’ll pay it back.

Mgrs. RaNevsky, Trormnov, Pisuchik, and Firs go out.
GAYEV, VARYA, and YASHA remain.

Gayev. My sister hasn’t got out of the habit of throwing
money about. [To Yasua.] Out of my way, fellow. You
reek of the hen house.

YasHa [grins]. And you, sir, are the same as ever.

Gavev. I beg your pardon? [To Varva.] What did he say?

VARYA [to YasHA]. Your mother’s come from the village.
She’s been sitting in the servants’ quarters since yesterday.
She wants to see you.

YasHa. Oh, bother her!

VARYA. You shameless bounder!

Yasua. I don’t care. She could have come tomorrow, couldn’t
she? [Goes out.]

VaryYA. Dear Mother is just the same as ever. Hasn’t changed
a bit. If you let her, she’d give away everything.

Gavev. I suppose so. [Pause.] When a lot of remecdies are
suggested for an illness, it means that the illness is in-
curable. I've been thinking, racking my brains; I've got
all sorts of remcdics, lots of them, which, of course, means
that I haven’t got one. It would be marvelous if somebody
left us some money. It would be marvelous if we found
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a very rich husband for Anva. It would be marvelous if
one of us went to Yaroslavl to try our luck with our great-
aunt, the Countcss. She’s very rich, you know. Very rich.

Varya [crying]. If onlv God would help us.

GavEev. Don’t howl! Our aunt is verv rich, but she doesn’t
like us. First, because my sister married a lawyer and not
a nobleman. . . . [ANYA appears in the doorway.] She
did not marry a nobleman, and she has not becn lcading
an exactly blamelcss lifc, has she? She’s a good, kind, nice
person. I'love her very much. But, however much you try
to make allowances for her, vou have to admit that she
is an immoral woman. You can sense it in every move-
ment she makes.

VARYA [in @ whisper]. Anva’s standing in the doorway.
Gavev. I beg your pardon? [Pause.] Funny thing, there’s

something in my right eye. Can’t see properly. On Thurs-
day, too, in the district court .

ANYA comes in.

Varya. Why aren’t you asleep, Anya?
ANvA. I can’tsleep, I can't.

Gavev. My little darling! [Kisses ANYA’s face and hands.]
My dear child! [Through tears.] You're not my niece,
you're my angel. You're everything to me. Believe me. Do
believe me.

ANyA. | believe you, Uncle. Lveryone loves you, everyone
respects you, but, dear Uncle, you shouldn’t talk so much.
What were you saying just now about Mother, about your
own sister? What did vou say it for?

Gavev. Well, yes, ves. [He takes her hand and covers luis
face with it.] You're quite right. It was dreadful. Dear
God, dear God, help me! That speech I made to the
bookcase today—it was so silly. The moment I finished it,
I realized how silly it was.

Varva. It's quite true, Uncle dcar. You oughtn’t to talk so
much. Just don't talk, that’s all.

Axvya. If you stopped talking, you'd feel much happier vour-
self.

Gavev. Not another word. [Kisses ANyA’s and VARYA's
hands.] Not another word. Now to business. Last Thurs-
day I was at the county court, and, well—er—I met a lot
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of pecople there, and we started talking about this and
that, and—er—it would scem that we might manage to
raisc some moncy on a promissorv note and pay the
intcrest to the bank.

Varya. Ol, if only God would help us!

Gavev. I shall be there again on Tuesday, and I'll have
another talk. [To Varya.] For goodness’ sake, don’t how]!
[To AxyA.] Your mother will have a talk with Lopakhin.
I'm sure he won'’t refuse her. After you've had your rest,
yowll go to Yaroslavl to sec your great-aunt, the Countess.
That’s_how_we _shall.tackle the prob]cm from three dif-
ferent sides, and I'm sure wc_ll_gct it settled. The interest
we shall pay. Of that I'm quite sure. [Puts a_fruit drop
in_his mouth.] T give you my word of honor, I swear bv
anything you like, the estate will not be sold! [Excitedly.]
Why, I'll stake my life on it! Here’s my hand; call me a
rotten scoundrel if I allow the auction to take place. I
stake my life on it!

ANYA [has regained her composure; she looks happy]. You're
so good, Uncle dear! So clever! [Embraces him.] I'm no
longer worried now. Not a bit worried. I'm happy.

Enter Firs.

I1rs [reproachfully]. Have you no fear of God, sir? When
are vou going to bed?

Gavev. Presently, prescntly. Go away, Firs. Never mind,
I'll undress mvself this time. Well, cluldren bye-bye now.
More about it tomorrow. Now;ou must go to bed. [Kisses
ANYA and Varya.] I'm a man of the eighties. People
don’t think much of that time, but let me tell you, I've
suffered a great deal for my convictions during my life.
It's not for nothing that the peasants love me. You have
to know your peasant, you have to know how to——

Axvya. There you go again, Uncle.

Varya. Please, Uncle dear, don’t talk so much.

Firs [angrily]. Sir!

Gavev. I'm coming, I'm coming. You two go to bed. Off
two cushions into the middle. Pot the white!

GAvEv goes out, I'1rs shuffling off after him.

ANYA. I'm not worricd anv longer now. I don’t fecl like
going to Yaroslavl. I don’t like my great-aunt, but I'm no
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longer worried. I ought to thank Uncle for that. [Sits
down.]

VaryaA. I ought to go to bed, and I shall be going in a
moment. I must tell you first that something unpleasant
happened herc while you were away. You know, of course,
that only a few old scrvants live in the old servants’
quarters: Ycfimushka, Polia, Evstigney, and, well, also
Karp. They had been letting some tramps sleep there,
but I didn’t say anything about it. Then I heard that they
were telling everybody that I'd given orders for them to
be fed on nothing but dried peas. I'm supposed to be a
miser, you see. It was all that Evstigney’s doing. Well,
I said to myself, if that’s how it is, you just wait! So I
sent for E\stlgncy [Yawns.] He comes. “What do you
mean,” | said, “Evstigney, you silly old fool?” [Looks at
A\:YA] Darlmg' [Pause.] Asleep . [Takes ANya by
the arm.] Come to bed, dear. . . . Come on! [Leads her
by the armn.] My darling’s fallen asleep. Come along.
}They go out. A shepherd’s pipe is heard playing from
ar away on the other side of the orchard. Trorixtov
walks across the stage and, catching sight of VArya and
ANYa, stops.] Shh! She’s aslecp, asleep. Come along, my
sweet.

ANYA [softly, half asleep]. I'm so tired. . . . I keep hearing

harness bells. Uncle . . . dear . . . Mother and Un-
cle ...
Varya. Come on, my sweet, comcon. . . .

They go into ANyA’s room.
Trornov [deeply moved]. My sun! My springl
Curtain.
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ACT TWO

Open country. A small tumbledown wayside chapel. Near
it, a well, some large stones, which look like old gravestones,
and an old bench. A road can be scen leading to GAYEV's
estate. On one side, a row of tall dark poplars; it is there
that the cherry orchard begins. In the distance, some tele-
graph poles, and far, far away on the horizon, the outlines
of a large town that is visible only in very fine, clear weather.

The sun is about to set. CHARLOTTE, Y ASHA, and DuNyasna

are sitting on the bench; YEPIknooov is standing nearby and

is playing a guitar; they dll sit sunk in thought. CHARLOTTE

wears a man’s old peaked hat; she has taken a shotgun from
her shoulder and is adjusting the buckle on the strap.

CHARLOTTE [pensively]. I haven’t a proper passport, I don’t
know how old I am, and I can’t help thinking that I'm
still a young girl. When I was a little girl, my father and
mother used to travel the fairs and give performances—
very good ones. I used to do the salto mortale and all sorts
of other tricks. VWWhen IFather and Mother died, a German
lady adopted me and began educating me. Very well. I
grew up and became a governess, but where I came from
and who I am, I do not know. Who my parents were, I
do not know either. They may not even have been mar-
ried. I don’t know. [Takes a cucumber out of her pocket
and starts eating it.] I don’t know anything. [Pause.] I'm
longing to talk to someonc, but there is no one to talk to.
I haven’t anyone. . . .

YerikHODOV [plays his guitar and sings]. “What care I for
the world and its bustle? What care I for my friends and
my foes?” . . . Nice to play a mandolin.

Dunvyasna. It’s a guitar, not a mandolin. [She looks at her-
self in a hand mirror and powders her face.)

Yepiknopov. To a madman in love, it’s a mandolin. [Sings
softly.] “If only my heart was warmed by the firc of love
requited.”

Yasuia joins in.
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CuarrorTE. How terribly these people sing! Ugh! Like
hyenas.

DuxyasHA [to Yasua]. All the same, you're ever so lucky to
have been abroad.

Yasua. Why, of course. Can’t help agreeing with you there.
[Yawns, then lights a cigar.]

YEepikHODOV. Stands to reason. Abroad, everything’s in excel-
lent complexion. Been like that for ages.

YasHA. Naturally.

YEpikHoDOV. I’'m 2 man of some education, I read all sorts
of remarkable books, but what I simply can’t understand
is where it’s all ]eadmg to. I mean, what do I really want
—to live or to shoot myself? In any case, I always carry
a revolver. Here it is. [Shows them his revolver]

CHARLOTTE. That’s donc. Now I can go. [Puts the shotgun
over her shoulder.] You're a very clever man, Yepikhodov.
You frighten me to death. \Women must be madly in love
with you. Brrr! [Walking away.] These clever people are
all so stupid. I've no one to talk to. Always alone, alone.

I've no one, and who I am and what I am for is a mystery.
[Walks off slowly.]

YerikHoDOV. Strictly speaking, and apart from all other
considerations, what I ought to say about myself, among
other things, is that IFate treats me without mercy, like a
storm a small boat. Even supposing I'm mistaken, why in
that case should I wake up this moming and suddenlx
find a spider of quite enormous dimensions on my chest?
As big as that. [Uses both hands to show the spider's
size.] Or again, I pick up a jug of kvass and there’s some-
thing quite outrageously indecent in it, like a cockroach.
[Pause.] Have you ever read Buckle’s History of Civili-
zation? [Pause.] May I have a word or two with you,
Dunyasha?

DunvyasHA. Oh, all right. \Vhat is it?

YepikHODOV. I'd be very much obliged if you'd let me speak
to you in private. [Sighs.]
Duxyasua [embarrassed]. All right, only first bring me my

cape, pleasc. It's hanging ncar the wardrobe. It's so damp
here.

Yepiknooov. Very well, I'll fetch it. . . . Now I know
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what to do with my revolver. [Picks up his guitar and
goes out strumming it.]

Yasua. Twenty-two Calamities! A stupid fellow, between
you and me. [Yawns.]

Dunyasna. I hope to goodness he won’t shoot himsclf.
[Pause.] I'm ever so nervous. I can’t help being worried
all the time. I was taken into service when I was a little
girl, and now I can’t live like a peasant any more. Sec my
hands? They’re ever so white, as white as a young ladv’s.
I've become so nervous, so sensitive, so like a lady. I'm
afraid of everything. I'm simply terrified. So if you de-
ceived me, Yasha, I don’t know what would happen to
my nerves.

Yasua [kisses her]. Little cucumber! Mind you, I expect
every girl to be respectable. \Vhat I dislike most is for a
girl to misbehave herself.

DuxvyasHA. I've fallen passionately in love with you, Yasha.
You're so educated. You can talkabout anything.

Pause.

YasHA [yawning]. You see, in my opinion, if a girl is in
love with somebody, it means she’s immoral. [Pause.] It
is so pleasant to smoke a cigar in the open air. [Listers.]
Someone’s coming. It’s them. . . . [DuNyAsHA embraces
him impulsively.] Please go home and look as if you've
been down to the river for a swim. Take that path or
they’ll think I had arranged to meet you here. Can’t stand
that sort of thing.

DunyasHA [coughing quietly]. Your cigar has given me an
awful headache. [Goes out.|

YASHA remains sitting near the chapel. Enter MRrs. RANEV-
sxy, GAYEV, and LOPAKHIN.

LopPAkHIN. You must make up your minds once and for all.
There’s not much time left. After all, it's quite a simple
matter. Do you agree to lcase your land for country cot-
tages or don’t you? Answer me in one word: yes or no.
Just one word.

Mgs. Ranevsky. Who's been smoking such horrible cigars
here? [Sits down.]

Gavev. Now that they’ve built the railway, things arc much
more convenicnt. [Sits down.] \We've been to town for
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lunch—pot the red in the middle! I really should have
gone in to have a game first.

Mgs. Ranevsky. There’s plentyv of time.

LopakHIN. Just one word. [Imploringly.] Please give me your
answer!

GAYEv [yawns]. I beg your pardon?

Mrs. RaNEvskY [looking in her purse]. Yesterday I had a
lot of money, but I've hardly any left today. My poor
Varya! Tries to economize by feeding cverybody on milk
soup and the old servants in the kitchen on peas, and I'm
just throwing money about stupidly. [Drops her purse,
scattering some gold coins.] Goodncss gracious, all over
the place! [She looks annoyed.]

YasHA. Allow me to pick 'em up, madam. It won’t take a
minute. [Starts picking up the coins.]

Mrs. RaNevsky. Thank you, Yasha. \WWhy on earth did I
go out to lunch? That disgusting restaurant of yours with
its stupid band, and those tablecloths smelling of soap.
Why did you have to drink so much, Leonid? Or eat so
much? Or talk so much? You did talk a lot again in the
restaurant today and all to no purpose. About the seventies
and the decadents . . . And who to? Talking about the
decadents to waiters!

LopPAkHIN. Aye. . . .

GAYEV [waving his arm]. I'm incorrigible, that’s clear. [Ir-
ritably to YasHa.] What are you hanging around here for?

Yasua [laughs]. I can’t hear your voice without laughing,
sir.

GAYEv [to his sister]. Either he or I.

MRgs. RaNevsky. Go away, Yasha. Run along.

YasHA [returning the purse to Mrs. RANEvsky]. At once,
madam. [Is hardly able to suppress his laughter.] This
very minute. [Goes out.]

LopakuiN. The rich merchant Deriganov is thinking of buy-
inlgf your estate. I'm told he’s coming to the auction him-
self.

Mgrs. RaNevsky. Where did vou hear that?

Lopaxmn. That’s what they'rc saving in town.

Gayev. Our Yaroslavl great-aunt has promised to send us
money, but when and how much wc do not know.
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LopakuiN. How much will she send? A hundred thousand?
Two hundred?

MRgs. Ranevsky. Well, I hardly think so. Ten or fifteen
thousand at most. We must be thankful for that.

LorakHIN. I'm sorry, but such improvident pcople as you,
such peculiar, unbusinesslike pecople, I'vec never met in
my life! You're told in plain language that your estate’s
going to be sold, and you don’t seem to understand.

MRrs. RaNEvsky. But what are we to do? Tecll us, please.

Loraknin. [ tell you every day. Every day I go on repeating
the same thing over and over again. You must let out the
cherry orchard and the land for country cottages, and
you must do it now, as quickly as possible. The auction is
on top of you! Try to understand! The moment you de-
cide to let your land, you’ll be able to raise as much money
as you like, and you’ll be saved.

Mzs. Ranevsky. Country cottages, holiday-makers—I'm
sorry, but it’s so vulgar.

GAYEv. I'm of your opinion entirely.

Lopaxnin. I shall burst into tears or scream or have a fit.

I can’t stand it. You’ve worn me out! [To GAYEv.] You're
a silly old woman!

GaveEv. I beg your pardon?
LoraxHIN. A silly old woman! [He gets up to go.]

MRgs. RANEvVskY [in dismay]. No, don’t go. Please stay. I beg
you. Perhaps we’ll think of something.

LopraxHIN. What is there to think of?

M~rs. Ranevsky. Please don’t go. I beg you. Somehow I
feel so much more cheerful with you here. [Pause.] I
keep expecting something to happen, as though the house
was going to collapse on top of us.

“GAYEV [deep in thought]. Cannon off the cushion. Pot into
the middle pocket. . . .

MRs. RaNEvskY. I'm afraid we’ve sinned too much

LOPAKH_? You sinned!

GAyev B&tt;ﬁg_a'mx_it_d_r_gp into_lus mouth]. They say I
squandered my entire fortune on fruit drops. [Laughs.]
Mgrs. Ranevsky. Oh, my sins! . . . I've always thrown

money about aimlessly, like a madwoman. Why, I even
married a2 man who did nothing but pile up debts. My




212 ANTON CHEKHOV [acT TWO

husband died of champagne. He drank like a fish. Then,
worse luck, I fell in love with someone, had an affair
with him, and it was just at that time—it was my first
punishment, a blow that ncarly killed me—that my boy
was drowned in the river here. I went abroad, never to
come back, never to see that river again. I shut my eyes
and ran, beside mysclf, and he followed me—pitilessly,
brutally. I bought a villa ncar Mentone because he had
fallen ill. For the next threc ycars I knew no rest, nursing
him day and night. He wore me out. Everything inside me
went dead. Then, last ycar, I had to sell the villa to pay
my dcbts. I left for Paris, where he robbed me, deserted
me, and went to live with another woman. I tried to
poison mvself. Oh, it was all so stupid, so shaming. .

It was then that I suddenly felt an urge to go back to
Russia, to my homcland, to my daughter. [Dries her eyes.]
Lord, o) Lord, be merciful! IForgive me my sins! Don’t
pumsh me any morc! [1'akes a telegram from her pocket.]
I received this tclegram from Paris today. He asks me to
forgive him. He implores me to go back. [Tears up the
telegram.] \WWhat’s that? Music? [Listens intently.)

Gayev. That’s our famous Jewish band. Remember? IFour
fiddles, a flute, and a double bass.

Mgrs. RaNEvsky. Docs it still exist? \We ought to arrange a
party and have them over to the house.

LopaxHIN [listening]. I don’t hear any thing. [Sings quietly.]
“And the Germans, if you pay ’em, will turn a Russian
into a Frenchman.” [Laughs.]'I saw an cxcellent play at
the theatre last night. It was very amusing.

MRrs. Ranevsky. I don’t suppose it was amusing at all. You
shouldn’t be watching plays, but should be watching vour-
selves more often. VWhat dull lives you live. What non-
sense you talk.

Lopakmin. Perfectly true. Let’s admit quite frankly that the
life we lead is utterly stupid. [Pause.] My father was a
peasant, an idiot. He understood nothing. He taught me
nothing. He just bcat me when he was drunk and alwavs
with a stick. As a matter of fact, I'm just as big a block-
head and an idiot mysclf. I never learnt anything, and my
handwriting is so abominable that I'm ashamed to let
people see it.

MRrs. RANEvVsKY. You ought to get married, my friend.
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LorakmiN. Yes. That’s truc.
MRrs. RaNEvsKkY. Married to our Varya. She’s a nice girl.
LorakHIN. Aye. . . .

Mgrs. R Nevsky. Her father was a peasant too. She’s a hard-
working girl, and she loves you. That’s the important
thing. \Why, you've been fond of her for a long time
yourself.

LoraknIN. Very well. I've no objection. She’s a good girl.
Pause.

Gavev. I've been offered a job in a bank. Six thousand a
year. Have you heard, Lyuba?

Mgrs. RaNEvsky. You in a bank! You'd better stay where you
are.

FIrs comes in carrying an overcoat.

Firs [to GaYEv]. Please put it on, sir. It’s damp out here.

GavEev [putting on the overcoat]. You're a damned nuisance,
my dear fellow.

Firs. Come along, sir. Don’t be difficult. . . . This mom-
ing, too, you went off without saying a word. [Looks him
over.]

Mzgs. Ranevsky. How you've aged, Firs!

Firs. What’s that, ma’am?

LopakmN. Your mistress says you've aged a lot.

I'1rs. I've been alive a long time. They were trying to marry
mc off before your dad was born. . . . [Laughs.] When
freedom came, I was already chief valet. I refused to ac-
cept freedom and stayed on with my master. [Pause.] I
well remember how glad everyonc was, but what they
were glad about, they did not know themsclves.

Lorpaxnin. It wasn’t such a bad life before, was it? At least,
they flogged you.

I'1rs [not hearing him]. I should say so. The pcasants stuck
to their masters and the masters to their peasants. Now
cverybody docs what he likes. You can’t understand noth-
ing.

Gayev. Shut up, Firs. I have to go to town tomorrow. I've

been promised an introduction to a gencral who might
lend us some moncey on a promissory note.
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LopakuiN. Nothing will come of it. You won’t pay the
interest, either. You may be sure of that.
Mgrs. Ranevsky. Ol, hi¢’s just imagining things. There aren’t
any generals.
Enter TroFIMOV, ANYA, and VARYA.

Gaxev. Here they arc at last.
ANYA. There’s Mother.

MRs. RANEVskY [dffectionately]. Come here, come here, my
dears. [Embracing ANYA and VARyA.] If only you knew
how much I love you both. Sit down beside me. That’s
right.

All sit down.
LopakHIN. Our eternal student is always walking about with
the young ladies.
Troriyov. Mind your own business.
Lorakuin. He's nearly fifty and he’s still a student.
TroriMov. Do drop your idiotic jokes.
LoraxHIN. Why are you so angry, you funny fellow?
Trorimov. Well, stop pestering me.
LopaxkHuIN [laughs]. Tell me, what do you think of me?

TrorFimov. Simply this: You're a rich man and you’ll soon
be a millionaire. Now, just as a beast of prey devours
everything in its path and so helps to preserve the balance

\ of nature, so you, too, perform a similar function.

- They dll laugh.

VaRya. You'd better tell us about the planets, Peter.

Mgs. RaNEvsky. No, let’s carry on with what we were talk-
ing about yesterday.

Trorir1ov. What was that?

GavEev. Pnide.

Trormov. We talked a lot yesterday, but we didn’t arrive
at any conclusion. As you see it, there’s something mysti-
cal about the proud man. You may be right for all I
know. But try to look at it simply, without being too
clever. What ‘sort of pride is it, 1s therc any sense in it
if, physiologically, man is far from perfect? If, in fact, he
is, in the vast majority of cases, coarse, stupld and pro-



THE CHERRY ORCHARD 215

foundly unhappy? It’s time we stopped admiring our-
selves. All we must do is—work!

Gavyev. We're going to die all the same.

Trormov. Who knows? And what do you mean by “wc’re

going to die”? A man may possess a hundred senscs.
When he dics, he loses only the five we know. The other
ninety-five live on.

Mgs. RaNEvskY. How clever you are, Peterl
Lopaxmin [ironically]. O, frightfully!

Trorivov. Mankind marches on, perfecting its powers.
Everything that is incomprehensible to us now, will one
day become familiar and comprehensible. All we have to
do is to work and do our best to assist those who are
looking for the truth. Here in Russia only a few pcople
are working so far. The vast majority of the educated
people I know, do nothing. They aren’t looking for any-
thing. They are quite incapable of doing any work. They
call themselves intellectuals, but speak to their servants
as inferiors and treat the peasants like animals. They're
not particularly keen on their studies, they don’t do any
serious reading, they arc bone idle, they merely talk about
science, and they undcrstand very little about art. They
arc all so solemn, they look so very grave, they talk only
of important matters, they philosophize. Yet anyonc can
sce that our workers arc abominably fed, sleep on bare
boards, thirty and forty to a room—bedbugs everywhere,
stench, damp, moral turpitude. It’s therefore obvious that
all our fine phrases are merely a way of deluding oursclves
and others. Tell me, where arc all those children’s créches
people are talking so much about? Where are the reading
rooms? You find them only in novels. Actually, we haven’t
any. All we have is dirt, vulgarity, brutality. I dislikc and
I’'m frightened of all these solemn countenances, just as

I'm frightened of all serious conversations. Why not shut
up for once?

Lopaxmx. Well, I get up at five o’clock in the morning, I
work from morning till night, and I've always lots of
money on me—minc and other pcople’s—and I can see
what the people around me are like. One has only to start
doing somcthing to rcalize how few honest, decent people
there are about. Sometimes when I lie awake, I keep think-
ing: Lord, you've given us vast forests, boundless plains,
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iinmense horizons, and living here, we ourselves ought
really to be giants

Mrs. Raxevsky. You want giants, do you? They’re all right
only in fairy tales. Elsewhere they frighten me. [Yepixuo-

pov crosses the stage in the background, playing his gui-
tar. Pensively.] There goes Yepikhodov.

AxyA [pensively]. There goes Yepikhodov.
Gavev. The sun’s set, ladics and gentlemen.
Trormov. Yes.

Gavxev [softly, as though declaiming]. Oh, nature, glorious
nature! Glowing with cternal radiance, beautiful and in-
different, you, whom we call Mother, uniting in yoursclf
both life and death, vou—Ilifc-giver and destroyer . . .

Varya [imploringly]. Darling Uncle!

Axya. Uncle, again!

Trorimov. You'd far better pot the red in the middle.
Gayev. Not another word! Not another word!

They dll sit deep in thought. Everything is still. The silence

is broken only by the subdued muttering of Firs. Suddenly

a distant sound is heard. It seems to come from the sky,

the sound of a breaking string, slowly dying away, melan-
choly.

MRrs. RaNevsky. What's that?

Lopaxuin. I don’t know. I expect a bucket must have broken
somewhere far away in a coal mine, but somewhere a
very long distance away.

Gavyev. Perhaps it was a bird, a heron or something.

Trormov. Or an eagle-owl.

Mgrs. RaNEvsky [shudders]. It makes me feel dreadful for
some reason.

Pause.

Firs. Same thing happcned before the misfortunc: the owl
hooted and the samovar kept hissing.

Gayev. Before what misfortunc?

I'1rs. Before they gave us our frecdom.

Pause.
Mgrs. Raxevsky. Come, Ict’s go in, myv friends. It’s getting
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dark. [To Axva.] There are tears in vour eves. \What's
the matter, darling? [I<mbraces her.]

ANyA. It’s nothing, Mother. Nothing.

TroFix1ov. Someone’s coming.

A HixeR appears. He wears a shabby white peaked cap and
an overcoat; he is slightly drunk.

HikeRr. Excuse me, is this the way to the station?

GAvEv. Yes, follow that road.

Hiker. I'm greatly obliged to you, sir. [Coughs.] Glorious
weather . . . [Declaiming.] Brother, my suffering brother,
come to the Vo]ga you whose groans . . . [To Vary a]
Mademoiselle, won’t you give thirty LopecLs to a starving
Russian citizen?

VARYA, frightened, utters a little scream.
LopakHIN [angrily]. There’s a limit to the most disgracceful
behavior.

Mgrs. RANEVSKY [at a loss]. Here, take this. [Looks for some
money in her purse.] No silver. Never mind, have this
gold one.

Hixer. Profoundly grateful to you, ma’am. [Goes out.]
Laughter.

Varya [frightened]. I'm going away. I'm going away. Good
heavens, Mother dear, there’s no food for the servants in
the house, and you gave him a gold sovereign!

Mgs. Ranevsky. What’s to be done with a fool like me? I'll
give you all I have when we get home. You’'ll lend me
some more money, Lopakhin, won’t you?

LopakuIN. With pleasure.

Mpgs. Ranevsky. Let’s go in. It’s time. By the way, Varya,
we’ve found you a husband here. Congratulations.

VARyA [through tears]. This isn’t a joking matter, Nother.

LopakmN. Okhmelia, go to a nunnery!

Gayev. Look at my hands. They're shaking. It’s a long time
since I had a game of billiards.

Lopakmn. Okhmelia, O nymph, remember me in vour
pravers!

Mgs. Ranevsky. Come along, come along, it’s almost sup-
per time.
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VaRryA. That man frightened me. My heart’s still pounding.

LopakHIN. Let me remind you, ladies and gentlemen: The
cherry orchard is up for sale on the twenty-second of
August. Think about it! Think!

They all go out except TRoFINIOV and ANYA.

ANYA [laughing]. I'm so glad the hiker frightened Varya.
Now we are alone.

TroFmvov. Varya’s afraid we might fall in love. That’s why
she follows us around for days on end. With her narrow
mind she cannot grasp that we are above love. The
whole aim and meaning of our life is to bypass every-
thing that is petty and illusory, that prevents us from
being free and happy. Forward! Let us march on irresisti-
bly toward the bright star shining there in the distance!
IForward! Don’t lag behind, friends!

ANYA [clapping her hands excitedly]. You talk so splendidly!
[Pause.] It’s so heavenly here today!

TrorFmmov. Yes, the weather is wonderful.

ANYA. What have you done to me, Peter? \Why am I no
longer as fond of the cherry orchard as before? I loved
it so dearly. I used to think there was no lovelier place
on earth than our orchard.

Trorimov. The whole of Russia is our orchard. The earth
is great and beautiful. There are lots of lovely places on
[Pause.] Think, Anva: your grandfather, your great-
grandfather, and all your ancestors owned serfs. They
owned living souls. Can’t you sec human bcings looking
at you from every cherry tree in your orchard, from
every leaf and every trce trunk? Don’t you hear their
voices? To own living souls—that’s what has changed vou
all so much, you who are living now and those who
lived before you. That’s why your mother, you yourself,
and your uncle no longer realize that you are living on
borrowed capital, at other pcople’s expense, at the expense
of those whom you don’t admit farther than vour
entrance hall. We are at least two hundred years behind
the times. \Ve haven’t got anvthing at all. Wec have no
definite attitude toward our past. W just philosophize,
complain of depression, or drink vodka. Isn’t it abun-
dantly clear that before we start living in the present, we
must_atone for our past,_make an enra of it>And afone
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for it we can only by suffering, by extraordinary, un-
ceasing labor. Understand that, Anya.

Axya. The house we live in hasn’t really been ours for a
long time. I'm going to leave it. I give you my word.

TrorFmov. If you have the keys of the house, throw them
into the well and go away. Be free as the wind.

ANYA [rapturously]. How well you said it!

TroFiMov. Believe me, Anya, belicve me! I’'m not yet
thirty, 'm young, I'm still a student, but I've been
through hell morc than once. I'm driven from pillar to
post. In winter I'm half-starved, I'm ill, worried, poor
as a beggar. You can’t imagine the terrible places I've
been to! And yet, alwavs, everv moment of the day and
night, my heart was full of incffable visions of the future.
I feel, I'm quite sure, that happincss is coming, Anya. I
can see it coming a]ready.

AxYA [pensively]. The moon is rising.
YEepikHODOV can be heard playing the samne-sad tune ds
before on his guitar. The moon rises. Somewhere near the

poplars VARYA is looking for ANyA and calling, “Anya,
where are you?”

TroriMov. Yes, the moon is rising. [Pause.] There it is—
happiness! It's coming nearer and nearer. Already I can
hear its footsteps, and if we never sce it, if we never
know it, what does that matter? Others will see it.

VARYA [offstage]. Anya, where are you?
Trornov. That Varya again! [Angrily.] Disgusting!
AxyA. Never mind, let’s go to the river. It’s lovely there.
Trorinov. Yes, let’s.
They go out.
Varya [offstage]. Anya! Anya!
Curtain.
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ACT TIIREE

The drawing room, separated by an archway from the ball-
room. A candelabra is alight. The [ewish band can be heard
playing in the entrance hall. It is the same band that is
mentioned in Act Two. IEvening. In the ballroon: people
are dancing the Grande Ronde. SiaxizoNov-PISHCHIK'S voice
can be heard crying out, “Promenade a une paire!” T'hey all
come out into the drawing room: Pisucuix and CHARLOTTE
the first couple, TRoFIMOV and NRs. RANEVSKY the second,
AxYA and a Post OFFICE CLERK the third, VARYA and the
STATIONMASTER the fourth, and so on. VARYA is quietly
crying and dries her eyes as she dances. The last couple
consists of DuNyasHA and a partner. They walk across the
drawing room. PisucHik shouts, “Grande Ronde balancez!”
and “Les cavaliers d genoux et remerciez vos dames!”

Firs, wearing a tailcoat, brings in soda water on a tray.
PisucHik and TrorIMOV come into the drawing room.

PisucHixk. I've got high blood-pressure. I've had two strokes
already, and I ﬁnd dancing hard work. But, as the say-
ing goes, if you're one of a pack, wag your tall whether
vou bark or not. As a matter of fact, I'm as strong as a
liorse. My father, may he rest in peace, liked his little
joke, and speaking about our family pedigree, he used to
say that the ancient line of the Simeonov-Pishchiks came
from the horse that Caligula had made a senator. [Sits
down.] But you see, the trouble is that I have no money.
A hungry dog behe\es only in meat. [Snores, but wakes
up again at once.] I'm just the same. All I can think of
is money.

Trormmov. There really is something horsy about you.

IisucHik. Well, a horse is a good beast. You can sell a
horse.

From an adjoining room comes the sound of people playing
billiards. VARYA appears in the ballroom under the archway.

TroFiMoOV [teasing her]. Mrs. Lopakhin! Mrs. Lopakhin!
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VARYA [angrily]. Moth-eaten gentleman!

Trormnov. Well, I am a moth-caten gentleman and proud
of it.

Varya [brooding bitterly]. \WWc've hired a band, but how
we are going to pay forit, I don’t know. [Goes out.]

TroFyov [to Pisucuik]. If the cnergy you have wasted
throughout your life looking for moncy to pay the in-
terest on your debts had been spent on somcthing else,
vou'd most probably have succeeded in turning the world
upside down.

Pisucuik. Nietzsche, the famous philosopher—a great man,
a man of great intellect—says in his works that there’s
nothing wrong about forging bank notes.

Troriaov. Have you read Nietzsche?

Pisucuix. Well, actually, Dashenka told me about it. I
don’t mind telling you, though, that in my present posi-
tion I might even forge bank notes. The day after to-
morrow I’ve got to pay three hundred and ten rubles. I've
already got one hundred and thirty. [Feels his pockets, in
alarm.] My money’s gone, I've lost my money! [Through
tears.] \Vhere is it? [Happily.] Al, here it is, in the lining.
Lord, the shock brought me out in a cold sweat!

Enter MRrs. RANEVskY and CHARLOTTE.

Mgrs. Raxevsky [hums a popular Georgian dance tune].
Why is Leonid so late? What’s he doing in town? [To
Duxvyasua.] Offer the band tea, please.

Trorirzov. I don’t suppose the auction has taken place.

Mgs. RaNevsky. What a time to have a band! What a time
to give a party! Oh well, never mind. [Sits down and
hums quietly.]

CHARLOTTE [hands PisHcHIK a pack of cards]. Here's a
pack of cards. Think of a card.

Pisucuixk. All right.
CuarrorTE. Now shuffle the pack. That’s right. Now give

it to me. Now, then, my dear Mr. Pishchik, eins, zwei,
drei! Look in your breast pocket. Is it there?

Pisucmx [takes the card out of his breast pocket]. The
cight of spades! Absolutely right! [Surprised.] Good Lord!

CuarLoTTE [holding a pack of cards on the palm of her
hand, to Trorizov]. Tell me, quick, what's the top card?
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Trormov. Well, Iet’s say the queen of spades.

CuarroTTE. Here it is. [T'o Pisuciik.] What's the top card
now?

PisucHik. The ace of hearts.

CuarLOTTE. Here you arc! [Claps her hands and the pack of
cards dzsappears] What lovely weather we're having
today. [A mysterious female voice, which seems to come
from under the floor, answers: “Oh yes, glorious weather,
madam!”’] You’re my ideal, you’re so nice! [The voice: “I
like you very much too, madam.”)

STATIONMASTER [clapping his hands]. Bravo, Madame Ven-
triloquist!

PisacHik (looking surprised]. Good Lord! Enchanting,
Miss Charlotte, I’m simply in love with you.

CHARLOTTE. In love! Are you sure you can love? Guter
Mensch, aber schlechter Musikant.

TroFmMov [claps Pisucuix on the shoulder]. Good old
horse!

CHARLOTTE. Attention, please. One more trick. [She takes
a rug from a chair] Here’s a very good rug. I'd like to
sell it. [Shaking it.] Who wants to buy it?

PisHcHIK [surprised]. Good Lord!

CHARLOTTE. Eins, zwei, drei! [Quickly snatching up the rug,
which she had let fdll, she reveals ANYA standing behind
it. ANYA curtseys, runs to her mother, embraces her, and
runs back to the ballroom amid general enthusiasm.)

Mgs. RANEVSKY [applauding]. Bravo, bravo!

CuarLOTTE. Now, once more. Lins, zwei, dreil [Lifts the
rug; behind it stands VAryaA, who bows.]

PisucHIK [surprised]. Good Lord!

CHARLOTTE. The end! [Throws the rug over PisHCHIK,
curtseys, and runs off to the ballroom.]

Pisuciik [running after her]. The hussy! What a woman,
eh? What a woman! [Goes out.]

Mgrs. Ranevsky. Still no Leonid. I can’t understand what
he can be doing in town all this time. It must be over
now. Lither the estate has been sold or the auction
didn’t take place. Why keep us in suspense so long?

VARYA [trying to comfort her]. I'm certain Uncle must have
bought it.
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TroFiMoOV [sarcastically]. Oh, to be surc!

Varya. Our great-aunt sent him power of attorney to buy
the estatc m her name and transfer the mortgage to her.
She’s done it for Anva’s sake. God will help us and Uncle
will buy it. I'm sure of it.

Mrs. RANEvVskY. Your great-aunt sent fiftecn thousand to
buy the estate in her name. She doesn’t trust us—but
the money wouldn’t cven pay the interest. [She covers
her face with her hands.] My whole future is bcing
decidcd today, my future. . . .

TRroFInOV [teasing VARYA]. Mrs. Lopakhin!

VARYA [crossly]. Etemal student! Expelled twice from the
university, weren’t you?

Mgs. Ranevsky. Why are you so cross, Varya? He’s teasing
you about Lopakhin. Well, what of it? Marry Lopakhin
if you want to. He is a nice, interesting man. If you don’t
want to, don’t marry him. Nobody’s forcing you, darling.

VaryA. I regard such a step scriously, Mother dear. I don’t
mind being frank about it: He is a nice man, and I like
him.

M-rs. RaNevsky. Well, marrv him. \What are you waiting
for? That’s what I can’t understand.

VarvA. But, Mother dear, I can’t very well propose to him
myself, can I? Everyone’s been talking to me about him
for the last two years. Everyone! But he either says
nothing or makes jokes. I quite understand. He’s making
money. He has his business to think of, and he hasn’t
time for me. If I had any money, just a little, a hundred
rubles, I'd give up everything and go right away as far
as possible. I'd have gone into a convent.

Trorimov. Wonderful!

Varva [to Trorimov]. A student ought to be intclligent!
[In a gentle voice, through tears.] How plain you've
grown, Peter! IHow you’ve aged! [To Mgs. RANEVSKY. 10

longer crying] 1 can’t live without having something
to do, Mother! I must be doing something all the time,

Fnter YAsHA.

Yasua [hardly able to restrain his laughter]. Yepikhodov’s
broken a billiard cue! [Goes out.]

Varva. What's Yepikhodov doing here? Who gave him



224 ANTON CHEKHOV [AcT THREE

permission to play billiards? Can’t understand these
people! [Goes out.]

MRrs. RaNevsky. Don’t tease her, Peter. Don’t you see she is
unhappy enough already?

TrorFmrov. She’s a bit too conscientious. Pokes her nose
into other peoplc’s affairs. \Vouldn'’t leave me and Anya
alone all summer. Afraid we might have an affair. \Vhat
business is it of hers? Besides, the idea never entered my
head. Such vulgarity is beneath me. We are above love.

MRgs. RaNEvsky. So, I supposc I must be beneath love. [In
great agitation.] Why isn’t Leonid back? All I want to
know is: Has the estate been sold or not? Such a calainity
sceins so incredible to me that I don’t know what to think.
I'm completely at a loss. I fecl like screaming, like doing
something silly. Help me, Peter. Say something. For
God’s sake, say something!

Trormarov. What does it matter whether the estate’s been
sold today or not? The estate’s been finished and done
with long ago. There’s no turning back. The road to it
is closed. Stop worrying, my dear. You mustn’t deccive
yourself. Look the truth straight in the face for once in
your life.

Mprs. Ranevsky. What truth? You can see where truth is
and where it isn’t, but I seem to have gone blind. I scc
nothing. You boldly solve all important problems, but
tell me, dear boy, isn’t it because you’re young, isn’t it
because you haven’t had the time to live through the
consequences of any of your problems? You look ahcad
boldly, but isn’t it because you ncither see nor expect
anything terrible to happen to you, because life is still
hidden from your young eyes? You're bolder, more honest,
you see much deeper than any of us, but think carefully,
try to understand our position, be generous even a llttk
sparc me. I was born here, you know. My father and
mother lived here, and my grandfather also. I love this
house. Life has no meaning for me without the cherry
orchard, and if it has to be sold, then let me be sold
with it. [Embraces Troriaiov and kisses him on the
forehead.] Don’t you see, my son was drowned here.
[\Weeps.] Have pity on 1nc, my good, kind friend.

Trormriov. You know I sympathize with you with all my
heart.
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Mrs. RaNEvsky. You should have put it differently. [Takes
out her handkerchief. A telegram falls on the floor.] My
heart is so heavy today. You can’t imagine how hcavy. I
can’t bear this noise. The slightest sound makes me
shudder. I'm trembling all over. I'm afraid to go to my
room. I’m terrified to be alone. . . . Don’t condemn me,
Peter. I love you as my own son. I'd gladly let Anya marry
vou, I swear I would. Only, my dear boy, you must study,
vou must finish your coursc at the university. You never
do anything. You just drift from one place to another.
‘That’s what’s so strange. Isn’t that so? Isn’t it? And you
should do something “about your beard. Make it grow,
somehow. [Laughs.] You arc funny!

TRoFIMOV [picking up the telegram]. 1 have no wish to be
handsome.

Mrs. Raxevsky. That telegram’s from Paris. I get one every
day. Yesterday and today. That wild man is ill again,
in trouble again. Ie asks me to forgive him. He begs
me to come back to him, and I really think I ought to
be going back to Paris to be near him for a bit. You're
looking very stern, Pcter. But what’s to be done, my dear
boy? What am I to do? Ilc’s ill. He’s lonely. Ile’s un-
happy. Who'll look after him there? Who'll stop him
from doing something silly? Who'll give him his medicine
at the right time? And, why hide it? Why be silent about
it? I love him. That's obvious. I love him. I love him.
He’s a millstone round my neck and he’s dragging me
down to the bottom with him, but I love the millstone,
and I can’t live without it. [Presses TroFnmov’'s hand.]
Don'’t think badly of me, Peter. Don’t say anything. Don’t
speak.

Trornov [through tears]. IFor God’s sake—forgive my
being so frank, but he left you penniless!

Mrs. Ranevsky. No, no, no! You mustn’t say that. [Puts
her hands over her ears.]

TrorFztov. Why, he's a scoundrel, and you're the only one
who doesn’t seem to know it. II¢’s a petty scoundrel, a
nonentity.

Mgrs. RANEVSKY [angry but restraining herself]. You're
twenty-six or twenty-scven, but you’re still a schoolboy
—a sixth-grade schoolboy!

Trorizov. What docs that matter?
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MRrs. RANEVsKY. You ought to be a man. A person of your
age ought to understand people who are in love. You
ought to be in love yourself. You ought to fall in love.
[Angrily.] Yes! Yes! And you're not so pure either. You're
just a prude, a ridiculous crank, a freak!

TrorimMov [horrified]. What is she saying?

Mgrs. RANEvVskY. “I'm above love!” You're not above love,
you're simply what Firs calls a nincompoop. Not have a
mistress at your age!

Trorinmov [horrified]. This is terrible! \What is she saying?
[Walks quickly into the ballroom, clutching his head.] It’s.
dreadful! I can’t! I'll go away! [Goes out but immediately

comes back.] All is at an end between us! [Goes out into
the hall.]

Mnrs. RANEVskY [shouting after him]. Peter, wait! You
funny boy, I was only joking. Pcter!

Someone can be heard running rapidly up the stairs and
then suddenly falling downstairs with a crash. ANYA and
VARYA scream, followed immediately by laughter.

MRgs. RaNevsky. What's happened?

ANYA [laughing, runs in]. Peter’s fallen down the stairs!
[Runs out.]

Mgrs. RaNevsky. What an eccentric! [The STATIONMASTER
stands in the middle of the bdllroom and recites “The
Fallen Woman” by Alexey Tolstoy. The others listen.
But he has hardly time to recite a few lines when the
sound of a waltz comes from the entrance hall, and the
recitation breaks off. Everyone dances. TROFIMOV, ANYA,
VARYA, and MRs. RANEvVskY enter from the hall.] \Well,
Peter dear, you pure soul, I'm sorry. . . . Come, let’s
dance. [Dances with TroFIaIOV.]

ANYA and VARYA dance together. I'1rs comes in and stands
his walking stick near the side door. YAsHA has also come in
from the drawing room and is watching the dancing.

Yasua. Well, Granpa!

Firs. I'm not feeling too well. We used to have generals,
barons, and admirals at our dances before, but now we
send for the post office clerk and the stationmaster. Even
they are not too keen to come. Afraid I'm getting weak.
The old master, the mistress’'s grandfather, that is, used
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to give us powdered sealing wax for medicine. It was his
prescription for all illnesses. I've been taking scaling wax

every day for the last twenty years or more. That’s perhaps
why I'm still alive.

Yasua. You make me sick, Grandpa. [Yawns.] I wish you
was dead.
Firs. Ugh, you nincompoop! [Mutters.]

Troriniov and MRs. RANEvskY dance in the ballroom and
then in the drawing room.

Mrs. RaNevsky. Merci. I think I'll sit down a bit. [Sits
down.] I'm tired.

Enter ANYA.
ANYA [agitated]. A man in the kitchen said just now that
the cherry orchard has been sold today.
Mgrs. RaNEvsky. Sold? Who to?
AxyaA. He didn’t say. He’s gone away now.
ANYA dances with TrorFizov; both go off to the ballroom.

Yasua. Some old man gossiping, madam. A stranger.

Firs. Master Leonid isn’t here yet. Hasn’t returned. Wear-
ing his light autumn overcoat. He might catch cold.
Oh, these youngsters!

Mgrs. Ranevsky. I shall die! Yasha, go and find out who
bought it.

Y asua. But he’s gone, the old man has. [Laughs.]

Mrs. Ranevsky [a little annoyed]. Well, what are you
laughing at? What are you so pleased about?

Yasua. Ycpikhodov's a real scream. Such a fool! Twenty-
two Calamities!

Mgrs. RaNevsky. Firs, where will you go if the cstate’s sold?

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

MRgrs. RaNevsky. You look awful! Are vou ill? You'd better
go to bed.

I'1rs. Me to bed, ma’am? [Ironically.] If I goes to bed, who's
going to do the waiting? \Who's going to look after every-
thing? I'm the only onc in the whole house.

Yasua [to Mrs. RaNevsky]. I'd like to ask you a favor,
madam. If you go back to Paris, will vou take me with
vou? It’s quite impossible for me to stay here. [Looking
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round, in an undertone.] You know perfectly well your-
self what an uncivilized country this is—the common
people are so immoral—and besides, it’s so boring here,
the food in the kitchen is disgusting, and on top of it,
there’s that old Firs wandering about, muttering all
sorts of inappropriate words. Take me with you, madam,
pleasel

Enter PisHCHIK.

Pisucrik. May I have the pleasure of a little dance, fair
lady? [MRs. RANEvsky goes with him.] I'll have one
hundred and eighty rubles off vou all the same, my dear,
charming lady. . I will, indeed. [They dance] One
hundred and eight) tubles.

They go into the ballroom.

YasHa [singing softly]. “Could you but feel the agitated
beating of my heart.”

In the ballroom a woman in a gray top hat and check
trousers can be seen jumping about and waving her arms.
Shouts of “Bravo, Charlotte! Bravo!”

DuxvyasHa [stops to powder her face]. Miss Anva told e
to join the dancers becausc there are lots of gentlemen and
very few ladies. But dancing makes me dizzy and my heart
begins beating so fast. I sav, Firs, the post office clerk
said something to me just now that quite took my breath
away.

The music becomes quieter.

I'1rs. \Vhat did he say to vou?

DuxyasHa. “You're like a flower,” he said.

Yasua [yawning]. What ignorance! [Goes out.]

Duxvyasua. Like a flower! I'm ever so delicate, and I love
people saying nice things to me!

Figs. You'll come to a bad end, my girl. Mark my words..

LEnter YEPIKHODOV.

Yerixnopov. You seem to avoid me, Dunyasha. Just as if
I was some insect. [Sighs.] O, life!

JPunyasra. What do vou want?

Yeriknopov. No doubt vou may be right. [Sighs.] But, of
coursc, , if one looks at things from a certain point of
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view, then, if I may say so and if you'll forgive my frank-
ness, you have reduced me absolutely to a state of mind.
I know what Fate has in store for me. Every dav some
calamity overtakes me, but I got used to it so long ago
that I just look at iny Fate and smile. You gave me your
word, and though I

Dux~vyasHA. Let’s talk about it some other time. Leave me
alone now. Now, I am dreaming. [Plays with her fan.]

YEeprixHoDOV. Every dayv some calamity overtakes me, and
I—let me say it quite frankly—why, I just smile, laugh
even.

Enter Varya from the ballroom.

Varya. Are you still here, Simon! \What an ill-mannered
fellow you are, to be sure! [To Duxvasua.] Be off with
vou, Dunyasha [To Yerixnopov.] First you go and play
billiards and break a cuc, and now you wander about the
drawing room as if you were a guest.

YerikHoDOV. It’s not your placc to reprimand me, if you
don’t mind my saying so.

VARYA. I'm not reprimanding vou. I'm telling you. All vou
do is drift about from one place to another without ever
doing a stroke of work. \Wc're employing an office clerk,
but goodness knows why.

Yepiknooov [offended]. \Vhether I work or drift about,
whether I cat or play billiards, is something which only
people older than you, people who know what they're
talking about, should decide.

Varya. How dare vou talk to me like that? [Flaring up.]
How dare you? I don’t know what I'm talking about,
don't I? Get out of here! This instant!

YEepiknooov [cowed]. Express yourself with more dclicacy,
pleasc.

Varya [beside herself]. Get out of here this minute! Out!
[I1e goes toward the door, and she follows him.] Twenty-
two Calamities! Don’t let me sce you here again! Never
sct foot here again! [YEPikHODOV goes out. Ile can be
heard saying behind the door: “I'll lodge a complaint.”)
O, so you're coming back, arc vou? [Picks up the stick
which T'1rs has left near the door.] Come on, comc on,
I'll show you! Coming, arc you? \Well, take that! [Sumgs
the stick as LopAkIiiIN comes in.]
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Loprakuin. Thank you very much!
VARYA [angrily and derisively]. I'm so sorry!

Loraxuin. It’s quite all right. Greatly obliged to vou for
the kind reccption.

VaRryA. Don’t mention it. [\Walks away, then looks round
and inquires gently.] I didn’t hurt you, did I?

LoraxkHiN. Oh no, not at all. There’s going to be an cnor-
mous bump on my head for all that.

Voices in the ballroom: “Lopakhin’s arrived. Lopakhin!”

Pisacuik. Haven’t hcard from jyou or seen you for agcs,
my dear fellow! [Lmbraces LopaxuiN.] Do I dctect a
smell of brandy, dcar boy? \Ve're doing very well here,
too.

Enter Mrs. RANEVSKY.

Mgs. Raxevsky. Is it vou, Lopakhin? Why have you bcen
so long? Where’s Leonid?

LoraxHiN. He came back with me. He'll be here in a
moment.

Mrs. RaNEvsky [agitated]. \Well, what happened? Did the
auction take place? Spcak, for heaven’s sake!

LoraxkHIN [embarrassed, fearing to betray his joy]. The
auction was over by four o’clock. We missed our train

and had to wait till half past nine. [With a deep sigh.]
Ol dear, I'in afraid I feel a little dizzy.

Enter GAYEv. He carrics some parcels in his right hand and
wipes away his tears with his left.

Mgrs. Ranevsky. What's the matter, Leonid? \Vell? [Im-
patiently, with tears.] Quick, tell me for heaven’s sakc!

Gavev [doesn’t answer, only waves his hand resignedly; to
Firs, weeping]. Hcre, take these—anchovies, Kerch her-
rings . . . I've had nothing to eat all day. I've had a
terrible time. [The door of the billiard roon: is open; the
click of billiard bdlls can be heard and Yasua's voice:
“Seven and eighteen!” GAYEV's expression changes. He
is no longer crying.] I'm awfully tired. Come and help
me change, Firs.

GAYEvV goes off through the ballroom to his own room,
followed by Firs.
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Pisucuik. Well, what happened at the auction? Come,
tell us!

MRs. RaNEvsky. I]as the cherry orchard been sold?
Lorakuiv. It has.

Mgs. RaNevsky. \Who bought it?

LopakmiN. L bought it. [Pause. MRrs. RANEvsKY is crushed;
she would have collapsed on the floor if she had not heen
standing near an armchair. VARYA takes the keys from
her belt, throws them on the floor in the center of the
drawing room, and goes out.] I bought it! Onc moment,
plcase, ladies and gentlemen. I feel dazed. I can't talk.

. [Laughs.] Decriganov was already there when we got
to the auction. Gayev had only fifteen thousand, and
Deriganov began his bidding at once with thirty thousand
over and above the mortgage. I realized the position at
oncc and took up his challenge. I bid forty. He bid forty-
five. Ile kept raising his bid by five thousand and I by
adding another ten thousand. \WVell, it was soon over. I
bid ninety thousand on top of the arrears, and the cherry
orchard was knocked down to me. Now the cherry
orchard is mine! Mine! [Laughs loudly.] Merciful heavens,
the cherry orchard’s mine! Come on, tell me, tell me I'm
drunk. Tell me I'm out of my mind. Tell me I’'m imagin-
ing it all. [Stamps his feet.] Don’t laugh at me! If my
father and my grandfather were to rise from their graves
and see what’s happened, scc how their Yermolay, their
beaten and half-literate Yermolay, Yermolay who used to
run around barcfoot in winter, sce how that same Yermo-
lav bought this estate, the most beautiful estatc in the
world! I've bought the estate where my father and grand-
father were slaves, where they weren’t even allowed inside
the kitchen. I must be drcaming. I must be imagining it
all. It can’t be truc. It’s all a igment of your imagination,
shrouded in mystery. [Picks up the keys, smiling affec-
tionately.l She’s thrown down the keys. Wants to show
she’s no longer the mistress here. [Jingles the keys.] Oh
well, never mind. [The band is heard tuning up.] Ilev vou,
musicians, play something! I want to hear vou. Comc
all of you! Come and watch Yermolay Lopakhin take an
axe to the cherry orchard. Watch the trees come crashing
down. Wec’'ll cover the place with country cottages, and
our grandchildren and great-grandchildren will sec a new

*
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life springing up herc. Strike up the music! [The band
plays. MRrs. RANEvVskY has sunk into a chair and is weep-
ing bitterly. Reproachfully.] Why did you not listen to
me? You poor dear, you will never get it back now. [With
tears.] Oh, if only all this could be over soon, if only
our unhappy, disjointed life could somchow be changed
soon.

PisncHix [takes his arm, in an undertone]. She’s crying.
Let’s go into the ballroom. Let’s leave her alone. Come
on. [Takes his arm and leads him away to the ballroom.]

Lopakmn. What’s the matter? You there in the band, play
up. play up! Let’s hear vou properly. Let’s have every-
thing as I want it now. [Ironically.] Here comes the
ncw landowner, the owncr of the cherry orchard! [Knocks
against a small table accidentally and nearly knocks over
the candelabra.] I can pay for everything!

LopaxkuIN goes out with Pisucink. There is no one left
in the ballroom except MRs. Raxevsky, who remains sit-
ting in a chair, hunched up and crying bitterly. The band
plays quietly. ANya and TRoriniOv come in quickly. ANya
goes up to her mother and kneels in front of her. TRorIA IOV
remains standing by the entrance to the ballroom.

ANyA. Mother, Mother, why are vou crying? My dear, good,
kind Mothcr my darling Mothcr, I love you; God Dless
vou, Mother. Thc cherry orchard is sold. It’s gone. That's
true, quite true, but don’t ery, Mother. You still have
your life ahead of you, and vou've still got your kind and
pure heart. . Comc with me, darling. Come. Let’s go
away from here. We shall plant a new orchard, an
orchard more splendid than this onc. You will see it,
you will understand, and joy, deep, serenc joy, will steal
into your heart, sink into it like the sun in the cvening,
and you will smile, Mother! Come, darling! Come!

Curtain.
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ACT IFOUR

The scene is the same as in the first act. There are no
curtains at the windows or pictures on the walls. Only a
few pieces of furniture are left. They have been stacked in
one corner as if for sale. There is a feeling of emptiness.
Near the front door and at the back of the stage, suitcases,
traveling bags, etc., are piled up. The door on the left is
open and the voices of VArRya and ANYA can be heard.
LopakHIN stands waiting. YAsua is holding a tray with
glasses of champagne. In the entrance hall YEPikHODOV is
tying up a box. There is a constant murmur of voices off-
stage, the voices of peasants who have come to say good-
bye. GavEV's voice is heard: “Thank you, my dear people,
thank you.”

Yasua. The peasants have come to say good-bye. In my
opinion, sir, the pcasants are decent enough fellows,
but they don’t understand a lot.

The murnnur of voices dies away. NRrs. RANEVSKY and
GAYEvV come in through the entrance hall; she is not crying,
but she is pale. Iler face is quivering. She cannot speak.

GAxEv. You gave them your purse, Lyuba. You shouldn’t.
You really shouldn’t!

Mrs. Raxevsky. I—I couldn’t help it. I just couldn’t help
it.
Both go out.

LopAkHIN [calling through the door after them). Please take
a glass of champagne. I beg you. One glass each before we
leave. I forgot to bring any from town, and I could find
only one bottle at the station. Please! [Pause.] \Vhy, don’t
you want any? [Walks away from the door.] If I'd known,
I wouldn’t have bought it. Oh well, I don’t think I'll
have any, cither. [Yasua puts the tray down carefully
on a chair.] You'd better have some, Yasha.

Yasua. Thank you, sir. To those who're going away! And
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here’s to you, sir, who'’re staving behind! [Drinks.] This
isn’t real champagne. Take it from me, sir.

LorakuIN. Paid eight rubles a bottle. [Pause.] Damn cold
here.

Yasua. The stoves haven’t been lit today. We're leaving,
anvway. [Laughs.]

LopraxkmuiN. What's so funny?

Yasua. Oh, nothing. Just feeling happy.

LorakHIN. It’s October, but it might just as well be sum-
mer: it’s so sunny and calm. Good building weather.
[(Glances at his watch and calls through the door.] I say,
don’t forget the train lcaves in forty-seven minutes. In
twenty minutes we must start for the station. Hurry
up!

TroFIMOV comes in from outside, wearing an overcoat.

TrorFiyov. I think it’s about time we were leaving. The
carriages are at the door. \Where the blazes could my
galoshes have got to? Disappeared without a trace.
[Through the door.] Anya, I can’t find my galoshes!
Can’t ind them!

LopraxkHIN. I've got to go to Kharkov. I'll leave with you on
the same train. I'm spending the winter in Kharkov. I've
been hanging about here too long. I'm worn out with
having nothing to do. I can’t live without work. Don’t
know what to do with my hands. They just flop about
as if they belonged to someone else.

Trormov. Well, we’ll soon be gone and then you can
resume your useful labors.

LoraxkuiN. Come on, have a glass of champagne.
Trormov. No, thank you.
Loraknin. So you're off to Moscow, arc vou?

Trorirov. Yes. I'll see them off to town, and I'm off to
Moscow tomorrow.

Lorakmn. 1 see. 1 suppose the professors have stopped
lecturing while you’ve been away. They’re all waiting for
vou to come back.

Trormov. Mind your own business.

LorakmN. How many years have vou been studying at the
university?
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Trormtov. Why don’t vou think of somcthing new for a
change? This is rather old. don't vou think?—and stale.
[Looking for his galoshes.] 1 don't supposc we shall cver
meet again, so let me give vou a word of advice as a
farewell gxft Don’t wave your arms about. Get rid of the
habit of throwing your arms about. And another thing:
To build country cottagcs in the hope that in the fullness
of time vacationers will become landowners is the same as
waving your arms about. Still, I like vou in spite of every-
thing. You've got fine sensitive fingers, like an artist’s, and
vou have a finc scnsitive soul.

LopakHIN [embraces him]. My dcar fellow, thanks for
cverything. Won'’t you let me lend you some money for
vour journey? You may nced it.

Trornov. Need it? Whatever for?
LoraxHiN. But you haven’t any, have vou?

Trormov. Oh, but I have. I've just got some moncy for a
translation. Got it here in my pocket. [Anxiously.] Where
could thosc galoshes of mine have got to?

VARYA [from another room]. Oh, take your filthy things!
[Throws a pair of galoshes onto the stage.]

Trormov. Why are vou so cross, Varya? Good hcavens,
these are not my galoshes!

LoraxkHiN. I had about three thousand acres of poppy sown
last spring. Made a clear profit of forty thousand. When
my poppics were in bloom, what a beautiful sight they
were! Well, so you sec, I made forty thousand and I'd
be glad to lend you some of it because I can afford to.
So why be so high and mighty? I'm a peasant. . . . I'm
offering it to you without ceremony.

TrorinMov. Your father was a pcasant, my father was a
pharmacist, all of which proves exactly nothing.
[Loparmix takes out lis wallet.] Put it back! Put it back!
If vou offered me two hundred thousand, I wouldn’t ac-
cept it. I'm a free man. Evervthing vou prize so highly,
everything that means so much to ‘all of you, rich or
poor, has no morc power over me than a bit of fluff
blown about in the air. I can manage without you. I can
pass you by. I'm strong and proud. Mankind is marching
toward a higher truth, toward the greatest happiness
possible on carth, and I'm in the front ranksl
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LoraxHIN. Will you get there?

TrorFimov. I will. [Pause.] T will get there or show others
the way to get there.

The sound of an axe striking a tree can be heard in the
distance.

LorakHIN. Well, good-bye, my decar fellow. Time to go.
You and I are trying to impress one another, but life
goes on regardless. When I work hard for hours on end,
I can think more clearly, and then I can’t help fecling
that I, too, know what I live for. Have you any idea how
many pcople in Russia exist goodness only knows why?
However, no matter. It isn’t thev who make the world
go round. I'm told Gayev has taken a job at the bank at
six thousand a year. He'll never stick to it. Too damn lazy.

ANyA [in the doorway]. Nother asks you not to begin cut-
ting the orchard down till she’s gone.

TrorFivov. Really, haven’t you any tact at all? [Goes out
through the hall.]

LopakHIN. Sorry, I'll sce to it at once, at once! The damned
idiots! [Goes out after TRo¥IAIOV.]

ANvya. Has Iirs been taken to the hospital?

Yasna. I told them to this morning. They must have taken
him, I should think.

ANvA [to YEepikHODOV, Who is crossing the ballroom].
Pleasc find out if I'irs has been taken to the hospital.

Yasua [offended]. T told Ycgor this morning. I haven't
got to tell him a dozen timces, have I?

Yeriknooov. Old man Firs, if you want my final opinion,
is beyond repair, and it’s high time he was gathered to

~his fathers. So far as I'm concerned, I can only envy him.

" [Puts a suitcase on a hatbox and squashes it.] There,
you see! I knew it. [Goes out.]

Yasua [sneeringly]. Twenty-two Calamities!

VARYA [from behind the door]. Has I'irs been taken to the
hospital?

Anya. He has.
Varya. Why didn'’t they take the Ictter for the doctor?
Anya. We'd better send it on after him. [Goes out.]
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Varya [from the next room]. Where’s Yasha? Tell him his
mother’s here. She wants to say good-bye to him.

YasHa [waves his hand impatiently]. Oh, that’s too much!

All this time DuNyasua has been busy with the luggage.
Now that Yasua is alone, she goes up to him.

DuxyasHa. You haven’t even looked at me oncc, Yasha.
You're going away, leaving me bchind. [Bursts out crying
and throws her arms around his neck.)

Yasua. Must you cry? [Drinks champagne.] I'll be back in
Paris in a week. Tomorrow we catch the express and off
we go! That’s the last you'll see of us. I can hardly believe
it, somehow. Vive la France! 1 hate it here. It doesn’t
suit me at all. It’s not the kind of life I likc. I'm afraid
it can’t be helped. I've had enough of all this ignorance.
More than enough. [Drinks champagne.] So what’s the
usc of crying? Behave yourself and you won’t end up cry-
ing.

DuNvyasHA [powdering her face, looking in a hand mirror].
Write to me from Paris, please. I did love you, Yasha,
after all. I loved you so much. I'm such an affcctionate
creature, Yasha.

Yasua. They’re coming here. [Busies himself around the
suitcases, humming quietly.]

Enter Mrs. RANEvskY, GAYEV, ANYA, and CHARLOTTE.

Gavev. We ought to be going. There isn’t much time left.
[Looking at Yasua.] Who's smelling of pickled hcrrings
here?

Mgrs. RaNevsky. In another ten minutes we ought to be
getting into the carriages. [Looks round the room.] Good-
bye, dear house, good-bye, old grandfather house! Winter
will pass, spring will come, and you won’t be here any
more. They’ll have pulled you down. The things thesc
walls have seen! [Kisses her daughter affectionately.] My
precious one, you look radiant. Your eyes are sparkling
like diamonds. Happy? Very happy?

Axvya. Oh yes, very! A new life is beginning, Mother!
GAxEv [gaily]. It is, indeed. Everything’s all right now. We
were all so worried and upset before the cherry orchard

was sold, but now, when evervthing has been finally and
irrevocably settled, we have all calmed down and even
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cheered up. I'm a bank official now, a financier. Pot the
red in the middle. As for you, Lyuba, say what you like,
but you too are looking a lot better. There’s no doubt
about it.

Mprs. RaNevsky. Yes, my nerves are better, that’s true.
[Someone helps her on with her hat and coat.] I slecp
well. Take my things out, Yasha. It’s time. [To ANva.]
We'll soon be sceing cach other again, darling. I'm
going to Paris. I'll live there on the money your great-
aunt sent from Varoslavl to buy the estate—three cheers
for Auntiel—but the money won’t last long, I'm afraid.

ANYA. You'll come home soon, Mother, very soon. I'm
going to study, pass my school exams, and then I'll work
and help you. We shall read all sorts of books together,
won'’t we, Mother? [Kisses her mother’s hands.] We shall
read during the autumn cvenings. We’'ll read lots and lots
of books, and a new, wonderful world will open up to us.
[Dreamily.] Oh, do come back, Mother!

Mgs. Ranevsky. I'll come back, my precious. [Embraces her
daughter.]

Enter LorakHIN. CHARLOTTE quietly hums a tune.

Gayev. Happy Charlotte! She’s singing.

CHARLOTTE [picks up a bundle that looks like a baby in
swaddling clothes]. My darling baby, go to sleep, my baby.
(A sound of a baby crying is heard.] Hush, my swecet, my
darling boy. [The cry is heard again.] Poor little darling,
I'm so sorry for you! [I'hrows the bundle down.] So vou
will find me another job, won’t you? I can’t go on like
this.

Lopakuin. We'll ind you one, don’t you worry.

Gavev. Everybody’s leaving us. Varya’s going away. All of
a sudden, we're no longer wanted.

CuarrortE. I haven't anywhere to live in town. I must go
away. [Sings quietly.] It’s all the same to me. . . .

Lnter Pisucuik.
LopraxkHIN. The nine davs’ wonder!

PisucHik [out of breath]. Oh dear, let me get my breath
back! I'm all in. Decar friends . . . a dnnk of water,
please.
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Gayev. Came to borrow some moncy, I'll be bound. Not
from me this time. Better make myself scarce. [Goes out.]

Pisacuixk. Haven't scen you for ages, decarest lady. [To
LopakuiN.] You here too? Glad to see you . . . man of
immense 1ntellect. Here, that’s for you, take it.
[Gives LopakmN money.] Four hundred rubles. That
leaves eight hundred and forty I still owe you.

LopakHIN [puzzled, shrugging his shoulders]. I must be
dreaming. Where did you get it?

PisacHix. One moment . . . Terribly hot . . . Most ex-
traordinary thing happened. Some Englishmen camce to
sce me. They found some kind of white clay on my land.
[To MRrs. Ranevsky.] Here’s four hundred for you too,
beautiful, ravishing lady. [Gives her the money.] The rest
later. [Drinks some water.] Young fellow in the train just
now was telling me that some—er—great philosopher ad-
vises people to jump off roofs. “Jump!” he says, and that’ll
solve all your problems. [With surprise] Good Lord!
More water, please.

LorakHIN. Who were these Englishmen?

PisucHik. I let them a plot of land with the clay on a
twenty-four years’ leasec. And now you must excuse me,
my friends. I'm in a hurry. Must be rushing off some-
where else. To Znoykov's, to Kardamonov’s . . . Owe
them all moncy. [Drinks.] Good-bye. I'll look in on Thurs-
day.

Mrs. RaNevsky. We're just leaving for town. I'm going
abroad tomorrow.

PisacHik. What? [In a worried voice.] \Why are you going
to town? Olhl I see! The furniture, the suitcases . . .
\Well, no matter. [Through tears.] No matter. Men of im-
mense intellect, these Englishmen. . . . No matter. . . .
No matter. I wish you all the best. May God help you.
. . . No matter. Everything in this world comes to an
end. [Kisses Mrs. RaNEvskY's hand.] When you hear
that my end has come, remember the—cr—old horse and
say: Once there lived a man called Simconov-Pishchik;
may he rest in peace. Remarkable weather we've been
having. . . . Yes. [Goes out in great embarrassment, but
immediately comes back and says, standing in the door-
way.] My Dashenka sends her regards. [Goes out.]
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MRgs. Raxevsky. Well, we can go now. I'm leaving with two
worrics on my mind. One concerns Firs. He's ill. [With
a glance at her watch.] We still have about five minutes.

A~xya. Tirs has been taken to the hospital, Mother. Yasha
sent him off this morning.

Mgrs. RaNEVsky. My other worry concerns Varya. She’s used
to getting up carly and working. Now that she has noth-
ing to do, she’s like a fish out of water. She’s grown thin
and pale, and she’s always crving, poor thing. [Pause.{
You must have noticed it, Lopakhin. As you very wel
know, I'd always hoped to scc her married to you. In-
deed, everything seemed to indicate that you two would
get married. [She whispers to ANya, who nods to CHAR-
LOTTE, and they both go out.] She loves you, you like her,
and I simply don’t know why you two always seem to
avoid each other. I don’t understand it.

LorakHIN. To tell you the truth, ncither do I. The whole
thing’s odd somehow. If there’s still time, I'm ready even
now. . . . Let’s settle it at once and get it over. I don’t
feel I'll ever propose to her without you here.

MRrs. RanNevsky. Excellent! \Why, it shouldn’t take more
than a minute. I'll call her at once.

LopaxmN. And there’s champagne here too. Appropriate to
the occasion. [Looks at the glasses.] They’re empty. Some-
one must have drunk it. [Yasua coughs.] Lapped it up,
I callit.

Mgrs. RaNEvskyY [excitedly]. Fine! \We'll go out. Yasha, allez!
I'll call her. [Through the door.] Varya, leave what you're
doing and come here for a moment. Come on.

MRs. RANEVsKY goes out with YASHA.
Lopakmn [glancing at his watch]. Aye. . . .

Pause. Behind the door suppressed laughter and whispering
can be heard. Enter VARya.

VARYA [spends a long time examining the luggage]. Funny,
can’t ind it.

Lorakni~. What are you looking for?
Varva. Packed it mysclf, and can’t remember.

Pause.
Loraxnin. Where are you going now, Varya?
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Varya. Me? To the Ragulins’. I've agreed to look after their
house—to be their housckeeper, I suppose.

LopaxHIN. In Yashnevo, isn’t it? About fifty miles from
here. [Pause.] Ayc. . . . So life’s come to an end in this
house.

VARYA [examining the luggage]. \Vhere can it be? Must
have put it in the trunk. Yes, lifc’s come to an end in
this house. It will never come back.

LoparHIN. I'm off to Kharkov by the same train. Lots to
see to there. I'm leaving Yepikhodov here to keep an eye
on things. I've given him the job.

Varya. Have you?

LopakuIN. This time last year it was already snowing, you
remember. Now, it's calm and sunny. A bit cold, though.
Three degrees of frost.

Varva. I haven’t looked. [Pause.] Anyway, our thermome-
ter’s broken.

Pause. A voice from outside, through the door: "Mr. Lo-
pakhin!”’

LopAkHIN [as though he had long been expecting this call].
Coming! [Goes out quickly.]

Varya sits down on the floor, lays her head on a bundle of
clothes, and sobs quietly. The door opens and MRrs. RANEv-
SKY comes in cautiously.

Mgs. RaNEvsky. Well? [Pause.] We must go.

VARYA [no longer crying, dries her eyes]. Yes, it’s time,
Mother dear. Id like to get to the Ragulins’ today. I only
hope we don’t miss the train.

Mgrs. RANEvskY [calling through the door]. Anya, put your
things on!

Enter ANya, followed by GaYEv and CHARLOTTE. GAYEV
wears a warm overcoat with a hood. SERVANTS and CoacH-
MEN come in. YEPIKHODOV is busy with the luggage.

Mgrs. RaNEvVskY. Now we can be on our way.
ANYA [joyfully]. On our way. Oh, yes!

GAvEev. My friends, my dear, dear friends, leaving this house
for good, how can I remain silent, how can I, before part-
ing from you, refrain from expressing the fcclmgs which
now pervade my whole being
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Axya [imploringly]. Uncle!
VarvA. Uncle dear, please don't.
GAvEv [dejectedly]. Double the red into the middle. . . .

Not another word!

Enter TroFIMOV, followed by LoPAXHIN.

Trorintov. Well, ladies and gentlemen, it’s time to go.
LopakHIN. Yepikhodov, my coat!

MRs. RANEvsKY. Let me sit down a minute. I feel as though
I've never seen the walls and ceilings of this house before.
I look at them now with such cagerness, with such tender
cmotion. .

Gavev. [ remember when I was six vears old sitting on this

window sill on Trinity Sunday and watching Father going
to church.

MRrs. Raxevsky. Have all the things been taken out?
Lorpakuix. I think so. [To Yeriknooov as he puts on his

coat.] Mind, cverything’s all right here, Yepikhodov.
YEPikHODOV [in a hoarse voice]. Don’t vou worry, sir.
LopakHiN. What's the matter with vour voice?

Yeriknopov. I've just had a drink of water and I must have
swallowed something.

Yasua [contemptuously]. What ignorance!

Mgs. Raxevsky. There won’t be a soul left in this place
when we’ve gone.

Loraknin. Not till next spring.

Varya pulls an umbrella out of a bundle of clothes with
such force that it looks as if she were going to hit someone
with it; LopAkHIN pretends to be frightened.

VaryaA. Good heavens, you didn’t really think that

Trormsov. Come on, let’s get into the carrages! It’s time.
The train will be in soon.

Varva. There are vour galoshes, Pcter. By that suitcase.
[Tearfully.] O, how dirty they are, how old.

Trormov [putting on s galoshes]. Cone along, ladics and
gentlemen.

Pause.

GAYEv [greatly put out, afraid of bursting into tears]. Train
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. . station . . . in off into the middle pocket . . .
double the white into the corner.

MRgs. Ranevsky. Come along!

LoprakuIN. Is everyone here? No one left behind? [Locks
the side door on the left.] There are some things in there.
I'd better keep it locked. Come on!

ANya. Good-bye, old house! Good-bye, old life!

Trormvov. Welcome new life!

TrorinoOv goes out with ANYA. VARYA casts a last look
round the room and goes out unhurriedly. YAsHA and CHAR-
LOTTE, carrying her lap dog, go out.

LorakmiN. So, it’s till next spring. Come along, ladies and
gentlemen. Till we mect again. FCoes out.]

MRrs. RaNEvsky and GAYEvV are left alone. They seem to
have been waiting for this moment. They fling their arms

around each other, sobbing quietly, restraining themselves,
as though afraid of being overheard.

GAvcv [in despair]. My sister! My sister!

MRgrs. Ranevsky. Oh, my dear, my sweet, my beautiful or-
chard! My life, my youth, my happiness, good-bye! . . .

AxvA [offstage, happily, appealingly]. Mo-ther!

TroFMov [offstage, happily, excitedly]. \Vhere are you?

MRgs. RaneEvsky. One last look at the walls and the windows.
Mother loved to walk in this room.

GAvEev. My sister, my sister!

ANYA [offstage]. Mo-ther!

TroFmov [offstage]. Where are you?
Mgrs. RaNEvsky. We're coming,.

They go out. The stage is empty. The sound of all the doors

being Tocked is heard, then of carriages driving off. It grows

quiet. The silence is broken by the muffled noise of an axe

striking a tree, sounding forlorn and sad. Footsteps can be

heard. ¥irs appears from the door on the right. He is

dressed, as always, in a jacket and white waistcoat. He is
wearing slippers. e looks ill.

I'1rs [walks up to the door and tries the handle]. Locked!
They’ve gone. [Sits down on the sofa.] Forgot all about
me. Never mind. Let me sit down here for a bit. For-



244 ANTON CHEKHOV [acT FouR

gotten to put on his fur coat, the young master has. Sure
of it. Gone off in his light overcoat. [Sighs anxiously.] 1
should have secn to it. . . . Ol, these youngsters! [Mut-
ters something which cannot be understood.] My life’s
gone just as if I'd never lived. . . . [Lies down.] I'll lie
down a bit. No strength left. Nothing’s left. Nothing.
Ugh, you—nincompoop! [Lies motionless.]

A distant sound is heard, which seems to come from the

sky, the sound of a breaking string, slowly dying away,

melancholy. It is followed by silence, broken only by the
sound of an axe striking a tree far away in the orchard.

Curtain.
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