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UNCLE VANYA 





ACT 

I 

A garden. Par t of the house and veranda can be seen . 
Under an old po plar tree in the avenue , a table is se t for 
tea. There are benches, chairs, and a gui tar on one of 
the benches. No t far from the table is a swin g. I t  is a 

li ttle pas t two in the af te rnoon. Cloudy. 

MARINA, a dou ghy li ttle old lady of li ttle move ­
men t, is si ttin g by the samovar kni ttin g a s toc kin g. 
ASTROV is wal kin g abou t close by . 

MARl)'.; A ( pours a glass of tea ): Drink, little one. 

ASTROV: No. No thank you, I don't want it somehow. 

MARINA : A little vodka . .. ? 

ASTROV: Not today. No I can't drink it every day. It's not 
good for me. Nanny: How long have we known each 
other? 

MARINA: How long. Lord, let me see: You came here, 
when? Sonetchka's·mother was still with us, then, and 
you were here the last two winters she was still alive. 
That's what? Eleven years. More. 

AsTROV: How much have I changed? 

MARil'A: How much? 
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ASTROV : Yes. 
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MARINA: Very much. I think. Then you were young, and 
now you are old. I think your looks are faded . . .  and 
you're drinking now . . . 

ASTROV: I have become a "different man. " 

MARIJ\:A : That's true. 

AsTROV: Why? (Pause.) Why? Overwork, simply. On my 
feet all day, every day. Every night I go to sleep in fear 
I'll be called out on a call. In the years you've known me 
I have not had one single free day. Do you know that? 
Then how can I help but to become old? You tell me, 
living such a life. In the midst of people, as you can see, 
and think of them as "characters " .. . Time passes, and 
you notice, bit by bit, you've become one of them. I ask 
you: Look at this moustache. Wlry? To what purpose? 
I've become some jolly "type. " Not dead yet, some 
enthusiasms, some "thoughts," but quite subdued. \Ve 
could say subdued. (Pause .) Dull, somehow. Nothing 
that I want, nothing that I need, no one that I love . . .  
well, I love you, of course . . .  When I was young, do 
you know, I had a nurse who was exactly like you. 

MARIJ\:A: Eat. 

AsTROV: No. Third week of Lent. I was called to Ma­
litzkoye. Spotted fever. There were rows of huts, and 
people in the huts, side by side on the floor, lying in 
filth. Cattle living in the buildings with the sick. Young 
pigs in there, in the same room. All day, working with 
not a bite to eat. I come home, thank God, to lie down. 
To rest. And they bring in a switchman, hit by the 
train, and, and I get him on the table, I'm going to start 
operating, and he dies under the chloroform. Alright, 
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at the moment when I least required it, my conscience 
chose to inform me that I murdered him. I sat down 
and I closed my eyes and thought: One hundred years 
from now. One hundred years from now: those who 
come after us. For whom our lives are showing the way. 
Will they think kindly of us? \Viii they remember us 
with a kind word, and, nurse, I wish to God that I 
could think so. 

MARINA: The oeoole won't remember. But God will. 

ASTROV: Thank you. (Pause.) That was nicely said. 

( En ter IVAN PETROVICH.) 

IVAN PETROVICH: . . .  yes ... oh yes . .. 

ASTROV: Sleep well? 

IVAI\: PETROVICH: Yes. Very. (Yawns.) I'll tell you; since 
the Herr und F rau Professor've come to visit my life's 
gone completely off the track. I'm sleeping days, I'm up 
nights, I'm served all sorts of je ne sais quoi to eat, and I 
don't think it's healthy .. . I'm drinking wines . . . Used 
to be, all day, each moment ordered: wor k .. . this, well, 
well , Sonya's still working, of course, but what am I 
doing? �at. Sleep. Drink. It isn't good. 

MARINA: Modern ways. 

IVAI\: PETROVICH: l_'hat's absolutely right. 

MARINA: Professor sleeps till noon. I keep the samovar 
boiling all morning. \Vaiting for him to get up. Before 
them we ate dinner at noon, eh? Like people every­
where. And now it's after six. He writes and reads all 
night. Two o'clock in the morning, there's a ring . .. 
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and what is it? Excuse me: He wants tea. "Wake the 
house, please, put on the samovar." Modern ways? 

AsTROV: And how much longer are they here? 

IVAN PETROVICH: A hundred years. He wants to move 
here. 

AsTROV: No � . .  

MARIN A: See, here's two hours that the samovar's been on 
the boil. Where are they . . .  ? Outside walking. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Well, here they come. Don't fret. 

( Voi ces are heard. SERE BRYA KOV, YELENA AN­
DREYEVNA, SOFYA,,and TELEGIN ente r.) 

SERE BRYA KOV: Magnificent. Beautiful views. What a 
prospect. 

TELEGIN: Beautiful, your excellency. 

SOFYA: And tomorrow, I'll take you to the Plantation, 
Papa. Would you like that? 

IVAN PETROVICH: Ladies and Gentlemen: The tea is 
served. 

SERE BRYA KOV: Do you mind? F riends. Would you please 
send it to my study? I've a few things that I have to do. 

SOFYA: ... I know you'll like the Plantation. 

( Exi t YELENA ANDREYEVNA, SERE BRYA KOV, 
and SoFYA.) 

IVAN PETROVICH: It's hot, it's sweltering, and our great 
scholar dresses for December. 
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ASTROV: ... quite a careful man. 

IVAN PETROVICH: But she? Magnificent, eh? Now that is 
a stunning woman. I don't think I've ever seen a more 
beautiful woman. 

TELEGII'.": I am so happy. Whatever I do, walk in the 
Garden, look at this table, whatever I do, Marina Ti­
mofeyevna, I do it, and I feel happiness. 

MAR II':A: ... God bless you ... 

TELEGIN: ... the weather is enchanting, the birds sing, 
we live in Peace and Harmony ... What else could a 
man want? 

(MAR INA passes him a glass of tea .) 

Thank you . .. 

IVAI': PETROVICH: .. . and her eyes .. . 

ASTROV: Ivan Petrovich. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Yes ... 

AsTROV: Tell us something. 

IVAN PETROVICH: What should I tell you? 

AsTROV: Tell us something, something new ...  

IVAN PETROVICH: Something new, what's new? Every­
thing js old. Nothing's changed . . .  I'm the same . . . 
no, probably worse, for_Lhave_gr:uwnla�yanci compl(li1J 
a(l_day. What's changed ... ? My Old Crow, my 
Old Mother's still prating on of her dear "Rights___9f 
Women," one eye on the grave, the other in her books 
for tneSecret of Life . .. --- - ·- ·- ·- ·--� 

ASTROV: . .. and our Professor ... ? 
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I\"Al'." PETRO\'ICH: The Professor goes on as before. He 
sits at his desk all day and half of the night and he 
writes. "\\'e strain our heart to write our odes the mark 
of it's found on our brow, but hear what praise for them 
or their progenitor? No word. " I pity the paper. (Pa use.) 
What is he doing there all day? \\'hat is he 'u.:or ki ng on? 
Why doesn't he turn to some magnifi ce nt subject, like 
his autobiography, God Forbid. ?\'ow, there 's a book: a 
worked-out academic , a salt cod. A learned Sti ck . . . 
Gout, rheumatism, migraine, his liver inflamed from 
jealousy and envy, lives on the estate of his first wife. 
From choice? Oh, no, because he's too damned cheap to 
l ive in town. And this man constantly prates of his 
misfortunes. \\'hat are they ? He has none. This man 
lives under a charm. The sari of a poor deacon, Eh? A 
scholarship student at the Seminary, gets a degree, he 
gets a teaching chair, and now he is "Your Excellency. " 
�tarries the daughter af.a Senator, and so on . . .  And I 

say forget that, because best of all, this man is so ex ceed­
i ngly fortunate to write and lecture for twenty-five years 
upon a subject of which he knows less than not-one­
thing. Twenty-6\.'@ . this wise rna t 
Art. Twentv-five vears, he reads the works of others --- � � 
and prattles about rea lism, nat ura lism, specious non-
sense which the clever ha\'e long known, and which the 
stupid do not care abo ut. He has been going to a dry well 
with a broken bucket. And yet what self-importance. 
What pretension. Living in retirement. Not a living 
soul knows who he is, or cares; nor is he missed from a 
position which he held twenty-five years. Eh? For a 
quarter of a century, this man kept some more worthy 
man out of a job. Yet loo k  at him: he walks on earth like, 
"Yes, I' m here among you . . .  " 
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ASTROV: You know, I believe you're jealous. 

IVA!\' PETROVICH: Oh yes. I_ am jealous. And what a 
success with women ... What a Don juan is this man. 
W_b9_islllsJ:i.�? My sister, a tra����_!l_Q�n,LIJ�auty, 
pure as the l;>h,.I.� .. �ky._Generous, noble, who had more 
admirers than this man had students, and who, God 
knows why, loved him as only the pure angels love. My 
Mother, his mother-in-law, dote..s_on-h-im--to--this-day, 
aocLto . thls.:<l;!):. _he_jnspire�n her rev�r�_nLawe.._J:I is 
second wife, this beauty_whom we just saw,.�erceptive 
woman, married him, he was already old, and gave up 
to him her youth, her beauty, her freedom, her ... 
lustre ... for what? Why? I ask you. 

ASTROV: And she stays faithful to him ... ? 

IVAN PETROVICH: Regrettably, yes. 

ASTROV: Regrettably? 

I VAl'.' PETROVICH: Yes, and I'll tell you why. For a "fidel­
ity" like this is false. From start to close. It is composed 
of rhetoric, but not of logic, eh? To cheat, to cheat on an 
old man who revolts you, that is immoral. But to stifle 
yourself in unhappiness, to willfully squander your 
youth, we can commend that, eh? 

TELEGIJ\.': Please. No, don't speak like that. No, someone 
who betrayed a wife, or husband, they could just as 
easily betray, betray ... their co untry! 

IVAJ\.' PETROVICH: Please. You're killing me. 

TELEGI:--.:: No, Vanya. Allow me. My wife ran off from 
me the day after our wedding. (Pa use.) I think she didn't 
like me. Have I, but, did I forget my duty? No. To this 
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day, I love and revere her, and to this day I stay faithful. 
And I support her all I can. That is, I give her all I have. 
(Pa use.) So that she could raise her children (pa use) 
which she got with a man that she loves. Have I given 
up happiness ... ? Yes. But I kept my pride. Now, 
what of her? Her youth is gone. Her beauty, as it must, 
has faded. Her lover has died. What does she have now? 

(Enter SOKYA and YELEKA AKDREYE\'KA, then 
MARIYA VASILYE\'l\"A.) 

SOFYA: Nanny. 

MARINA: Yes. 

SOFYA: You go talk to the Peasants. I'll see to the tea. 

(Exit MARINA.) 

ASTROV: You know, I came to see your husband. You 
wrote he was de�_�hly ill;-with rheumatism_,_ <,:omplica­
tions, and it seem�he's i_Q�erfect_�_of hea)th. 

YELE!\:A AKDREYEV KA: Last night he was ill. 

ASTROV: ... mmm ... 

YELEKA AKDREYEVNA: He complained of his legs. Yes, 
though, today, you're right, he does seem fine. 

ASTROV: He seems fine and I flat-out galloped twenty 
miles ... oh, never mind. It isn't the first time. Alright. 
I'll stay here tonight, if you don't mind, then; at least I'll 
get some sleep. 

SoFYA: Oh, lovely, it's so rare that you stay the night here 
\Vith us. I don't expect you've eaten. Have you? 
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ASTROV: No. Many thanks, and thank you kindly. No I 
haven't. No. 

SOFYA: Well, then, you'll get your sleep and get your 
dinner. These days we're not dining until six. ( Drin ks 

tea.) Cold tea. 

TELEGIN: Yes. The heat in the samovar has markedly 
decreased. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: No matter, Ivan lvanych, we'll 
drink it cold. 

TELEGIN: Begging your pardon, Madam. Not Ivan 
lvanych, but llya llyich, Madam. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Ilya Ilyich. 

TELEGIN: Or, as some have called me, Waffles, in refer­
ring to my pockmarked face. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Waffles? 

TELEGIN: Some years ago I had the honor to stand god­
father to our Sonetchka, and your husband, His 
Ex'lency, knows me very well . .I'm living here, in the 
Estate now, and you may have noticed, Mad'!_iji, that I 
h;IVe dinner wiili�youeveq�-day.------- · � � �--- - -

SOFYA: llya llyich is our Good Right Hand. Some more 
tea, Darling ... ? 

MARIYA VASILYEVNA: ... ah ... 
' 
SOFYA: ... yes ... ? . 

MARlY A VASILYEVNA: I forgot to tell Alexandr. I received 
a letter from Kharkov today. Pavel Alexeyevich sent me 
his new pamphlet. 

ASTROV: Yes, and is it interesting? 
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.\lARIYA VASILYEV�A: Interesting, yes, but strange. He's 
now refuting the ,·ery things he defended se,·en years 
ago. How ... how . . .  

SOFYA: What? 

.\lARIYA V.-\SILYE\'l\'A: How awful. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Nothing awful in it. Happens all the 
time. Drink your tea, Ma'am. 

MARIYA VASILYEVl\'A: No, I want to talk. 

1\'A� PETROVICH: \\'e all want to talk. We've been talk­
ing, we\·e been talking the last fifty years. Fifty years 
we've been reading and writing pamphlets, and I say 
enough. 

MARIYA VASILYE\'�A: \Vhy is it you find it unpleasant to 
hear me speak? Excuse me, Jean, but you ha,·e changed 
so much in the last year I hardly know you now. ):'ou 
us_ed to be a man�aracter, a man of fine opinions, .an 

enlightened man. Now ... 

IVA� PETROVICH: Oh, yes. I was so enlightened, it's 
unfortunate I lit the way for no one. An enlightened 
man. What v.:orse could you say of me? I am forty-seven 
years of age. Up to one year ago I felt the same as you. I 
j oyed to cloud my mind with this, this rank scholasti­
cism .. . which we a ll  hold so dear, and not to see real 
life. I knew that I was doing right. \Vhat a Fine .\lan! 
Now ... excuse me, if you only knew ... 

MARIYA VASILYEVl\'A: . .. how can we know if \'OU don't 
tell us? 

1\'Al'.' PETROVICH: . . .  My nights are spent in a vicious 
fury at the life which I've let slip away from me. I could 
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have enjoyed everything in life. E verything. I enjoyed 
nothing. And now I'm too old. 

SOFYA: . . . oh, Uncle ... it's depressing ... 

MARIYA VASILYEVNA: You're blaming, are you blaming 
your former convictions? What you say is not the fault 
of your con victions, but it's yo ur fault. It's your own fault. 
Your convictions by themselves are nothing. Like, like, 
paint in the palette. It's yo u should have been working, 

yo u, who should have been using them. Doing real 
work. 

IVAN PETROVICH: ... real work ... 

MARIYA VASILYEVNA: Yes. 

I VA� PETROVICH: �ot everyone is c�Iled, -youJrnow, like 
y.our Herr Professor, to go spgking,_writing,_spewing 
work forth like some fizrm machine ... --- J '\ 

MARIYA VASILYEVNA: What do you mean by that? 

SOFYA: Grandmother ... Uncle Vanya ... please ... 

IVAN PETROVICH: I'm sorry. I'm done. I'm silent. Excuse 
me. (Pa use.) 

TELEGIN: What a lo vely day today. Not too hot ... 

IVAN PETROVICH: Excellent weather for suicide. 

MARINA (offstage, calling the chic kens ): Chick chick 
chick ... 

SOFYA: Nanny, why have the peasants come ... ? 

MARI�A: Same old thing, the wasteland, again ... chick 
chick chick ... 

SOFYA: Which one are you calling? 
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MARl)'.; A: Polkadot. Gone off with her chicks. Don't want 
to let the crows get the . . . (Exits.) 

(TELEGIN p lays the guitar. A WORKMAN enters .) 

WORKMAN: Please, is the doctor here ... ? (To ASTROV:) 
Please, Mikhail Lvovich, they're looking for you. 

ASTROV: Who? 

WORKMAN: From the factory. 

AsTROV: Oh, fine. That's fine ... Well, I have to go. 
Dammit ... (Pa use.) What a shame . . .  

SoFYA: Oh, I'm so sorry. Please come back for dinner. 

ASTROV: ... mmm .. . 

SOFYA: ... after the factory. 

AsTROV: Well, it will be too late, won't it? How could 
I . .. how could I ... look here, friend, get me a glass of 
Vodka, will you ... ? 

(WORKA1AN exits.) 

How ... how ... (Finds his ca p.) What's the Ostrovsky 
play about the man who has a big moustache and small 
abilities . :. ? That's me. Well. Ladies and Gentlemen, 
I have the Honor . .. (To YELENA ANDREYEVNA:) If 
you should like to stop by some time, perhaps, with 
Sofya Alexandrovna here, I would be most delighted. 
There's not a lot to see. I only have the thirty acres; but 
if it interested you, next to me we have a model orchard 
such as you won't see within eight hundred miles. The 
State Plantation-the overseer, the Old Forester, he's 
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usually ill, you see, and actually I get to oversee the 
work myself. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Yes. They told me you loved the 
woods. 

ASTROV: Yes. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: I suppose there's much good to 
be done there. 

ASTROV: Much good. 

YELENA ANDREYEVI\:A: . . . but my question is, doesn't 
that interfere with your real calling? 

ASTROV: My real calling. God knows what our real call­
mg IS. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: The woods. You find it inter-
esting. 

AsTROV: Fascinating. Yes. 

IVAN PETROVICH: .. . yes, fascinating. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA (to ASTROV): You don't seem 
that old. What would we say, thirty-six, thirty-seven, 
so . .. (Pause.) How interesting can that be, really, alone 
in the woods all the time? I should think it quite monot­
onous. 

SOFYA: Oh, not at all, no, it's quite interesting. Every year 
he plots new forests; or he makes a plan to conserve the 
old ones. He's received both a medal and a diploma for 
his work. And if you listen to him you'll see what he 
means. He says that forests embel lish the land, that they 
instill in Man a love of Beauty, that they raise the mind. 
They moderate the climate, and, in countries with a 



1 6  Al"TO!\: CHEKHO\' 

milder climate, people struggle less with nature. So, in 
those lands 1\tan is milder, gentler. And the people in 
those lands are more supple and beautiful. Their 
speech is more refined, their movements are more 
graceful. (Pa use.) They cultivate the Arts and Sciences 
... There is joy in their philosophy ... They treat 
women with nobleness .. . 

IVAN PETROVICH: Bravo, bravo ... Magnificent. But not 
convincing. (To ASTROV:) My dear, as I must persist in 
fueling my stoves and building with those same \Voods 
that you prize. 

ASTROV: Burn peat in your stm·es. 

IVAJ\' PETROVICH: Mm? 

AsTRO\': ... build your barn of stones. You understand? 
Yes, sometimes we cut wood out of necessity, but why 
be wanton? \Vhy? Our forests fall before the ax. Bil­
lions of trees. All perishing. The homes of birds and 
beasts being laid \Vaste. The level of the ri\·ers falls, and 
they dry up. And sublime landscapes disappear, never 
to return, because man hasn't sense enough to bend 
down and pick fuel up from the ground. (To YELEKA 
AKDREYEVJ\'A:) Isn't this so? \Vhat must man be, to 
destroy what he never can create? God's given man 
reason and. power of thought, so that he may improve 
his lot. \Vhat have we used these powers for but waste? 
\Ve have destroyed the forest, our rivers run dry, our 
wildlife is all but extinct, our climate ruined, and every 
day, every day, wherever one looks, our life is more 
hideous. (To hAl\' PETROVICH:) I see. You think me 
amusing. These seem to you the thoughts of some poor 
eccentric. Perhaps, perhaps it's naive too on my part. 
Perhaps you think that, but I pass by the woods I' ve 
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saved from the ax. I hear the forest sighing ... I planted 
that forest. And I think: perhaps things may be in our 
power. You understand. Perhaps the climate itself is in 
our control. Why not? And if, in one thousand years, 
man is happy, I will have played a part in that happi­
ness. A small part. I plant a birch tree. I watch it take 
root, it grows, it sways in the wind, and I feel such 
pride . .. 

(\VoRKMAN enters w ith the vod ka .) 

Well . .. (Ta kes the vod ka. Dr in ks.) Well ... I must be off. 
And, of course, it's possible I'm just deluded. Thank 
you for the honor of your hospitality. 

SOFYA: When will you come see us again? 

ASTROV: I can't say. 

SoFYA: ... but sooner than next month, I hope ... ? 

(Th ey ex it.) 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: You, Ivan Petrovich, what, have 
you fallen in one of your "moods" again . . .  ? 

IVAN PETROVICH: ... excuse me . . .  ? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: You were being impossible. 

IVAN PETROVICH: . .. was I ... ? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Well, yes, you were. Why are 
you baiting your mother ... and, today, at breakfast 
you quarreled with Alexandr. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Hmm. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Excuse me. How petty. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Petty? 
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YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Yes. 

IVAI\' PETROVICH: But if I "hate" him . . . ? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: A!ld why should you hate him? 
He's like everyone else. He's no worse than you. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Oh, please, look at yourself, your face, 
look at the way you mo ve . .. You are too lazy to li ve, 
with your "torpor" ... 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: "Too lazy to live . . .  " 

IVAN PETROVICH: Yes. You are. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Yes. I am. And too bored. Do 
you know? Everyone berates my husband. Everyone 
berates him. Everybody pities me. "Oh, the poor 
woman ... saddled with such an old man ... " They're 
so concerned for me. You must exc use me, b ut it 's q uite 

disgusting. Don't yo u thin k so ... ? Tell me. What has 
_Astrov said? You cut down woodlands you cannot 
replace and soon they will be gone. And yo u cut men 
down. Mindlessly. And soon it will be gone. True feel­
ing .. . purity, fidelity, self-sacrifice. It will be gone, do 
you understand ... ? You cannot, you do not, why can 
you not look with indifference on a woman who is not 
your own? Why? Because the doctor is right, there is in 
each one of you a demon of destruction, which spares 
nothing: neither forests, birds, nor women, nor each 
other ... 

IVAN PETROVICH: Yes. You know, I don't care much for 
this philosophy. (Pa use.) 

YELE!\'A ANDREYEVNA: He has a tired face. 

IVAN PETROVICH: He? 
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YELEl'.'A Al'.'DREYEVNA: Our doctor. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Yes. He does. 

YELENA ANOREYEVNA: An interesting face. A nervous 
face, I think. Sonya finds him attractive. I think she's in 
love with him. I understand it. (Pa use.) You know, he's 
been here three times since I came. And I haven' t once 
spoken with him properly. What do you think? He 
must think me mean. 

IVAJ\.' PETROVICH: Must he? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Yes. I've never shown him any 
kindness. Do you know why we are such good friends, 
I van Petrovich? 

IVAN PETROVICH: No. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: .. . it's because we are both tire­
some people. Yes. We're both dull. Please don' t look at 
me that way. I don' t like it. 

IVAN PETROVICH: How else can I look at you? I love you. 
I look and I see my life, my happiness, my youth. And I 
know that the chances you reciprocate my feelings are 
nothing. But I want nothing. (Pa use.) Only that you 
permit me to look, to hear your voice ... 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Please. Someone will hear you. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Only that you let me speak, to be near 
you . . .  

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Oh, God, this is awful . .. 

(They exit .) 





ACT 

I I  

A co uple of wee ks later, in early J uly . The dining room 
in Serebrya ko v's ho use. Night. A watchman can be 
heard ta p ping in the garden. (One dozen ta ps-re ced ­
ing.) SERE BRYA KOV is sitting in an armchair before 
the o pen window, dozing. YELEI'.'"A AKDREYEVJ\:A 
is sitting beside him , dozing. 

SERE BRYA KOV (wa king): Who IS it? Sonya? Is that 
you ... ? 

YELEI\:A AKDREYEVK\: It's me. 

SERE BRYA KOV: Lenotchka. I'm in pain. Help me. 

YELENA ANDREYEVI\:A: Your blankets fell. I'll close the 
window. 

SERE BRYA KOV: No. It's stifling in here. I dozed off. And I 
dreamt my leg belonged to someone else. And I was 
woken by the pain. I don't, I don't think that it's gout. I 
think it's rheumatism.. What time is it? 

YELENA AKDREYEV)'.;A: Twenty past twelve. 

SERE BRYA KOV: In the morning please go to the library. 
Look for the "Batiushkov." I think we have him ... 

YELEI\:A Ar-;DREYEV)'.;A: 1v1mm? 

2 I 



2 2  AI\:TO;\.' CIIEKIIOV 

SEHEBHYAKOV: Look for (pa use )  in the morning, please 
look for Batiushkov. I recall we had him. Why can I not 
breathe? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Two nights with no sleep ... 
you're tired. 

SEHEBHYAKOV: They say Turgenev developed angina 
pectoris from gout. Eh? And I'll get it too, damn old 
age. Damn revolting, impotent old age. Damn it. I am 
old, and grow repulsive to myself, and I'm sure you, 
too, find it revolting to look on me. 

YELENA ANDHE.YE.VNA: Do you know, you talk of your 
age in a tone that suggests it's our fault that you've 
grown old. 

SEHEBHYAKOV: ... and I revolt you most of all. 

(YELENA ANDHE.YEVNA mo ves farther away from 
h im .) 

And you're right, of course. I'm not stupid. I under­
stand. You are young, you're healthy, and you're beau­
tiful. You want to live and here am I, an old man, more 
than one foot in the grave. Isn't that right? Of co urse 
that's right. How fool ish I must feel, eh, to be still living. 
But be patient. Soon I will set you all free. I give my 
word. A little longer ... 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Oh, God, please, I'm ready to 
collapse. What must I do? P lease be silent. 

SEREBRYAKOV: Yes, Yes, Yes! Thanks to me, you're all 
ready to collapse. All of you. Everyone bored .. . wast­
ing their youth ... I'm the only one content. I see it .. . 

YELENA ANDHEYEVNA: Be still! You're destroy ing me. 
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SEREBRYAKOV: Oh, yes. I'm destroying e veryone .. . of 
course ... 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: What do you want from me? 

SEREBRYAKOV: Nothing. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Well, then, be quiet. \Viii you 
please? I beg you. 

SEREBRYAKOV: I'll tell you a most peculiar thing. Ivan 
Petrovich, that dolt, or Mariya Vasilyevna, they begin 
holding forth, it's .fine. Everyone listens, everyone is 
rapt attention. I say one word and the world feels utterly 
depressed. You understand? The mere fact of my voice 
they find repulsive. Fine. Fine. Let us stipulate: I am 
repulsive. I am a despot. I am that sick egoist you all feel 
me to be. Have I not earned it? Have I not, am I not, I 
ask you, entitled to this, a peaceful old age? And the 
least modicum of consideration from those around me? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: No one disputes your rights. 

(Pause.) 

SEREBRYAKOV: I have worked my whole life for science. 
Respected and honored. I have felt the simple plea­
sures. One's study, do you know, and the lecture halls . .. 
the warm respect of one's peers .. . And then I'm 
thrust. Thrust. For no apparent reason, in this tomb. 
Among the mindless. Every day, their prattle stuffing 
my ears. I want to live. I've worked for these things. For 
success, recognition, act io n  . .. here I am in exile. Every 
waking moment. I can pine for the past. I can envy the 
success of others. Or I can fear death. And those three 
choices are my life. I cannot ... I cannot ... God. And 
they begrudge me even my old age. 
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YELE!\:A Al\:DREYEV�A: Have patience. Five or six more 
years, I'll be old, too. 

SoFYA (center): Papa, you sent for Dr. Astrov, now he's 
here and you don't want him. Please what do I tell him 
now we've put him out for nothing? 

SEREBRYAKOV: And what good can Astrov do me? The 
man knows as much of medicine as I do of beekeeping. 

SoFYA: What am I to do, please? \\'e sent for him. 

SEREBRYAKOV: He's a fool, and I won't speak to him. 

SoFYA: As you wish, then. ( Sits.) Fine. 

SEREBRYAKOV: What time is it, please? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Almost one. 

SEREBRYAKOV: I can't breathe. Sonya, please. My drops 
on the table ... 

SoFYA: Just a moment ... ( Gets the dr ops and hands them to 
him.) 

SEREBRYAKOV: Not these! The drops that I as ked for . . .  
for God's sake ... 

SoFYA: Some may appreciate this peevishness. I don't. 
Please spare me. I don't like it, I haven't the time, I need 
my rest, tomorrow is a working day ... 

(Enter IVAN PETROVICH.) 

IVAI' PETROVICH: A storm brewing outside. ( Lightning.) 
And will you look at that . . .  ! Helene and Sonya: Off 
to bed, you are relieved. 

SEREBRYAKOV: Don't leave me with him, he'll talk me to 
death. 
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IVAN PETROVICH: .. . they need their rest. 

SEREBRYAKOV: No. 

IVAN PETROVICH: They need their rest. Two nights 
without sleep ... 

SEREBRYAKOV: Alright. F ine. The two of them to bed. 
And you, too. With my thanks. Sincerely. But I beg 
you, for our friendship's sake; please, leave me alone. 

IVAN PETROVICH: For ... ? 

SEREBRYAKOV: .. . and we'll talk later. 

IVAN PETROVICH: For our "friendship "? Our ... ? 

SOFYA: Ssshhhhh, Uncle Vanya ... 

SEREBRYAKOV (to YELENA ANDREYEVNA): No, my dear. 
Don't leave me with him. I'm quite serious, I ... 

IVAN PETROVICH: Do you know, this is becoming 
fu nny . .. 

(E nter MARINA with a ca ndle.) 

SoFYA: Nanny. You ought to be in bed. It's late. 

MARINA: Well, fine. The samo var is on the table .. . easy 
to say "go to bed " ... 

SEREBRYAKOV: Everyone's up. Everyone is fatigued 
beyond measure. I a!one am happy. I'm in ecstasy. 

MARINA (to SEREBRYAKOV): \Vhat is it, little father ... 
the legs . .. ? My legs hurt me, too. I have the 'ralgia. 
'Ralgia all the day. Your old complaint. I know. Vera 
Petrovna. Rest in Peace. Sonetchka's Sainted Mother 
took it so to heart when you hurt. You know that she 
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did, she loved you so, that woman. (Pause.) The old are 
like the young. They want someone to pity them. But 
no one's ever sorry for the old. You go to sleep now, 
Little One. I'll get your linden tea. And I'll warm your 
feet, yes I will. And I will pray for you. 

SEREBRYAKOV (pa use , then softly): Oh, go on . . . 

MARINA: .. . I have the 'ralgia, too. I have it, too; a pain in 
my legs. Vera Petrovna would cry. Anyone's pain 
moved her. Sonetchka, then, such a little one. Come 
along, my Little Father, now, we're going to go to bed. 
That's right ... 

(SEREBRYAKOV, SOFYA, and MARINA exit.) 

YELENA ANDREYEVI'.'"A: I've been so tired by him I can 
hardly stand. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Well. You're tired by him and I'm sick 
of myself. This is my third night without sleep. I'm 
tired to nausea. 

(Pa use.) 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: This is not a happy home. Your 
Mother loathes everything in this world except her dear 
Pamphlets. And the Professor. The Professor mistrusts 
me. He fears you .. . 

IVAN PETROVICH: ... he fears me ... ? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Yes. He does. Sonya is angry 
with her father. Pettish with me, hasn't spoken to me in 
the last two weeks . .. Not one word. And you hate my 
husband. You despise your mother and you make no 
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effort to conceal it. I go around, twenty times a day. I'm 
on the edge of tears . . .  one would not say this is a 
happy home. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Let's drop this discourse, shall 
we ... ? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Ivan Petrovich ( pa use) you are an 
educated man. A thoughtful man and I would expect 
you to see, or to accept, if you tho ught of it . . .  

IVAN PETROVICH: . . . I'm listening. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: That our world is worsened ... 
not by fires, or robbers . . .  but, you understand? By hate. 
Our world's destroyed by hate. By pett iness. And yo ur 
job should be to be strong and not to carp at those around 
you. Not to grumble, but, simply, to re con ci le .. . to 
make Peace . . . to . . . 

IVAN PETROVICH: I'd make my peace with yo u . • .  (Tries 
to k is s  her hand.) 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Stop it right now! (Pa use.) I'd 
like it if you left now, please. 

IVAN PETROVICH: And, yes, the rain is ending. Every­
thing will be refreshed. The world exhales. But I shall 

not be refreshed by the coming and the passing of the 
storm. My whole life, day and night, I feel this. I've 
squandered my past on nonsense and my present is 
sunk in absurdity. Isn't that something? My one feeling 
is for you. Can I renounce it? My one feeling in life and 
it's dying like a ray of sun shone in a well .  And I am 
dying. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: You speak to me of love. How 
am I to deal with that? I don't know. I'm sorry, but it's 



28 ANTON CHEKHOV 

true. What do you expect? I'm sorry. Forgive me. I 
must say goodnight. 

IVAN PETROVICH: .. . coincidentally, though, here by 
my side, another life is being wasted in this house. 
Whose could that be? What are you waiting for ... ? 
Eh? For your life to end? What stupid, pointless pri nci p le 
stands in your way? You wastre l. You foo l, eh? Do you 
comprehend what I'm te lli ng you . . .  ? 

(Pau se.) 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Ivan Petrovich . . .  are you 
drunk? 

IVAN PETROVICH: It very well could be. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Where is the doctor? 

IVAN PETROVICH: He's spending the night in my room. 
It could be. It could be, a nythi ng could be. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: And why have you been drink­
ing? 

IVAN PETROVICH: Why? Because it seems like "life." 
Don't scold me, Helene. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA (pau se): You never used to drink? 

IVAN PETROVICH: I drink now. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: No, and you never "spoke " so 
much. 

IVAN PETROVICH: I did n't ... ? Perhaps the ... 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: . . .  go to bed. You bore me. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Do I? (Ki ssi ng her ba nd.) My enchanted 
one, my darling ... 
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YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Oh please, oh please. Oh, God, 
you disgust me . . .  (Exits.) 

IVAN PETROVICH: Aha. (Pa use. ) Ten years ago, I'd see her 
at my sister's. She was seventeen and I was thirty-seven. 
I could have proposed to her and now she'd be my wife. 
And both of us would have been woken by the storm. 
The thunder frightened you. Sshhhh. No, no, no. I'm 
here. I'm here, and you needn't be afraid. And she .. . 
Why in the name of God am I old . .. ? What's ha p pened 
to me ... ? And with her damned pseudo-morality, her 
lazy, stupid " intellect," her jargon notions of "the ruin 
of the world " .. . Who the hell does she think she 
is . .. ? They cheated me. I worshiped that man. That 
pitiful pox-ridden "academic," our Professor, and 
worked like a slave for him. Sonya .. . (Pa use.) And we 
squeezed the last dregs from this Estate, like slaves. We 
sold the vegetable oil ... we sold the c urds, the peas, we 
begrudged ourselves food to save half-kopecks, and sent 

tho usands to him. Why shouldn't we? As proud as we 
were ... (Pa use .) To a man of genius. We basked in him. 
Now the man retires, and it's screamingly clear; what 
does he leave? As his legacy? This Colossus? What 

wor k ? What . .. what ... ? He leaves nothing. Not a 
single page. A nothing. Unknown. (Pa use.) A fraud. A 
vicious failure, who cheated a man who loved him. 

(ASTROV enters, somewhat dr un k. TELEG IN enters 
with a guitar.) 

ASTROV: Play something. 

TELEGIN: But the house is asleep, sir. 

ASTROV: Play it. (To IVAN PETROV ICH:) Oh. All 
alone . .. ? No ladies, eh? ( Sings.) 
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"The House is F lying 
The Stove is F lying 
\\'here can the .\laster make his Bed .. . ? "  

Storm woke me. Some rain. \\'hat's the time, eh? 

1\'Al\' PETROVICH: I don't give a damn. 

AsTROV: I heard Yelena Andreyevna .. . ? 

IVA;\" PETROVICH: Very probably. 

ASTRO\': A splendid woman. (Examines medic ine bott les on 
the tab le.) "Lord help us when doctors disagree." Is there 
a town whose pharmacy's not represented here ... ? 
The whole region must be sick of his gout. You tell me; 
is he ill, or shamming? 

IVA!\' PETROVICH: He's ill. 

(Pause.) 

AsTROV: And you? \Vhat's your complaint? A sympa­
thetic nature? 

IVAI\' PETROVICH: Lea\'e me alone. 

AsTROV: Or could you be sick with "love" ... for the 
invalid's wife? 

IVA1\" PETROVICH: \Ve are just friends. 

ASTROV: A lready ... 

IVA;\" PETROVICH: Now what can that mean? 

AsTROV: A woman and a man can be friends only at the 
end term of this sequence; first, acquaintance; then 
lovers; and then, that's right, "friends." 

IVA:'\ PETROVICH: A lovely, elegant philosophy. 
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AsTROV: Think so? Yes. I confess. I'm becoming a vul­
garian. I'm drunk, too. I'll tell you: Normally I drink this 
much just once a month. And when I am this drunk, I 
become arrogant and brazen to the last degree. And 
nothing, in that state, can faze me then. I undertake and 
perform the most difficult feats, flawlessly. I see the 
future and devise the most elegant plans. And during 
this time I no longer seem to myself an awkward and 
useless member of the world. No, I seem, on the con­
trary, a powerful, a motive force, with my own system 
of thought, and philosophy, and all of you, my dears, 
for it's true, look as big as microbes, or some quite, quite 
unimportant things. (To TELEGIN:) Would you play, 
please· . . .  ? 

TELEGIN: My friend, as you know, for you, anything, but 
they're all asleep . .. 

ASTROV: Play. 

( TELEGIN plays quietly.) 

Let's have a drink. Come on, for I know there's some left. 
And then at daylight we'll go to my place. Up for it? 
Fellow works for me says that the whole time. "Up for 
it? " Not a nice man. "Y 'up for it . . .  ?" (Sees the entering 
SONYA, and exits.) Excuse me, I'm undressed. ( TELE ­

GINjollows.) 

SoFYA: Uncle Vanya . .. 

IVAN PETROVICH: .. .'as you will. 

SOFYA: You've got drunk with the doctor again. Two free 
voices. Found each other in the wild. And formed a 
pact. Wiry do you do this? At your age ... ? You know, 
it's truly unattractive. 
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IVAl\' PETROVICH: My age doesn't figure in it. 

SOFYA: . .. no .. . ? 

IVAI'.' PETROVICH: A man with nothing, with no real life, 
subsists on fantasy, and then that's something in his life. 

SOFYA: The hay's cut. Every day it rains. And everything 
is rotten and you live on fantasy. You've thrown your 
work up and I'm working alone. I'm tired. You neglect 
your job, you ... Uncle, are you crying? 

IVA;-..'" PETROVICH: I'm not crying. 

SOFYA: I see the tears in your eyes. 

I VAl\' PETROVICH: Just now, do you know, you looked at 
me, just like your dear mother. (Kisses Sonya's hands and 

chee ks.) Oh, my darling sister. \Vhere are you now, oh, 
my dear. If you only knew. 

SOFYA: . .. what is it she should know? 

IVAl\' PETROVICH: . .. it's not good. It's not good. It's 
nothing. (Pause.) I'm going. (Exits.) 

(Pause.) 

SOFYA: Mikhail Lvm·ich ... (Knoc ks on his door.) You're not 
asleep .. . ? 

ASTROV (offstage ): ... hello. 

SOFYA: .\lay I s pea k with you? If it aids you to drink, please 
drink. But I beg of you, please, do not let my uncle 
drink. It's so bad for him. 

ASTROV: So be it. \Ve' ll drink no more. 

SOFYA: ... I can count on vou . .. ? . 
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ASTROV: Settled and signed. And now I'll be getting 
home. (Yawns.) By the time they've harnessed the sun 
will be up. 

SOFYA: Why not wait till morning ... ? 

ASTROV: ... oh no . . . (Yawns.) 

SOFYA: It's raining. 

AsTROV: Storm'll pass. I think that this is the end of it. 
No, I'll go. One thing, please don't call me for your 
father anymore. I tell him gout, and he says rheuma­
tism. I say stay in bed, and he gets up. I'm called to see 
him and he won't speak to me. 

SOFYA: He's difficult. (Pause.) Can I get you something 
to eat? 

AsTROV: Yes. I'll take something. Thank you. 

SOFYA: They say that through his life he had a great 
success with women, and that women spoiled him. 
Here, have some cheese. 

(They both stand at the sideboard, eating.) 

ASTROV: Today I didn't eat a thing. Today I drank. Yes, 
your father is difficult. (Oj li quor:) May I ... ? You 
know, we're alone here. Let me speak candidly, do you 
think? I couldn't live one month in this house. With 
your father and his gout, and your uncle and his, what 
is it? Depression .... ? Your grandmother . .. your step­

mother ... 

SOFYA: ... my stepmother .. . 

ASTROV: It's nice, and it should be godly to have beauty. 
Beauty should be pure. Of face, of dress, of the mind, 



34 Al\TO;\; CHEKHO\" 

and here is a beautiful, a lovely woman, all she does is 
eat, sleep, and stroll through the day, to enchant us with 
that great beauty which is hers. She does no more. She 
has no duties; she has no res ponsibilities, others work for 
her. (Pause.) How can an idle life be pure? Am I too 
hard? Perhaps I am. I'm like your Uncle Vanya. Disap­
pointed in life, become a detractor. 

SoFYA: .. . disappointed? In life? 

ASTRO\": In life? No. In our life. Our provincial and our 
Russian life. I hate it with the power of my soul. And 

my life. Oh, yes, my own personal l ife. I am pleased to 
swear to God there is not one thing good in it. When 
you walk through the woods, if you walk through the 
dark woods at night, if you have a glimmer, a small gleam 
of light before you, then you needn't feel the night, nor 
darkness, fatigue, nor the branches as they whip your 
face. But I, as you know, work alone, and live alone. 
There is no one. And those things which assail me ... 
as there is no light before me, which could make my 
burden light. (Pause.) So I expect nothing. And there is 
nothing for me. And, do you know, I don't li ke people. 
And, for the longest time, ha\·e lowd no one. 

(Pause.) 

SOFYA: You have loved no one. 

ASTRO\': No. I feel a certain affection . .. I feel affection, 
for example, toward your Nurse. 

SOFYA: ... vou do ... ? . 

ASTROV: Yes. Our peasants are so alive, living in squalor; 
what do we liw in? Our "intelligentsia " ... ? Our good 
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and stupid friends, to put it bluntly, you see? Small 
concerns, small thoughts and feelings. And the 
brighter they are then the worse they are. Assailed by 
introspection. And analysis, what's happened to the 
world ... ? They whine, and spew, and slander, "oh, 
this one's a psychopath," or "that one's a phrasemonger 

. .. " And let them find someone whom they can't 
pigeonhole, and he's "a most peculiar man." I love the 
forest and I don't eat meat. "A most peculiar man." 
Where could we look to find a simple, unencumbered 
and spontaneous relation to our fellows, and the world? 
Where? No where. No where on this earth. (Starts to 

drin k.) I assure you. 

SoFYA: Please, no more. Please. Don't drink. 

ASTROV: Why not? 

SoFYA: It isn't like you. 

ASTROV: Is that what you think? 

SoFYA: You're refined. And you have a gentle voice. You, 
more than anyone I know, are as you spoke of, beauti­
ful. (Pause.) Why do you act in an ordinary way? 

ASTROV:I ... ? 

SOFYA: You drink, and you gamble ... 

ASTROV: Do I ... ? 

SOFYA: Please stop. You say that people don't work to 
create but to destroy those gifts they are given from 
above. Don't do it. You don't have to do it. Please. 
Please. I implore you. Please. 

(Pause.) 
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ASTROV: I won't drink. 

SoFYA: You won't drink again. 

(Pause.) 

ASTROV: No. 

SOFYA: Give me your word of honor. 

ASTROV: I give it. 

SoFYA: Thank you. 

ASTROV: Basta! eh? I've sobered up. Look at that. Sober 
already and I shall stay so. As I have vowed. Till the end 
of my days. ( Loo ks at his watch.) Well. So. My time has 
passed. I'm old, I'm jaded. I am overworked. My feel­
ings are blunt. I have lost capacity for all attachment. 
What attracts me? What attracts me? Beauty attracts 
me. I can't remain indifferent to it. Yelena Andreyevna, 
for example, you see, she'd turn my head in a day. But 

that's not love, now, is it ... ? (Shudders.) 

SOFYA: What is it? 

ASTROV: It's nothing. 

SOFYA: What is it? 

ASTROV: You know, in Lent , I had a patient die under the 
chloroform. 

SOFYA: It's time you forgot it. (Pause.) If .. .  (Pause.) 
Would you tell me, Mikhail Lvovich, if a friend of mine, 
if I had such a friend or younger sister of mine, and you, 
suppose you discovered that this girl loved you (pause) 
what would that make you feel ... ? 
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AsTROV (pause ): I have no idea. I would suspect that I 
wouldn't feel a thing. 

SOFYA: ... you'd feel nothing? 

ASTROV: I think, what I think is, I'd give her to under­
stand how I could never love her. Uhhh ... could you 
perhaps ask me this later? If I am to go I must go; and 
now is the time. Farewell, My Dove, if we keep talking 
we will be talking at noon. I'll go out through the 
drawing room if you permit me, or I fear your uncle 
would detain me here. Goodbye. (Exits. ) 

SOFYA (pause ): He's told me nothing. Yet I'm happy. He 
keeps his heart and his soul from me. And yet I'm 
happy and I don't care. Why am I so happy? "A beauti­
ful man," I said. "You ha\·e a lovely voice." Was that 
forward of me? And I don't care. I don't think so, I love 
his voice. Why shouldn't I? And yet. I spoke to him 
about My F riend. "A younger sister," and he didn't 
understand a word. Oh, Lord. How could you make 
me so plain ... ? Last Sunday at Church the woman 
behind me said, "She's so kind and generous. It's such 
a pity she's so plain ... " (Pause. ) . . . that she is so 
plain ... 

(Enter YELENA ANDREYEVNA.) 

YELENA AI\"DREYEVNA: End of the storm. Such peace in 
the air. (Pause.) Where's the doctor? 

SOFYA: Gone. 

YELEI\"A ANDREYEVNA: Sophie ... 

SoFYA: What? 



38 ANTON CHEKHOV 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: How long are you going to go on 
being short with me? (Pause.) We've done no harm to 
each other. Why should we be enemies? (Pause.) Don't 
you feel .. . ? (Pause.) Enough. 

SOFYA: I .. . 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: . .. yes ... ? 

SOFYA: .. . I wanted to .. . 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: .. . I did, too ... 

SoFYA: Let's not be angry anymore. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: With all my heart. 

(They embrace.) 

(Sighs.) Oh, Lord. That's good. Than k you. 

SOFYA: Has Papa gone to bed? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: No, he's still sitting up. Weeks at 
a time we don't speak to each other. God only knows 
why. (OJ the sideboard:) What's this? 

SoFYA: Mikhail Lvovich was having some supper. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Drink with me. 

SOFYA: Yes.' 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Bruderschaft-out of the same 
glass-Will you kiss me ... ? (Fills the glass.) 

SOFYA: I will. (They drin k and kiss.) I've wanted to make it 
up for so long. I've felt ashamed. (Cries.) 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Why are you crying ... ? 
Shhhh ... 



SOFY:\: It's alright. It's nothing. 

Y ELEI\'A :\:"DR EYE\':\".-\: Shhh. Shhh. There now . . .  
Lord; I'm crying too. (Paus e.) You were . . .  angry with 
me because you think I married your father for my own 
com·enience. If you believe oaths I give you my oath on 
this: that I married him for love. I was drawn to him. :\ 
famous man. :\ man of learning. I was capti 7.:at ed by it. 
And it was not real. (Paus e.) The lO\·e was not real . But I 

thought it was real. At the time I thought it was real. And 
I'm not to blame. Sophie. But. (Paus e.) Since our wed­
ding day you ha\·en't stopped accusing me. 

SoFYA: . . . I accused vou . . .  ? 

Y ELE:\".-\ :\:\"DR EYE\'1\'A: You did. (Paus e.) I saw it in your 
eyes. Your clever and suspicious eyes . . . looking 
on . . . 

SoFYA: . . . and now we forget it. 

Y ELE:".-\ A:"DR EYEV:--:.-\: .. . you mustn't look l ike that on 
people. It doesn't suit you. And we must t rust. How 
can we live if we do not? 

SOFYA: I have to ask you. Hon estly . . . 

Y EL E:"A Al'."DR EYE\'l'."A: . . . ves? 

SOFYA: .. . as a friend. 

Y EL E:\"A Al\'DR EYE\XA: Yes. 

SoFY.-\: Are you happy r 

Y ELE:"A Al'."DR EYEV:"A: No. 

SOFYA: I kne\\.' that. And now, honestly, would you ha\·e 
preferred to have had a younger husband? 

Y ELE:"A Al\'DR EYE\XA: What a schoolgirl you are. 
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SOFYA: Would you? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Yes, I should have liked that. 
Alright, then, what else? 

SOFYA: Do you like the doctor? 

YELE!'.'A Al'.'DREYEVNA: Very much. 

SOFYA (laughing): Do I look foolish? Do I? I'm sure that I 
do. Do you know, though he's gone, I hear his voice, I 
do. I hear his footsteps, and if I look over by the dark 
window I see him there. Let me say it. I shouldn't say it 
so loud. Oh, I feel ashamed. Should we talk in my 
room? Do I seem silly to you? Yes, of course I do. Tell me 
about him. 

YELENA Al'.'DREYEV!'.'A: What should I tell? 

SOFYA: Isn 't he so clever? Isn 't he? B eyond that; he can do 
things. He heals ; he heals people ... he plants ... 

(Pause .) 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: My dear. It's so much more than 
that. 

SoFYA: It is? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: It isn't trees ... it isn't "forests " 
.. . "medicine " ... 

SOFYA: ... no ... 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: What he has is talent. Darling. 
Scope of Mind. He plants a tree, and when he plants it 
he sees, he is trying to see what comes of his action in a 
thousand years. A thousand years. D'you know? He's 



thinking of the Happiness of Man. When you find such 
beautiful people ... 

SOFYA: . . . yes . . .  ? 

YELEr-.;A A�DREYEVKA: .. . they must be loved. He 
drin ks ... 

SOFYA: Yes. He does. 

YELENA Al':DREYEVK-\: .. . and he can be coarse. Coarse. 
A man of soul in Russia cannot remain spotless. Show 
this man to me. I say, "what of it ... ? "  if you think of 
his life. On the passable roads. And freezing day and 
night . . . vast distances . . . He ministers to crude, 
barbarous folk. Their poverty, their ignorance around 
him constantly. Disease . . . (Pause.) A man who lives 
that life .. . (Pause.) I wish you this happiness, with all 
my soul. You deserve it. You deserve happiness. ( Rises.) 
I am a dull second-rank character. You know? In musi c. 
In my husband's house. In my love affairs. Throughout 
my whole life. That is what I've been. Yes, as a matter of 
fact, when you come to think of it, I am quite thoroughly 
unhappy. And I will never find it in this world. \Vhy are 
you laughing? 

SoFYA: I feel so good. 

(Pause .) 

YELEJ\:A A�DREYEVKA: Would you like me to play some-
thing? · 

SOFYA: Very much. 

YELEKA A�DREYEVK-\: Yes? 

SOFYA: I can't sleep. Play. 
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YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Good. Go ask your father. 
When he's ill, music sometimes upsets him. If it's 
alright then I'll play. 

SoFYA: Good. (Exits.) 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: So long since I played. I'll play 
and then I'll cry. (Pause.) Like some damned fool. Is that 
you outside, Yefim? 

WATCHMAN (offstage ): It's me. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Stop it, please. The Master is 
not well. 

WATCHMAN: I'll stop at once. (Calls to his dogs.) Hey there, 
come on, Dog . . .  ( Whistles .) 

SOFYA (ree nters ): He says that we can't. 



A C T  

III  

Several months later, in early Se ptember. The drawing 
room in Serebrya kov 's house . Daytime. IVAN 
PETROVICH and SOFYA ALEXANDROVNA are 

seated . YELENA ANDREYEVNA pa ces the room. 

IVAN PETROVICH: The Herr Professor has been so good 
as to express this: that he wishes that we should gather 
in this drawing room, at one o'clock this afternoon 
( chec ks h is watch ) that being in one quarter hour. At 
which time he has some "thing" which he wishes to 
share with the world. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Some business matter, probably. 

IVAN PETROVICH: But what business? He has none any­
more. He writes garbage, he grumbles, he envies the 
world, and that's his life. 

SOFYA: . . .  Uncle! 

IVAN PETROVICH: Alr\ght. Alright. You're right. Ec co 
how , she walks, this woman. Eh? Morbid with laziness. 
A panorama of inaction. Bella. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Must you prate all day? Must 
you go on always? I'm dy ing of boredom. Is there noth­
ing to do? 

43 
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SOFYA: There's no lack of things to do. If you wished to do 
them. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Tell me one. 

SOFYA: Teach. Treat the sick. Care for the Estate. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: ... mmm ... hmm ... 

SOFYA: Much to do. ( Pause.) When you and Papa weren't 
here, Uncle and I would go to the market and sell flour. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: I wouldn't know how. And, 
besides, it-. 'doesn't interest me. In ideological novels 
people jump up and declare they're going to Teach, or 
treat the sick. But how should I do that? Just, suddenly 
. .. just . .. 

SOFYA: If you did it, you'd be drawn to it. Oh, yes, my 
darling. 

( They embra ce. SOFYA ALEXANDROVNA laughs.) 

You're bored. You don't know what to do. There's no 
end to it. I know. It's so contagious. Uncle Vanya has it, 
now. And he does nothing. And follows you like a cloud 
on a leash. I put my own work down and come over to 
chat. I've grown so lazy. And our do ctor, Mikhail 
Lvovich, who came once a month, if that , is here every 
day. And turns his back both on his forests and his 

medi cine. And lives under your spell. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: ... my spell? 

SOFYA: You Sor cerer ! 

IVAN PETROVICH: Oh, but why are you languishing. My 
Dear? My Splendor? Awaken and pulse with life. You, 
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when the blood of merma ids courses in your veins . . .  
wake to your mermaid life ! Rise to the heights and 
plunge into the frothy brine. Love with a water spirit 
waits you. In your guise as Naiad of Perfection . So our 
Herr Professor, so that a ll  of us throw up our heads and 
say, "\Vho is that nymph? " 

YEL �A AKDREYEVN"A: Oh, will you shut up? 
,_, 

IVA!'.' PETROVICH: ... did I .. . ? 

YELE!'.'A AN"DREYEVNA: This cruel ... cruel .. . 

IVAN" PETROVICH: Forgive me. My Joy. Forgive me. I 
apologize. Forgive me. Peace. 

YELEN"A ANDREYEVN"A: An Angel of Patience would 
become short with you. 

IVA!'.' PETROVICH: .. . as a peace offering ... 

YELEN"A ANDREYEVN"A: ... adm it it. 

IVAN PETROVICH: ... as an offering of peace. I'm going 
to present you with a bouquet of roses , which flowers I 
have had the foresight to've obtained this mornmg. 
Autumn roses. Sad roses. For you. (Ex its.) 

SOFYA: . . . sad autumn roses . .. 

YELEN"A A!'.'DREYEV!'.'A: Already September. How are 
we to live through one more winter here? Where is the 
doctor? 

. 
SOFYA: Uncle Vanya's room. He's writing something. I'm 

glad Uncle's gone. I have to talk with you. 

YELE!'.'A ANDREYEVN"A: About what? 

SOFYA: About what. (Pause.) About what . .. ? 
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YELENA ANDREYEVNA: . .. there . .. there .. . 

SOFYA: I'm plain. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: You have beautiful hair. 

SoFYA: No! No! The homely woman's told, "Oh, what 
beautiful hair. " I've loved him for six years. I love him 
more than I love my own mother. I hear him every 
moment and I feel his hand. I look at the door and I 
think, ''At any moment . . .  " I keep coming to you about 
him, he's here, he looks right through me; I have no 
hope and I know it. Oh, God, give me strength. All 
night I pray. I can' t sto p myself from going up to him. I 
look in his eyes. I confessed yesterday to Uncle Vanya. 
All the servants know I love him. Everybody knows. 

(Pause.) 

Y EL ENA ANDREYEVNA: What does he think? 

SOFYA: He doesn't notice me. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Aha. You know, he's a strange 
man. Do you know what? If . . .  let me approach him. 
I'll be discreet. A most gentle hint. What do you think? 
Really, how long are you to live in uncertainty? (Pause.) 
Yes? 

(SOFYA AL EXANDROVNA nods.) 

Good. The question: he loves you, or doesn' t, and can 
that be hard to know? Now, don't you be embarrassed, 
my girl. Don' t you worry. I'll be very gentle, and I'll 
find the answer. I'll probe him, and he will never know. 
Yes. Or no. And if it's no, then let him stop coming 
here. Yes? (Pause.) 
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(SOFYA AL EXANDROVNA nods.) 

I thin k so. Yes. Alright. Well, then, "Well begun is 
nearly done." We'll put the question. He was going to 
show me some maps. Tell him that I want him. 

SOFYA: You'll tell me the truth? 

Y ELE�A ANDR EYEVNA: I will, because I think the truth, 
no matter how bad, is never so bad as an uncertainty. I 
promise you. 

SOFYA: You wish to see his maps. 

YELENA ANDREYEV�A: That's right. 

SOFYA: But in uncertainty, at least . . .  

YELENA ANDREYEV�A: . . . yes? 

SOFYA: . . . is hope. 

YELE�A A�DREYEV�A: Excuse me ... ? 

SoFYA: No. (Pause.) You're right. ( E.xits .) 

YELENA A�DR EYEV�A: Lord. Lord. \Vhat is worse than 
knowing someone's secret and standing by powerless? 
Clearly the man cares nothing for her. But why 
shouldn't he take her? Granted. She isn't beautiful. For 
a country doctor his age, a kind, pure, intelligent girl­
what's wrong with her for a wife. Nothing. Not a 
thing. Poor child. (Pause.) Live in a Grey World like 
this, and you hear nothing but the bana l all day. \Vhat 
everyone eats, drinks, thin ks . . . And then this man 
appears. A captivating man, a handsome man .. . like a 
bright-colored moon rose from the trees. To yie ld to 
such a man ... (Pause.) Vanya said, "Mermaid's blood 
runs in your veins. For once in your life indulge your-
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self. " Well. Should I not do that? For once m my 
life . .. ? As the man said, once in my life, and fly away 
from all these sleepy countenances, these dull faces, 
this sameness, this death-in-life, why shouldn' t I? 
Great coward that I am, when the man comes here every 

day and I know every day the reason that he comes? Oh, 
God, I'm stained already, and I should fall on my knees 
to Sonya and beg for forgiveness. 

AsTROV (entering): Good morning. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Good morning. 

ASTR OV: You wanted to see my drawings. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Yesterday you said you'd show 
me some maps you were working on. 

ASTROV: I have them. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Are you free? 

As·mov: I am. Where were you born? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: In Petersburg. 

AsTROV: Mm. And where did you study? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: The Conservatory. 

ASTR OV: :Vou may find that this won't interest you. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: \Veil, no? Why not . .. ? It's true 
that I don't know the country .. . 

ASTROV: 0 .  0 mmm . .. hhhrn . .  . 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: ... the "topography " . . .  

ASTROV: . . .  indeed . . .  

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: But I've read a great deal, I . . .  
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ASTROV: I have my O\vn worktable in this house. In Ivan 
Petrovich's room, and when I am on the point of 
extreme exhaustion,  I forsake my practice and I steal 
away to spend an hour or two over my maps. Ivan 
Petrovich and Sofya Alexandrovna clicking away at the 
abacus, and I'm seated beside them at my worktable 
painting away. I'm warm. Everything is quiet. I'm at 
peace. I hear the cric kets outside. Totally at peace. Once 
a month, perhaps, not so very often. ( Pause. Of his ma ps:) 
Alright. Look here. We have our district fifty years ago. 
The dark and light greens indicate the forests. As you 
see, half of the whole is wooded. Now, where we find 
green crosshatched with red we have the range of . .. 
elks and ... wild goats, and we show both flora and the 
fauna here. On the Lake we have swans, geese, ducks 
and, as the old folks say, "a power of birds." As they 
would say, "far as the eye could see, and farther." A 

cloud of birds. Flying. ( Pause.) We have the villages ... 
and hamlets . .. here and there the various small farms . 
The outposts, religious encampments . .. water mills. 
Much cattle. Horned cattle, and horses ... these are 
marked by blue. For instance, we see in this district, the 
blue laid on thick. There were great herds here, and 
each individual household kept, on the average, three 
horses. ( Goes to the next ma p.) And here twenty-five years 
have passed. Already we see only one third of the area is 
timbered. Goats are gone. We still see elk, occasionally, 
but the blue and green are vanishing. And so on. As we 
go down to the thir d rendition (goes to the next map ), 
\vhere we have the district as it is today. We have no 
solid green, just the occasional patch. The elk and the 
swans and geese have disappeared. The grouse are 
gone. The game birds. And we find no trace of the old 
settlements. In short, here is a perfect picture of a 
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gradual and relentless decay. Which, in ten or twelve 
more years will be totally complete. And the land will 
be dead. You say, fine. You say deep cultural influences 
are at work, and the old life must naturally give way to 
the new. And I would agree with you. If in place of 
decimated forests we had indust ry, and ra ilroads, schools 
under construction . . . m ills . . . and if the populace 
were happier, better employed, in better health. But 
what do we have here .. .  ? We have the same swamps 
and the same mosquitoes. The same lack of roads, the 
same typhus, diphtheria, rickets, diseases of poverty, 
the same eternal fires .. . So that what we see is this: a 
struggle for existence that is beyond human strength. 
\Vhere we degenerate. In ignorance. And sloth. And so 
man, freezing, starving, diseased man , to preserve the 
last vestige of his life, to save his children, reaches out 
r eflex ively to stave off his hunger, warm him, feed him, 
in his animal fear, and destr oys. With no thought for 
tomorrow. So that nearly everything has been 
destroyed. And nothing new brought into being ... I 
see that this doesn't interest you. 

YELENA Al'\'DREYEVNA: But .. . I understand so little 
of it. 

ASTROV: Ah. Apart from that though, it holds no interest 
for you. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: I must tell you that my mind's on 
other things. 

ASTROV: I see. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Forgive me. 

AsTROV: Not at all .. . 
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YELENA ANDREYEVNA: And what preo ccup ied me was, in 
fact . .. I don't know how to begin. 

ASTROV: ... please. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: It was. (Pause.) An interrogation. 

AsTROV: An interrogation? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Yes. A harmless one, if I may. 
Will you sit down? This concerns a certain friend of 
mine. A young friend. May we, do you think, as people 
of the world, may we speak frankly? 

AsTROV: Of course. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: And that the things we say we 
never spoke of? Do you understand? 

ASTROV: I do. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: The matter concerns my step­
daughter, Sonya. 

ASTROV: Yes. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: How do vou feel about her? ,/ 

ASTROV: I respect her. 

YELENA AI"DREYEVNA: And your feelings for her as a 
woman. 

AsTROV: My feelings for her ... 

YELEI"A ANDREYEVN.;\: Yes. 

ASTROV: I have none. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Aha. Two more words and I'm 
done. Have you, perhaps, "remarked " her "attitude " 
towards you? 



ASTRO\': No. 

(Pa use. ) 

5 2  .-\:\'TO' CHEKHO\' 

YE LE :\"A A:\"DREYE Y:\"A: \\'ell, then, I'm done. You don't 
l m.:e Sonya, and v.:ill not. Now, she is suffering. And I ask 
your compassion, and that you stop coming here. 

ASTROV : Uh-huh .. . Uh-huh ... \\'ell . .. it's late. I see 
that 1\·e stayed ... I really don't ha,·e the time to come 
here . .. If you . .  . 

YE LE :\"A A:'\DREYE V:\"A: Oh, Lord, what a sordid inter­
view. Forgi,·e me. It upsets me so, I feel as if I'd just 
worked two days in the fields. \\'ell, we're finished. 
Thank God it's done and we ne,·er spoke of it at all. 
Fine. And now you must lea,·e. You see that . .. \\'ell ,  
my goodness. 1\·e turned quite red .. . 

ASTRO V: If even one month ago you had approached 
me ... 

YELE:\" A A:-..:o REYE\':'\ A: . .. no ... 

ASTRO\': .. . yes. Then I might ha,·e considered it. And, 
if she's suffering, of course; if the girl's "suffering " . . .  
(Pause .) Aaahhh. (Pause .) I understand. (Pause.) 

YELE:\" A A:\"DREYEV :\"A: You understand what? 

ASTROV: To belabor the obvious, when you know how 
one has to feel. Towards Sonya. Yet you call me here for 
an "interrogation" .. . 

YE LE !'\A A:\"DREYE V:\"A: I don't understand. 

ASTROV: Oh yes . .. Oh yes ... and I walk into your trap. 
Didn 't I, now ... ? All 7.::or ry over the poor girl's feel-
mgs. "\\'hat do you feel, as a �tan, Dear Doctor? " 
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"Why ha\'e you been coming here the whole month, 
e\'ery day? Could we know your true feelings?" 
Alright! Alright! . . . I'll te ll you, and w ithout the 
charade. I confess it. I'm yours. I surrender, I'm yours, 
take me away. 

YEL El\"A Al'.'DR EYEV!\'A: Are you out of your mind? 

AsTROV: Oh, Lord , you're timid! l '\'e confessed it. Your 
sweet ruse has forced it out of me! 

Y EL ENA Al\"DR EYE\'1\.'A: I'm going to tell you something. 
I am better than you think, I'm nob ler than you think 
and I swear it to you. 

AsTROV: Alright. I take my lea\'e of you. This is the last 
of me. ( Glances around to insure that they are a lone.) Where 
shall we meet? Quickly. Say it. Quickly. \Vhile we ha\'e 
a moment. \Vhere do we meet? And one kiss. 

Y EL ENA Al\"DR EYEVI\.'A: ... I swear before God ... 

AsTROV: Ah ... Ah ... Ah ... Ah . . .  Ahh ... ! ! ! ! ! No 
need to swear. No need for words at all. How beautiful 
you are. Your face . . .  

Y ELEl\"A Al\'DR EYEV!\'A: Oh, no. Please. P le ase go away. 

ASTROV: You tell me where we're going to meet tomor­
row. Tell me. 

Y ELEI':A Al\"DREYEVI\.'A: No. 

AsTROV: It's o ver. It's d ecided . Te ll me. 

Y EL E!\:A Al'.'DREYEVI\.'A: Ha\'e pity on me. 

ASTROV: I surely won 't .  

Y EL E!\'A AI':DREYEVI\.'A: Please lea\'e me. 
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ASTROV: By the orchard. Two o'clock. Yes. 

(V Ar\"YA enters and l ooks at them as ASTROV 
embraces YELEl'A Ar\"DREYEV!'\A. ) 

YELE!\"A ANDREYEV!'\A: Let me go. Please. Let me go. 
(Sees VANYA.) Oh, God. 

(Pause.) 

IVAl' PETROVICH: Very well. (Pause .) Never mind it. 

ASTROV: And to day ,  my dear friend ... the weather , 
wouldn't you say, the weathe r, which looked so cloudy, 
formerly ( pause ) is changed and the sun is out in what 
we must say's turned into a splendid afternoon. (Pause.) 
Winter cr ops are quite good, actually . . .  (Pause.) Only 
mark against it is the days grow short, and what can 

anyone do about that? 

YELE!'\A Ar\DREYEVl'A (to IVAl' PETROVICH): I would 
entreat you, please, to exercise all of your influence to see 
that my husband and I quit this place at once. This 
afternoon. Do you hear? 

IVAN PETROVICH: Yes. 

YELE!'\A A:KDREYEVl\;'A: Do you hear me? Today. 

IVAI': PETROVICH: \Veil, yes. You know, Helene, I saw 
the whole thing. 

YELEl\;'A Ar\"DREYEV�A: . .. tell me you heard what I 
said. 

IVAN PETROVICH: .. . mmm ... 

YELEl'A Al'DREYEV!\"A: We are leaving here today. 
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(Enter SEREBRYAKOV, SOFYA, TELEGIN, and 
MAR INA.) 

TELEGIN: You know, your Excellency, I myse lf am feeling 
somewhat other than well. For the last two days, my 
head, my head es pe cia lly does not feel well. 

SEREBRYAKOV: Where are the others? I . . .  where are 
they . . .  ? I hate this house, eh? Why should I live in a 
labyrinth? Twenty-six rooms, everybody wander ing .. . 
( Rings .) Please ask the others in here. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: ... I believe they're here. 

SER EBRYAKOV: Ladies and gentlemen, be seated, please. 

SOFYA (to YELENA ANDREYEVNA): What did he say? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: . .. not now. 

SOFYA: You're trembling. Are you trembling? What is it? 
(Pause.) Aha. Oh. (Pause.) I understand. (Pause .) He 
won't be staying around here anymore. (Pause.) That's it 
... yes? Tell it to me. Yes? 

(YELENA ANDREYEVNA no ds.) 

SEREBRYAKOV (to TELEGIN): You know, a man could rec­
oncile himself to ill health. But I cannot learn to live the 
country life. I can't stand it. I feel like I've spun off the 
earth and landed ... Sonya! 

(She doesn 't hear h im :) 

Sonya! And, fine! She ignores me. (To MAR INA, who is 
just pass ing through :) Nurse, you come here, too. Please? 
(She is mot ioned to s it and does so.) And now, if you 
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please, Ladies and Gentlemen, if you could, if I may, 
like the Sunflo wer turn your attentive heads . . .  thank 
you . . .  

IVA!\' PETROVICH: . .. if it's the case that I'm not needed 
here . . .  

SEREBRYAKOV: Oh, no, you're needed here. You have all. 

IVA:!\' PETROVICH: Then, if it please you, what do you 
require? 

SEREBRYAKOV: "Please"? "Require"? \Vhy, are you angry ? 
Are you mad at me? If I am guilty, I beg your forgive­
ness. 

IVAN PETROVICH: F ine. F ine. \Vhat do you want? \Vhat 
is it? 

SEREBRYAKOV: And here is Maman! (Pause .) Ladies and 
Gentlemen, now I will begin. "I have summoned you 
here, citizens, to inform you that the Inspector General 
has chosen to pay us a visit. " (Pause.) Joking aside, then, 
in a serious vein, I have asked you here for your help and 
advice, knowing your graciousness, in full hope that I 
shall receive them. (Pause.) I am a scholar. I'm a man of 
books, and have long been a stranger to the intricacies, 
the vagaries of a business life. I could not li\·e without 
the help and guidance of practical folk. And that is true. 
And so I come to you, Ivan Petrovich, Yelena, Maman, 

Ilya Ilyich .. . an old man, not a well man who sees, 
from his age, manet omnes una nox [one night awaits 
everyone], that time and tide happen to us all ; and, at 
the end of his life, turns to regulate the questions of his 
property insofar as they touch and concern those 
around him: his family. (Pause.) My life is finished. But I 
possess a young w ife, a daughter, still a child ... (Pause .) 
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And for us to continue living in the country is not 
possible. We are not made to live a country life. And 

ne ither can we live in town on income of the magnitude 
which this estate provides. Now, we could, for exam­
ple, sell the forest. A measure which is both extreme and 
nonrenewable. Once sold, it yields no further income. 
So. Where could we seek to find a strategy which pro­
vides us with both a d efin ite and, still, a permanent means 
of support? I have searched for and, I think, found that 
strategy. And, now, I have the honor of presenting it to 
you. In broad strokes; in general outline; our estate 
yields, on the average, a gain of, say, two percent. 
(Pause. ) I propose to sell it. If we sell the estate and 
invest in interest-bearing bonds, we receive four to five 
percent. Four to five. And, I think that we should even 
have a sur plus of sufficient funds to purchase a villa in 
Finland. 

(Pause.) 

IVAN" PETROVICH: Uh, excuse me. I'm sorry. Would you 
repeat what you said? 

SEREBRYAKOV: I will, with the proceeds, invest in inter­
est-bearing bonds, and, with such residue as there is, 
purchase a small home in Finland. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Yes. No. Not the "Finland " part. You 
said the "proceeds." The proceeds of what? 

SEREBRYAKOV: My sal� of the estate. 

IVAN" PETROVICH: You're going to sell the estate. 

SEREBRYAKOV: I propose to sell it. Yes. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Ah. You see, that was the thing that 
caught my attention. You're going to sell the "estate "? 
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And where do I go ... ? And Sonya here? Please? And 
my moth er, if I may be so picayune . . .  

SERE BR Y-\KO\': Certainly. All in good time. One can't do 
e\·erything at once ... 

1\x' PETRO\'ICH : No. One can not . You know, speaking 
of human ignorance. I always s uppos ed that this "estate" 
which you're going to sell, belonged to Sonya .. . 

SERE BRYA KO\': ... I .. . 

I\'A :\' PETRO\'ICH: ... if I may, as my late fath er bought 
this estate as a dowry for my sist er, so that it passed, in 
my igno ranc e to look upon the la 'i:.·, from my sist er to 

Sonya, to whom it belongs. 

SERE BRYA KO\': And who disputes it? C erta inly. 

1\'.-\::\" PETRO\'ICH: ... I . . .  

SERE BRYA KO\': Of course. It belongs to Sonya. Without 
whose consent one could not think to sell it. And ... 

and for whose benefit it shall be sold. (Pa us e.) For Sonya? 

1\'A S PETRO\'ICH (s im ultan eo us ly 'i:.'ith "So nya '): .-\m I out 
of my mind ? .-\m I ra 'i:ing .. . ? \\'hy are we list eni ng 

� � �  to . . .  ; ; ; 

.\1ARIYA V-\SI LYE\XA: ... Jean .. . Jean . .. 

1\'A ::\" PETRO\'ICH: ... why . . .  ? 

.\1ARIYA YASI LYE\S.-\ : Please. Don't, don't contradict 
Alexandr. P l eas e  belie\·e me, he sees fa r better than we, 
what is right , what is ... 

1\'A ::\" PETRO VICH: Someone gi\·e me a glass of water. 
( D rin ks it.) Say whate\'er you wish to say. Say whate\·er 
\'OU wish. 
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SEREBRYAKOV: Why do you inflame yourself? Do I say 
that my plan is idea l? It's a ''plan. " I t's just a plan. And, if 
it's found unsuitab le ,  I shall discard it. 

(Pause .) 

TELEGIN: Your Excellency .. . ? 

SEREBRYAKOV: . .. please . .  . 

TELEGIN : I myself, as I think you know, possess over and 
above my rev'rence for your learning . .. 

SEREBRYAKOV: . .. yes ... 

TELEGIN: . . . a feeling of kinship as well. Which brings 
me close to you. My brother, as I think you know, 
Grigory Ilyich, his brother -in -law, Fustian Trofich 
Lakidomov ... held a degree ... 

IVAN PETROVICH: If you please, Waffles, not now. 

TELEGIN: A degree, as I say, an M. A ... . 

IVAN PETR OVICH: . . . we're talking business. 

TELEGIN: Alright. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Ask him. 

SEREBRYAKOV: What am I to ask him? 

IVAN PETR OVICH: The estate was purchased from his 
uncle. 

. 
SEREBRYAKOV: Was it now .. . ? 

IVAN PETR OVICH: Yes. It was, for the price, at that time. 
Yes. It was. Yes. For the price of ninety-five thousand 
rubles. Of which my father paid down seventy. Leaving 
a debt outstanding of twenty-five. Now, are you follow-
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ing this? Because this estate could not have been bought 
had I not renounced mv share, eh? Of mv inheritance. In . . 
favor of my sister whom I dearly loved. And addi -

tionally . And additionally had I not toiled like an ox, as I 
have, working here ten years to discharge the remaining 
debt. \Vhich I have done. 

SER EBRYAKOV: . . . I'm sorry that I brought it up ... 

IVAN PETROVICH: . . .  and cleared the estate. \Vhich 
stands free and clear, thanks to me ! Thanks to my 
efforts. And here you walk in here and propose throw­
ing me out in the snow. 

SER EBRYAKOV: I don't understand what you're trying to 
accomplish. 

IVAN PETROVICH: I have managed this estate twenty-five 
years. I have slaved and sent you money like the Good 
Steward. During all that time not once have you thought 
to think of the man who worked for you. Not once. 

:P.. Twenty-five years, you have paid me the magnificent 
·· sum of five hundred rubles a year. Five hundred rubles a 

year. And not once did it occur to you you might 
increase it. 

SER EBRYAKOV: ... Ivan Petrovich .. . 

IVAI\" PETROVICH: . . . twenty-five years . .. 

SER EBRYA.KOV: .. . Ivan Petrovich. I am not a practical 
man. You could have raised it any time you chose. 

IVAN PETROVICH: I see. I should have stolen. And you 
despise me because I am not a thief. I should have stolen, 
and I wouldn't be a pauper now. 

MAR IYA VASILY EVNA: . .. jean . .. 
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TELEGIN:  Vanya, my friend; wo rds, words which are ... 
I beg you ... My dear friend. Why ruin good relations? 

I VAN PETR OVICH (s imultaneously with "relat ions "): Twenty­
five vears I've lived like a mouse in the wall. My mother " . 
and I. Our thoughts and our feelings turned toward you 
alone. We tal ked of you by day, of your works, of our 
pr ide in you. Uttered your name in awe. Our nights 
were spent reading your periodicals. Your "publica­
tions" which now fill me with disgust. 

TELEGIN:  Vanya. Don't. Please. I can't ... 

SEREBRYAKOV: I don't understand what you think you 
want. 

IVAN PETROVICH: You were a magic be ing and we knew 
your words by heart. My eyes have opened now. You 
write about Art. You understand noth ing of art. You 
have no soul. You are a philistine. A fraud. A s wine , 
feeding on the leavings of your betters ... you ... 

SEREBRYAKOV: ... I beg you, make him stop. I'm leaving. 

IVAN PETROVICH: ... you b il ked us. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Ivan Petrovich. I insist you stop. 
Do vou hear me ... ? 

IVAN PETROVICH:  No. No I won 't stop. 

(SEREBRYAKOV t ries to leave the room . VANYA sto ps 
h im.) 

Wait. I'm not done. I'm not finished. You have ruined 
my life. I lost the best years of my life. For you. You 
assassin. You th iif You.LUinednt� li(e� . 

- - - - -
TELEGIN: I cannot ... I ... I .. . I ... I'm going. 
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SEREBRYAKOV: \Vhat is it that you want, and how can you 
s pea k to me like that? \Vhat right do you have? Nothi ng. 
You're nothi ng. You want the estate? It's yours . .. ? Ta ke 
it. Take it. I've no need of it. 

YELE!':A A:\'DREYEVKA: I can't stand this hell. Do you 
hear me? I can't bear it any longer. I'm lea\·ing. 

IVAi' PETR OVICH: My life is ruined. My life is a waste. 
And I have ruined it all. Talent, intelligence, courage. I 
could have been a Schopenhauer, I could have been the 
new Dostoyevsky, I could ha\·e designed a new philoso­
p hy  . . . what am I saying? I'm losing my mi nd ... 
Mama. Mama. Hel p  me. I'm in such pain ... .\1ama! 

MAR IYA VASILYEV!\:A: Do as Alexandr says. 

SOFYA: Nanny ... 

IVAI\: PETROVICH: Mama! Mmmmmmmmmwhat am I to 
do. Tell me. Tell me? I know. Alright then . .. (To SERE­
BRYAKOV: ) You think you'll forget me .. . 

(VA!\:YA leaves the room. MAR IYA VASILYEV!\:A 
follo ws him .) 

SEREBRYAKOV: My friends. Inform me what is going on. 
Take him away from me. Am I supposed to li\·e under 
one roof with that? He lives right here . .. (Poi nts to 
Va nya s doo r.) Move him a way from me. Now. To the 

village . . .  to one of the outbuildi ngs. Now, or I shall ha\·e 
to move, and I will. You hea r me? But I will not live in 
this house with that man. 

YELE!':A AKDREYEVKA: We're lea\·ing today. Please. (To 
all :) May we start the arrangements? Please? 

SEREBRYAKOV: ... that nothi ng of a man. 
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( SOFYAjalls to he r knees.) 

SoFYA: Please. Papa. Please. Be merciful. Please. We are 
so unhappy. Uncle and I. Please. Be charitable. You 
remember when we were young. Uncle and I spent our 
nights translating your books for you. You remember? 
Copying out your texts ... All those nights. All those 
nights we spent. Uncle Vanya and I. We worked with­
out rest. We didn' t spend a k opec k on ourselves. We sent it 

all to you. We wo rked, Papa. We ea rned our bread. It's 
coming out wrong, no, but, Papa. I'm saying, it's 
wrong, but, hear what I'm saying, Papa, please, under­
stand us. Be charitable ... 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA (simultaneously with "cha ritable "): 
Alexandr. Have it out. You have it all out with him now. 
I beg you. (Pause .) I beg you. 

SERE BRYA KOV: Very well. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Than k you. 

SERE BRYA KOV: ... I shall talk to him. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Yes. 

SERE BRYA KOV: Did I accuse him? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: No. 

SERE BRYA KOV: What have I accused him of? 

YELENA ANDREYEVN A.: Nothing. 

SERE BRYA KOV: I am not angry with him. But his actions 
... his actions towards me, we must say, charitably, 
they are st ran ge. How ... ? (Pause.) I'll ... Very well 
... to please you. I'll go speak to him. (Exits .) 
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YELENA ANDREYEVI':A: Be gentle with him. Be calm. 
Try to calm him. (Follows SEREBRYAKOV, exits.) 

SOFYA: ... Nanny ... 

MAR INA: Shhh. Shhh. Hush, hush, my child, the geese 
cackle, the geese cackle, then they stop. They cackle, 
then they stop. 

SoFYA: ... Nanny ... 

MAR INA: Shhhh. Shhhh. Stop shivering. Are you cold ? 
No? Well, then! There, there, dear orphan girl ... God 
is a merciful God. (Pause.) A little linden tea. Some 
raspberries and tea and, then, it will pass. Sshhh. 
Shhh. Shhhh. Little Orphan Girl. You geese! Sto p it! 
Stop it, now! ( A  gunshot is heard.) Oh God! 

SEREBRYAKOV (entering): Stop him, stop him, he's gone 
mad! 

(IVAN PETROVICH enters with a re vol ver ; YELENA 
ANDREYEVNA tries to ta ke it away from him.) 

YELENA ANDREYEVI'.'A: Give it to me. Gi ve it to me. Give 
me the gun, I tell you . . . 

IVAI'.' PETROVICH: No! Helene! Let me go! Where is 
he . .. ? Ah! (Sees SEREBRYAKOV and shoots.) Bang! No? 
Alright! Alright! Again, one more? (Tries to .fire,.findsgun 
em pty.) No? No? Oh, damn ... damn this ... (pause ) 
damn ... 

(VANYA bangs the re vol ver on the floor, sits on a chair 
in exhaustion. YELEI':A ANDREYEVI'.'A leans 
against the wall, almost fainting.) 
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Y ELENA ANDREY EVNA: Kill me. Take me away from 
here, or kill me, but I can't stay here. (Pause. ) I can't. 

IVAN PETROVICH: . . .  Oh. What do I think I'm do­
• 

;l mg . . .  . 

SOFYA: . . .  Nanny ... 





ACT 

I V  

Same e venin g. Ivan Petro vi ch's room . Stillness . 
TELEGIN and MARINA sit fa cin g ea ch other, wind ­

in g wool. 

TELEGI;-..': If you want to finish it you'd better hurry. 

MARIKA: There's not much left. 

TELEGIK: They'll be calling us soon. 

MARI !\"'A: Umm-hmmm. 

TELEGIN: . . .  to say goodbye. (Pause .) They've already 
called down for the horses. 

MARINA: There's not much left. 

TELEGIN: They're going to Kharkov. To live there. 

MARIKA: So much the better. 

TELEGIK: They had ,a bad trauma here. Yelena An­
dreyevna says, "I do not want to stay here. " She keeps 
saying "We must go. \Ve'll stay in Kharkov for awhile, " 
she says, "to have a look around, and then send for our 
things. " They 're traveling light. 

MARINA : . . .  mmm . . .  



68 ANTON CHEKHOV 

TELEGIN: It seems, Marina Timofeyevna, that they're not 
predestined to be living here. (Pause .) False predestina­
tion. 

MAR INA: . . .  so much the better. 

TEL EGIN: . . .  a scene worthy of an artist's pen. 

MAR INA: My old eyes cannot stand it. (Pauses, then sighs .) 
Well, we'll live again. As we used to. I know we will. In 
the old ways. With tea at seven and dinner twelve and 
e\'ening we sit down to supper. As we always did. As 
Christians. (Pause.) I haven't tasted simple human noo­
dles in a long, long time, black with sin as I am . .. 

TELEGIN: Yes. Quite a while since we've had noodles. 
That's true. (Pause .) Qu ite a long while. This morning, 
Marina Timofeyevna, this morning, I'm walking 
through the village, a sho p kee per shouts after me, "Hey, 
F reeloader ! Hey, Deadbeat .. . " (Pause .) And how did I 
feel then? 

MAR INA: Don't pay no mind to them, my darling, for 
we're all freeloaders in the sight of God. Living on 
nothing. Sonya, Ivan Petrovich . . .  you, all of us. No 
one sits about doing not one blessed thing, the while 
the whole world toils. Where's Sonya? 

TELEGIN: Sonya is in the garden with the doctor. Still 
looking for I van Petrovich. 

MAR INA: . . .  are they . . .  ? 

TELEGIN: Afraid that he might lay hands on himself. 

MAR INA: And where's his pistol? 

TELEGIN: Hid it in the root cellar. 

MAR INA: Mercy ... 
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(IVAN PETROVICH and ASTROV ent er from th e 
yard.) 

IVAN PETROVICH: Leave me alone. (To MARINA and 
TEL EGIN:)  Will you leave me, please? Will you leave 
me . .. ? If only for an hour? Oh. Please! Will you spare 
me this Bodyguard . . .  ? 

TEL EGIN: Of\ course, Vanya. 

MARINA: The Gander, "Ga Ga Ga ... ! "  

IVAN PETROVICH: Leave me. 

ASTROV: For my· part, with the greatest joy. Ought to 
have left a decent time ago. As I said, though, I will not 
do so, till you return what you took from me. 

IVAN PETROVICH: I took nothing from you. 

ASTROV: I'm speaking to you in all frankness; do not 
detain me. I should have left long ago. 

IVAN PETROVICH: I took nothing from you. What are you 
• 

';I saymg . . . .  

ASTROV: Eh? Alright. Eh? If you wish, I'll sit here for 
awhile and, then, if you oblige me, subdu e you and bind 
you and s earch you. My word on it. 

IVAN PETROVICH: As you wish. And the worst of it, the 
Fool of the World, is to've shot twic e and tw ic e  m iss ed 
him. Which I cannot forgive myself. N ev er. 

ASTROV: If the mood for shooting struck you, why not 
shoot yours elf . .. ? 

IVAN PETROVICH: Myself. Mm. Hmm. I'll tell you an 
oddity: A man, myself, attempts murder, and do they 
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arrest him? No. Why? Obviously , as I am regarded as 
insane. Ha. I am thought mad. But, a man who cloaks 
his heartlessness, his cruelty, and his, his swinishness, if 
you will, a man, hides behind a veil of false achievement , 
this wizard, this genius , this ex ploiter , he is not mad ... A 
young woman who marries this old man, and then, in 
the sight of the world , betrays him. I saw what you 
did .. . 

ASTROV: That's right. I did , and you can go to hell. 

IVAN PETROVICH: ... and you. You are not mad. It is the 
earth which is made to support you. 

ASTROV: Quite poetic. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Yes , well, I'm a madman, and I'm not 
responsible. 

ASTROV: Mm. 

IVAN PETROVICH: I can say what I wish. 

ASTROV: That's a lovely trick. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Is it . . .  ? 

ASTROV: You're not mad, you know . .. 

IVAN PETROVICH: What am I? 

ASTROV: You're a fool. Time I thought, I used to think 
the foolish , the deranged , the irresponsible, are sick. 
They are not sick. They're normal. You are quite well. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Oh, God, I am so ashamed. (Pause.) 
You cannot know the shame I feel. God. How can I 
stand it? How can I live with it? Tell me. What am I 
to do? 

ASTROV: Nothing. 
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IVAN PETROVICH: Give me something to take. Oh God . I 
am forty -seven years of age. If I live till sixty I will have to 
live thirteen more years ! How can I live through that? 
What can I do? I 've nothing to do with those years. You 
see? You see? If I could start anew . If I could live the rest 
of my life out in some different way, if that were possi­
ble. As people do, to wa ke, to waken each day and say, 
"this is a new day." If  I could lose the past ... how could 

I do that? Tell me. How could a man start anew? And 
begin a new life? 

ASTROV: Oh, will you shut u p ? Will you go away ! What 
are you plaguing me with? To start anew!? We can not 
"start anew." You or I. This or that, that we're living, 
you know, is our l ife. 

(Pause.) 

IVAN PETROVICH: It is? 

ASTROV: Quite. 

(Pause.) 

IVAN PETROVICH: Give me something. (Points to his heart. ) 
I have a pain. Here. 

ASTROV: Oh st op it ! (Pause.) Listen to me. People who live 
after us. In one hundred or in two hundred years, you 
know? Do you know what they'll feel? They will 
despise us for our stupid and insipid lives. And perhaps 
they will know how to be .happy. We, however, but for 
you and I, there is but one hope. And that hope is this. 
That when we are dead, lying in our graves, visions 
may visit us, and that they are of peace. Oh, yes. My 
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friend, we've said, in this district we find but two 
decent cultivated men. And we spoke of ourselves. But 
the last decade has undone us. Life has sucked us in­
this foul, Philistine life-and has corrupted us. What a 
shocking surprise; we've ·turned out like the rest! But 
we have changed the subject. Give me what you took. 

IVAN PETROVICH: I took nothing. 

ASTROV: You took a large bottle of morphia from my 
medicine case. If you are set on killing yourself, take 
your gun and go off in the \voods. But give me back the 
drug, or people will say I gave it to you. It's enough I'll 
have to pronounce you dead and cut you open. Can you 
think I'll enjo y that ... ? 

IVAN PETROVICH: Leave me alone. 

(Enter SOFYA.) 

ASTR OV: Sofya Alexandrovna, your uncle has filched a 
vial of morphia from me and he won't give it back. 

SoFYA: Is  this true? 

ASTROV: It is true. Please tell him it's rather do wdy of him, 
if nothing else, and that I must leave and must have it 
returned. 

SOFYA: Give it back, Uncle. Why must you frighten us? 
Give it back . (P ause.) Uncle Vanya, am I more happy 
than you? (P ause.) Am I? Do I go about despairing? I 

be ar my life, and sh all till my life comes to its natural 
end. And so must you. Please. Give it back. Give it up 
to me. Sweet Uncle. Give it back. Please. Sweet one. 
Please. Be kind. You, who are so kind. Take pity on me. 
Give the bottle back. (P ause.) Uncle . . .  
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IVAN PETROVICH: Oh, ta ke the thing. Here. ( Han ds the 
bottle to her.) I need wor k. I must wor k, do you under­
stand me . .. ? 

SoFYA: Yes. 

IVAN PETROVICH: I must turn my hand to something. 
No w. And I can't .. . 

SOFYA: Yes. I understand. As soon as they've gone . . .  
We'll ... 

IVAN PETROVICH: Yes . . .  

SOFYA: \Ve'll sit down and ... 

IVAN PETROVICH: Yes. Yes ... 

SoFYA: We'll. We'll . . .  

ASTROV: Thank you. Thank you all, and, now, I'm on 
my way. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA (entering): Ivan Petrovich. Are 
you here? Please go to Alexandr. He has something he 
wishes to say. 

SoFYA: Go, Uncle Vanya. Come, we'll go in together. You 
and Papa have to make it up. You know that. 

(SOFYA and IVAN PETROVICH exit.) 

YELENA Al\'DREYEVI':"A: I'm leaving. (Pause.) Goodbye. 

ASTROV: Leaving. Already? 

YELE!\'A Al\'DREY EVNA: The horses are here. 

As·mc)V: Goodbye. 
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YEL ENA ANDREYEVNA: Today you promised me you'd 
move away from here. 

ASTROV: Yes. I remember. I will. Presently. (Pause.) 
You're frightened. 

YEL ENA ANDREYEVNA: Yes. 

As·mov: Then stay. (Pause.) Stay. Stay. And tomorrow at 
the orchard . . . 

YEL ENA ANDREYEVNA: No, we're going. Which is the 
reason I can look at you. One thing, I should like you, 
when you think of me, to think well of me. If you can. 
(P ause.) I should like you to respect me. 

ASTROV: I beg you to stay. I beg you to stay. Admit it, 
there's not one thing in the world for you to go to. 
Sooner or later you shall have to face the fact. In 
Kharkov, in Kursk, somewhere . Why not here? Right 
now. And just throw it up and begin again. Eh? Right 
now. Eh? In such a lovely autumn. We have orchards . .. 
we have run-down country homes , right out of Turge­
nev ... 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Oh, you're funny. You're a 
funny man. 

ASTROV: Am I . . .  ? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: And I'm angry with you. 

ASTROV: .. . I'm sorry. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: But I'll think of you with plea­
, sure. 

ASTROV: Why is that? 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: You're an Original. We'll never 
see each other again. I'll tell you-why hide it?-1 was 
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tempted by you. (Pause.) I was taken with you. (Pause .) 
So, good. Shake hands and part friends. Please. Don't 
think ill of me. 

(They sha ke hands.)  

AsTROV: Yes. Goodbye, then. Mmmm .. . You know, 
I'll tell you something. This is strange. You see, I'm 
sure you are a good, warmhearted person. But, yet, 
what is there in your nature? Something. Here you 
come, you and your husband, and industrious people 
drop their work, neglect their duties, and waste whole 

months ministering to you, tal king of you, buzzing 
around you, worrying for your husband's gout ... your 

wishes for this and the other thing ... And all become 
entangled in your idleness. How is that . . .  ? I was 
infected. One whole month, I haven't done a thing. 
People are falling ill, the peasants graze their cattle in 
my newly planted trees, all that I cared about's decay­
ing. Your husband and you. Where vou light (pause ) you 
seem to spread decay. I overs�a-�seft (Thuse. )  Yet 
. -:-. -Aiia,and, and,

-
yei:had you stayed, I feel something 

.. . something quite terrible ... for me, for you, too, 
would have come to pass. You know it, yes you do. You 
know it, too. Ha! S o.(!inita Ia commedia! Go. And 
goodbye) 

(YELENA ANDREYEVNA ta kes a pencil from 
Astrov s poc ket.) 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: I take this pencil as a memento. 

ASTROV: Isn't that something? You come, we meet, sud­
denly you're gone and that's the way the world is, it 
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seems. Do this, though, no one here, before Vanya 
comes back, with some Bouquet for you. A kiss .  One 
kiss. Yes? For goodbye. Yes? (Kisses her.) Alright then, 

that's done. That's done, and all's well. 

YELEl\.'A A]';DREYE\']';A: I wish you all the best. 

ASTROV: As I wish you. 

YELENA A]';DREYEV]';A: \Vhate\·er . . . whate\'er 
(Pause.) Whate\·er . .. ah! For on ce in my life 
(Embraces him. ) I must go. 

ASTROV: \\'ell, go quickly. Your horses are ready. You had 
better go. 

YELEKA A]';DREYEVKA (hears noises offstage ): They're com­
ing. I think . . .  yes. 

ASTROV: So be it. 

(Th ey listen . Enter SEREBRYAKOV, IVA� PETRO­
VICH, MAR IYA VASILYEVKA, TELEGIK, and 
SOFYA. ) 

SEREBRYAKOV: Let bygones be bygones. I ha\'e li\'ed 
through so much in these last four hours. I ha,·e thought 
so much. I feel I could compose a treatise for posterity on 
�ow one ought to li,·e. I most gladly accept your apol-

5Y· and I ask of you to accept mine as well. Farewell. 

,]'..' PETROVICH: You shall recei,·e the same amount that 
you recei\'ed before. Sent without fail and regularly. 

Eve rything shall be just as it was before. 

(YELENA AKDREYEVKA embraces SOKYA.) 

SEREBRYAKOV: Maman .. . 
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MAR IYA VASILYEVNA: Alexandr, please sit for another 
photograph and have it sent to me. 

SEREBRYAKOV: I will. 

MAR IYA VASILYEVNA: How pre cious you are to me .. . 

TELEGIN: Goodbye, your Ex'lency. Farewell. Don't for­
get us. 

SEREBRYAKOV: Farewell. Farewell all . .. (Sha kes hands 
with ASTROV.) I thank you. For the pleasure of your 
company. I possess nothing but the greatest respect for 

you, for your way of thin king, for your impulses and your 
enthusiasm. But I pray you, let an old man reason his 
farewell with one small observation. It's not enough to 

thin k; one must wor k. Do you understand me . . .  ? 
Above all, the greatest joy is to do some real wor k in the 
work world. Ladies and Gentlemen:  All the best . .. I 
wish you all the best ... and goodbye. 

(SEREBRYAKOV exits, followed by MAR IYA VA­
SILYEVNA and SONYA.) 

IVAN PETROVICH: Farewell. (To YELENA ANDRE­
YEVNA:) Forgive me . . .  (Kisses her hand.) We'll never 
meet again. 

YELENA ANDREYEVNA: Farewell, my dear, farewell. 
(Kisses him on the head and exits .) 

AsTROV: Waffles. 

TELEGIN: Yes! 

As·rR oV: While they're at it, tell them, bring my horses, 
too. 

TELEGIN: My friend, I will. (Exits .) 
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ASTROV: Not going to see them off? 

IVAN PETROVICH (sighs ): Let them go where they're going 
to. No, I .. . It's too hard. I'm going to turn my hand to 
something. To some wor k, eh? ( Rummages among pa pers 
in h is des k .  The sound of bells is heard, reced ing.) 

ASTROV: .. . and they're gone. \Veil, the professor must be 
thrilled. God h imse lf couldn't lure that man back here. 

MAR INA (en ters ): They're gone. 

SoFYA (en ters ): They're gone. God grant them the best. 
Well. Uncle! (Pause.) Now. What shall we do? 

IVAN PETROVICH: Work. 

SoFYA: Yes. 

IVAN PETROVICH: Absolutely. 

SOFYA (s itting a t  the des k ): What a long while since we've 
been together here. ( Ligh ts the lam p on the des k.) I think 
the ink is gone. (Pause.) Now they're gone I'm sad. 

MAR INA: . . . they've gone. (S its down.) 

SoFYA: Alright. Uncle, first we'll catch up on our 
accounts. They're in a wre tched state. A fellow wrote 
today, "This is the third time that I've asked you for my 
balance . .. " (S tar ts pass ing ou t and sor ting through pa per s.) 
Alright, you do this one, I'll take the next, and so 

' 
on .. . 

IVAN PETROVICH (reads pa per , star ts to wr ite ): "For the 
account of .. . " 

(Th ey wr ite in s ilence for awh ile.) 

MAR INA: Well, I'm ready to go up to bed. 
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AsTROV (pause ): In the stillness, pens are scratching. The 
crickets chirp. Warm. Close. (Sighs.) No, I don't feel like 
leaving. ( A  sound of bells is heard .) Ah, my horses. Well. It 
seems that all it lacks is my "goodbye." I'm off, then. 

MAR INA: Stay awhile. 

AsTROV: I can't. 

IVAI\'" PETROVICH ( writing): " . . .  with the addition of the 
previous balance of eighty-seven rubles, . . . balance 
still remaining .. . " 

WoR KMAN (enters ): Mikhail Lvovich, your horses are 
here. 

AsTROV: Thank you. I heard them. ( Hands him por tfolio 
and medicine case.) Exercise extreme care with these, 
please, and with the portfolio. 

WOR KMAN: Yes. (E xits .) 

ASTROV: Well . . .  

SOFYA: When shall we see you again? 

ASTROV: Not before summer I'd think. Hardly this win­
ter. Of course, if you should need me . .. I thank you for 
your kindness . . . for your hospitality . Thank you for 
everything. (Kisses MAR INA on the head.) And, old one, 
farewell. 

MAR INA: You haven' t had your tea. 

ASTROV: I don't want any. 

MAR I!\'"A: A vodka? 

ASTROV (paus e): Perhaps a small one. 

(MAR l!\'" A goes out .) 
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I've got my trace horse limping. Don't know why. 
Noticed it yesterday when he was coming up. 

IVAN PETR OVICH: He needs reshoeing. 

ASTROV: I'll stop by the Farrier at Rozhdestvennoye. 

IVAN PETROVICH: I would ... 

AsTROV: No help for it. I would think down in Africa the 
heat must be intense. 

IVAN PETROVICH: I think so. 

(MAR INA enters with a gla ss of vod ka and a small 
piece of bread on a tray.) 

MAR INA: Here you are ... To your health, little Father. 
Eat some bread with it. 

ASTROV: No, no, I'm fine. Thank you, Nurse. Don't see 
me off. Goodbye, all, the best to you. Goodbye. 

(ASTROV goes out. SoNYA goes after him with a 
candle to see him off) 

IVAN PETROVICH ( writes ): "The second Februa ry. Twenty 
pounds vegetable oil ... The sixteenth, fifteen pounds 
... (Pause.) Buckwheat ... " 

(The sound of bells is heard.) 

MAR INA: He's gone. 

SOFYA (reenter ing): He's gone. 

IVAN PETROVICH: " ... for a subtotal of ... fifteen, 
fi " twenty ... twenty- ve ... 
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(SONYA sits down and begins to write.) 

MAR INA (yawns ): Mercy ... 

(TELEGIN enters quietl y, stands by the door, tunes his 
guita r.) 

IVAN PETROVICH (passes his hand over Son ya's hair ): My 
child. How hard it is for me. If you knew how hard it is 
for me. You can't know. 

SOFYA: But what can we do? Uncle. All we can do is live. 
We'll live through a long row of days. And through the 
endless evenings. And we'll bear up. Under the trials 
fate has sent to us. We will constantly toil for others. 
Now, and the rest of our days. And when we come to 
die, we'll die submissively. B eyond the grave we will 
testify that we have suffered; that we've wept, and have 
known bitterness. And God will pity us. You and I.  
(Pause.) Dear Uncle, God will take pity on us. And we, 
Uncle, shall live a life of radiant beauty and grace. And 
look back on this life of our unhappiness with tender­
ness. And smile. And in that new life we shall rest. 
Uncle. I know it. I have faith. I have a passionate faith. 
We shall rest. (Pause.) We shall rest to the songs of the 
angels. In a firmament arrayed in jewels. And look 
down, and we will see evil, all the evil in the world, and 
all our sufferings, bathed in a perfect mercy, and our 
life grown sweet as a caress. I have faith. Oh ... Poor 
Uncle Vanya. You're crying. I know. I know. You have 
had no joy in your life. But wait. And only wait, Uncle 
Vanya, we shall rest. ( Embraces him.) We shall rest. 
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(The WATCH.\tAN ta ps. TELEGIN p lays softl y o n  the 
gu ita r. MAR IYA V.-\S ILYEV I\:A wr ites o n  her pam ­
phlet. MARI ]';A k nits .) 

We shall rest. 
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