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PREFACE

pethaps be forgiven
me il T write abgys Tehekov and his Plays pumatily from
i + actor and audyence.
T can make pg aim 15 being 2 critic of literature, for
certainly the facy of having distinguished Writer as 3 fathey
0¢s 20t entitle me to that, Therelore, as a mere actor, T
n only spesk of what Tehekoy means to me, and ta g
many in the theatre, of a) that we gwe by,
of that as simply angd Teverently ang tendetly a5 Possible,
It bay glugyy seemed 10 me more difficult to wrige of
something thag touches one deeply and sinoerely. Words, to
one’s inexparjen, indexterons n,
equate and tebellioys when it comes to xpressing sincere
thoughts and emotions
A source of continuoyg 10¥ to me is the fact that Tchekoy’s
Plays have found sy} amazing and ¢TStanding recog.
Rition from e Amencan Public—thay sorely misjudged
Amerean pubhc—mnsl:m!ly accused of lack of senuibility,
taste angd discretion
To say that the thren Tehekow plays Produced at g Civic
Repertory Theatre man;
easurably 1o jog
fact and 5 \ery encow 1,
of itg SXistence, the Civie Repert, Ty Theatre
ree Sisteryn'y| hy_no NS the easiagy Of Tebekoy’s plays,
from the Point of viey of the public), T was told on 51 Sideg,
of the hness of such tSentation ang even T, myself.
far from Dacted the instanty, US Tesponse jn the form of
“sald-oun USS and publie *ppreciation (hyy 5
4, naterapy, anticipated g peq 3¢ from stydonse and
lovery of Tebekoy eager to 'S’?e bis Plays Projected i the
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theatre, even imperfectly (for. Tchekov’s plays are, above all,
written to be played), but I was astonished at the spell cast
upon the “big” public; people who listened to the first act
with impaticnce and almost dismay; to the second act with
increasing interest; to the third, spelibound, and who finally
left the theatre, for some reason, probably unknown to
themselves, deeply moved, frequently in tears.

Since then we have had the joy of playing two other
Tchekov plays: “The Cherry Orchard” and “The Sea-Gull,”
invariably to packed houses. And yet it is stated frequently
that Tchekov's plays belong solely to Russia and have no
universal appeal. This has surcly been proved by now a
glaring fallacy. Simply because people have names strange
to our ears, wear beards and mustaches, use ssmovars, ikons,
and drink vodka, instead of our more dubious liquor, that
does not in any way encroach on their universal humanity.

Surely Tchekov understood people—just ordinary people
—as 1o one clse in modern literature. He had the divine
power to sec their faults and smile at them; to appreciate

" their joys and shed a tear. He saw with his infinite tenderness
and compassion that man is neither good nor bad, happy rot
miserable, strong nor weak, but all of these things at once,
inextricably woven into the {abric of the Whole—the magical,
joyous, heartbreaking fabric of life. His plays are made out
of an overwhelming Sense of Life—"A Tragic Sensc of Life”
as Unomuno so beautifully puts it—but also a Comic sense
of life. In short, a Complete sense of life,

There is nothing in his plays of theatre-theatrical, and yet,
to a worker in the theatre, fus technique and craftsmanship
are baffling. In the same sense the technique of Eleanora
Duse's acting, called by many a lack of technique, was but
the very perfection of art, concealing technique by its sheer
perfection. Try to cut a Tchekov play and, if y ou are sensitive
to dramatic medium, you will find it impossible You cut a
small thread, seemingly unimportant, in the first act. All may
be well for a time, but in the Jast act you will find the other
end of that thrcad—its ultimate purpose—its profound
reason; and there will be a hole in your tapestry.

Tchekov's plays, although undoubtedly written to Le acted,
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Jayz the most difficult. To express a truth you must
ﬁ?aﬁ& v’r'lﬂfm yourselt. In Tehekov's plays you cannot
fie. There is 1o escape. You cannot express fundamental suni
plicity by tricks, For that reasan, it seems ta me, a group ud
yeople, intimately related to one another by a sincere am
affectionate amitude toward the work to be expressed, have a
better chance of projecting the frue essence of :I'dxekuvs
plays thap, let us say, an all-star cast 'of‘.sugeﬂ?u\m actors,
all intent ont proj h 3) X 1}3 was
proved by the initial pecformance of ‘The Sea-Gull” at the
Petershurg Imperial Theatre, interpeeted by many great
actors, among them Komisarjefskaya, which pmvcﬁ a dismal
{allure as d to the sub d at the
Moscow Art Theatre, then in its infancy and composed of
people who, without having been heralded as great actors,
had 2 sense of mutual Jose and vnderstanding of the work,
which proved 1o be a triumph for both author and theatre,
White speaking of fallscies, there is that great one—to
Tchekov always most frritating—the general feelng that his
plays are & imistic. Take Vershinin i

d in
*“The Three Sisters.” A man, unhappy in his persanal life,
tortured by the indifference and nadequacy of people about
him and yet hus Yile's creed, resterated through all personat
expeciences, tus lile's cry is always, “And yet, in reafity, what
 difference there is between what is now and what has
been in the past And when a3 Nttle more time is past—an-
athee two or three hundred years—peaple will look upon our
present manner of Bife with horror and derision, and every-
thirg of so-day will seem awkward and heavy, and very
strarge and uncomfortable. Oh, what 2 wonderful life that
will be—what a wenderful life! .. .Can you only imagine? ...
Here there are only three of your sort in the town now, but in
Reverations to come there will be mare and more and more;
and the me will come when eserything will be chanmed am‘i
t‘:‘n gﬁtn wol!‘l?t?:m u,rd(;?' silllive in your way, and later
I o0 wil out of date— 1l
i b;:,m ot people will be born who will
And Iner, 1n Tchekov's fasg play, many say his
*The Chesry Orchard,” the student Truﬁng ias,hl logr geﬁg
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own words, “gone through so much already. As soon as winter
comes, I am hungry, careworn, poor as a beggar, and what
ups and downs of fortune have I not known." Yet, in his
transcendant idealism, he has a robust and unbroken faith
in what life can and will be: “To climinate the petty and
transitory which hinders us from being free and happy—that
is the aim and meaning of our life, Forward! We go forward
irresistibly towards the bright star that shines yonder in the
distance. Forward! Do not lag behind, friends!...Here
is happiness. Here it comes. It is coming nearer, nearer;
already I can hear its footsteps. And if we never see it—if
we may never know it—what does it matter? Others will see
it after us.”

How can such an idealist be called a pessimist? Surely
pessimist is the greatest contradiction to idealist, Tchelov
had a profound faith in the eventual success of Man in the
fullest sense of the word. In this one might be tempted, in
the face of history, to call him an optimist rather than a
pessimist. .

And what a mighty and accurate vision he had of the
future. In Trofimov's wonderful lines at the end of the
second act of “The Cherry Orchard” it is as though the
Russian Revolution had been foreseen as inevitable and its
essence laid bare: “All Russia is our garden. The earth is
great and beautiful—there are many beautiful places in it
Think only, Anya, your grandfather, and great-grandfather,
and all your ancestors were slave-owners——the owners of liv-
ing souls—and from every cherry in the orchard, from every
leaf, from every trunk there ate human creatures looking
at you, Cannot you hear their voices? Oh, it is awfull Your
orchard is a fearful thing, and when in the evening or at
night ene walks about the orchard, the old bark on the trees
glimmers dimly in the dusk, and the old cherry trees seem
to be dreaming of centuries gone by and tortured by fearful
visions. Yes! we are at Jeast two hundred years behind, we
have teally gained nothing yet, we have no definite attitude
towards the past, we do nothing but theorite or complaln of
depression or drink vodka. Tt i clear that to begin to live in
the present we must first expiate our past, we must break
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with it: and we can expiate jt only by suffering, by extraor-
dinary “uncezsing labour. Understand that, Anyal” .
Here in America, a country of such Serce and unselective
action, the most frequent criticisms of Tehekav's plays are:
“What's it all about?” “Nothing happesst” “There's no
stary.” The sery truth and simplicity of these masterpieces
elten bewildes an audience lostered on purely machine-made
and unnatural dramatics “:\' good, strong sto

ry” with an
exciting beginning and 2 v, Y, and often
quite zidiculous, enditg. Must the machinery of this age also

creep into our souls and make us blind to the simple human
universal thigs, the magic of ordinary common joys and
sorrows? Surely we should not forget that ajthough a million
machines are manufactured yearly, created and understood
fully by man, that does not prevent the everlasting wonder
forever unsolved, of renewed Lfe; fowers springing from the
earth, stars shining in the sky, fears in a child’s eyes, the
eagerness of a dog setting out for a country ramble, the
mystery of death, of love, of birth; all these things of which
Tehekov so understandingly tatks and which, scoff 2s we
may with our pride of materia) conquest, control and bafle
us in this Age of Progress as they have baffled us always in
the past and will in the future,

Tchekov will live because he is of all time, of all things,
D’m;mcpc “‘comprebends reality from the objective beights
ol a luminous temperament, and le
witbout persen] l?i:;" , Presents people as they are,

Kew Youx, Eva L2 GALLIENNE,
Antemder, 1929,
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CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Irmva NIxoravevea Arkapiy (Mapaste Trestev) {(en
Actress),

Konsrantie Gavemovirenr Treprev (ke son, g youw!
man).

Prorr Nixovavevizen Soriw {her brother).

Nina MssarLovsa ZARETCUNY (o young gil, the daughter
of a wealthy Landowner}.

Tuva APANASYEVITCH SHAMPRAEV (a refired Licutenons,
SoriN’s Steward).

PorLiNa ANDREVEVNA (AT wife).

Masna {(his deughier).

Bonis ALExevevitent TricoriN (a literary man).

Yevoeny Sercevevirent Dorn (a Doctor).

SestyoN SesvonoviTen MepvEDENKO (a Schoolmaster).

Yaxov (a Labourer).

A Man Coox.

A Housexamw.

Tke action takes place in Soxin's kouse and garden. Beltsreen
the Third and Fourth Acts there s en interval of fiwo
years,



ACT 1

Part of the park on Somn’s estate, Wide gveny, leading away
rom the spectators into the depths of the perk towards
theloke is blockeq 42 by a platform roughly pus logether
Jor prizate tlrmln'cal:, 30 that the Jok, 15 not visidle,
To right ang left of the Hlatform, bushes. 4 Jew chairs,

a little toply, .
€ 103 has fusy 322, Yaxov ang other laboyrers are at work
0% the platform bekind the CUrLain theye iy the sound
o] coughing gng Tmering MASHA qng MenveDENg,

enler on the keft, relurning from o walk,

Mebvepenko Why do you always wear black?
Masi, | am m 1

mourn ife,
. Mw\'{m:xko. Why? (Pom!aing) T don

i
i
g
g

Mesveppge Thmmuully, ¥es; but i Practice jyg like
1, there are my tuy sisters ang Y mother apd my litgle

T an
rother ang my salary (¢ only twent g
We muy €3t and dppy mryln‘t w{? Q e e

4 M|
SURIr One st bave 1)

.\!zmmzs:o. Yes. Miss medmy will act: i ;.

stantly c.mﬂxgth'x play. They are in love with ucll: (I,(‘g:;

d todyy their soulg will be united jg the effort ¢ Tealisa
3



CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

IriNA NIKOLAYEVNA ARKADIN (Mapame TrepLev) (on
Actress).

KONSTANTIN GavriLovizcll TREPLEV (kher som, o younf
man).

Pyorr NIKOLAYEVITCH SORIN (ker brother).

Nva MIHAILOVNA ZARETCHNY (a2 young girl, the doughier
of a wealthy Landowner).

Iuya APANASYEVITCH SHAMRAEV (a refired Lieutenant,
SoRrINs Steward).

PoLINA ANDREYEVNA (his wife).

Masua (kis daughter).

Borts ALLCXEYLviTCH TRIGORIN (@ literary man).

YEVGENY SERGEYEVITCH DORN (0 Doctor},

SeEMYON SEMVONOVITCH MEDVEDENKO (@ Schoolmaster).

Yaxov (a Labourer).

A Man Cooxk.

A HouseEmam,

The action takes place in SORIN'S fiouse end garden. Between
the Third and Fourth Acts there is an interval of two
years.
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untry. In old days used to gey Jeave for tweu!y-gnght dayy
::dnt‘gne here Iory: rest and s on, but they Forried me g4

with all sortg of trifles thay before I hag 0 here twg gy
Iwas longing 1o be off again (lasghsy, Dve always been glad
to get away from here, . But now 1 am on the Tetired list,
3 10 g0, a5 5 matter of facy. I've got

it or not, .

AKOV (15 Tnmzv). Weare Boing .lo have 5 bathe, Kon.
stantin Gavriligel,

REPLEY, Very well; byg don’t be more than gen Minyteg
(looks qp fug alch), It wiy Soon begin,
AL Oy, Yes, sir (goes out)
REPLEY (ooking round th, Slage). Here is our theatre,
The Curtain, theq the first wing, then the nd, and beyond
T space, Np Scenery of any sorg There js an open
View of the lake ap, ¢ hotizon e shall rajse the curpajn
at exacyly half.page 2ight, when the moon Tises,
So; Arificent,

RFPLEY f late it Poil the ole eff
Ttis yme she wag Her father and her Stepmothey keep
a D eye on her d it s 0T he; ogtouto“he
bouse o Prison (puts }, nele’s cravay
Hraght) your bawr ang Your bes,
wang ing o Something

Sozry (mmbmg out hyg ). It's the tragedy of my
Ufe E, S 3 young man I | s though T bad been
dnnkmg for someth; S of the LI wag Never
mzurr;; Mt the fadjy (sttting g, ). Why i Ur mothe,
out g

Trerg, Why? Btcauseshcis bored {sittin, dowen idy
Kimy She iy Jealoys, She jg set g me, anfi a;?nsla !'h:

Ormance, apaingt my play becayg, Ning js acting i
;1;' and she gy not. She does noe knosy My play, but ‘spe

] #d to thiny, that eye on this |,
s Ve 2 tnumpl and not g, (lanl':lsalllgs
reteh) ap, mathey ak, Unmislahbly
Ng over 5 book, she wily
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the same artistic effect. But your soul and wmine have not
a common point of contact. 1 love you. I am so wretched 1
can'’t stay at home. Every day I walk four miles here and four
miles back and I meet with nothing but indifference {rom
you I can guite understand it. I am without means and have
a big family to keep....Who would care to marry a man
who hasn’t a penny to bless himself with?

Masua, O, nonsensel (Takes @ pinch of snuff) Your love
touches me, but T can’t reciprocate it—that’s all. (Holding
out the snuff-box to fum) Help yourself,

Menvepenko. 1 don't feel like it (e pausc).

Masua. How stifling it is! There must be a storm con
ing....Youre always discussing theories or tatking about
money. You think there is no greater misfortune than pov-
erty, but to my mind it is a thousand times better fo go
in rags and be a beggar than...But you wouldn't under-
stand that, though. ...

({SoriN and TREPLEV enter on the right.)

Sorin (lcaning on kis walking-stick). 1 am never guite
mysell in the country, my boy, and, naturally enough, I shall
never get used to it. Last night T went to bed at ten ﬁnf!
woke up this morning at nine feeling as though my brain
were glued to my skull, through sleeping so long (langks).
And after dinner T accidentaily dropped off again, and now
1 am utterly shattered and feei as though I were in a night-
mare, in fact.. ..

TREPLEV Yes, you really ougbt to live in town, (Catckes
sight of Masuta and Meovepenko) When the show begins,
my friends, you will be summoned, but you mustnt be here
now, You must please go away

SoriN (fo Masna) Marya Dymishna, wil you be so good
as 10 ask your papa to tell them to take the dog off the
chain?—it howls. My sister could not sleep again tast night.

Masna. Speak to my father yourself; T am not going to.
Please don’t ask me. {To Meovepenko) Come along!

Mepvepexko (o0 TREpPLEV) So you will send and It us
know before it begins (Botk go out.)

Sowrin. So I suppose the dog will be howling all night again,
What a business it is! I have never done as I liked m the
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ch—but sk leads 5 Senseless sorg of life, always taken

l'r.;au wil leissli:mry gentleman, ber name js always_ trotted
pers—y; t

Wearies me, Ap Sometimes he
simple €goism of ap ordimga, mor, kes

d they ly put Up wi 3y 1. er son, Wh
am I? Whay am 12 1 fefy op, Univers; ty in thi yearT
Owing to mstances «for ich we gece 00 respons;.

0]

25 2 wel]. known gy S0, when
b 2uthe raciously
notic %3y fancieq from thei, faces (hay hey were
taking qhe Measyre of my ingimi their
thoughyy and suffereq from the bumilialiun. .
RIN And. by th

And, %2y, can yoy tell me, Dlease, what s,

of man qh;g literary 8entleman jgp There’s R0 making him oyg,
Dever gy thing,
Tarrigy Heisag intelligeny ,good-naluredand Tather
Vs YOU kngy A very decent fellow, e i
distance off forty, but he is alreg, ly celebmled and has
ch and 4, spare of S\erything As for is \m't"mgx...
what shap g 83} ? They are d:atming, ful} of talent, but, ..
Zoly yoy do Qe 19 reag Thigorin,

ond of authors, p, Y At one time T
1003te dagyre for twg things. | nted o 8et mar.
. e an author; pyy Tdid Dot sye-
ceed o doing tither Yog ; is Pleasang 10 be eyep 2 sma)}
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reel off all Nekrassov by heart; as a sick nuese she is an
angel; but just try praising Duse in her presence! O-hol
You'must praise no one but herself, you must write about
her, make a fuss over her, be in raptures over her extraordi-
nary acting in “La Dame aux Camélias” or the “Ferment of
Life"; but she has none of this narcotic in the country, she
is bored and cross, and we are all her enemies~we are all
in fault Then she is superstitious—she is afraid of three
candles, of the number thirteen. She is stingy. She has got
seventy thousand roubles 1n a bank at Odessa—1I know that
for a fact—but ask her to lend you some money, and she will
burst into tears.

Sorin. You imagine your mother does not like your play,
and you are already upset and all that. Don’t worry; yout
maother adares you,

TREPLEV {puling the petals off a flower). Loves me, Joves
me not; loves me, loves me not; loves me, loves me not
(Jaughs). You see, my mother docs not love me, I should
think not} She wants to live, to Jove, to wear light blouses;
and I am twenty-five, and I am a continual reminder that
she is no longer young. When I am not there she is only
thirty-two, but when I am there she 15 forty-three, and for
that she hates me. She knows, too, that I have no belief in the
theatre She loves the stage, she fancies she is working for
humanity, for the holy cause of art, while to my mind the
modern theatre is nothing but tradition and conventionality.
When the curtain goes up, and by artificial light, in a room
with three walls, these great geniuses, the devotees of holy
art, represent how people eat, drink, love, move about, and
wear their jackets, when from these commonplace sentences
and pictures they try to draw a moral—a petty moral, casy
of comprehension and convenient for domestic use, when in
a thousand variations I am offered the same thing over and
over again—1I run away as Maupassant ran away from the
Eiffel Tower which weighed upon his brain with its vulgarity.

Sorin. You can’t do without the stage

Treprev. We need new forms of expression We need new
forms, and Jf we can’t have them we had better have pothing
(ooks at kis wetck). I love my mother—1 love her very
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ch—but she leads 2 senseless sart of life, always taken
Y:';m\h Wis Titerary geatleman, her name is always trotied
aqat in the papers—and that wearies me. And sometimes the
simple egoism of an ordmary moual makes we feel sosty
that my mother is a telebrated actwess, and T fancy that if
she were an ordisary woman I should be happier. I]gde,
what could be more bopeless and stupid than my position?
She used ta have visitors, all celebrities—~artists and authors
—z18 among them all 1 was the only one who was pothing,
and they only put up with me because 1 was her son. Who
am 12 What'ara I? 1 left the Unwersity in my third year—
owing to circumstances “for which we accept no responsi-
bility,” 2s the editors say; I have no talents, 1 haven't 2
penny of my own, and on my passport I am described 28
an artian af Kiev You know my {ather was an artisan
o! Kiev, though he too was a well-known actar So, when
in ber drawng-room ol) these artists and avthors graciously
voticed e, 1 always fancied from their faces that they were
taking the measure of my wsignificance—T guessed their
thoughts and suflered {rom the humibation. . . .

Sorin And, by the wary, can you tell me, please, what sort
alman s berary geatdeman i6? There's no making bin vat.
He never sayy anything

Tarruey Heiy anlatelligent man, good-natured and rather
melancholy, you know A very decent fellow. He is still 2
good distance off fosty, but he is already celebrated and has
erough and to spare of everythung. As fot his WIings ...
what shali 1 s3y? They ar full of talent, but...

e charming,
aftes Tolstoy or Zola you do not care to vead Trigotia,
hﬁonm Well, t ;m lot;d of autbors, my boy. At one time 1
218 3 pasuonate deare {or two things: 1 wanted 10 get mar.
:;:, am*:! l.nut‘rg to “btmm’ e L;:n authar; but { didb;xot :ué-
n doirg either Yo, 1t leasant J
acthor, as ahrrmtr af tat, pleasant to be €5en 2 sl
Frerny (lstensy 1 bear steps,

1 casmot fine without ber, wultmbrac

es kir uncle),

: -« The very sound of her foot.
;\:el',:‘uzlz::ly. - Lam w’-‘ﬂxﬂy bapey {goes quickly to meet
B T TCUNY 5 the entenr). My enchnnu&-»my
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NInA (in agitation). I am not late....Of course I am
a0t late. ..

TrerLEV (kissing ker hands). No, no, not

Nina. I have been uneasy all day. I was so frightened. 1
was afraid father would not let me come, ... But he has just
gone out with my stepmother. The sky is red, the moon is
just rising, and T kept urging on the horse (laughs). But 1
am glad (shakes SorIN's and warmly).

SoriN (faughs). Your eyes look as though you have been
crying. .. . Fie, fief That’s not right{

Nina. Oh, it was nothing. .. . You see how out of breath
I am. T have to go in half an hour. We must make haste.
I can't stay, I can’tl For God’s sake don’t keep me! My
father doesn’t know I am here.

TrEPLEV. It really is time to begin, We must go and call
the others.

Sorin. I'll go this minute (gocs to the right, singing “To
France two grenadiers.” Looks round.) Once 1 sang like that,
and a deputy prosecutor said to me, “You have a powerful
voice, your Excellency”; then he thought a little and added,
“but not a pleasant ane” (langhs and goes off).

Nina, My father and his wife won’t Iet me come here, They
say it is so Bohemian here. .. they are afraid T shall go on
the stage....But I fee) drawn to the lake here like a ses~
gull.... My heart is full of you (looks round).

‘TrerLEV. We are alone,

Nina. I fancy there is someonc there,

TrepLEV, There’s nobody. (They kiss.)

Nina. What tree is this?

TrepLEV. An clm,

Nina. Why is it so dark?

TrepLev, It's evening; everything is getting dark., Don’t
go away carly, T entreat you!

Nina. I must.

TrepLev. And if T come to you, Nina, I'll stand in the
garden all night, watching your window,

Niwna. You can’t; the watchman would notice you, Trésor
ts not used to you, and he would bark,

TrerLev. 1 love youl



TRE SEA.GULL ]
Nesa. Sirb. ey . _—
Teerirv {hearing foatsteps), Wha is there? You, Yakov?
Faxov {bekind the stage). Yes, Sis. )
Tyerrev. Take your places, It's time to begin. Is the moon
xisi‘:xg? Ves 5
"axov. Ves, sir. .
Trertev, Hase you got the methylated spisit? Have
you got the sutphur? Whea the red eyes appeat there moust
be 2 smelt of sulphur, (To Nva) Go, it's )l ready, Ase you
nesyous?

Niva. Yes, awlully! Your mother s alk right—T am not
atraid of ber—bwt there’s Trigorin ... 1 feel frightened and

ashamed of acting before him.. .2 celebrated suthor. ... Js
he young?

Trepeey Yes

Nixa, How wonderfol his stories ave.

Tutriev {roldly). I don't know. T haven't read them

Nixo. It 1s difficult 1o act in your play. There are no living
charactess ot

Terrrry Living characters! One must depict Tife not as
it 13, and nat 23 it ought ta e, but 28 we see it in our dreams,

Niss There is cery little action in your play-—nathing but
specckes And to my mind thete ought to bz lave in a phy.
{Both go Behund the stage)

{Enter Porina ANoREvevNs and Dorn.)

Pousea It iy getting damp. Go back and put on your
paloches.

Dozx 1am bat

.I‘atn\. You dont take care of yourself, It’s cbstinacy.
You ate a doctor, and you know perfectly well thay damp ait
£ bad ior you, but you want to make me miserable; you
:;toul an the verandah all yesterday evening on pur-
Dorn \Infm) “Da not sy that youth is ruiged”
“&g:x Vou were ';o absorbed in conversation with Iring
> T you did not notic
ey by;m notice the cold. Own up .., you
Dors 1 om Rltyfive,
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Porina. Nonsensel That's not old for a man. You Jook
very young for your age, and are still attractive to women.

Dorn. Well, what would you have?

PoriNa. All you men are ready to fall down and worship
an actress, all of youl

DorN (Jums). “Befote thee once again I stand” If
artists are liked in society and treated differently from mer-
chants, for example, that’s only in the nature of things. It's
idealism.

PoriNa. Women have always fallen in love with you and
thrown themselves on your neck. Is that ideahsm too?

DorN (shrugs his shoulders). Well, in the attitude of
women to me there has been a great deal that was good. What
they principally loved in me was a first-rate doctor. You
remember that ten or fifteen years ago I was the only decent
accoucheur in the district. Then, too, I have always been
an honest man.

PoriNa (seizes him by the hand). Dearest!

Dorn. Sh-h! They are coming.

(Enter MADAME ARKADIN arm in grnt with SoriN, Tri-
GORIN, SHAMRAEV, MEDVEDENKO and MASIA.)

Snamraev. In the year 1873 she acted marvellously at
the fair at Poltava, It was a delight] She acted exquisitely!
Do you happen to know, madam, where Pave! Semyonitch
Tchadin, a comic actor, is now? His Rasplyuev was inimitable,
even finer than Sadovsky’s, 1 assure you, honoured lady.
Where is he now?

MapaME Arkapin. You keep asking me about antediluvi-
ans. How should 1 know? (Sits down.)

SHAMRAEV (with a sigh). Pashka Tchadin! There are no
such actors now. The stage has gone down, Irina Niko-
layevnal In old days there were mighty oaks, hut now we
see nothing but stumps.

Dorn. There are few actors of brilliant talents nowadays,
that's true; but the average level of acting is far higher than
it was. )

! Suamrary, T can't agree with you. But, of course, it's a

matter of taste. De gustibus aut bene aut nikil.
(TREPLEY comes out from bekind the stage.) .



THE SEA.cyyy u
Mabauz Arxapry (10 ker son). My dear Son, when s 3y

gum" to begin?

Treprsy, ln 2 minyte, 7 bez you 15 be Ppatient, ’
Mlumu::\kmm (rmlex /rom “Harnkt")
"Ob, Hamley L, 5, rel

st mi ne e)es 0 my very soul;
And there such bhck and grainegd spoLs
their tincy »

l
Treprry (/mm "H::m] t").
“And I

“And Iet WTing 3 our heart, for g0 T'shayy,
it be m::de of penet rable stuﬂ 4
(A korm 4 Sounded pop,

tlre Stage)
Trerrpy, Ladies and pent] Iemen
a

in] T ¥
© o bt (gapg zmll: 2 stick :;g recites
cloud). o You veneraple old shad, t

turey ) by the all livi, i
al) ,lnu;;: things app Imn" lh s bhaving mmgl‘:’:ﬁz;h(lgfi!x'
CYele o s are oy uncx Fe 1
earth Ius borne p, o .
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of Czsar, of Shakespeare and of Napoleon, and of the lowest

leech. Tn me the consciousness of men is blended with the in-
stincts of the animals, and I remember all, all, alll And 1
ive through every life over again in myselfl (Will-of-the-
wisps appear.y

Mapame ArkapIN (softly). It's something decadent.

TREPLEY (i an imploring and reproackfud voice). Mather!

Nixa, T am alone. Once in a hundred years I open my
Yips to speak, and my voice echoes mournfully in the void,
and no one hears. ... You too, pale lights, hear me not....
The stagnant marsh begets you before daybreak and you wan-
der until dawn, byt without thought, without will, without the
tremor of life. Far fear that life should spring up in you the
father of eternal matter, the devil, keeps the atoms in yau,
13 in the stones and in the water, in continual flux, and you
are changing perpetually. For in all the universe nothing re-
mains permanent and unchanged but the spitit (a panse},
Like a prisoner cast into a deep, empty well I know not where
I am and what awaits me. All is hidden from me but that

" in the cruel, persistent struggle with the devil—the principle

of the forces of matter—T am destined to conquer, and, after
that, matter and spirit will be blended in glorious harmony
and the Kingdom of the Cosmic Will will come. But that will
come only Jittle by fittle, through long, long thousands of
years when the moon and the bright Sinus and the carth
arechangedtodust, ., Tifl then—~terror, terror . . {a pause;
to red spols appear upon the hackground of the lake). Here
my powerful foe, the devil, is approaching T sce lis dreadful
crimson eyes. . . .

MapaME ARKADIN. There's a smell of sulphur Is that as
it should be?

‘TrerLrv. Yes.

Mapanme ARRADIN (laughs) Oh, it's a stage effect!

TrerLrv. Mothert

Ninva. He is dreary without man—-

Pouina (fo Dorx). You have taken your hat off Put it
an or you will catch cotd

Mapasts Arkabyn. The doctor has taken his hat off to the
devil, the father of eternal matter,
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Tatpiev (firing up, cloud). The play is over! Enought
riain}
cumma AzkADIN, What are you cross about? .

Tagrutv. Enough! The curtainl Let down the curtain}
{stamping). Curtain} (The curtein falls.) T am sorry! ¥ lost
sizht of the fact that only a few of the elect may wnte plays
and act in them. T have infringed the monopaly. I...
{Tries to say something more, but with a wave of his hond

act gut on left.)
¢ Mapaye A{mms. What's the matter with him?

Sotv. Hring, you really must have mote consideration for
southiul vanity, my dear.

Map e Arkanty. What did I say to him?

Sonry. You hurt his feelings ,

Maowe Azkaoiy, He fold vs beforehand that it was a
joke, and 1 rezarded bis play as a joke.

Sorrx. All the same. .,

Mapue Arkapr. Now it appears that he has written 2
great work. What next! So he kas got up this performance
and smothered us with sulphur ot as a joke but as 2 pro-
test., . Tle wanied 1o show us how 1o wite and what to
act, This is getting tiresome! These continual sallies at my
expense—these contipual pin-pricks would put anyone out
of patience, say what you like. He is 2 vain, whimsical boy!

Sozix He meant to give you pleasure.

Maparr Axxapis Really? He did not choose an ordi-
nary play, however, but made us {isten to this decadent de-
lirium For the sake of a joke T am ready to listen to delitium,
bt bere we have pretensions to new forms and a pew view
ofart To ry thnhing t's mo question of new forms at all,
Tt simpty bad temper.

Tuiconrsy Everyone writes 23 be likes and as he can.

Manutr ArKaniy Let him wnte s he likes and as he
€an, only let him Jeave ma in peace.
Do, Jupter! you ase angry.. .

”M’:nw: Axxamy, 1 am pot lizp‘ucr—l am 2 Womn
"tx @ ciparelle) 1am not angry— am only vesed that
2 young man should spend his time so drears] i

T3 10 hurt his feelings. eariy. T i pot
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MEDVEDENKO. No one has any grounds to separate spirit
from matter, sceing that spirit itself may be a combination
of material atoms. (IVith enimation, to TrRIGORIN) But you
know someone ought to write a play on how we poor teachers
five, and get it acted. We have a hard, hard life.

Mapase ARKADIN, That’s true, but don’t let us talk either
of plays or of atoms. It is such a glorious evening! Do you
hear? There is singing! (Zistens). How nice it is!

PoriNa. It's on the other side of the lake (a pause).

Mapaure ArRkADIN (fo TrIGORIN). Sit down beside me.

“Ten or fifteen years ago there were sounds of music and
singing on that lake continually almost every night, There
are six country houses on the shores of the lake, I remem-
ber laughter, noise, shooting, and love affairs without end....
The jene premicr and the idol of all those six households
was in those days our friend here, the doctor (motions ::mlh
ker kead towards Dorn), Yevgeny Sergeitch. He is fascinat-
ing still, but in those days he was irresistible. But my con-
science is beginning to trouble me. Why did I hurt my poot
boy’s feelings? I feel worried, (Aloud) Kostya! Sont Kostyal

Masita. I'll go and ook for him

Mapamre Arkanin. Please do, my dear.

MasHA (going to the left). Aa-oo! Konstantin Gavrilitch!
Aa-oo! (goes off).

NiNa (coming out from behind the stage). Apparently
there will be no going on, and I may come out, Good evening!
(Kisses MaDAME ARKADIN and POLINA ANDREYEVNA.)

Sorin. Brave! Bravo!

MapAME ARRADIN, Bravo! Bravol We admired you. With
such an appearance, with such a lovely voice, you really can-
not stay in the country; it is a sin. You must have talent.
Do you hear? It’s your duty to go on the stage.

Nina, Oh, that's my dream! (sighing) But it will never
be realised.

MapaME ArRkamiN, Who knows? Here, let me introduce
Boris Alexeyevitch Trigorin.

Nina, Oh, T am so glad. .. (overcome with embarrass-
ment), T am always reading your. .,

MADAME ARKADIN (making her sit down beside them).

N



TRE SEA-GULL
Dont be shy, my dear. Heis 2 celebrity, but he has a sim-
ple heart You see, be is shy hms.e“. .

Doxx. 1 suppose we may mise the curtain; it's rather
tneanny. .

Snasraey {aloud). Yakov, pull up the curtain, ray lad.
{The curtain goes up.) e

Nrvd (fo Triconrx). It Is a queer play, isw'tie?

Tricontx. T did not understand it at all. But T enjoyed
it You acted o penuinedy. And (he scenery was debightiul

(2 pause). There must be a lot of fish in that lake,

Nixa. Yes, . N

Tucontx. [ love angfing. There is nothing I enjoy so |
auch as sitting on the bank of a river in the ¢vening and
watching the flaat.

Wrxu. But I should have thought that for anyone who has
known the enjoyment of creation, 1o other enjoyment can
exist,

Mapae Axxapmy {langhing), Don't talk like that, When
eople say nice things to him he is utterly floored.

Siazary T remember one evening in the opera theatre
in Moscow the celebrated Silva took the lower Ct As it bap-
pered, there was sitting in the pallery the bass of our church
choir, and all at once—imatine our intense astonishment-—
we heard {rom the gallery “Bravo, Silval” a whole octave
fower—~like this: (in ¢ decp bass) “Bravo, Silval” The audi-
ence sat spelibound (g pause)

xx. The anzel of silence has flown over us.

Nrxa. 1s time for me to go, Good-bye,

Mupane Arxapy Where are you off 102 Why so exdy?
We won't fet you po.

Niva. My father expects me.

Murate Avsapiy. What 2 man, really .. (kisses ber).
“tjl.rl‘kn is no belp for it. I am sorn-—1 am sorry to let
Nix, % 1

Sll:n‘\\li b ::x:‘z bg:mggn“:gulx‘:?‘ o
Latle dear, T £t 10 sce you bome, my

Nis (frightened). Oh, no, not

Sen1 (12 her, 1n en imploring soice). Do stayl

s
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Mepvepenko. No one has any grounds to separate spirit
from matter, seeing that spirit itself may be a combination
of material atoms, (With enimation, fo Tricorin) But you
know someone ought to write a play on how we poor teachers
live, and get it acted. We have a hard, hard life. X

Mapame ArkADIN, That's true, but don't Tet us talk eithet
of plays or of atoms, It is such a glorious evening! Do you
hear? There is singingl (Zistens). How nice it is!

Porina. It's on the other side of the lake (a pause],

MapAME ARKADIN (to Tricorin). Sit down beside me.

“Ten or fijteen years ago there were sounds of music and
singing on that Jake continually almost every night, There
are six country houses on the shores of the lake. I remem-
ber laughter, noise, shooting, and love affairs without end....
The jeune premier and the idol of all those sit households
was in those days our friend here, the doctor {mofions }ﬁ!h
her head towards Dorn), Yevgeny Serpeitch. He is fascinat-
ing still, but in those days he was irresistible. But my coa-
science s beginning to trouble me., Why did I hurt my poor
boy’s feelings? 1 feel worried. (Aloud) Kostya! Son! Kostyal

Masiza. I'll go and look for him.

Mapame Arxapin. Please do, my dear. .

Mastta (going to the left). Aa-oo! Konstantin Gavrilitch!
Aa-ool (goes off).

Nina (coming out from behind the stage). Appnrt_nﬂ)’
there will be no going on, and I may come out. Good evening!
{Kisses MADAME ARRADIN ond POLINA ANDRIVEVNA)

Sorin. Bravo! Bravol y

MADAME ARKADIN. Bravol Bravo! We admired you. With
such an appearance, with such a lovely voice, you reafly can-
not stay in the country; it is a sin. You must have talent.
Do you hear? It's your duty to go on the stage

Niwa. Oh, that's my dream! (sighing) But it will never
be realised.

Mananme ArkADIN. Who knows? Here, let me introduce
Boris Alexeyevitch Trigorin.

Nina. Oh, I am so glad ... (overcome with embarrass.
went), 1 am always reading your .,

MADAME ARKADIN (making her sit down beside them).



TAE SEA-GULL .
Don't be shy, my dear. Heis 2 celebrity, but he has a sim-
ple heart. You see, he is shy himself. o i etk

Doxy. I suppose we ooy maise the tustain; s rather

uncansy, 5
Sms)x'uzv (aloud). Yakov, pull up the custain, roy lad.
The turfain goes up.) o
¢ Wnta (o Teicarin), It is a queer play, atitt
Trmoomy. I did not understand it at all. But T epwy:d
it You acted <o genuinely. And the scenery was delightful
{a pause). There must be a lat of fish in that take,
Nina. Yes. 5 ) )
Tgscorty T love apghng, There is vothing I enjoy so
wmuch as sitting on the bapk of a rwver in the evening and
watching the fleat
Niwa. But T should have thought that for anyone who has
known the enjoyment of creation, no other enjoyment can

exist,

Mavarr Axgann {{aughing), Don't talk ke that, When
‘people say nice things to him be is utterly ficored.

Sruzaee ¥ remember one evening in the opera theatre
in Moscow the celebrated Sitva taok the lower Cf As it hap-
pened, thete was sitting in the gallery the bass of our chuzch
choir, and all at ance—itnagine our intense astonishment—
we heard from the gaflery “Bravo, Silval” a whole octave
lower—like this. (in a deep bass) “Bravo, Silval” The audi-
ence sat spelibound (o peusel

Dorx The anzel of silence has flown aver us.

Niwa It's ume for me to go. Good-bye

Mapasse Avkapin Where are you off to? Why so early?
We wan't fet you go.

Nina, My father expects me,

Manaue Asxapity Whot a man, really, ., (kisses ker),
Well, there is ba help for it. 1 am sorry—3 am sorry to tet
¥ou go

;xlm. 1 ):u kaew how grieved I am tn go.

ABAME ARKADIN,
o KADIN, Someone ought to see you home, my

Wina (fghtened), Oh, no, not

Soxmx {to ket,sn gn am ploring voice). Do stay!

1y "



16 THE PTLAYS OF ANTON TCREKOV

Niwva. I can't, Pyotr Nikolayevitch.

SoriN. Stay for an hour. What is there in that?

Nina (thinking a minute, tearfully). 1 can’tl (Shakes
hands and hurriedly goes off.)

MapaMe ArkaDIN. Unfortunate girl she is, really, They
say her mother left her father all her immense property—
every farthing of it—and now the girl has got nothing, as her
father has already made a will leaving everything to his scc-
ond wife. It’s monstrous!

* Dorn. Ves, her father is a pretty thorouch scoundrel, one
must do him the justice to say so.

SoriN (rubbing kis cold kands). Let us go too, it's getting
damp. My legs ache.

Mapame Arkapin, They scem like wooden legs, you caft
hardly walk. Let us go, unlucky old man! (Takes his arm.)

SHAMRAEV (offcring his arm to his wife). Madame?

Sorin. Y hear that dog howling again. (To SHAMRAEY)
I;c so kind, Tlya Afanasyitch, as to tell them to let it off the
chain.

SsiamraARv. It's impossible, Pyotr Nikolayevitch, T am
afraid of thieves getting into the barn. Our millet is there.
(To McoveprNko who is walking beside kim) Yes, a whole
octave lower: “Bravo, Silval” And he not a singer—simply
a church chorister!

MEDVEDENKO. And what salaty does a chorister get? (A
go out cxcept Dorn.)

Dorn (alone). 1 don't know, perhaps I know nothing
about it, or have gone off my head, but I liked the play.
There is something in it. When that girl talked about loneli-
ness and afterwards swhen the devil's eyes appeared, I was
so excited that my hands trembled. It is fresh, maive....
Here he comes, I believe. T want to say all the nice things
1 can to him.

TrRePLTV (enters). They have all gone.

Doxn. I am here,

TrepLEV, Mashenka is Jooking for me all over the park.
Insufferable treature she is!

Dorx Konstantin Gavnlitch, I liked your play extremely.
{t's a stranze thing, and T haven't heard the end, and yet it
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made a streng impression! You are 2 gifted man—you must
RMZ'}:&:W presses Kis hand warmly and embraces Kim
impulswely.) .

Dorn. Fie, what an hysterical fellow! There are tears in
Bis eyes! What 1 meaa is this You have taken a subject
Trom the realm of abstract weas. Sa it should be, for a work
of art ought to express a great idea. A thing is only fine when
it is serious. How pale you arel

Trervev, So you tell me to persevere?

Doaw. Yes . But wnite only of what is smportant and
eternal. You know, I have had varied experiences of life, and
have enjoyed @, 1 am salisfied, but if it had been my lot
to know the spiritual heights which artists reach st the mo-
ment of creation, ¥ should, I betieve, have despised my bodily
self and all that appertains 1o it and left all things earthly
as {ar behind a5 possible,

TrerLEV, Excuse e, where is Nina?

Doz, And anotbey thing, In a work of ant there ought
ta be a clear definite idea You ought to hnow what is your
aim inwnting, for if you go alang that pictaresque route with-
out 3 definite goal you will be lost and your talent wil be
your ruim.

TrerLEY (smpatiently). Where 15 Ninap

Dorx. She has gone bome.

Taeriev (in despair). What am 1 o do? I want o see
ber... T must see her.. .. I must po....

{Enter Masta)

Bonst {to Treriev). Calm y aurself, my boy.

TrepLev. But 1 am going all the same. | must go.

Masur. Come indoors, Konstantin Gavriditch. Your
mother wants you, She is worried.

Tﬁn;wv. T‘zu ber that Y have gone away. And 1 beg you
— ve e 4 b
mena(’é’ou}x’?u' tave me in peacel Let me alone! Don't follow

wx, Come, e, 9 o
e .. Vbare ot g, 70U S 0 o
verney (in fears). by
(2ot o, ). Good-bye, doctor, Thank you.
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”
made 3 strong imprmionl You are a gifted Man—yoy must
persc(v'i'l;ze;:y:.!:v Presses kis fong warmly gng embraces fip
impul:mely.) 3

Dory, Fie, what an hysterjea) {ellow! There are !mr§ in
his eyest What 1 mean is this, You haye taken g subject
from the realm of abstrace ideas, S it shoylq be, for 5 work
of art ought to CYPIess 3 gregy idea A thing i5 only fine when
is serj You are]

X spised my boduly
sell and a3 that appey 10 it and Jefy all things earth],
far behin, 25 possible,
ZEPLEY Excuge e, where js Ninap
Dorx And another thing, a woy]

1o be 5 clear definite | ea, [ L is yoyr
Amun wrygi, , for if yougg along that pxctnn:que Toute wigh
%t 2 definjre goal yoy will be Jos¢ and y
your ryjn

REPLEY (:mpahmlly). Where 5 Ninap

Dony, She has gone home,

RErLey (g desparey What ap, T 1o gop I wany fo

hzr...lmlmseeher..“lml&go..,. see‘
(Entey Masg,

Dozy (1, Trepr gy im y Tself, my boy.
L i m,

i - I must gy
om, TS, Onstanty, Gavrilitch. t
mother 04 you tried, Your

Ve gone aWay, Ang y beg you

e ! ’

e a0 V€ Me 10 peacer Let me alone! Doy, t follow
RN Come, Ome, come, dear by -+~ You eany

like thyy hat's ngy the thing, v St g0 on

-bye, doctor, Thang you,
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Nixa. I can't, Pyotr Nikolayevitch.

Sorin. Stay for an hour, What is there in that?

NINA (thinking a minute, tearfully). 1 can’t! (Skakes
hands and hurriedly goes of.)

Mapaue Apxapiy. Unfortunate girl she s, really, They
say her mother Ieft her father all her immense property—
every farthing of it—and now the girl has got notbing, as ber
father bas already made a will leaving everythinz to his -
ond wife. It’s monstrous!

! DozN. Yes, her father is a pretty thorouzh scoundrel, on2
must do him the justice to say so. |

Sorw (rubbing his cold hands). Let us go too, it’s getting
damp. My legs ache.

Mapare Arxapry. They seem like wooden legs, you cag
hardly walk. Let us go, unlucky old man! (Takes his erm.)

Syarrary (offering kis arm 1o kis wife), Madame?

Sorrx. T hear that doz howling again. (Te SHaMzary)
Bhea 50 kind, Tlya Afanasyitch, as to tell them to let it off the
chain.

Suarzarv. It's impossible, Pyotr Nikalayevitch, 1 am
afraid of thieves getting into the bamn. Our millet is there.
(To MeDVEDEXRO who it walking beride kim) Yes, 3 whol
octave lower: “Bravo, Silva!” And be not a singer—simply
a church chorister!

Mrovepesko, And what salary does a chorister get? (AU
20 out except Dor»:.)

Dory (elore). I don't know, perhaps I know nothing
about it, or have gone off my head, but I liked the play.
“There is something in it. When that girl talked about Joneli-
ness and afterwards when the devil’s eyes appeared, I was
so excited that my hands trembled. It is fresh, naive....
Here he comes, I believe. I want to say all the nice things
I can to him,

‘TrEPLEV (enters). They have all gone.

Doz, I 2tn here,

Treprrv. Mashenka is looking for me all over the park.
Insufferable creatyre she is!

Doxs. Konstantin Gavrilitch, I liked your play extremely,
1¢’s a stranze thing, and I haven't heard the end, and yet jt



ACT IT

I, The howse with ¢ big verandah in the botk-

4 "ogr’:::nd on the vight, on the left i‘x seen the lake with $he
blazing sun reflected 1 it

Flower beds, Midday. Hot. Manass Axwavmy, Doay 274

MASHA are uttmg an @ gorden seaf in the shade of 63

old hme tree on ore Side of the croquet lawn, Dory has
an open book on his knee.

Manante Arxapty (fo Massa), Come, let us stand UP.
(They botk get up ) Let us stand side by side. You are twed-

tytwo and § am nearly twice as old. Yevgeny Sergeilcdy
which of s Jooks che younger?

Dozn You, of course.

MapaE Akanty, There! And why is it? Because ¥ wotks
1 feet 1 am always en the go, while you stay always i the
xame place and have no Ufe at A, And it is my rule
rexee (0 laok inta the Tuture 1 never thank abaut ald 388 oF
death, What is to be, witl be

Masys. And I feed as though I had been born long, long
aro, T trail my lile along Ike an endless train. ... And often
1 have viot the shohtest desiee w0 go on fiving {sies doten).
gi Li?ut;ic. havs all nonsense, I must shake myseif and shrow
itall o

Dorx (hums quietly) “Tell her, my flowers”

Mavaue Avgapoy. Then T am as pattiestar as an Epglish-
fean 1 keep myself 1 hard, as they say, my dear, 274 am
atways dreseed and bave my hair done comme f foat- Do 1
allow mysel{ to go out of the house even into the gavden in
a dressingemoven, of without my hair being done? Nerer!
What has preserved me is that 1 have never been a dowdy
T bave never et myself go, 53 som® wamen do.,. (watks

L
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Dorn (with a sigh). Youth! youthl -

Masma, When people have nothing better to say, they -
say, “Youth! youth!”... (Takes a pinch of snufl.) B

DorN (takes her snuff-box from her and flings it into the =
bushes). That’s disgusting! (a pausc). I believe they are
playing the piano indoors. \We must go in.

Masua. Wait a little.

Dorn. What is it? .

MasmA, T want to tell you once more. I have a longing to
talk ... (growing agitated). 1 don’t care for my father...
but I feel drawn to you. For some reason I feel with all my
heart that you are very near me....Help me. Help me, of
I shall do something silly, I shall make a mock of my life
and ruinit....Ican't goon....

Dorn. What is it? Help you in what? 5

Masna. I am miserable. No one, no one knows how mis-
erable I am! (Laying ker head on his breast, softly) 1 love
Konstantin| .

Dorn. How hysterical they all are! How hystericall And
what a lot of love....Oh, the sorcery of the lake! (Ten
derly) But what can I do, my child? What? What?

CURTAIN.



HE SEA.cuLy

. -fthmy son Why is he 5o dcpresscd 20d ill-bumoyreg; Hc
nds}l'rbole days on the lake and 1 bardly ever gop him,
llum Hnshc.m s troubled, (77, Nixa, timidly) Please,

Something oyt of his playt
f\x\\ (shmggmg her :/:ouldm) “ ould you Iike it? 1%
© uninter

Musma (mhmnmg her enthusiasm) When he reads any.

g Bimeel self his ; glow and his face turpg pale He hag

tfing ournfyl g ICe, and the Bestures of

12 15 8 Sound of Somiy .momtg )
ZX. Good night!

ArRapny N Are ® You asleep
Sorry Nota byt of it (g pame)

do nothing fo, your health,

s bat n‘«h!
ta take somethung, gy the doctor
3 eanylhmg
edxc e at sivtyt
Som E\e t sixg Xty one wangg to live!
Dory’ (wlx FeXation) Qp, Very well, take v valerian dropg
My 'hzx.«m.‘ 3t seems 19 e 1t would 9o him goog
SOme Miner] Sprin;

Dor e, T
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about the lown with her arms akimbo), Here I am, a5 bk
as a bird. I could take the part of a gir) of fifteen. !

Dorn, Nevertheless, T shall go on {takes up the book]
We stopped at the corn merchant and the rats....

MapaMr: ArkapiN. And the rats, Read (sits down). B¢
give it to me, I'll read. It is my turn (fakes the book
looks in it). And rats....Here it is ... (Reads) “Aad¢
tourse for society people to spoil novelists and to attr
them to themselves is as dangerous as for a corn merchi?
10 rear rats in his granaries. And yet they Jove them. A®
50, when a woman has picked out an author whom she gesit
to captivate, she lays siege to him by means of complimeat:
flattery and favours.. » Well, that may be so with 8
French, but there is nothing like that with us, we have &
set rules, Among us, before’ a woman sets to work to &P
tivate an author, she is generally head over ears in love hes
self, if you please To go no further, take Trigorin n
me....

(Ernter Sortn, leaning on kis strck and with him Nist
MepvEDENKO wheels an empty bath-chair in oftt
them )

SorIN (i a caressing tone, os to a child) Yes? We an
delighted, aren't we? We are happy to-day at last? (To ¥
sister) We are delighted! Our father and stepmother havt
gone off to Tver, and we are free now for three whole days

Nina (stts down beside Mabase, ARkADIs and embracts
ker}. T am happy! Now I Lelong to you

SoRriN (sits down in hus bath-chair) She fooks quite 3
beauty to-day.

Mapamr ArxapiN, Nicely dressed and interesting. . .
That's a good gir) (kuses Nina) But we musin't praise you
toc much for fear of ill-luck, Where is Bons Alexeyevitch?

Nixa, He is in the bathing-house, fishing

MapAvEe ArkaptN T wonder e doesn’t et sick of it (i
gbont to go on reading)

Nina. What is that?

Mapasz Arkapiy  Maupasaant’s * Sur Pean,” my dear
{reads a jew lines to herself). Well, the rest isn't interesting
ar true {shuts the book). 1 feel uneasy Tell me, what's wrong
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i fll-humor: e
5 ¢ son? Why is he so depressed and il ! )
,:];;:d:\)whole day)s' an the lake and 1 ?z.rdl)‘c\.;; se;lhxine.
" Masua. His heart is troubled. g‘o Nxa, timidly) Please,
d us something out of bis play! | . ) .
: doé:l:‘ (shrugging her shoulders). W ould you like it? It's
interesting. . .
wlul‘:’sm (mtgmming ker eﬂlhumz.xm)A When e w!dﬁ any
thing himsel{ bis eyes glow and his face turns pate. He
a fine mournful voice, and the gestures of a poet.
(There it a sourd of SomIN snoring.}
>, Dozx. Good night!
ManaxE ARKADIN. Petrushal
Somrs. Ab?
MADaME ARKADIN. Are you asleep?
Soriy Not a bit of 1t (a pause).

Mapawe Arxapin. You do nothing for your health,
‘brother, and that's not right.

Somx. T should ke to take something, but the doctor
won't give me anything.

Doxrx, Take medicne at sixty!

Sorry Even at sixty one wants to live!

Dorx (writh vexation) Oh, very well, take valerian drops!

Blapawe Axrapix 1t seems to me it would do him good
10 £0 to some mineral spnngs.

Dorn Well, he rught go And he might not.

MapayE Arkapiy What 15 one to make of that?

Dov)x Thei='s nothing 1o make of it It's quite clear (e
pause

Meoviorsko  Pyotr Nikolayevitch ought to give up
smoking
Somtx Nonsenset

Doxx No, 1t's not nonsense. Wine and tobacco destray
the personality After a cigar or a glass of vodka, you are
vot Pyotr Nikolayevitch any more but Pyotr Nikolayevitch
Plus somebody else, your ego is diffused and you feel towards
ymér;dl a(sl to ah third person

. SORrs (laughs). Tt's all very well for you to arg ve-
lived your Ife, but what ab:?t me? 1 h:\'e servtgu i;l t‘!i:l;l)‘:-
partment of Justice for twenty-eight years, but T haven't
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lived yet, I've seen and done nothing as a matter of fact,
and very naturally I want to live very much. You've had
enough and you dont't care, and so you are inclined to be
philosophical, but I want to live, and so I drink sherry at
dinner and smoke cigars snd so on. That's all it comes to.

Dorn. One must lock at life seriously, but to go in for
cures at sixty and to regret that one hasn’t enjoyed onesel
cnough in one’s youth is frivolous, if you will forgive my say-
ing so.

Masua (gels up) It must be lunch-time (walds with o
lazy, lagging step). My leg is gone to sleep (goes off).

Darn. She will go and have a couple of glasses before lunch.

Sorin. She has no personal happiness, poot thing

Dorn. Nonsense, your Excellency.

Sorty. You argue hke a man who has had all he wants.

Afapamr Arkapin, Oh, what can be more boring than this
sweet country boredom! Hot, still, no one ever doing any-
thing, everyone airing their theories ., . It's nice being with
you, my friends, charming 1o listen to you, but .. ta sit in
a hotel room somewhere and learn one's part 15 ever so much
better,

Nina {enthustastically} Detightfult 1 understand you.

Sorin, Of course, 1t's better in town You sit 1n your study,
the fostman lets no ate in ed, there's a teleph
... in the streets there are cabs and everything |

Dorn (Aums). “Tell her, my flowers ™

(ENTER SnaMrarv, and offer Jom Porina ANDRE-
YEVNA )

Sreastrary, Here they are' Gond moming! (Zrser Ma«
DAME ARKADIN'S hand end then Nina's) Dehuhted to see
you in pood health (7o Manwr Arnanin) My wife tells
me that you are proposiag to drive ntn town with her tosday.
{s that so?

Mapstr ARRADIN Yex, we are thinhing of it

Suadsary, Hm! that's splendid, but how are you going,
honaured lady? They are carung the rye to-dry  all the men
are at work, What horses are yau to have, allow me to ask?

Aapamr Arkapix What horses? How can § tell which?

Sonry. We've gat carviage horses
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MRAEV (growing excited). Carsiage horsest But where

a: I;Atu get c(oxﬁ:m if»r them? Where am ¥ to get collars?
It's a strange thing} 1t passes my understanding} Hm;mmd
Tody! forgive me, ¥ am full of Teverence for your talent, T
would give ten years of my life for you, but T cannot let
7 ve the borses} .
)ogxl[u;;; Awapis But i Tinave to got It's 2 queer thing!

Sstauraty. Honoured lady! you dow't kow what farm-
mg);“.n:\njz Arxanm (flarmg up). That's the ofd storyt
11 that’s so, § g0 back to Moscow to-day. Give orders for
honses ta be hured for me at the village, or Il walk to the
station

Suastapy (flormg up) In that case 1 resign my posi-
tion! You must took for another steward (goes off)

Mapaue Arxamn It's ke this every summer; BVEry sum.
mer 1 am 1msulted here! T won't set my foot 1 the placy
again {goes of ot left where the bathang shed 15 supposed to
be; o mmute later she con be seen entering the house.
‘Twicorn Jollows her, corrying fishing rods and tackle, ond
e pad)

gom (flaring up) This is insolence! It's beyond every.
thing T am thorougbly sick of it Send alt the horses hete
this muate!

Nrea (fo Porrva Anoreveva) To refuse Yrina Niko-
Sayevna, the famous actress! Any wish of hers, any whim
even, is of more consequence than all your {arming, Tt

s posie
tively increditle! posk

Portxa (mn despar) What can T do? Put yourself in wy
position* what <an 1 do?

Sowr (10 Nixa) Let us zo o my sister. We will ol en-
treat ber not to go away Woo't we? (Lookmg in the di.
"chan\ - which Smaseary has gone) Yosufferable many

N (greventing him from gettin it seil, i

k 2 up). Sit stilt, siv s
We will wheel you i, {She and Meovensxmo push 1
thair) Ob, how awlul it ist sk the bath

Sosw. Yes, yes, iUs awhul. But he won't {feave, I8 speak
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to him directly. (They go out; Doxrn and Poriva Anpe
YEVNA are left alonc on the stage.)

Dorn. People are tiresome, Your busband ought to be
simply kicked out, but it will end in that old woman Tyotr
Nikolayevitch and his sister begging the man’s pardon,
You will seef

Porina. He has sent the carriage horses into the fields too!
And there are misunderstandings like this every day. If you
only knew how it upsets me! It makes me ill; sce how I am
trembling. ... I can’t endure his rudencss, (In an fmploring
voice) Vevgeny, dearest, light of my eyes, my darling, let
me come fo you.,..QOur time is passing, we arc no longer
young, and if only we could lay aside concealment and lying
for the end of our lives, anyway . .. (g pause}.

Dorn. T am fifty-five; it's too late to change my life.

Porina. I know you refuse me because there arc other
women too who are as near to you. You can't take them all
lc‘» live with you. I understand. Forgive me, you are tired
of me.
(N1NA appears near the house; she is picking flowers.)

Dorn. No, it's all right.

Porina. T am wretched from jealousy. Of course you are
a doctor, you can’t avoid women I understand.

Dory (fo NiNa, who comes up to them). How are things
going?

Nina. Irina Nikolayevna is crying and Pyotr Nikolaye-
vitch has an attack of asthma

DorN (gets up) 1'd better go and give them both valerian
Irops.

I‘;;ISNA (gives kim the flowers). Please take these.

DorN. Merci bien (goes towards the house),

PoLINA (going with kim) What charming flowers! (Near
the house, in a smothered yoice) Give me those flowers! Give
me those flowers! (On recervng them fears the flowers to
pieces and throws them away, both go into the housc)

Nina {alone). How strance it is to see a famous actress
cry, and about such a trivial thing! And fsn't it strange?
A'famous author, adored by the public, written about in all
the papers, his photographs for sale, his works translated
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fishing
§ iem Janguages—and he spends the whole day

‘3?3 :sm Slﬂm“m e h\:is cauzht tvegn g‘:\\t:ge‘t;;il \;:;u%h;

Yo were proud, unspprox ' e
;wm&& am}l) by theic fame and the glory of their
name, as it were, revenged themselves on the yoigar herd
far p:ming Tank and weslth above everything. But here they
ey and fish, play easds, taugh and get crass like everyone
me'l"rsz {comes sn withous g hat on, itk & gun and o
deod sea-pull}. Are you alove Bere?
Ka Yes

(Treprey lays the sea-guil of her feet}
rea What does that weand e
"i‘xc;nw 1 was 30 mean s to kil} this hird to-day. ¥ lay
it 2t your feet

Nier What is the matter with you? (Picks up the bird
ond fooks at 123

TerrLev (efter o gause) Soon I shall kalf myself in the
ame way

Wika You have so changed, § hardly knaw you

TererLey. Yes, ever swwe the day when 1 bandly knew
you You have changed to me, your eyes are cold, you feel
me in the way

Nina. Vou bave become irvitable of late, you express
yovrself so weomprebensibly, as it were mn symbols, This
urd 3 3 symbot toa, [ suppose, but forgive me, T daa'%t w-
derstand 1t Uleys the sea-gadl on the senth, ¥ am too simple
16 undersiand you

Tueerey. This began from that evening when my play |
e o el o stupdly Women never forgive fatlure, T
$ave burmt W alf, every scrap of 1. 11 only you knew how
mireratie 1 am! Your growing cold 1o me is awfui, inctedible,
s thouch T bad woben up 30d Gound this Jake had suddenly
ried wp or sunk into the earth. You have st said that you
a7z too wmple 1b understand me O, what 15 theee to yndera
sund? My glay was cot Wed, you despise my insprration,
you sleady cosider me commonpiace, insignificany, like 5o
many ethers. | {stomping). How well 1 understand 3t al,
baw T understand {u T feel 25 thongh 1 bad & vt o my
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brain, damnation take it together with my vanity which is
- sucking away my life, sucking it like a snake.,.(s¢es
TrRIGORIN, who comes in reading o book). Here comes the
real genmius, walking like Hamlet and with a book teo.
(Mimics) “Words, words, words,” .., The sun has scarcely
reached you and you are smiling already, your eyes are
melting in its rays. T won’t be in your way (goes off quickly).

TRIGORIN (making noles in his book), Takes snuff and
drinks vodka, Always in black, The schoolmaster is in love
with her. ... B

Niwva. Good morning, Boris Alexcyevitch!

Tricoris, Good morning. Circumstances have turned ot
50 unexpectedly that it scems we are setting off to-day. We
are hardly likely to meet again, T am sorry, I don't often
have the chance of meeting young pirls, youthful and charm-
ing; T have forgotten how one feels at efghteen or nincteen
and can't picture it to myself, and so the young gitls in
my stories and novels are usually false. T should like to be in
your shoes just for one hour to find out how you think, and
altogether what sort of person you are.

Nina. And T should like to be in your shoes.

‘TricorIN, What for?

Nina, To know what it fecls like to be a famous, gilted
anthor, What does it feel Yike to be famous? How does it
affect you, being famous?

Tricorix, How? Nohow, I believe. T have never thought
about it. (After a moment’s thought) It's one of two things:
either you exaggerate my fame, or it never is felt at all.

Nixa. But if you read about yoursell in the newspapers?

Tricorin. When they praise me T am pleased, and when
they abuse me I fee! out of humour for a day or two,

Nina, What a wonderful world! If only you knew how 1
envy you! How different people’s lots in life are! Some can
earcely et through their dull, obecure existence, they ate
all just hike one another, they are all unhappy, while others
—you, far instance—~you are one out of a million, have an
interesting life full of brightness and significance, You are

h‘%’;’;&o,m_ 17 (shrugging kit shoutders) Ym. . .. You talk
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of fame and happiness, of bright igmcsﬁng fife, but 1o me
2 those fine words, f you will forgive my saying w0, ate just
ke 2 sweetment which T never taste. You are very young
and very pood-natuted.

N(HS Your hife is splendidl o

Taagosti, What is there particularly nice in it? {Looks
ot hus vach) 1 must go and Woite diretdy. Eacuse we, 1
st stay . (laughs). You have stepped on my {avoutite
o, as the saying ts, and here 1 ar beginning to get excited
and 2 httle cross Let us talk though, We will talk about my
splendid bright e ... Well, where shall we begin? {After
thinking o itle) There are such things as fixed ideas, when
2 man thioks days and mght, for instance, of nothing but the
moon, And I have just such a moon. T am haunted day and
wight by oot perustent thoughts 1 ought to be wiiting, 1
ouight to be writing, ¥ ought .1 bave scarcely Sinished one
nove! when, for some reason, £ must hegin writing another,
then a thied, after the thizd a fourth. ¥ write incessantly,
post haste, and [ can’t wnte in any other way, What is there
spleadid and bright in that, T ask you? O, it's an shsurd
et Hece I am with you, 1 am excited, yet every moment 1
temember thay my unfinished novel is waiting for me. Here
1 see a cloud 1hat Jooks tike » grand plano. T think that X
st pat 1nte @ story somewhers that a cloud safled by that
looked Yike a grand piano There is a scent of hehatrope, I
humedig toale a note a sickly smell, 3 widow's floveer, to
be mentianed in the deseription of 2 sutamer evening. I catth
£p myself and you at every sentence, every word, and make
Baste 1@ put those sententes and wosds away inte wy Hter-
ary treasure-house—~it may come wn usefud! When I finish
work 1 tace off 1o the theatye of to fishing: if only ¥ could
£est in that and Sorger mysel} But no, there's 2 nesy subjeet
folling about wn my bead tike 3 beavy wron cannon ball, and
1 am drawn 10 my wmting table and st make haste again
10 20 00 writing and writing, And it's always Mike that, always.
And T bave o vest from myself, and T {ee] that 1 am eating
Tp my own Jife, and that Sor the sake of the honey I give to
someqne dn spuce 1 sm strpping the pollen from my best
fowens, taring up the Gowers themselves and trampling an
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boppiness, of bright interesting life, but to me
e, o et you VAl frgive my sy 30,7 st
like 2 swestmeat Wh'l:ih 1 pever taste, You are very young
aod very goodatured.
Nrxa. Your ife is splendidl NI
I}S&Qf\\m s there panticularly nice in it (11’01“‘
ot bis wotchy 1 must go and wiite directly, Excuse me,
usta’t stay . .. (laughs). You bave stepped on my Savn\x.ne!;
com, as the sayng 15, and here 1 am beginning to get excil
and 2 htle cross, Let us talk though. We will talk about my
splendid bright Life .. Well, whers shall we begin? (dfter
fittle) There are such things as fized ideas, when
2 man thinks days and aght, for instance, of nothing but the
moon. And I have just such a moon, I am haunted Qay and
night by one perssstent thought, ¥ ought to be writing, T
ought to be wnting, I ought . 1 have scarcely finished ane
novel when, for some reason, T must begin *writing another,
then 3 third, after the third a fourth. T wrtite incessantly,
post haste, and T can’t write in any other way. What is there
splendid and bright i that, T ask you? Oh, it's an absurd
ble! Here T am with you; Y am excited, yet every moment 1
remember that my unfinished novel is waiting for me, Here
T see 2 cloud that Iooks Iike a grand pianc. I thiok that T
tRUSt put 1n1o a story somewhere that a cloud sailed by that
looked like 2 grand pano There is a scent, of heliotrape, T
hurnedly male a note. a sickly smell, 2 widow’s fower, to
be menvioned in the description of a summer evening. T catch
up mytell and you at every sentence, every word, and make
$ste 10 pit those sentences and words away into my liter-
2ty treasure-house—wt tmay cotae in usefull When I finish
work 1 race off 1o the theatre ot (o fishing; if only I could
est in A and forget mysell But no, there’s a new subject
ralfing about in tny bead like a heavy iron cannon ball, and
£ am drawn to my wniting table and must make haste again
tagaen witting and wntng And v's always ke that, slways.
And 1 bave no rest from myself, and 1 feed that 1 am eating
tp my own hie, and that for the sake of the honey 1 give to
someone in space 1 3m sinpping the pollen (rom my best
flowers, teariag up the flawers themseives and trampling on

thinking a
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elirium, and often don't understand what I am seriting.

‘;l]g»,-:;ms‘m:gr here, the trees, the sky. % leel nature, 1t
arouses In me 2 passionote, imesistible desire to write, But 1
wn not simply a Jondscape painter; 1 2m also a_dlmen. 1
Jove my native country, my people, T feel that §f I am 2
writer § am in duty bound to write of the people, of thelr
suffecings, of theis future, to talk about sclence and the rights
of man and sa on, and 50 on, and T write about every}hmg.
1 am hurned snd Rustered, and on alt eides they whip me
up and ate angry with we, I dash about {rom side to side
hke a fox beset by hounds, T see life and culture continually
fetting farther ang farther away while X Tall farther and far-
ther behund ke a peasant too date for the team; and what
it comes to is that 1 feel I can only describe scenes and in
everything elee T atn false to the marrow of my bones

Wisa You are oversorked and hove not the leisure nor
the desire to appreciate your own significance You may be
dissatisfied with yoursel{, but for others you are grest and
splendid! 11 were & writer the you, 1 showld give vp my
whole life to the common herd, but I should kaow that there
could be no greater happiness for them than to rise to my
feved, and they would hasness themstives to my chanol,

Twicoms My chanot, what next! Am I an Agamemnon,
or what® {Bofh 1mile )

Risia For sorh happisess o8 bemy o wiiter or an artist
1 would be ready to endure poserty, disappoiniment, the dis-
1ke of those around me, T would live 1 a garret and eat
nothing bt rye bread, ¥ would suffer Irom ‘being dissatishied
with myself, from tecopmising my own imperfections, but T
should ash 1n return for fame  real, resounding fame. .. .
{esvers her foce with her honds) 1t mokes me dizzy. ...
Ought

{The tosce of Manaye Argapmt from the house,)
!’\rtwm: A%ﬂmx Bons Alexeyevitch?

UICORIN y are calling for me ¥ suppase it's to pack.
But 1 don't want to leave here {Looks round af the !‘35.)
}us?i' Ik ﬁ‘t‘ xXnnma\\ 15t Jv's splendidt

N you see the ho !
o ey e bouse snd garden on the other side
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of delicivm, and often don’t understand what T am writing,
§ love this water hete, the trees, the shy. T feel nature, it
arouses i me a passionate, irresistible desire to vmtf_‘ﬁut 1
am ot simply & landscape pajoter; T am alo a citizen, 1
fove my natne country, my people; 1 feel that if T am 2
writer 1 am in duty bovnd to wite of the people, of their
sufierings, of their future, to talk about science and the tights
of man and so on, and 50 on, and T write about everything.
1 am hurried 2nd flustered, and on all sides they whip me
up and 2te angry with me; 1 dash about from side to side
fike a fox beset by houuds. I see hife and culture continually
getting farther and farther away while T fall farther and far-
ther bebind Fike a prasant teo tate for the train; and what
it comes to 15 that I feel T can only describe scenes and in
everything clse T am false to the marrow of my bones.
Kixa You ate overworked and have not the Jeisure wor
the desire to apprecate yaur own significance You may be
dissatisfied with yourself, but for others you are great and
splendid® 1§ 1 were a weiter tke you, 1 should give up my
whole hie to the common herd, but ¥ should know that there
could be no grestes happiness for them than to rise to my
Ievel, and they would harness themselves to my chariot,
Twecorn My chasiot, what nest’ Am ¥ an Agamennon,
or what? (Both smile )
Nixa For such happmess 32 bemg 2 writer or an anist
1 would be ready to endure poverty, disappointtent, the dis-
fike of those around me, T would Jive in a garret angd eat
nothing bus rye bread, 1 would suffer from being dissatisfied
with myself, from recogmsing my own imperfections, but 1
s(hould as}k woreturn ,{m;‘ f:u-;'\c real, resounding f:\;ne. s
covers Fes foce wath Ker hom ;
agi $ dr) R makes me dizzy.,..

{The vosce of Mapaste ARKADIN from the
¥m\u: A&mm Tons Mtx:y:\'n]ch‘ ouie)
Ricarss. They are calling for me 1 suppose it's to pack,
But 1 don’t want to leave here {Looks mm at the Iz;’ii)
I“Sl{' lmkgw slorious W st 1s wplendid}
o Yl::;n e you see the house and garden on the ather side
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‘TrIGORIN, Yes.

Nina. That house was my dear mother’s. I was born there.
T have spent all my life beside this lake and I know every
little islet on it.

TriGorIN. It’s very delightful herel (Seeing the sea-gull)
And what’s this?

Niva. A sea-gull. Konstantin Gavrilitch shot it,

TRIGORIN, A beautiful bird. Really, I don't want to go
away. Try and persuade Irina Nikolayevna to stay (makes
a nole in his boolk).

Nina. What are you writing?

TricoriN, Oh, I am only making a note. A subject struck
me (putting away the note-book). A subject for a short
story: a young girl, such as you, has lived all her life beside
a lake; she loves the lake like a sea-gull, and is as free and
happy as a sea-gull. But a man comes by chance, sces her,
and having nothing better to do, destroys her like that sea-
gull here (a pause).

(MADAME ARKADIN appears at the window.}
MADAME ARKADIN. Boris Alexeyevitch, where are you?
“FricorIN. I am coming (gocs and looks back at Nixa. To

AADAME ARKADIR af the window) What is it?

MapiME ArkapIN, We are staying.

(TRIGORIN goes into the house.)

Nina (advances to the footlights; afler a few moments’

wmeditation) It's a dream!

CURTAIN,
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ining-rogm in Somin’s kouse. Doors on right and on

The ;’e!’; i sideboard. A medicine cupboard, A lable in the

middle of the room. A portmanteau and hal—bo'xex,' signs

of preparation for depariure. TRIGORIN is having lunch;
Masta stands by the table,

Masita. 1 tell all this to you as a writer. You may make
we of it. I am telfing you the truth: if he bad hurt himself
seriously T would not have gone on living another minute. But
I bave pluch enough all the same. T just made up my mind
that T would tear this love out of my heart, tear it out by
the Toots.

Tricormy. How are you going to do that?

Mastta. T am going to be married To Medvedenko,

TricoriN That's the schoolmaster?

Masua Yes.

TmcomiN_ 1 don't understand what's the object of it.

Mastn. To lave without hope, to spend whole years wait.
ing for somethung ... But when I marry, there will be ng
time Yeit for Jove, new cares will smother all the old feelings,
.‘\nd,h nn?w:y, 1t will be & change, you know. Shall we have
another

Traconsy, Won't that be 100 much?

Masna, Ob, comel (fills two glasses). Don't look at me

Yike that! Women drink much oftener than You imagine,
Only a small proportion drink opexly as 1 do, the majotity
drink fn secret Yes. And it's always vodka or brandy, (Clinks
glesses) My best wishest You are a good-hearted man; Lam
0Ty 10 be parting from you (They drek.)
’I‘uwux.'l don't want to go mysell,
3asita. You should beg her to stay.
.
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‘TrIGORIN. No, she won't stay now, Her son is behaving
very tactlessly, First, he shoots himself, and now they say
he is going to challenge me to a duel. And whatever for?
He sulks, and snorts, and preaches new forms of art...,
B;xt there is room for all—new and old—why quarrel about
it
Masxa. Well, there’s jealousy too, But it is nothing to do
with me.

(A4 pause, Yaxov crosses from right to lcft with a port-
manteau. NINA enters and stands by the window.)

Mastia. My schoolmaster is not very brilliant, but he isa
good-natured man, and poor, and he is very much in love
with me. I am sorry for him. And I am sorry for his old
mother. Well, let me wish you all happiness. Dan’t remember
evil against me (shakes hands with him warmly). I am very
grateful for your friendly interest. Send me your books and
be sure to put in an inscription. Only don’t write, “To my
honoured friend,” but write simply, “To Marya who belongs
nowhere and has no object in life.” Good-bye! (Goes oxt.)

NINa (stretching out kher arm towards TRIGORIN, with her
fist clenched). Odd or even?

TRiGorIN, Even,

NiNaA (with a sigh). Wrong. T had only one pea in my
hand. T was trying my fortune whether to go on the stage or
not. I wish someone would advise me,

TricorIN. It’s impossible to advise in such a matter (a
pause).

Nina. We are parting and.. . . perhaps we shall never meet
1gain. Won't you please take this little medallion as a parting
¢ift? T had your initials engraved on one side of it...and
on the other the title of your book, “Days and Nights.”

TricorIN. How exquisite! (kisses the medallion). A
zharming present!

Nina. Think of me sometimes,

TricoriN., T shall think of you. I shall think of you as
vou were on that sunny day—do you remember?—a week
Exgo, when you were wearing a light dress . .. we were talking
... there was a white sea-gull lying on the seat.

Nra (pensively). Yes, a sea-gull. ., (a pause). We can't
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talk any more, there’s someone coming. ,, , Tet me have twp

minutes befora ¥You go, I entreay You.. . {goes onp on the
left),

Tabarre Arkapry, Fardon, v, interrupted you (sitg

dom), y betine 1 have packed everything, 1 am worn ayt,

Tricoryy (reads on g4, medallion), « ‘Days and Nighes)?
P3ge 121, hneg 4y and rz,”

Tricorry, Yes, § shai) want them again,
2%y the hooks

Yanov, Yes, sip
Tricorny (to Ixim:el/). Page 12y
I8 there 1 those [inesy (To Map,
i m i use?

You cap Bive

, lines 1y 20d 12, \yhyy

AME RKADIN) Are there
copies of y n the house
14Dy, Ay, DIN. Yes, in my brother’s study, in ghe cor-
Rer boolcasa
RiCoRTY Page 13y -, {goes out),
i\,lwun: ARkanpy, Really, Petrush;, You had bettey stay
a ome

Sozrny You arp going anay; it wiy be deary for me at
bome Pithoyy 3 gy

Mavags SRKADIN,

o t s there 1 the tornp
Not Particulay, gy sl 273). Thews
r:ﬂ‘; be 1] Laying of the JOn-stone of sty,

t that sony of thing One INES 10 shale Oneself
”" rom this Stagnant gy, tence, jf only r
¢

st hs it for an hoy, OF two,
00 long gn e shelf Ile £ome ol ¢, rette.
balder bae Ordered gh, horses for 08¢ a'clock; |§:7! se
off at the time,
Manayy

Arxangy (after o Pause), Come, 515, here, g
be boreg and dony cateh eopq Look ‘afgey my se':. ’;;ek'e ;fx,l
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Tricorin. No, she won't stay now. Her son is behaving
very tactlessly, First, he shoots himself, and now they say
he is going to challenge me 1o a duel. And whatever for?
He sulks, and snorts, and preaches new forms of art....
But there is room for all—new and old—swhy quarrel about
it?

3

Masna. Well, there’s jealousy too. But it is nothing to do
with me,

(A4 pause. Yaxov crosses from right to left with a port-

mantean. NINA enters and stands by the window.)

Masna, My schoolmaster is not very brilliant, but he isa
good-natured man, and poor, and he is very much in love
with me. I am sorry for him. And I am sorry for his old
mother. Well, let me wish you all happiness. Don’t remember
evil against me (shakes hands with him warmly). T am very
grateful for your friendly interest. Send me your books and
be sure to put in an inscription, Only don’t write, “Ta my
honoured friend,” but write simply, “To Marya who belongs
nowhere and has no object in life.” Good-byel (Goes out.)

NINA (stretching ont her arm towards TRICORIN, with her
fist clenched). Odd or even?

TriGoriN. Even,

NINA (with a sigh). Wrong. I had only one pea in my
hand. T was trying my fortune whether to go on the stage or
not. I wish someone would advise me,

TricoRIN. It's impossible to advise in such a matter (g
pause).

N1NA. We are parting and . . . perhaps we shall never mect
rgain. Won't you please take this little medallion as a parting
rift? 1 had your initials engraved on one side of it...and
on the other the title of your book, “Days and Nights.”

TricoriN. How exquisite! (kisses the medallion). A
<harming present!

Nina. Think of me sometimes.

TricoriN, I shall think of you. I shall think of you as
vou were on that sunny day—do you remember?—a week
51go, when you were wearing a light dress . .. we were talking
... there was a white sea-gull Iying on the seat.

NINA {pensively). Yes, a sea-gull... (a pause), We can't
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Mapave ArRapry, &;es, I have mo;zy, but you see 1 am
s Iy dresses alone are ¢oough 0 ruin me,

Py t’“‘eski.nd, good creature ,, ¥ Trespect yoy,
oo Yes . bup there, T got touch of it again... (s ggers),
Ifeel dizzy (clutehes o7 ke table), feel ill ang al:l that,
Mg Arxapry (alarmed), Petrushy| {trying 1o Sup.
port him) Petrushy, my dear| (Celling) Help? helpt -
¢r TREPLEY gisg ¢ bandage roung His head ang

Mabase Ay, DOIN. He feels f3iny

Sorn. t's al] sight, it's all rightt (smiler and drinps Some
It's pasge off ., . and aff that,

Trepiry {to hir mother). Dop'y be (rigbteued, mother,

1t's not serious Unelp often has thegs attacks noy, (To his

wncle) Yoy must he down, uncle,

2 s him - 2here’s a riddle. in
¢ Morning on four legs, at 000 of
thres

R A%, in the €vening op
Soriy (laughsy, Just s, And at ht on the back, Thank
you, I cap Manage alone . ?

2 SOVEDENKG, O COme,
O3 itk Soppy )

Mavarry Arkapry How he inghteneq me! ‘.

Terprgy Tt is ngy good for hym to Iive in the Country,
He ges deq L U you would he Eenerous for onge, mother,
and Jeng Bim fifteen bundreq or two thousang foubles, 1y
could spend 3 whole Year in towy

Mavuge Auxanry,

a 17

;rby stand gn Ceremony {Goes

€ R0 money T am % actress, pot

hange ™y bandage. You dg j
KADIN (tg4ee out of the medicing
5OME 1040 fappm o oz wigy ba 8L matep,
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of him. Give him good advice (a pause), Here I am going
away and I shall never know why Konstantin tried to shoot
himself, I fancy jealousy was the chief cause, and the sooner
I get Trigorin away from here, the better,

SoriN. What can I say? There were other reasons t00.

* It’s easy to understand; he is young, intelligent, living in the

country, in the wilds, with no money, no position and no
future, He has nothing to do. He is ashamed of his idleness
and afraid of it. I am very fond of him indeed, and he i3
attached to me, yet in spite of it all he feels he is superfluous
in the house, that he is a dependant, a poor relation. It’s
easy to understand, it’s amour propre. ...

Mapam Arkapin. He is a great anxiety to mel (Ponder-
ing) He might go into the service, perhaps. .

Sorin (begins to whistle, then drresolutely). 1 think that
quite the best thing would be if you were to...Jet him have
9 little money. In the first place he ought to be able‘(o
be dressed like other people and all that, Just look at him,
he’s been going about in the same wretched jacket for the
fast three years and he has no overcoat... (laughs). It
would do him no harm to have a little fun. .. to go abroad
or something, ... It wouldn’t cost much.

Mapase ArRxaADIN. But all the same. .. I might manage
the suit, perhaps, but as for going abroad...No, just at
the moment I can’t even manage the suit. (Resolutely) I
have' no money!

(Sorw laughs.)

MapAME ARKADIN, Nol

Sorin (begins to whistle). Quite so. Forgive me, my dear,
don’t be cross. I believe you.. .. You are a gencrous, noble-
hearted woman.

MapauME ARKADIN (sreeping). T have no money.

Sarmy, If T had money, of course I would give him some
wmyself, but 1 have nothing, not 2 halt-penny (laugks). My
steward takes all my pension and spends it ail on the land
and the cattle and the bees, and my money is all wasted.
The bees die, and the cows die, they never let me have

borses....
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3r

- And T don't respecy him. You want e {o think

him:xyusﬁnoo, but forgne me, I can't tef) Les, his books

mlklixzn\;:%xmx\ That’s envy. There’s nothing Jeft for

People who haye Pretension withgyt talent but ¢o attack rea]
talent, Much comfort in that, T myst say) .

TrerLgy Cronicalty)., Real talent (nl.aM/ully) T have
Trore talent thay all of yoy Put together i jy €omes to thay)
{tears the bardage of ks head), You, wytn your hackneyed
€OnVentions, haye the Supremacy in app and consder
Rothing rea] and legitimage but whay you do your.scl\e.s,'
Serything else YOU stifle ang Suppress, T gop'y believe 1

Get AWy 10 your dumung theatre apg act there
in your paltry, stupid playsy

Mapayg ARKanry | have pever acted jn syep Plays. Lot
e alonet Yoy aTe not capaple of WIiting evep , Wretched
burlesquer You are oothing by 5 Kiey shopmapy living
on other Ppeople!

Trepyyy You myger

Mabaygg ARKanry, You Fagged beggary

(Taeprgy s down gpg weeps Quzetly,)

Mavaagy Arnapry .\'onenlil}! (walkmg 4P and dopy in

4gitation) Deon't Y., | You mustn't ery (u’ccp.r). Don?t
BIES humy gy the /orelm:d, on the cheeps and on the
head) My dear chig, forgne me Orgive your sinfy]
ber Forg; me, you Lnow | 3M wretcheq,

er) nly you knew!
' Sh does oy love e, and noy I
are pone

Tov,

¥y in
over Yo have made j up

pair - Everythin, will come
away dirrclly, she wyl) ve bnu agaj]

Trepeyy (hisses oy nde) Yes, Mothey
N o.\uhb\lll Axanry (.'tm{l'lly). Make j¢ UP with hiy, 00,
o; u?

don't wany a dr:xel, do yo
Taepryy Very 1 Only, mother, ¢y allow e not ¢,
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kead). It’s like a turban, Yesterday a stranger asked jn the
kitchen what nationality you were. But you have almost
completely healed, There is the merest trifle left (kisses Fim
on the head). You won't do anything naughty again while
I am away, will you? 3

TrEPLEV. No, mother. It was a moment of mad despair
shen I could not control myself. It won't happen again
{Kisses her hand) You have such clever hands. I remember,
.ong ago, when you were still acting at the Imperial Theatre
—I was little then~—there was a fight in our yard and a
washerwoman, one of the tenants, was badly beaten. Do
you remember? She was picked up senseless .. . yau looked
after her, took her remedies and washed her children in a
tub, Don’t you remember?

Mapame ArxavIN. No (puts on a fresh bandage).

Treprev. Two ballet dancers lived in the same house as
we did at the time. ... They used to come to you and hase
coffee. ...

MapaME ARrADIN. I remember that.

Trerrev. They were very pious (¢ pause). Just lately,
these last days, I have loved you as tenderly and completely
as when I was a child. I have no one left now but you. Only
\\'hy,?why do you give yourself up to the influence of that
man ?

Mapame ArxAbIN, You don't understand him, Konstantin.
He is a very noble character. ...

TrerLEv. And yet when he was told I was going to chal-
ienge him, the nobility of his character did not prevent him
from funking it. He is going away. Ignominious flight!

Mapave Arxapin. What nonsense! It is I who am ash-
ing him to go.

Trerrev. A very noble character! Here you and I are
almost quarrelling over him, and at this very moment he is

1 in the drawing or the garden laughing at
us. ., developing Nina, trying to convince her finally that
he is a genius.

Mapanme ARkaDIN, You take a pleasure in saying un-
pleasant things to me, 1 respect that man and beg you not
to speak ill of him before me.
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Troman, you can't talg like that t pe, Don't torture e,
Boris, It terrifies me, )

Tarcomy, If ¥ou cared o, yoy could be not ordinary,

e, Ways hanging aboyt the
cdirors'oﬁicu, struggling with want, Now it js bere, that love,
it bay come, beckons to me, What sense is there ; i

lapaye Arxapiy (unllx/ully). Yo
;l'ruwnm Well, let me?

READIN. You are all in 5 conspiracy together
to torment e to-dy;

ou have gone mad!

y! (mep:).
Tricogry (clutchmg o kix keart), She does not under.
stard! on't derstangs
M ARkapin 1

€one may €ome 1 (helps hey {0 get o .
Manawg Agy X Let them, 1 not asb.zm‘ ;Pmy
18 hands) My treasure, You d
be mag, but 1 won't have
u : N
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meet him. It's painful to me—it’s more than I can bear,
{Enter TricoriN,) Here he is...] am going... (repidly
puts away the dressings in the cupboard). The doctor wll do
the bandaging now,

TricoriN (looking in @ book). Page 121, .. lines 11 and
12, Here it is (Reads) “If ever my life can beof use to you,
come and take it.”

(TRCPLEV picks up the bandage from the floor and goes

out,

MapaME ARKADIN (looking at her waick). The horses will
soon be here.

TRIGORIN (fo himself), “If ever my life can be of use to
you, come and take it.”

Mapamze ArkapiN, I hope all your things are packed? 3

TRIGORIN (impatiently). Yes, yes. (Musing) Why is it
that I feel so much sorrow in that appeal from a pure soul
and that it wrings my heart so painfully? “If ever my lite
can be of use to you, come and take it." (Zo Mavaxe
ARkaDIN) Let us stay one day longer.

(MavaME ARKADIN shakes her head.)

TRIGORIN. Let us stayl -

MapaME Arxapin. Darling, I know what keeps you here.
But have control over yourself. You are a little intoxicated,
try to be sober, .

TRIGORIN. You be sober too, be scnsible and reasonable,
I implore you; look at it all as a true friend should. (Presses
ker hend) You are capable of sacrifice. Be a friend to me,
let me be free!

MADAME ARKADIN (in violent agitation). Are you so en-
thralled?

‘TercoriN. I am drawn to her! Perhaps it is just what I
aeed.

Mapasme ArxapiN. The love of a provincial girl? Oh,
how little you know yourself!

‘TricorIN. Sometimes people sleep as they talk—that's
how it is with me, I am talking to you and yet I am asleep
and dreaming of her. . . . I am possessed by sweet, marvellous

....Let me be free. ...
drehai“A‘sDAM: ARKADIN (trembling). No, no! I am an ordinary
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womzn, you can't talk Hhe thal 1o me. Ton't torture me,
is, It terrifies me. )

Bo'ﬁm:nu. 1% you <ared to, you opu}d be not ordmzr{é
Lave~—youthful, charmiog, puenca}, lifting one into vr;r
of dreams—that's the only thing in bie that can give hap-
pisesst 1hase pever yel boowa 2 fove like that. . Inmy
youth T never bad time, T was always hanging about the
editors” offices, strugghng with want, Now it is bere, that love,
1t has come, it beckons to e, What sense is these in ruaniag
away from it?

AlanaE Axxanin (urathfidly). You have gove mad!
Taicern Well, fet me?

MapauE ARgADIN, You are all in a conspiracy together
0 torment me to-day! {weeps).

Trrcomry {clutching ot ks kecrt), She does not under-
stand! She won't understand!

Maoaee Aznamix Am T so off and ugly that you don't
ind talking of other women to me? (Puts her grms round
&im end Rssses Jom ) Oh, you are madt My wonderful, splen-
diddating , Youare the dast page of my Tife! { folls on fer
kneesy My oy, my pnde, my blisst,..(embraces his
knees) U you forsake me even for ane hour T shall mot
survive it I shall go mad, my marvellous, magnificent one,

my taster

Tuconin Someote may come in (helps ker ta get up).

Mapsstz Azxavrs Let them, 1 am not ashamed of my
Jave for you (kisses his honds) My treasure, you desperate
bay, you want to be mad, but 1 won't have it, T won't et
you  eughs) You are mine. ,mine., .. This forshead
I mine, and these eyes, and this Jovely silky hair is mine
Wo - you are mme alt orer. You ate so gited, 50 clever,
the best af all modemn wnlers, you are the one hope of
Rusa.  You have w0 much truthfulness, numplicity, fresh.
124, healthy bumow!  In one touch you can give all the
cuential chantieristics of a person or a landscape, your char
acters are lining Ope can't read you without dehohtt You
Gk this b exaggerated? That ¥ am fatterng you? But Jook
isto my eyes ook ..Da 1 dook Ike 2 har? You see,
Lz the enly e wha can appeeciate you; 1 am the only
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one who tells you the truth, my precious, wonderful darling.
1+« Are you coming? Yes? You won’t abandon me? ...

TricorN. I have no will of my own ... I have never had
» will of my own..,.Flabby, feeble, always submissive—
how can a4 woman care for such a man? Take me, carry me
off, but don’t let me move a step away from you....

MapaME ARKADIN (%0 kerself). Now he is minel (Ine#
easy tonc as though nothing had happencd) But, of course,
if you like, you can stay. I'll go by myself and you can come
afterwards, a week later. After ail, why should you be in 2
hurry?

TriGoRIN. No, we may as well go together.

Mapame ARKADIN, As you please, Let us go together
then (@ pause).

(TRIGORIN makes a nole.)

Mapayr Arkaprn, What are you writing?

TricortN. I heard a good name this morning, “The
Maiden’s Forest.” It may be of use (stretches). So we are
to go then? Again there will be railway carriages, stations,
refreshment bars, mutton chops, conversations. . . . .

SHAMRAEV (enters). I have the honour to announce, with
regret, that the horses are ready. It's time, honoured lady,
to set off for the station; the train comes in at five minutes
past two. So please do me a favour, Irina Nikolayevna, da not
forget to inquire what has become of the actor Suzdaltses.
1s he alive and well? We used to drink together at one time.
...In “The Plundered Mail” he used to play incomparably
«..] remember the tragedian Izmailov, also a remarkable
personality, acted with him in Elisavetograd. ... Don't
in a hurry, honoured lady, you need not start for five min-
utes. Once they were acting conspirators in A melodrama and
when they were suddenly discovered Izmailov had to say,
#\Ve are caught in a trap,” but he said, “We are caught in
a tap!” (Leughs) A tap!

(While he is speaking YAxav is busy looking after the
luggage. The maid brings MADAME ARKADIN ker
kat, her coat, ker umbrella and her gloves; they
all help MADAME ARKADIN fo put on her things,
The man-cook looks in at the door on left end
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after same kesitation comes in. Enter Pormva An-
DREYEVNA, 2iien Sory and MEDvEDENKQ.) .

Toutsa {with o bashet), Here are some plums for the

journey. ... Very sweet ones. You may be glad to have
something nice.. ..

Maname Askapin. You are very kind, Polina Andrey:
o,

TPorixa, Govd-bye, my deart ¥f anything has not been to
pout tikeng, forgive st (seeepr).

’ 5&»‘»\;{ A?unm (embraces Fier) Everything has been
nice, everything! But you musta't ery.

Potina. The time flies sp fastl

Mapayre Arxaony There’s oo belp for it .

Sonrs (n @ great-coat with ¢ cope o it, witk ks kot on
end a gtck n lus kand, enters from door on left, crossing
the stage) Ster, 's time (o start, or you may be too Jatt
afteratl Tam povng 1o 12t inso the carnage {gees out).

Miovepeako And T shall walk to the statian. .%o see
you off 11 be there in no tme . {goey ond)

Mapaser Arxaoiy Good-bye, dear fniends. ... 1f we are
all abve and wedl, we shall meet again mext summer. {The
maid, the cook and Yanav kiss hes hand.) Dont forget me.
{Gizex the cook @ rouble) Here's a rouble for the three of you.

Tue Coo. We humbly thank you, madam! Good joure
Bey to you' We are very grateful {or your kindness}

Yaxov May God give you good ludkt

Suamare Vou mught rejorce our hearts with a letter'
Good-bye, Boris \lezeyessicht

Mapsag Amaney Whete is Ronstantin? Tell bim that 1
A7 statting, T must say good-bye, Well, don’t remember
el azamst me {To Wawow) T pare the cook a touble, It's
{ot the three of you

tAR go ous on right The stage is empty. Bekind the
teenes the rosse that s wrual when People are being
seen off The mad comes back to fetch the baket

of flumy from the tadle and goes out agam.)
Trcomn (coming bock) T have forgotten my stick. 1
bebeeve 1638 out there, on the verandah {goes and, at door on
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left meets NINA who is coming in). Is that you? Weare
going. ... !

Nina. I felt that we should see each other once mort.
(Escitedly) Boris Alexeyevitch, I have come to a decision,
the die is cast, I am going on the stage. I shall be gone from
here to-morrow; I am leaving my father, I am abandoning
everything, T am beginning a new life. Like you, T am goiog
...to Moscow. We shall meet there.

TricoriNn(Jooking round), Stay at the “Slavyansky
Bazaar” ... Let me know at once . . . Molchanovka, Grobel
sky House....Xamina hurry... (a pause).

N1wva. One minute more. ...

TRIGORIN (in an wndertonc). You are s0 Tovely....0b
what happiness to think that we shall see each other soon!
(She sinks on kis breast.) I shall see again those wondetf
eyes, that inexpressibly beautiful tender smile . .. those soft
features, the expression of angelic purity. ... My darling. -
(a prolonged kiss). '

CURTAIN.

(Between the Third and Fourth Acts there is an intervsd
of two years.)



the usyal dreimg.room Jurnstury there 1 ;;
right, o *titing.taply, near door g left, a $ofa, a book-
te end boky yp indows gng o7 the Chaipy

Magyry (calimg) Kenstantin Gavrilitch) Konstantip Gav-
tilitehy (l:mtmg "o:md) No, there is 1o one here. The old
run k,

asking EVETy minyte, Where js Koslya, where g
Rovtyap 1o 3000 Iine weythony him |,
EOVEDEALG Jge I8 afraig of being alane, (b:flening)
What I%Hul weathary This is he Second day of it, §

Masiey (turny P the lamp), There a5 Waves on the lake. ,

Teat bip ones,

vamuxo How dyrg it is in the gardent v, aught ¢4
Rave yolg thetn to bregk stage in the £arden, Jy Standg
s bare ang uzly as 5 skelelon, and the v, in flaps jn the

i ben 1 pae ed 1t 3 Y evening o seemed ¢
thoygh SOmeOne wers g in gy,
Masyy What ney, @ peuse)
M "EDENKD Loy us po homa, Mashy,
Masn, (3hakes oy head) y shay stay herg for the night,
MINVEopagg itn gy lmﬂaﬁmg Toice), Muba, do come)|
Our BY My be hun, y.

Masuy, Nonsergq, Matryony *ill feed pip, @ pouse),
)
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MepvepEnKo. T am sorry for him, He has been three nights
now without his mother,

Masma. You are a bore. In old days you used at least to
discuss general subjects, but now it is only home, baby, bome,
baby—that’s all one can get out of you. -

MepvepEnko. Come along, Mashal

Masua. Go by yourself.

Mebvepenzo, Vour father won't let me bave 2 horse.

Masna, Yes, he will, You ask, and he will.

MEDVEDENKO, Very well, Tll ask. Then you will come to+
morrow?

Masna (taking a pinck of snuff). Very well, to-motrow.
How you pester me.

(Enter TrEPLEV and PoriNa ANDREVEVNA; TREPLEY
brings in pillows and a quilt, and POLINA ANDRE:
YEVNA sheets and pillow-cases; they lay them on
the sofa, then TREPLEV goes fo his table and sits
down.)

Masua. What's this for, mother?

Porixa. Pyotr Nikolayevitch asked us to make a bed for
him in Kostya's room.

Mastra. Let me do it (makes the bed).

Porinn (sighing). Old people are like children {goes up 0
the writing-table, and lcaning on her elbow, looks ot the
manuscript; a pause).

Mepvepenko. Well, T am going then Good-bye, Masha
(kisses his wife’s kand). Good-bye, mother (tries to kiss his
mother-in-lau’s hand).

Porina (with vexation), Come, if you are going, go.

Mepveprnko. Good-bye, Konstantin Gavrilitch.

(TREPLEV gives him his hand without speaking; Mro-
VEDENKO goes out.)

Porva (looking at the A1S ), No one would have guessed
or thought that you would have become a real author, Kosty2.
And now, thank God, they send you money from the maga-
zines, {Passes ker kand over his hair} And you have grown
good-looking toa. . .. Dear, good Kostya, do be a little kinder

Mashenkal
mlnl,i’six: (a3 ske makes the bed). Leave him nlone, mother,
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A (0 LEV). She js nice Jittle thing (2 pawse),
A 2;:\; én?::thm;, You know, Kostya, so long as Yyou
Bive her 3 Lind Jook, T BOW from myself” .
REPLEV gofe up)/mm the tobly gnd walks away with.
out spegkin, )
Masmy, A'ov';cyou‘ha\e made him angry, What induced
30U (0 pester him?
LINA. 1 feol 5o SomTy for you, Mashenka,
Masua, Muep use that js|
Porrg, My heart aches for you. I see j¢ all,
1 understand ;¢ al.

Masiy It'sa)) foolishness, There is o such thing as hope.
less Jove excent in Rovels. T of no Consequence, The only
thing js 002 mustn’y Joy oneself g5 apg keep e

1 Jou know,

hin, be 3
Here Y Promised 1o transfer Y hushand t0 another gy
triet, 00N as [ am there, T shal forget it al.,, . 1 shalj
tear it oyg of my heart
0 rogmy UGy g prgly, choly waltz jg Played.)
Potryy t's Kostya Playing 1, must be depresseq.
few waty 3teps) The great
0 have him before One’s eyes, If they
ozly phie ™Y Semy on his transfer, trust me, 1 shall gey over
iting month Iy o) Donsense
°0r on lefy opens

ORN ang Mtn\'znzxxu wheel iy
RIN 1n fpy charr )

.“ID\'ID!\M) Thae iy of them a¢ home ROw. And floyy
% korel s T pounq,
Doxs, Yoy £0t to Ioq] D to my eet,
.\llm'tn:\'ko s an ey well for you to laugh You'ye
t mgee than yoy IR to d
. D,o'n hS ? After thirty yeqre of Practice, my boy,
thlenme uring whic, I could noy
oot g oy Ot call my o5 m

¥ day or by Bight, lonly Succeedeq ;, i
::;! foubles, and thyy | et not Tong 280 abroy,
ing

Magyyy U0 hep quba'ld). You have gy Bone?
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MEDVEDENKO (guiltily). Well, how can I when they wonl
let me have a horse?
Masua (with bitter vexation in an undertone). 1 cant
\ bear the sight of you, R
(The wheel-chair remains in the left kalf of the room;
PoLINA ANDREYEVNA, Masua and Dorn sit doen
beside it, MEDVEDENKO moves mournfully to ont
side.) s
Dorn. What changes there have been here! The drawing:
room has been turned into 2 study. . ik
Masna. It is more convenient for Konstantin Gavrilite
to work here. Whenever he likes, he can walk out into the
garden and think there.
(A watchman taps.)
Sorrn. Where is my sister? .
Dorn. She has gone to the station to meet Trigorin. She
will be back directly, .
Sorix. Since you thought it necessary to send for my 8is-
ter, I must be dangerously ill. (After a silence) It's a queer
thing, T am dangerously ill and here they don't give me
any medicines, 5
Donn. Well, what would you like to have? Valerian drops?
Soda? Quinine? -
SoriN. Ah, he is at his moralising again! What an infliction
it is! (With a motion of kis head towards the sofa) Is that
bed for me?
PoLixa. Yes, it's for you, Pyotr Nikolayevitch,
Sorry. Thank you .
Dorw (Aums). “The moon is floating in the midnight
sky.”
Sorin. T want to give Kostya a subject for a story. 15
ought to be called “The Man who Wished ' —L'komme qui
a voulu. In my youth I wanted to become 2 literary man—
and didn't; T wanted to speak well—and I spoke horribly
badly, (mimicking himself) “and all the rest of it, and .all
that, and so on, and so forth”. . and I would go plodl!lng
on and on, trying to sum up till I was in a regular perspira-,
tion; 1 wanted to get married—and I didn’t, T always wanted
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10 Jive in town and bere T am ending my Jife in the country
o

ang.ﬁ 1 wanted to breome an actual civil councillor—

and | bave. .

Sorry (laughs). That I bad no hankerings after, That
happened of itself. . .

m\' To be expressing dissatisfaction with life at sixty-
two s really ungracious, you know. .

Soury, What a persistent fellaw be is! You might under- §
stand that one wants to livel

Dowss. That's just {rivolity. It's the law of nature that
every life must have an end.

Sonsy, You argue like 3 man who has had enough. You
are satishied and so you are indifferent to life, nothing mat-
ters to you But een you will be airaid to die.

Doxv. The dread of death is an animal fear. One must over-
come ft. A rational fear of death is only possible for those
wha beliere m eternal life and are conscious of their sins.
And you, in the first place, don't believe, and, in the sec-
ond, what sins have you to worry about? You have served
in the vounts of Justice for twepty-five years—thats all. |

Somiw (laughs) Twenty=ight ...

VTREPLEY Comes in and sits down on ¢ ttoal ot Somin's
Jeet Masna never dakes ker eyes off kim.)

Dorx We are hindering Konstantin Gavrilitch from
working N

z‘lnuv . noA it doesn’t rmllkex (a pause).

twovideako Allow me to ask you, doctor, t
dd you bike best abroad? yot, doctor, what towa
Darx Genoa,

Tarrizy Why Genoa?

Doan The Ufe In the streets is so wondertal there, When
TAE] vt o Yo wanser Sty e ATt i
bty o e e o s o e i

\7'.:‘::l ; ;:)”kl‘f?;”‘;}l :, ,\:{é\y A;:’ssik\:;ei;uch a5 w3s acted by X\"‘t‘n:
Ton e o iy, And, e way, where is she now?

rds, you five with it,
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Trerrrv. I expect she is quite well. |

Dorw. 1 was told that she was leading a rather peculiar
tife. How was that?

Trerrev. That’s a long story, doctor,

Dorn. Well, tell it us shortly (a pause).

Trrpeev. She ran away from home ahd ha
Trigorin. You know that?

Dorn. T know. L

TrepLEv. She had a child, The child died. Trigorin sot
tired of her and went back to his old tics, as might have been
expected. Though, indeed, he had never abandoned them,
but in his weak-willed way contrived ta keep hath going. A3
far as I can make out from what I have heard, Nina's private
tife was a complete failure.

Dorx. And the stage?

Trerrev. I fancy that was worse still, She made her débu't
at some haliday place near Moscow, then went to the prove
inces. All that timnr T did not Jose sight of her, and wherever
she went T followed her. She always took big parts, but she
acted crudely, without taste, screamingly, with violent ges-
tures. There were moments when she uttered a cty success
fully or died successfully, but they were only moments.

DorN. Then she really has some talent?

TrepLev, It was difficult 1o make it out, I suppose she
has, T saw her but she would not sec me, and the servants
would not admit me at the hotel I understood her state of
mind and did not insist on seeing her (a pause), What mare
can ¥ telf you? Afterwards, when I was back at home, T had
some letters from her—warm, Intelligeat, interesting letters.
She did not complain, but I felt that she was profoundly un~
happy: every line betrayed sick overstrained nerves. And her
{magination s a little unhinged She signed herself the Sea-
gull. In Pushkin's “Mermaid” the miller says that he is 3
raven, and in the same way in her letters she kept repeating
that she was a sea-gull. Now she is here

Dorn. Here? How do you mean? R

Trerrgy. In the town, staying at an inn She has been
there for five days. I did go to sce her, and Marya Hyinishna
here went too, but she won't sce anyone. Semyon Semyonitch

d an alfair with
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declares be saw her yesterday aftersoon in the fields a mile
and a hall from here. . .

Mepveoenso. Yes, 1 saw her, She went in that direction,
towcaeds {he town. I bawed to her and ashed her why she did
01 come to see s, She s31d she would come.

Tezerev. She won't come (g pause). Her father and step-
mother reluse to tecognise her. They bave put watchmen
about sa that the may not even go near the house (walks
aray wuth the doctor towards the swriting table). How easy

it it to be 2 philosopher on paper, doctor, and how dificuilt
it ds in Wiet

Sourx, She was a charmung giel,
Dogx What?
Sortx. She was a charmung giel, 1 say. Actual Civil Couns
ciflor Sacta was posittely in love with her for a time.
Doy The old Lovelice
{Surantrary’s Jaugh s heord )

Pouras, I tancy our people have come back from the
Mation. .

Trrrrey Yes, I'beas mother
(Enter Japase Aviaoms, Tricomiw and with them
Suasmary )

Sroceaex {as ke enfers). We all grow old and diapidated
under the wlluence of the elements, while you, bonoured lady,
arestill young, . 2 hight blouse, spnghtliness, grace. . .

Mapaxe Axsaprs. You want to bring me il-luck again,
Yoy Lresome ant

Tricorrs. Wow do you do, Pyotr Nikelayeviteh! So you
e uill pootly? That's bad! “(Secing Maswa, sozfullyy
Marya Hynishnat

Masita Yeou know me, do you? (shokes hands),

Trcomy Marned?

AMasin. Long ago

Tarconn Are you happy? (Bowes fo Dosy and Meove.
x&x):; l‘l:gv I:igrarm::g approaches Tuxeinv) frina Niko-
told me that
prapg it you have {orgotten the past snd
{Tarriey kolds out kis hand,)
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Mapane ARKAMN (fo ker son). Boris Alexeyevitch has
brought the magazine with your new story in it.

TREPLEV (laking the magazine, to Tricorin). Thank you,
you are very kind, (They sit down.)

‘TricorIN. Your admirers send their greetings to you....
In Petersburg and Moscow there is great interest in your
work and 1 am continually being asked questions about you.
People ask what you are like, how old you are, whether you
are dark or fair, Everyone imagines, for some reason, that you
are no longer young. And no one knows your real name, as
you always publish under a pseudonym. You are as myste-
rious as the Iron Mask.

TrerLEV. Will you be able to make a long stay?

Tricorin. No, I think I must go back to Moscow to-
morrow. T am obliged to. I am in a hurry to finish my navel,
and besides, I have promised something for a collection of
tales that is being published. It’s the old story, in fact.

(While they are talking MaDAME ARKADIN and PoLINA

ANDREYFVNA put a card-table in the middle of the
room and open it out. SHAMRAEV lights candies and
sels chairs A game of loto is brought out of the
cupboard )

Tricorin, The weather has not given me a friendly wel-
come. There is a cruel wind. If it has dropped by to-morrow
morning I shall go to the lake to fish. And I must have a
Jook at the garden and that place where—you remember?—
your play was acted. I've got a subject for a story, I only
want to revive my recollections of the scene in which it is

taid.
Masua (to her father). Father, let my husband have a

horsel He must get home.

SHAMRAEV  (mimicking). Must get home—a horse!
(Sternly) You can see for yoursell: they have just been to
the station. I can’t send them out again.

Masia. But there are other horses. (Sceing that her father
says nothing, waves her hand) There's no doing anything

L1

ith you.
“Mr?nvznzsxo. 1 can walk, Masha. Really....
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Pourxa (withasigh). T\'?k il‘rd:uch weatber .. {sits dows

ard-fable). Come, {riends, N :
”;?:viwsyxo.)lt is only four miles, Good-bye (kisses Fis
(wife's hand), Good-bye, mathes, (His mother-indow seluc-
tanily holds out her hand far kims to Rizs.} 1 wouldn't trouble
anyone, but the baby ... (bows o the compeny). Good-bye
v {goes out with a guilty sep}. 5

Suasmasy He can walk right enough. He's not a general.

Povisa {tapping on the table), Come, inends. Don't Jet
s waste time, we shall soon be called to supper, .

{Suastzary, Masnia ond Dozx sit down of the table.)

Mavaxz ARxanN (to Tracown), When 1he Jong autamn
evenings come on, they play loto here. Look, it's the same
old loto that we had when our mother used to play with us,
when we were children. Won't you bave a game before sup-
per? (s doum to the toble with Trcorry). It's & dull
game, but 1t is ot «a bad when you are used to it {dealy
e cords to exeryone).

TREPLEV (furning the pages of the magazine). He Bas reaq
bis awn stary, but be has vt even cut mise {puts the moga.
e dowrn on the writing-table, then goes 2owerds door on
YeJb, 21 ke passes ks mother ke kisses her on the keod),

Mana Azxastx And you, Kostya?

Trerrev Excuse we, § would rather not...T am goioy
out (gocs out)

Moz Asxanes The stake fs tea kopeks, Put it down
fot me, doctor, will you?

Do Right.

Masin Has everyone put down theie stakes? T begin..
Trenty-two,

Mapauz Azxaors. Yes.

Masua Theeet

{)lom Rightt

iy Dnd ypu three? Eig! 3ohty. '

S\}mm“ o b‘c’Li‘g'a h;‘:y!ﬂehﬂ Eighty-onel Ten!

Aaouee Axxamy What a i it
My frotnis 1 foeh Sy withr::?z’sl .a 1 24 in Harko?

Masua, Thirtyfourt

A melenckoly welts iy Hayed bekind the seener)

.
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Forova (zitk zﬁgi)‘w:lé‘k ingurh weather ... (srdrem

.tahie). Come, frime . .
L’B‘mzsm.)k s only four miles. Good-bye (Bizves kir
(xile’s hand). Geod-bve, mother. (His mather-indr relac.
santly hokdt out her Aawd for kim b2 Biss.) 1 wonldz't troudle
azvone, but the baby ... (Gowe ta tie comfary). Good-bye

. # with ¢ gally 122).

- quug:; He m‘;n.‘k right econgh. He's oot 3 geseral,

Fortia tdazsmg an the tdlz). Come, friends. Don't leg
s waste time, we skall soon be called to seppen.

{Szarzary, YssEr ond Dors sit down af the teble)

Mazave Azzazes (42 Trcerrx). When the long amtern
evemmgs come on, they phy boto kere. Lock, it's the e
ol Ioto tEat we kad when our motter wed to play with s,
whea we wers chuidren, Won't you Bave 2 gare before sup-
er? etr dowm fo the table with Twcomrx). It's o dull
game, bt it m ot o bad when you are wsed to it (duch
three cards ta exeryane).

Tuzerey (turning the peges of the magezine). He by rewe
is owa story. but be kas oot even et mive (guly the maga-
e dewn on the wribmg-table, then poes Lrverds door ou
Lfs; oz he pasies hus mother ke kusses &er on the N

Manavs Asgazrs And you, Kostya?

Tuxrrey Exouse e, [ would rather rot. . T am going
ouL (gaes gus).

Mazues Aaxapov. The stake is tan kapeks. Put it down
for e, dector, will you?
Demy. Right.

Jlaswa, His everyore put down their stokes? Ibegz..
Twenty-rwo.
Moo Azazry. Yes.
Masms, Threet
Deay. Rishe!
Mesma, D you play three?
isi:mz:v Dot be in 3 hrryt
ADAME Azxapry. What a reception in Harkge'
My gocdiess! T el iy with jr ol Tadi -

¥ight! Eighty-ote! Tenr

st
A melienchaly woliz is pleyed bebing the scenes.)

’
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MapAME ARKAMN ({0 ker son). Boris Alexeyevitch has
brought the magazine with your new story in it.

‘TREPLEV (taking the magasine, to TricorIN). Thank you,
you are very kind. (Tkey sit dows.)

TricorIN, Your admiters send their greetings to you....
In Petersburg snd Moscow there is great interest in your
work and I am continually being asked questions about you.
People ask what you are like, how old you are, whether you
are dark or fair. Everyone imagines, for some reason, that you
are no longer young. And no one knows your real name, a3
you always publish under a pseudonym. You are as myste-
tious as the Iron Mask.

‘TrepLEv, Will you be able to make a Iong stay?

TricorIN. No, I think I must go back to Moscow to-
morrow. T am obliged to. I am in a hurry to finish my novel,
and besides, I have promised something for a collection of
tales that is being published, It’s the old story, in fact.

(IWhile they are talking MapaME ARKADIN and PoLINA

ANDREYEVNA put a card-table in the middle of the
room and open it out. SHAMRAEY lights candies end
sets chairs A game of loto is brought out of the
cupboard.)

Tricorin. The weather has not given me a friendly wel-
come. There is a cruel wind, If it has dropped by to-motrow
morning ¥ shall go to the lake to fish. And I must have a
look at the garden and that place where—you remember?—
your play was acted. I’ve got a subject for a story, I only
want to revive my recollections of the scene in which it [s
taid.
Mastta (fo ker father). Father, let my husband have a

horse! He must get home,

SIAMRAEV  (mimicking). Must get home—a horsel
(Sternly) You can see for yourself: they have just been to

. the station. I can't send them out again.

Masita. But there are other horses. (Secing that ker [ather
says nothing, waves ker hand) There's no doing anything
with you.

Mrovepexko, I can walk, Masha, Really, ...

so
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Suamassy {fo Triconry). We have stil gov something
bere brlonging to }m:,hfgris Al h.
coniN., What's that;
g:mm. Fonstantin Gavrititeh shot a sea-gull and you
2cked me to get it stubfed for yo!

.
Ticomn, I dont remember! (Pondering) I don't e~
member!

Masaa, Sizty-six! Onel .
Trevrev {finging apen the window, Hstens). How dark it
151 1 don’t know why T feel 50 uneasy.

Mapar AganiN, Kostya, shut the window, there's a
draught.

{Trevrev shuts the window.)

Masua Eighty-eightt

Txrcomzy, The game is minel

Mavauz Axxapiv (gody). Bravo, bravol ~

Saaumaey. Bravol

Mapaye Arxapiy. That wan always has Jack in every~
thing {gets up). And now Jet uz go and have something to
#3t. Qur great Tan has not dined to-Bay. We Wik go on agsin
after supper, {To her son) Kostys, leave your manuscripts
and come to supper. -

Tserisv § don't want any, mother, I 2 pot bungry.

Mapsarg Axxaoin. As you like, (Wekes Soxin) Petrusha,
wuppee? (Takes Suapazy’s arm) TI tell you abowt my re-
ception 1z Harkov, !

{Parina AroReYTVINA futs out the condles on the table,
Then ske and Dorx whedd she chair. Al go out by
dger an left; only Treprev, sifting a2 the writing-
table, i left on the stage.}

TrepLey {seitling kimsel] to write; vuns through schat he
hes written already}. X bave talked <o tuuch about tiew forms
2nd now £ feel that Linsle by Yistte T am falling isto 3 conven-
tion myself, {Reads}) “The placard oo the wall proclaimed.~

- The pale face m its setting of dark hoir.” Proclaimed, st~
ting. That's stupld (scrafckes out}. X #ill begin wheve \he'hem
is awakeaed by the patter of the rain, and throw out all the
rest, The description of the moenlight evening s long and
overelabarate, Trigovin has worked oot methods for himself,
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Mapame ArkapiN, The students gave me an ovation, ...
Three baskets of flowers ... two wreaths and this, see (un-
Yastens a brooch on her throat and lays it on the table).

Suamraev. Yes, that is a thing....

Masua. Fifty!

Dorn. Exactly fifty?

Mapamre ArkapiN, I had a wonderful dress. .. . Whatever
T don’t know, I do know how to dress.

Porina. Kostya is playing the piano; he is depressed, poor
fellow.

Suamrary. He is awfully abused in the newspapers

Masira, Seventy-seven!

Mapame ARKADIN. As though that mattered! .

Tricorin, He never quite comes off. He has not yet hit
upon his own medium. There is always something quecr and
vague, at times almost like delirium Not a single living
character.

Masna Elevent

Mapave ARRADIN (looking round at SORIN). Petrusha,
are you bored? (a pause). He is asleep

Dorn. The actual civil councillor is asleep.

Masua. Seven! Ninety!

TricoriN. If I lived in such a place, beside a lake, do you
suppose J should write? T should avercome this passion and
should do nothing but fish.

Masuta, Twenty-eight!

TrIcORIN. Catching perch is so delight{ulf

Dorn. Well, I believe in Konstantin Gavrilitch, There i
something in him! There is something in him! He thinks in
images; his stories are vivid, full of colour and they affect
me strongly. The only pity is that he has not got definile
aims. He produces an impression and that’s ali, but you can't
get far with nothing but an impresdon. Irina Nikolayevna,
are you glad that your son is a writer?

AMapAuE Arkanin, Only fancy, I have not read anything
of his yet. I never have time.

Masita. Twenty-six! .
(TREPLEY comes in quietly ond sits doum ot kis table.)
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$iave been to you several times every day; ¥ stood under your

i 2 beggar.
“%f.}f:fl"m aﬁi:i that you might hate me. I dream every
night that you look at me and don't know me. If only you
Ynew! Ever since 1 came I have ben walking here.. by
the Jake. 1 have been near your honse many times apd could
not bring myself 10 enter it. Let s sit down. (T hey sit down)
1.2t us sit down and talk and talk, It's wice here, it's warm
and sug. Do you hear the wind? There's a passage
Turgenev, “Well for the man on such a night wha sits under
the shelter of home, who has 2 warm corner jo safety” Tam
2 seagull, ... No, that's not it (rubds ker forchead). What
was I saying? Yes...Turgenev... “And the Lard help all
homeless wandererst” ., . X¢ doesn't matter {sabr),

Teeprev. Nina, you are arying again. .. . Ninal

Nva, Never mind, it does me good . .. T haven't cxied for
twp years. Yesterday, late in the evening, I came into the
garden to see whether our stage was still there, Tt is sl
standing I cried for the fist time after two years and it
rased the weight on my beart and made it tighter, You see,
T am not crying now (takes kim by the hand). And so now
you ace aa author ... You are an author, ¥ am an actress,
.- We to0 have been deawn into the whisipeol, 1 lived
joyausly like a child-—T woke up singing in the moming; X
Joved you and dreamed of fame, and now? Early to-morraw
woming ¥ must go w0 Yelets thirdclass...with peasants,
and at Yelets the cultured tradesmen will pester ma with
attentions. Life s a coarse business!

Treeryv, Why to Velets?

Nixa. § have taken an engagement for the whole winter.
t ; time to go.

zeerev. Nina, T cursad you, I bated you, I tore up your
Yetters and photograghs, but 1 was conscious every mingte
that my sou} is bound 10 yours for ever. Tt's not in. my power
10 leave off loving you, Nina. Exer since 1 lost you ad began
to get my work published my life has been unbearshle~T am
wretched. ., . My youth was, as it were.
once and i¢ seems 4o me 3s though I

5t away all at
years aliready, I call upon. you,

have lived for nivety
Y Xiss the earth on which yo{:
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it's easy for him now. ... With him the broken bottle neck
glitters on the dam and the mill-wheel casts a black shadow~—
and there you have the moonlight night, white T have the
tterulous Jight, and the soft twinkling of the stars, and the
far-away strains of the piano dying away in the still {ragrant
air.... It’s agonising (a pause). I come more and more to the
conviction that it is not a question of new and old forms, but
that what matters is that a man should write without thinking
abaut forms at all, write because it springs frecly from his
soul. (There is a tap at the window ncarest to the table)
What is that? (looks out of window). There is nothing to be
seen . .. (opens the glass door and looks out into the gorden).
Someone ran down the steps. (Calls) Who is there? (Goes
out and can be beard walking ropidly along the verandoh; -
r\;lums half a minute later with Nina Zarercuny). Nins,
Nina!
(NINA lays her kead on kis breast end weeps with subs
dued sobs )

TRErLEY (moved). Nina! Nma! It's you. you ... 13
as though I had foreseen it, all day long my heart has been
aching and restless (takes off ker hat and cape) Oh, my
sweet, my precious, she has come at last. Don’t let us ery,
don’t fet us!

Nina Thete 1s someone here

TrePLEV. No one.

Nina, Lock the doors, someone may come in

TrerLEY No one wili come in.

Nina. 1 know Inina Nikolayevna 1s here Lock the doors.

TrEPLEV (locks the door on vight, poes to door on lefi).
There i3 no lack on this one 11 put a char ngunst 1t (puts
an armchatr against the door) Dont be afraxd, no one will
come,
NiNa (looking intently mto ke jace) Let me fuoh at you.
(Looking round} 1t's warm, its ae .. In ofd days this
was the drawing-room Am I very much changed?

TREPLEV. Yes .. You are thinner and your eyes are bigger.
Nina, how strange it is that 1 should be «weng you Why
would not you let me see you? Why haven't you come all
shis time? 1 know you hare been hete almost 8 week. ...
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bave been ¢ You several times every day; 1 stood under you;
window Jike 2 beggar,

NN T was afraid thay YOu might hate me. I t}rcam every
e,

g here ., by

the lake. T haye been neay Your house many times and could

Rot bring myself g enter it, Tet ys gjy dowm, (They 3it down,)

1 US sit dowy gng talk ang oy, It's nice bere, ji's warm
Do id? There's

T corner jp safety." I am
2 sea-gull. |, | 9, that’s ngt 5y (rubs poy /oreﬁead). What
¥as I sayings Yes... Urgeney | “And the Lord help al)
homeless Wanderersy  p 0esn't matter (20bs),
Tupiey N, ing agai, .+« Nis

Ur stage wag Stll there, It is sy
time after %0 years
y and made it lighter, You See,
Tam D0t crying nog (takes lm by the ke ) And S0 now
You are an author,, | OU are an aygh,

Wi

a
o We Ve 2% 1nto the whitlpao], I Liv
ioyuusly like 2 child—1 woke UP singing i, the morm'ng; 1
loved you ang dreamed of fame, ang orTow
mormng 1 must g ¢ Yelets thirg. o With Peasants
and at Yelets 1he Cultured eSIoen wil} Pester me with
Mtentions, L i 3 €0213¢ businegyy

Teepryy, Why to Yeletsp

Nma 1 bave talen % engagemens for the whole winter,
It is e 1o go,

Nina, 1 Cursed yoy, § bateq you,

Otographs, byy 1w conscj
t my soul g5 bound ¢,
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have walked; wherever I look I see your face, that tender
smile that lighted up the best days of my life.

Nina (distractedly). Why does he talk like
be talk [ike this? 5

‘TrepLEV. I am alone in the world, warmed by no aﬂtglwn.
I am as cold as though I were in a cellar, and everything I
write is dry, hard and gloomy. Stay here, Nina, I entreat
you, or let me go with you!

(N1Na rapidly puls on her hat and cape.)

TrerLev. Nina, why is this? For God's sake, Ninal (Looks
at her as she puts her things on; o paute.)

Nina. My horses ate waiting at the gate. Don't sce me of,
I'll go alone. . .. (Through ker tears) Give me some Water. .«

TrerLEV (gives her some water). Where are you §oing
now?
NiNa. To the town (a pause). Is Irina Nikolayevna here?

TrerLEv. Yes. . . . Uncle was taken worse on Thursday and
we telegraphed for her,

Niva, Why do you say that you kissed the earth on which
I walked ? T ought to be killed, (Bends over tadle) I am s
tired! If T could rest . .. if I could rest! {Raising her keed)
I am a sca-gull....No, that’s not it. I am an actress. Pb.
welll (Hearing MapaMe ARkADIN and TricoriN laughing,
ske listens, then runs to door on left and looks through 1he
keyhole). He is hete too. . .. (Twrning back to TREPLEY) Oh,
well .. it doesnt matter...no,...He did not believe in
the stage, he always laughed at my drcams and little by little
1left off believing in it too, and lost heart. . ., And then 1 was
fretted by love and jealousy, and continually anxious over
my little one. .. . T grew pefty and trivial, I acted stupidly.
... 1 did not know what to do with my arms, I did not know
how to stand on the stage, could not control my volce, You .
can't understand what it feels like when one knows one It
acting disgracefully I am a sea-gull. No, that's not it....
Do you remember you shot a sea-gull? A man came by
chance, saw it and, just to pass the time, destroyed It... A
subject for a short story . That's not it, though (rubs ker
forehead). What was I'saying? . I am talking of the stage.
Now I am not like that. I'am a real actress, I act with enjoy-

i;, why does




THE sga. ~GULy

lhe
Y, With enthusiaem Usiasm, T am inoy xicated wheulamcn
Szeze a‘;‘l feel thal I nm splendld And I have been

—in 4 ing o
gl 0TY, not what 3 dreamed
of but knowmg bow to be paue ot, To be

ar on:s and
ve faith, ha\e faith and it ali doegy S0 much, ang
when I th;, my v 1 am oy afnud of lu’
szPu:v (momn/ully) You haye f, ur , you
know hxdz way wu are goin, but Tam sgp float, ngin g
chaos of d ges, not knawx’ng what yse it is to
anyone, Im 2ith and don't OW what Yocation i,
Nixng (Iulemng) ’Sb sk, oing, -bye. When
T become 5

&
grea: actress, come and 00k at me . Wil )ou
promuser py ow , Presses pis hand) lat 1
bardry stand on my f eet.. .. Y

am w rn out and hungry
REPLEY tay, I’u gne you somg per
Nina No, no,,

D't see ma oﬂ‘ 0 by myself,
My borses e dose b she bmught him bery
Weli, ¢ doesn’t matter, Wi be YOU see “Fyi,

gorin, dopy say
8 to him, ¢ him! T Joy, €Ven more than
before A suby, T a shorp Story, . 1 ove him love
Pasmnn.’xtcly, L love him to despa; It wag Dice jp o4
days, Kostyas Do you re, emberp |, €25, warm, Joyous
and pure g, ®2s, what lings we had— g, hings Ji, 0der,
quisite Iﬂuwer& are YO remenp (Rm'le.r) “Men,
08s, eap} , and idges, homeqd Y s Spiders,
sileng fish thay dwe]] the ter, Star-figh, ‘g:;e Crel;lurts
hick cap, 5260 by the 1 1; things a1y living
g3, all iy g things Ve completeq their tle of Sorrow,
are extiney. For‘u:o 0ds of y, € earth b, borne ng
lving Creature gp 4o Sutface, ang this 0 lights j1g
bimpiy On the Meadow ghe S 0o Jonge, Waken gy
ay and (l}.xere is o Imbd Of the May bee i the j,
1m; S1te] em, rece,;
the gloge door)’iul 7 * Tazeizy s out o
{after g use
ber 1n gy rd ansdt i~ be
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(He spends two minutes in tearing up oll Hs mamuseripls
and throwing them under the table; then snlocks
the door on right and goes oud.)

Dorx {trying to open the door on left). Strange, Toe
door seems 1o be locked ... (comes in ond puts the crmehair
in ifs place). An obstacle race,

(Enter Mapaxe ARkaDIN ond PoLiNa ANDREVEVNA,
bekind them Yaxov corrying a tray with botiles;
MasHA; then Suaxracy and TRIGORIN.} N

MapanMe ARKADIN. Put the claret and the beet for Boris
Alexeyevitch here on the table, We will play as we drink it.
Let us sit dawn, {ciends, .

PoLina (fo Yaxov). Bring tea too at the same time
(lights the candles and sits down to the cord-toble),

SuAMRAEY (Jeads TricomN fo the cupboord). Here's the
thing T was speaking about just now (tokes the stuffed sea
gudl from the cupboard). This is what you ordered.

TriGorRIN (looking at the sca-gull). T don't cemember it
(3fusing) I don't remember.

(The sound of a skat coming from right of stage, every~
one slarts )

MADAME ARKADIN (frightened). What's that? :

Dorn. That's nothing It must be something in my medi-
cine-chest that has gone off. Don’t be anxious (goes out ¢t
door on right, comes back in kalf @ minute). That's what it
is. A bottle of ether has exploded. (Hums) “1 stand befare
thee enchanted again ...”

MADAME ARKADIN (sitting dowm o the tadle) Ough, how
{rightened 1 was. It renunded me of how .. (Mdes her joce
in ker hands) It made me quite dizzy ...

Dorn (turning over the leaves of the magazmne, to Tl
corin). There was an article in this two months ago—a letter
from America~and | wanted to ask you, among other things
(puts ks arm round TRIGORIN's wasst and leads kim to the
Jootlights}) as T am very much interested in the questian . .
(In a lower tone, dropping ks voice) Get Irina Nikolayevns
awny somehow. The {act 15, Konstantin Gavriditch has shot

himsell. ...
CURTAIN
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ACTy

A room, whicy has li0ays pop called the nursery, Oneof 41,
doors legdy into Anva's 700, Dawen, sy Ti5€s during
e scene. May, the cherry trees in ﬂo?z'cr,.bul # is colg
" the garden Yith the froo of early Morning, Windpgs
closed

Enter Dunvasy, itk ¢ cangle and Loparmy “ith g boop in
b1 hang,

Lopany The trajny in, thank God. Whay time js j1p |
Donvasyy Nearly twg o'clock (Puts gy the candley, 15
daylight already

PAHIN The trai’s Jage) Two ours, ¢ Teast (Y0uns gng

¢ Pretty one, what 2 foq) Ive beeq, Came
{0 meet thep, at the station and dmppeﬂ
asleep, , . Do; ir. Iv’s

2ed off a5 Isatin the chajy, Aunoying, . |
You might haye Waked e

UNYASH,, thought ¥ou had gop, (Ix'.rleru). Thert, Ido
believe they're Coming}

PAHIN (lix.‘au)A No, what With the luggage and ong
thing ang anather Lyuboy Andreyerny has beep
abroag € years; T dony know wrhay she s Iike She’s
2 spleng, A good-n:tured, Lmd~bmrtcd Woman, y
Temembey Whe; 3 lad of fifg 2, My poor falherﬂ;e
used to keep 5 little hop here i the vil, in th, da
Fave me 4 Punch the face With his figy an Y nose
bleeg yy, 12 the yarg here, forget what ¥e'd come !
about—_p, had hyq a dro; Lyuboy v T can See
ber N0W—she wag slim young gig then~look e £ wash
oy face, aD then broi:lgkit me intg e m, intg the

rsery, “Dop <ry, hitle Peasany i o she, «
well i (ime for your Wedding day* ysnhe’ o)l be

P RN ¢ Bause), Litge
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peasant. ... My father was a peasant, it’s teue, but here am
1 in a white waistcoat and brown shoes, like a pig In a bun
sh_op. Yes, I'm a rich man, but for all my money, come to
think, a peasant I was, and a peasant I am (furns over the
pages of the book). I've been reading this book and I cank
make head or tait of it. ! fell asleep over it (a poure).

Dunvasia. The dogs have been awake all night, they feel
that the tnistress is coming.

Loratin, Why, what's the matter with you, Dunyasha?

Dunvasiia, My hands are all of a trembile T feel 28
though T should faint

Lopamin. You'se a spoilt soft creature, Dunyasha And
dressed like a fady too, and your har done up That's not
the thing, One must know one's place

(Enter Erisonov wth g nosegay, hr wears a pea-jacket
and highly polished creakimg topbooss; ke drops the
nasegay as ke comes .}

Ermtovov (prcking up the nosegay), Here' the gardenet's
sent this, says you're to put 1t n the dining-room {gives
Duxvasua the nosegavy.

Loramin, And bring me some hvass,

Dunvasua I will tgors ons)

JErnopov It's chally this morning, three degrees of {rost,
though the cherries are all in flower § can’t <1y much for our
climate {ssgksy 1 can't Our dimate iy not oflen propiios to
the occasion Yermolay Alexeyesited, permist me to all yaur
attention to the fact that T purchased myeelf o parr of boats
the day before yesterday, and they creal, | venture to assure
you, so that there's no tolerating them  What ougiht {ta
grease them with?

Lorasux Oh, shut up' Don t bather me

Ermopov Every day «ome musfortune befalls me I don't
complain, I'm used o 1t and 1 wear 1 smiding tace

(Dusvasna comes i, kands Lovaus the drass )

Erntopov §am going Vstumbles agamst a char, swheck fallt
over) There' tay though triumphanty There you sec paw,
excuse the expression. an acadent ble that anung others
1t's positively remarkable (goer outy
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&
NYASEA. Do you know, Yermolay Alueyevitch, I must
¢onfess, Epibodoy has made me a proposal,

. Aht

UNYASHA. P'my syre T don’t koow... Hes 5 barmless
fellow, byt Sometimes when pe begins talking, here’s
ing anything of it, It:s all very fina and

man; every‘
ng, ease about H—twg ang
twenty musfottunes oh, <all him_

Ming,
i oEY are coming! Yy t's the marger with mep
«+-I'mcold aff over,

PAHIN. teally are Coming, Leps 80 and meey them,
Will she know mep Its five Years since T gayp her,
UNYASHA (11 ¢ Slutter). T shan drop thig very mingte, , .
AB, I shapy drop,
(There is ¢ Sound of piny Larrigges a'n'm'ng ¥p o the
house, Loramy gny HA 20 out Quickly,
The stage iy lefe MY, A moise 15 hegrg in the
adjoming ro0ms Fres, who kag driven 10 megt
{4parry EVSKY, crosses the Slage hyry;,
leamng on e stick X, ;

i I do believe they're com;
Dunvasmy, hat's th,

YUROV (joyfulty, hrough
Vazyy How cold 'y 55, aty! 47 te

13 )
A\'bn:\'tvm\) Your ro, . Toom ang g”ll-\’lmov
D are juct ha S3me ag ever, mampm,, ¢ lavender
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Lyvunov. My nursery, dear delightful room....T used to
sleep here when I was Bittle . .., (eries). And here T am, lke
alittle child ... (isses ker brother and \'arya, and then ber
drotker again), Varya's just the same as ever, like a nun, And
I knew Dunyasha (kisses Dunvasua).

GaEv. The train was two hours late. What do you think of
that? Is that the way to do things?

Cuarvorza (fo Prsurentk), My dog eats nuts, too.

Prsurcuix (wonderingly). Fancy that}

(Tkey all go out exeept Anya and DUNYASIA)

Duynvasia. We've been expecting you so long (eskes
ANYA's hat and coat).

Anva. T haen't slept for four nights on the journey. I
feel dreadiully cold

Dunvasiia You set out in Lent, there sas snow and {rost,
and now? My darling! (loughs and kuses her) 1 kave
missed you, my precious, my joy } must 1ell you . § cant
put it off a minute .

Anva (weardy) What now?

Dunxvasua Epihodov, the clerk, made me a proposal just
after Easter.

Anva. Jt's always the same thing with you  (strarehten-
ing her kair) T've lost all my hawpns  (she 55 staggering
from exkaustion)

Dunvasna T don't hnow what to think, really e does
Tove me, be dors fove me <of

ANnya (looking towards ker door, tenderlyy My own room,
my windows just a3 though 1 had never wone anay I'm home!
‘To-morrow morning | <hall get up and run into the warden
.. Oh, i I could pet to sleep’ 1 hasen’t slept all the journey,
I was 50 antious and warried

Dunvasna Pyotr Sergeyevitch came the dav before yes-
terday

AxXYA (foyfullv) Petya'

Dunvasia He's adeep in the bath house he has sertled
in there. I'm afrmd of being in thetr way, <ays ke (Glancng
of ker watcky 1 w3s o have waked lim but Vanara Mibal-
ovna told me not to Dan't you wake him, ways she

(Enter VARYA with a dunch of keys ot her wend }
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o5
Varva, Dunymlu, coffes and make h.me....Mumm'a
ing for coffee,

Dunvagy,, This Very minute {goes out),
Varva Well, thank

) YOU've come, You're home again
(petting ker), My little dariing hag come back | My precious
Uty has come back againy
NYA T have had 5 time of jty
Vanva, I ean fan,
ANYa, We set o oly Week—_j¢ was d then, and
all the ¥y Charlotty would talk an4 0W off he,
What g; WDt 10 burden me with lotta forp
Varya Yoy uldn’t haye travelled ) alone, darling, ¢
Seventeen)
A

2 W,
88 on the ﬁmmr,
re Were g Jof of French ple,
ladies ap old priegy with 2 ~ The place Smelt of tobaceq
and 5o Comlortless, felt o 0 S0MTy for pa,
at once, 1 Put my apmg found her neck, ang hugged her ang
Fouldn’t Jey ey 80. Mamm, Was as king g5 she co e,
sbe eried, ,

rVAnn (tl;uugh ber tears), Don’t speak of iy
of ity

ANy, She hag her vii, at Men; » She hag Tothing
left, Bothing T by, 't ing Jefy eithe, only just hag
€oough to get here, Apg K

) I've seep the youx}g Tasca],
Anyy Well, tep) Mme—haye You pajq
v YOu pajd (g arrears o, thy
Vazya Hoy could we ooy the Moneyy
Any, Oh, deayy Oh, dearg
Vazva, Iy August he Place wij) k
Axnvy, MyZDodntssl bcsod.
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Lyopov. My nursery, dear delighticl room....J used 1o
sleep here when I was little. .. (cries). And here 1 am, ke
alittle child. .. (Risses ker brotker and VaRya, ond then ber
Brother agoin), Varya’s just the same as ever, like 2 nun And
I knew Dunyasha (kisses DoNvasma),

Gaxv. The train was two hours late, What do you think of
that? Is that the way to do things?

Crarrorza (fo Prsircmmx). My dog eats nats, too.

PrsarcmIR (wonderingly). Fancy that!

{They all go oul except ANYA ond DUNTASHA)

Dounvasna, We've been expecting you so long (tkrs
ANya’s hat and coot).

Awva. T haven’t slept for four nights on the journey. 1
feel dreadiully cold.

Dounrasia, You set out in Lent, there was snow and frost,
and now? My darling! (lowgks ond Risses her). 1 kee
missed you, my precious, my joy. ¥ must tell you... I cant
put it off a minute....

Anvya (wrearily). What now?

Duxvyasna. Epihodov, the clerk, made me 2 proposal just
after Easter.

ANTa, It's always the same thing with you . . . (straighton-
ing ker kair), T've lost all my bsirpins . . (she ds staggering
Jrom exkaustion).

Dunvasma, I don’t know what to think, Teally. He dots
love me, he does love me so!

ANYA (looking towards ker door, tenderly). My own room,
my windows just as though I had never gone away. I'm home!
To-morrow morning T shall get up and rm into the garden.
... Oh, if T could get to sleep! T haven’t slept a1l the journey,
T was £0 ansious znd worried.

Duxvasua, Pyotr Sergeyevitch came the day before yes-
terday.

Avva (joxfudly). Petyal

Dunvastia. He's asleep in the bath house, he has settled
in there. I'm afraid of being in their way, says he. (Glencing
&t ber wetck) 1 was to have waked him, but Varvara Mihal-
ovna told me not to. Don’t you wake him, says she.

(Enter VaRYA with @ bunch of keys et ker weist.)



THE cryggy GRCEAzp o«
Varra, fe and gy, hasts ~eeMrmmyy
&hnglcrmﬁte
Duoxvasy,, Thnvuyrzxxme (gmav ).
Vazry, Well,

God, yourye e, Yog're Eome 37z
(petting Ira) My Little !-'zrl.ng Bag gy Backt My prc:cz:
beauty Bas come

i Hely freq EoEt way 15 o =2
73y Charlotyy Fould % goq skow o7 Lm’
What dig FOu wagy g burden e rh G:.mx ﬁ:r’
ARYA, Yoy muldntl: Lcre, dpot

fVmu (Hm?ug/l ’lalel:n) Dm':
o Il'
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Lyurov. My nursery, dear delightful room....J used to
sleep bere when I was little. . . (crées). And here T am, 15
alittle child. .. (Risses her brother ard VARYA, ard then by
Brother again), Varya's just the same as ever, like amun.s
I knew Dunyasha (4isses DUNYASHA). §

Garv. The train was two hours Jate. What do you thisk of
that? Is that the way to do things?

CHARLOTTA (f0 Prsirrcimx). My dog eats nats, too.

Prsurcmx (wonderingly). Fancy thatt

(Tkey all go out cxcept ANYA and DuNYasn)

Dunvasna. We've been expecting you so long {t
ANYA’s kat and coat). . 1

Awnva. I haven’t slept for four nights on the journty.
feel dreadiully cold.

Dunvasiia, You set out in Lent, there v
and now? My darling! (laughs and Risses ker).
missed you, my precious, my joy. I must tell you..
put it off a minute, ...

ANYA (wearily). What now? N

Dunvasna. Epihodov, the clerk, made me a propossl just
after Easter, .

ANva, It's always the same thing with you . . . (straighter-
ing ker kair). T've lost all my hairpins . .. (she 15 stagger=s
from exkaustion).

Dunvasta. I don’t know what to think, really. He dots
love me, he does love me so!

ANYA (looking towards ker door, tenderly). My own room,
my windows just as though I had never gone away. I'm home!
To-morrow morning I shall get up and run into the garden
... Oh, if I could get to sleep! T haven’t slept all the journty,
I was so antious and worried,

r]gumv«sm. Pyotr Sergeyevitch came the day before yes°
terday.

ANYA (joyfully). Petya!

Duxvastia. He's asleep in the bath house, he has settled
in there. I'm afraid of being in their way, says e, (Glencing
at ker watck) 1 was to have waked him, but Varvara Mihal-
ovna told me not to. Don’t you wake him, says she.

(Enter VARYA with @ bunck of keys at ker waist.)

shet

s snow and frost,
ere wa Y s
JJeant



THE CHERR\'ORCHARD - &

Dunvasmy, When yoy Went away, T aq that high (shorrs

distance Jrom floor), Dunyasha, Fyodor’s daughter, , .-
You don’y Temember me)

Yasua Himy, - You're 5 Peachl (Zp8, T0und grgd o
braces pey. she shrieks ang drops ¢ Saucer, Yasmy, £oes oup

ARYA (in th, daor-my, inatons of Pezation), Whay now?
UNVASIA (through joy lears), 1 have broken 4 S3ucer,
Varya, Well, thay brin, luck,
ANva (coming oyy of ker room). e
mammy; Pety i3 here,
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A (drmm:ly). It's six years since father died, Then

onlya month fage, Ittle brother Grisha drowneg in the
TIver, such 5 Pretty boy pa w: Was my
mma
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T3 your Pleasyrep (Glu]ldly) My lad, hay
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Lorann (pecps in at the door and moo’s like a cow). Mool
(disappears).

Varva (weeping). There, that’s what I could do to him
(shakes her fist).

ANYA (embracing VArYA, softly). Varya, has he made you
an offer? (VArva shakes ker head.) Why, but he loves you,
Why is it you don't come to an understanding? What are you
waiting for?

Varva. I believe that there never will be anything between
us. He has a lot to do, he has no time for me ... and takes no
notice of me, Bless the man, it makes me miserable to see
him. . . . Everyone's talking of our being married, e\'eryonc.'s
congratulating me, and all the while there’s really nothing in
it; it's all like a dream. (Inn another tone) You have a new
brooch like a bee.

ANYA (mournfully). Mamma bought it. (Goes into her
own room and in a light-hearted childisk tone) And you know,
in Paris I went up in a balloont

Varva. My darling’s home again! My pretty is home
again!
(Dunvasua returns with the coflec-pot and is making

the coffee.)

VAaRYA (standing at the door). All day long, darling, as I
go about looking after the house, I keep dreaming all the
vime. If only we could marry you to a rich man, then I sho_uld
feel more at rest. Then I would go off by myself on a pilgrim-
uge to Kiev, to Moscow ...and so I would spend my life
going from one holy place to another. .. . I would go on and
on. ... What blisst s

ANvA, The birds are singing in the garden. What time
isit?

VaryA, It must be ncarly three, It's time you were asleep,
darling (gomg into ANYA’s room), What bliss!
(YASIIA enters with a rug and a travelling dag.}

Yasua (crosses the stoge, mincingly). May one come in

here, pray?
Dunvasta, I shouldn’t have known you, Yasha. How you

have changed abroad.
Yasia. H'm! ... And who are yeu?
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Laragen, I have 10 set off for Harkov directly, at five
o'cloek. .., It is annoying! T wanted to have 2 look at you,
2od 2 litdle calk, . . You zce just as splendid as ever.

Prsarcuix (dreathing heavily), Handsomer, indeed....

Dressed in Varisian style . . . completely bowled me over.

Yoranmy Your brother, Leonid Andreyevitch bere, is al-
ways saying that I'm a low-born knave, that I’m a mooey-
grubber, but I don't care one straw for that, Let him talk.
Ouly 1 0 want you to believe in me as you used to. I da
want your wonderful tender eyes to Jook at me as they used
to in the old days Meraiful God! My fatber was a serf of
your fatber and of your grandfather, but you—-you~did so
mach for me once, that Pve forgotten all that; Llove you as
though you were my kin. .. more than my kin

xUBov, I can't sit still, I simply can’t ... (jumps up and
walks about in violent agstation) This happiness is too much
for me . You may Jaugh at me, I know Um silly.... My
ovn bookease (ksses the bookease) My hile table,

Gazv Nurse died while you were away.

Lyurov {siis down and drinks coffee). Ves, the Kingdom
of Heaven be hers! You wrote me of her death.

Gaxv And Anastasy is dead. Squinting Petruchka bas left
e and is in service now wath the police captain in the town
(takes o box of caramels out of ks pocket and sucks one).

Prsitrcsrk My daughter, Dashenka, wishes to be remerne
bered to you.

Lorain 1 want to tell you something very pleasant agd,
cheering {glancing at kis wetch) I'm goiog direetly ...
there’s no time 1o say much.. . well, X can say it in a couple
ol words 1 needn't tell you your chersy orchard is ta be seld
10 pay your debts; the 23nd of August is the date fized far
he sale; but don't you worry, deasest lady, you may sleep
in peace, there is a way of savisg it.. .. This s whot ¥ pro-
Pose 1 beg your attennont Your estate is 0t tsventy miles
from the town, the railway runs close by it, and if the che,
orchard and the land alosg the siver ban¥ wers cut a "3'
bun%nmm and then Jet on lease for summer vi\laf ;Z
O e ’
Dut“a( by an income of at least 25000 roubles 2 year
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Lyupov. How does it go? Let me remember. Cannon off
the red!

Gaev. That’s it—in off the white! Why, once, sister, we
used to sleep together in this very room, and now I'm fifty-
one, strange as 1t scems.

Loramn. Yes, time flies,

Gagv. What do you say?

Lopamin. Time, { say, fiies.

Gaev. What a smell of patchouli!

Anxya I'm going to bed. Good-night, mamma (kisses ker
mother).

Lyusov. My precious darling (kisses her hands). Are you
glad to be home? I can’t believe it.

Anva. Good-night, uncle

Gaev (kissing her face and hands) God bless you! How
like you are to your mothert (To Jus s1ster} At her age you
were just the same, Lyuba,

(ANva shakes hands with Loramin and PISHTICHIK,
then goes out, shutting the door after her )

Lyusov. She'’s quite worn out

Prsurcrik Aye, it's a long journey, to be sure,

Varya (fo Loranin and Prsurcuin) Well, gentlemen?
It’s three o'clock and time to say good-bye

Lyunov (faughs). You're just the same as ever, Varys
(draws her fo Jier and kisses hes) VI just dnnk my coffee
and then we will all go and rest. (Firs puts o cushion ynder
her fect.y Thanks, friend I am so fond of coffee, I drnk it
day and mght Thanks, dear old man (%usses Firs).

Varva. I'll just see whether all the things have been
brought in (goes ont)

Lyunov Can 1t really be me sitting here? (Joughs), I want
to dance about and clap my hands (Covers her face wth her
lands) And 1 could drop asleep in 2 moment! God knows 1
Jove my country, 1 love it tenderly, I couldn't look out of
the window in the trawm, I kept crying so (Through her
fears) But T must drink my coffee, though Thank you, Firs,
thanks, dear old man I'm 50 glad to find you still alive,

Frws. The day before yesterday.

Gaev, He's rather deaf.
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Gazv. That’s all rot, if you'll excuse me.

%hvuscv. I don’t quite understand you, Yermolay Alexeye-
vitch,

Loranin, You will get a rent of at least 25 roubles a year
for 2 three-acre plot from summer visitors, and if you say
the word now, I'll bet you what you like there won't be one
square foot of ground vacant by the autumn, all the plots will
be taken up. I congratulate you; in fact, you are saved. It’s
a perfect situation with that deep river. Only, of course, it
must be cleared—all the old buildings, for example, must be
removed, this house too, which is really good for nothing and
the old cherry orchard must be cut down,

Lyusov. Cut down? My dear fellow, forgive me, but you
don’t know what you are talking about, If there is one thing
interesting—remarkable indeed—in the whole province, it’s
just our cherry orchard. R

Lopatn, The only thing remarkable about the orchard is
that it's a very large one. There’s a crop of cherries every
alternate year, and then there’s nothing to be done with them,
no one buys them.

Gaev, This orchard is mentioned in the ‘Encyclopzdia.’

Lorawin (glancing at his watck). 1f we don’t decide on
something and don’t take some steps, on the 22nd of August
the cherry orchard and the whole estate too will be sold by
auction. Make up your minds! There is no other way of
saving it, I'll take my oath on that. No, No!

Fizs. In old days, forty or fifty years ago, they used to
dry the cherries, soak them, pickle them, make jam too, and
they used——

GAEY. Be quiet, Firs.

Frs. And they used to send the preserved cherries to
Moscow and to Harkov by the waggon-load. That brought
the money in! And the preserved cherries in those days were
soft and juicy, sweet and fragrant....They knew the way
to do them then....

Lyusnov. And where is the recipe now?

Fizs. It’s forgotten. Nobody remembers it.

Prsurcik (fo Lyusov ANDREYEVNA). What's it like in
Paris? Did you eat frogs there?
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Prsurcnik. You shouldn’t take medicines, my dear madam
...they do no harm and no good. Give them here...
honoured lady (takes the pill-box, pours the pills into the
kollow of kis hand, blows on them, puts them in kis mouth
and drinks off some kvass), Therel

Lyusov (in alarm), Why, you must be out of your mind!

Prsurenix, I have taken all the pills.

Lopanin. What a glutton! (AN laugh.)

Firs. His honour stayed with us in Easter week, ate a
gallon and a half of cucumbers. .. (mutters).

Lyupov, What is he saying?

Varva. He has taken to muttering like that for the last
three years. We are used to it.

Yasma. His declining years!

(Crarrorra Ivanovna, a very thin, lanky figure in 8
white dress with a lorgnctie i ker belt, walks
across the stage )

LoratiN, I beg your pardon, Charlotta Ivanovna, I have
not had time to greet you (iries o kiss ker hand).

CutarLoTrA (pulling eway ker hand). 1f 1 let you Liss my
hand, you'll be wanting to kiss my elbow, and then my
shoulder.

LoraniN. I've no luck to-day! (all laugh.) Charlotta
Ivanovna, show us some tricks!

Lyupov. Charlotta, do show us some tricks!

CuarLoTTA. I don’t want to. I'm sleepy (goes out).

Lorartn. In three weeks’ time we shall meet again (Kisses
Lyunov ANDREYEVNA's Jand). Good-bye till then—I must
go. (To GAEv) Good-bye. (Kisses Pisremk) Good-bye.
(Gives his kand to VARYA, then fo Firs and Yasua) I don’t
want to go. (To Lyunov ANDREYEVNA) If you think over
my plan for the villas and make up your mind, then let me
know; I will lend you 50,000 roubles. Think of it seriously.

Varva (angrily). Well, do go, for goodness sake.

LoramN, I'm going, I'm going (goes out).

Gaev. Low-born knave! I beg pardon, though . . . Varya is
going to marry him, he’s Varya’s fiancé,

Varva. Don't talk nonsense, uncle.
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Tyorov, Well, Varya, 1 shall be delighted. He's a good
INAD,

Prswrscane. He is, one must ackvowledge, 2 most worthy
man, And my Dasheka...says too that...she saym. .,
various things (snores, but at once wakes up)  But all the
sowe, honoured Iady, could you oblize me.. .with 2 loan of

240 toubles...to pay the interest on my wmortgage to-
morrow?

YVarya {dismayed). No, no.

‘Lyueov, 1 really baven't any money.

Pusarck, It will turn up (leughs). ¥ never lose bope T
thought everything was over, § was a rined man, and lo and
‘behold—~the railway passed thyough my land and...they
paid e for it. And something else Wil turn vp again, i not
to-day, then to-morrow, .Dashenkal win two hundred
thousand .. she’s got 2 lottery ticket.”

Lyuspov, Well, we've finished our caffee, we can go to bed

Fuis {brusher Gaev, reprovingly). You have got on the
wrong trousers again! What am 1 to do with you?

Vazya {s0fily). Anya’s asleep. {Sojtly opens the window)
Wow e sun’s risen, it’s not 2 bit cold Look, mamma, what
exquisite trees! My goodoess! And the air! The staclings
are singing!

Caxv {opens enother window). The orchard is all white,
Youe ot fargotten st, Lyuba? That long avenue that ryns
straight, straight as an areow, bow it shines an 2 mosnhight
mght, You remember? Yon've nat forgotten?

Lyvusov Uooking st of the window info the garden), Oh,
my chidhood, my innocence! It was in this nursery 1 wses {
o steep, trom here T looked out into the orchard, happiness
wair.d with me every morning and iy those days the orchard
%33 just the same, nothing haschanged (laughs swith delight).
All, “all white! Oh, my orchard! After the dark Rloomy
antumm, and the cold winter; you are young again, and full
A;{ lu;;gmest. l‘&! \hb:“\:\?xlg angels bave neves left you. ., ,, It

tould cast o jen i o it
could lorkiz the past! hat weighs on my beart, if 1

Gaxv. H'mt and the orcharg
it seems strange. .. il be sold 1o pay our deprs;
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trsmrcark {Jollows her). 1 suppose it's time we were
askeep. ... Ughl my gout. P staying the night! Lyubov
Andreyevna, my dear seul, if you could, ., to-morTOw MAmm-
g, .. 240 raubles.

Gagv That's always his story. | .,

Prsprenik. 240 vosbles. . to pay the interest on my
mortgage

Txunov My dear man, I have no money. 5

Prsyremn, Ul pay it back, my dear...a trifling sum,

Lyusov. Oh, well, Leanid will give it you....Vou give
im the money, Leonid,

Garv, Me ghext him! Let bim wait til he gets itl

Lyusov. It can’t be helped, give it him. He needs it. He'll
pay it back.

{Lvunov ANDREVEVNA, Trofimov, Prsarcaix end Fieg
go out, GAEv, Varya and YASHA remain.)

Gaev Sister haso’t got out of the habit of fiingiog away ber
wwney, (To Yaska) Get awdy, my good fellow, you smell
of the hen-house,

Yasuta (urth o gren). And you, Leonid Andreyevitch, an
just the same as ever,

Gagv. What's that? (To Varva) what did be say?

Vaxya {f0 Yasna). Your mother bas come from the
willage, i has been oitmg in the servants' room since
yesterday, waiting, ta see you.

Yasna. Ok, bother herl

Wanva Tor shame!

¥asia What's the butry? She tofght fust as welh have
come to-morrow (goes out).

Varva Mamea's just the same as ever, she hagy
abit U she had her own way,

't changed
Gun Yes {a papse} I 2

shed give away everytang.
great many Temedies are sug-
sested for some disesse, it means that the disease is incurable,
Ykeep thinking and raching my brajns; T bave ‘many Schcms‘_
a great many, and that really meass vone. 1t we could onl

come in or a legacy from somebody, o WarTy our Am ;
m : ‘v:x?;z nv‘:'h m'ndn, of v might g0 to Yarostavl and try olzﬁ

b
ek \now.o ¢ old aunt, the Countess. She's very, very Tich,
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Varva (weeps). If God would help us,

Garv. Don't blubber. Aunt’s very rich, but she doesn't
like us. First, sister married a lawyer instead of a noble
man.... .

(ANva appears in the doorweay.)

Gaev. And then her conduct, one can't call it virtuous.
She is good, and kind, and nice, and I love her, but, however
one allows for extenuating circumstances, there’s no denying
that she’s an immaral woman, One feels it in her slightest

_gesture,

VARYA (in ¢ whisper). Anya’s in the doorway.

GaErv. What do you say? (a pause). It’s queer, there seems
to be something wrong with my right eye. I don’t see a8

* well as T did, And on Thursday when I was in the district

Court...

{Enter ANYA)

Varva. Why aren’t you asleep, Anya?

Anva. I can't get to sleep.

Gaev. My pet (kisses ANYA's face and hands). My child
(weeps). You are not my niece, you are my angel, you are
everything to me. Believe me, believe. ..

Anva, T believe you, uncle, Everyone loves you and rc-
spects you . ... but, Uncle dear, you must be silent .. . simply
be silent. What were you saying just now about my mothet,

' about your own sister? What made you say that?

GAev, Yes, yes. .. (puts his hand over his face). Really,
that was awfult My God, save mel And to-day I made 2
speech to the bookease . .. so stupid! And only when I had
finished, I saw how stupid it was.

Varva. It's true, uncle, you ought to heep quiet. Daon't
talk, that's all,

Anva. I you could keep from talking, it would mahe
things casier for you, taa.

Gaev. I won't speak (Eisses ANva's and VARYA'S hands).
17 be silent. Only this is about business. On Thursday I was

district Court; well, there was a large party of us
n talking of one thing and another, and
know, I believe that ft will be

in the
there and we bega
this and that, and do you
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Varya (weeps). I God would help us,
. Gaev. Don’t blubber, Aunt’s very rich, but she doesnt
like us, First, sister married a fawyer instead of a noble-
man,.., <
(ANYA appears in the doorway.)
Gazv. And then her conduct, one can't calf it virtuows.
She is good, and kind, and nice, and 1 love her, but, however
one allows for extenuating circumstances, there’s no denyiog
that she’s an immoral woman. One feels it in her slightest
_Zesture,

VARYA (in g whis, ). Anya's in the doorway.

Gaev. What do ydu say? (g pause). It's queer, there seems
to be something wrong with my right eye. I don't see a3
well as T did. And on Thursday when I was in the district
Court ...

{Enter Anva)

Varva. Why aren’t you asleep, Anya?

AnvyA. T can’t get to sleep. .

Gaev. My pet (kisses ANYA's Jace and honds). My child
{weeps). You are not my nifece, you are my angel, you are
everything to me. Believe me, believe. ..

ANYA, I believe you, uncle, Everyone Ioves you and re-
spects you ... but, uncle dear, you must be silent .. . simply
be silent. What were you saying just now about my mathet,
about your own sister? What made you say that?

GaEv. Yes, yes... (puts kit kand over kis joce). Really,
that was awfull My God, save met And to-day I made 2
speech to the bookease .. so stupid! And onfy when I had
finisked, T saw how stupid it was, ,

Varva. It's true, uncle, you ought to keep quiet. Don't
talk, that's all.

Anva. If you could keep from talking, it would make
things easier for you, too.

GaEv. I won't speak (kisses ANvA's and Varva's hands)
Tl be silent, Only this is about business. On Thursday 1 was
in the district Court, well, there was a large party of us
there and we began talking of one thing and another, and
this and that, and do you know, 1 believe that It will be
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quarters there are only the old servants, as yon know—
Efimyushka, Polya and Yevstigney—and Karp too. They
began letting stray people in to spend the night~I said
nothing, But all at once I heard they had been spreading 2
report that T gave them nothing hut pease pudding fo eat.
Qut of stinginess, yon know. ... And it was all Yevstigney’s
doing. ... Very well, I said to myself. ... If that’s how it is,
1 thought, wait a bit, I sent for Yevstigney ... (ymens), He
comes. , .. “How's this, Yevstigney,” 1 said, “you could be
such a fool as to?...” (Looking ot ANYA) Anitchkal (s
use). She’s asleep {puts ker arm round Anva). Come to
ed...come alongl (leads ker). My darling has fallen
asleepl Come. .. (They go.)
(Fer away beyond the orchard o shepherd plays ok ¢
pise. Tropustov crosses the stage gnd, secing
VARYA and ANYA, stands still.}
Varya. 'Sb! asleep, asleep, Come, my own.
ANYA (s0ftly, half osleep). I'm so tired. Still those bells.
Uncle . ..dear ... mamma and uncle. ...
Varya. Come, my own, come along.
{They go into ANYA's raom.} .
TroPnov (tendesly). My sunshinet My spring.

CURTAIN.
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Ermonov, 3 should be desirous to speak with you alope

sighs). .
¢ f!u.znmsm (embarrassed), Well—only bring me my man-
Yle Frst. It's by the cupboatd, Tt's rather damp bere,

Epntopov, Certainly, T will fetch it. Now I know what 1
must do with my vevolver {Jakes guitar and goes off ploy. »
ing on ity.

,Ynsm, Two snd twenty misfortunest Between outselves,
he's a foal {yewns).

Dunvasia God grant ke doesu't shoot himselll (4 pense)
Y am 30 nervous, I'm always in a futter. ¥ was a little giel
when 1 +7as taken into our 12dy’s bouse, and now I bave quite
grown out of peasant ways, and my hands are white, as
white 25 a lady’s Pm such a delicate, seositive ceavore, ¥rm
alraid of everything T'm so frightened, And if you deceive
me, Yasha, T don’t hraw what will become af wy merves.

Yasua hisses ker) You're a peach! OF course 3 gisl must
never forget berself; what I distike more than anything is
# gl being Nighty in her behaviour. -

Duxvasi. T'm passionately in love with you, Yaska; you
2%t 2 Tum of eutture—~you tan give your opinion about any-
thing (e pause),

Yassia (ymens)y Yes, that’s so My opinion is this: it 2 —
girl loves anyone, that means that she has 1o principles (2
fause) Tt's pleasant smoking 2 cigar in the open air (listens).
Someone’s coming this way ... it's the gentlefolk (Dusvyasua”
embraces him pmpultively). Go Yome, 28 though you had
been 1o the river 1o batbe; go by that pawy, o else theyl)

meet you and suppose 1 have made an appointment with
you here That T can’t endure,

Dunvasua (coughing softly). The cigar tny
head ache  (goes of). B b made my

(YASNA remaing ssthing near the sheine, Entey YUY

1o h.\'b\um'm, Gagv ond Loramnty,) N
pAINN You must make op your mind once for all—
there’s no time 10 lose. Tt's quite 2 simple qQuestion, )our kﬂw
Will you consent to letting the fand for building or not?
One word in answer: Yes or ng? Only ooe wordt
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Loram. Detiganov, the miltiopaire, means to buy your
estate. They sty be is coming to the sale himself.

Lyupov. Where did you bear that?

Lopanin. Thats when they say in town,

Gazv. Our aunt in Yaroslavl has promised to send belp;
but when, and how much she will send, we don’t know,

Loranix. How mach will she send? A hundred thousand?
Two hundred?

Lyusov Oh, welll ... Ten or filteen thousand, zud we
must be thankful o get that,

Laranx, Forgive me, but such reckless people as you ase
—~such quecr, unhusiness-tke people—T never met in my
fe. One tells yau in plam Russian your estate is gaiag to
‘be sold, and you seem not to understand Q.

Lyunov. What ate we to do? Tell us what ta do,

Loramn 1dotell youevery day. Every day I say the same
thing. You absolutely must let the cherry orchard and the
fand on building leases; and do 1t at once, as quick as may
be—the auction’s <lose upon us? Do understand! Once make
vp your mind to buld villas, and you can raise 25 much
mosey as you ke, and then you are saved.

vupor Villas and summer vistors—forgive me saying
sa~t's $0 vulgar,

Gazv. There 1 gesfectly agree with you,

Lopasty T shall cob, or scream, or {all into a fit. ¥ capt
stand W' You drwve me madl {T'o Gazv) Vou're an old
woman'

Gaev What do you say?

%-0“"” Anold mnmn;l (Getsup to go}

yvoov {m dismay) No, dont got D
friend! Perhaps we thall think of song:glhing 30, my deae
\l:m-um ‘\)‘:;hm ) 1h§1e 10 thirk of7
AUTOV W't po, 1 oentreat youl Wity .
more cheerlul, anyway (s pouse), 1 heep c‘%mi::r;,: .
thing, oy thaugh “";;“‘& were going 1o fal} about qur ear:
g*&s tan grojound degection) Potted the whited 1t faits
Lyusoy We have been € i
Loranin, You have nos:it:s :n::p‘:;naf =
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such azother blockheaq 22d idiot. Ive Jearny nothing prop,.

erly. T write 5 wretched hand, | WTite 50 that T feey ashameq
before fotks, like 2 pig.

YUROY, You ought to et married, my dear fellow,
Loramy, Yes, -« that’s trye.

Lrowov, Yoy shoulg marry our Varya,

b 2 she’s 2 goog girl
PAIIN, Yes
L:

V. She's 3 Bood-natured gitl, she’s busy ali day
long, and whagrs more, she laves yoy, And yoy haye liked her
for ever 5o long

Loranny Well? I'm poy against it....Shes 5 good gir]
Pause),
Garv I've been offereq aplace in the bank: ¢

4000 roubleg
2 year. Dig You knawp

Lytoy, You woulg tever do for that] Yoy must stay 55
You are,

(Enter Frxs 1wty overcos )
Fies Pyt iy

1 M, 0ld fellay,
80 on lke this, 'ou went W3y in the
TBOMDing withony leaving word {looks pim over),

Paxse) Temember twhay Fejoicing
NOW themselyag what they wers
PAHIN Thoge were fine olg times, Ther
ln}'wny.
Fizs (ot kearng), T, be suret e
Place, ang the ters kp, eirs; but
.G nndlslexlms‘ there's ng Making iy out, o they a
ATy Hold your tongue, Fin 1 mUst g 4 t
row I haye been mised ap jn i e T
might le vy bave 5 loan, troductiog b e
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such another blockheaq and idiot, Ite Tearn nothing prop-
erly. X write 3 2 wretched . 1 write so lbal I feet ashameq
before fotks, ke 5 ig

YUBoV, \ou ou; gbt to get married, my dear feljor,
Lopamy, Yes. . thayy S true,
Lvuzoy Yoy should marry our Varya, she's 2 good gir),
Lopany, Yes
YUDOV, She's 2 good-natyreq gitl, she's busy af day
Tong, ang what's more, she loves you, An d you have Iiked her
for ever o lon,
¢ PAHIN. Wellp 1'my ot against g, , «.She’s 5 good girt
N )

e been oﬂered aplace in the bank: 6,000 Toubles
L} )w Dzd You know:
Lytnoy, You wnuld bever do for that! yo,
¥ou are,

TSt stay g
(Enter Frrs witg Overcoat,)
Fres, titon, sir, ju damp,
Gary (pullmg it on) You botber me, old fellny,
Fn.rs You capyy n like

o £0 o ou went %3y in the
moming Wwithoyt leaving O (looks frp over),
Firsy

{7 be surey The
Place, ang the masterg knew theirg, butp:i&n!heynma;lh et
ey ang SEVEDS, thergty no g it ou( 2
Gary Hold your (on);u Firs,
Yow I have TO!

KD tﬂ ln\m lu~nmr.
iRkt let ug by €alogy, inlmd Uction # general, yp,
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Loranw. You won't bring that off. And you won’t pay
your arrears, you may rest assured of that.

Lyunoy. That's all his nonsense. There is no such general,

{Enter Trorimov, ANva and Varya.)

Gaev. Here come our girls,

Anva, There's mamma on the seat.

Lyunov (Yenderly), Come here, come along. My darlingst
(Embraces Anva and Varva } 1f you only knew how T fove
you both 5it beside me, there, like that (I 12 down )

; dl.xxmum. QOur perpetuat student 13 always with the young
adies.

Trorsstov, That's not your business.

Loramy He'll soon be fifty, and he's stlf a student.

Trorsstov. Drop your idistic johes

Lovamn, Why are you so cross, you queer fish?

Trorimov Oh, don’t persist!

Loramn tlanghs) Allow me to ask you what's your idea
of me?

Trormov 'l tell you my idea of you, Yermolay Alexeye-
vitch. you are a rich man, you'il soon be a outhonaire, Well,
just as in the cconomy of nature a wild beast is of use, who
devours everything that comes i s way, so you teo have
your use
(A daugh )

Varva. Better tell us something about the planets, Petya.

Lyunov No, Iet us go on with the conversation we ha
yesterday.

Troriyov What was it about”

Garv About pride

Trormtay We had 2 long canversation yesterday, hut we
came to no conclusion In pride, 1n your sense of M, there is
something mysticat Perhaps vau are richt from vour peint
of view, but if one looks at 3t amply, without subtlcty, swhat
sort of pride can there be, what ~ense is there in a1, of man
in his physiologiead formation ss very imperfect, if 10 the
immense majarity of cases he 18 coarse, dull-witted, pro-
foundly unhappy ? One must give up glorsfication of self. One
should work., and nothing else

Gary One must die i any case
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Trorsuov, Who kuews? And whae does it mean—dying?
Prrhaps man has 2 bundred senses, and only the five we
oow ate fost 3t death, while the other ninety-fve temain
alive,

Lyuzov. How clever you are, Petya!

LoraiN {wonically). Fearfully clever!

Trorntov. Humanity progresses, perfecting its powers.
Exerything that is beyond its ken now will one day become
famibar and comprehensibile; enly we must work, we must
with all our powers aid the seeker after truth. Here among
u8in Russia the workers are few in number as yet, The vast
majority of the intellectual people I know, seek nothing, do
2athing, are not fit as yet for work of any kind They call
themselves wmtellectual, hut they treat their servants as in-
fenars, behave to the peasants as though they were animals,
Team Tittle, read nothing seriously, do practically nothing,
anly 131k abovut science and know very kittie about art. They
¢ 2l serious people, they all have severe faces, they ail
ik of weighty malters and air their theories, and yet the
Vast majority of us—mnety-mpe per cent~live Yke save
ages, 1t the Jeast thing fiy 1o Wlows and abuse, eat piggishly,
slerp I 5lth and stuffiness, bugs everywhere, stench and damp
and moral impurity And it's clear all our fine talk is only to
divert gur aftention and other people’s, Show me where to
£ the criches there's so much talk about, and the reading-
vooms? They only exst in niovels- in read Yife there are none
of them, There is mothing but filth and vulgarity and Asiatic
apathy T fear and dislike very serious faces T'm afraid of
serious conversatians, We should do better to be silent.

. Loramx You know, T get up at five o'clock i the morn-
i5g, and T wurk trom mornng to night; and Tve Toonty, m;
% and other peaple’s, always passing through ray b:;ndsy
34 1 see what people are made of 2} found me. Oue has'
orly ta begs 10 do anything 1 see how few honest, d
people there ate Sometimes i s Uecent
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(The Yayfarer appears in o @ skebBy white Jorage cap
and gn orercont; /Ie s slightly drunk,)
Waveazeg, RZR. Allow me inquire, can [ get to the smmn
this way> N

Gazv, Y, Go along llm road,

WAvr.m:z b:mk ! most fcelmgly (couglnng) The
weatber jg ¢ superh, (Detlamu) My her, my suﬁenng
brothery | -Come out 1o the \'olgal \Vh ¢ groa)

n do yoy
Learp (Ta \nn) l\hdemmsel]: vouchsafe bungry
Russian | thir t

ut lmek of aIa-rm)
Lopanry (angnly) Theres right and 5 Wwrong way of
damg Sverythingt

YUBOV (higryy, urrsedly), Here, take th; (lool‘: in her burse),
Tieng silver, No mauer-heres gold for rotr,
'AVPARER, 1 thank You most (celmglyl (goes off).
(Laughter )
Vazyy (/nghtcned) Pm ™M going home._ e—T'm gomg...oh
ma, the Servantg have pothing ¢ eat, apy d yq
bim gvldl

gave
YCROV Ther, eTe’s no dop, g anything with m Im 0 sillyy
When v, home, 17 give you all 1 - Yermolyy
Mexe}mtch wu il fend me some more _, . l
PARIN |y
Lyvoy Cnme, rnemLs it’s tim £oing. Ang Varya
bave made 2 match of 3¢ for

b yuu Imnﬂm(u]aleyo
\"Am (llrmugh her tear, 2r5), N mma, that' Dot i Joking

Lurum: “‘Ophelia, Eet thee (g 5 DUnpery|»
Gazy My hangs are trtmbhng; it’ RS

LoruuN Let m,
204 gen Uemen o

A orck { m

about uuu Think ghoy, | i il be 4. Think
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Lyunov, You ask for giants! They are no good except la
story-books; in real life they frighten us.

(Ermnonov advances in the background, playing on the
guitar.)

Lvunov (dreamily), There goes Epihodov,

AnvaA (dreamily). There goes Epihodov.

Gaev. The sun has set, my {riends.

Trormov. Yes.

GaEv (not londly, but, as it were, declaiming). O nature,
divine nature, thou art bright with eternal lustre, beautiful
and indifferent! Thou, whom e call mother, thou dost unite
within thee life and death! Thou dost give life and dost de-
stroyl

VARYA (in a tone of supplication). Unclel

Anva. Uncle, you are at it again?

TrorIvov. You'd much better be cannoning off the ted!

GaEev. I'll hold my tongue, I will.

(Al sit plunged in thought. Perfect stillness. The only
thing audible is the muttering of Fivs. Suddenly
there is a sound in the distance, as it were from the
sky—the sound of @ breaking harp-string, mowrn-
Jully dying awvay.)

Lyunov. What is that?

Loramn, 1 don't know. Somewhere far away a bucket
fallen and broken in the pits But somewhere very far away.

Gaev, Tt might be a bird of some sort—such as a heron.

‘Trorimov. Or an owl, N

Lyusoy (skudders), 1 don’t know why, but it’s borrid
(a pause).

Fizs. It was the same before the calamity—the owl hooted
and the samovar hissed all the time.

Gaxv. Before what calamity?

Firs. Before the emancipation (g pause).

Lvunov. Come, my f{riends, let us be going; evening is
falling. (To ANva) There are tears in your eyes. What is i,
darling? (Embraces her.)

ANvA, Nothing, mamma; it's nothing.

Tror1stov. There is somebody coming.
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The wayjarer appears in a shebby white forage cop )
¢ and a!l overcoal; ke is sHghtly drunkl) .
Warpaxex, Allow me o inquire, can 1 pet to the station
his way? )
Gaxv, Yes. Go slong that road, .
Warraree. 1 bank you most feelingly {coughing). The
weatber is supeth. (Decleims) My brother, my suffering
brothes! ... Come out to the Volgal Whose groan do you
tear?... (To Varva) Mademoiselle, vouchsafe a hungry
Russian thirty kopeks,
{(Varya utters o shriek of alerm.)
Larauty (angedy). Thete's a right and a wrong way of
Eolng everythung!
Lyusov thurriediy). Here, take this {looks in her purse).
The no silver No matter—here's goid for you.
Wavranzr, T thank you most feelingly! {goes off).
(Laughter.)
Vazya (frightened), Tm gong bome--I'm going...Oh,
mamma, the servants have nothing to eat, and you gave
him golds

Lyveov. There's no doing anything with me. I'm so silly!

When we get bome, Il give you all I possess, Yermolay
Alezeyevitch, you il lend me some mote., .}
Loramiv ¥ will. !
Lyusov, Cere, friends, it's time to be going. And Varya,
w¢ have made 3 match of 1t for you, { congratulate you.

Vavya (through her tears). Mamma, that's pot g joking
matter

Xébnmn “Ohaph‘ti\&m. e lheebto 2 nunneryl®

atv My hands are trembling, it's 2’ long while sines =

1 hxl‘l)i o gpgﬂlmds ' g while since
Papy “Opheliat Nymph, in thy orisons i

Mooiiruisy yoph, ¥ o be all my sins

Lvepov Come, it will soon be supper-time,
% 5 Y o
bll}g““‘ How be {rightened met My bear's simply theob-
Loramy et me remind you, ladi
the 21nd of August the tb:n’-y o’rdm: :g\(l{ g:nsl;;!r’n Thioh
about that! Think abaus ity - Thik
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(All go off, except TroriMav and ANYA,)
ANYA (leughing). I'm grateful to the wayfarer! He fright-
ened Varya and we are left alone.

Trormov. Varya’s afraid we shall fall in love with each
other, and for days together she won't leave us, With her
narrow brain she can’t grasp that we are above love, To
eliminate the petty and transitory which hinders us from
being free and happy—that is the aim and meaning of our
life. Forward! We go forward irresistibly towards the bright
star that shines yonder in the distance. Forward! Do not 11§
behind, friends.

ANYA (claps ker hands). How well you speakl (a pouse)-
It is divine here to-day.

Trorov, Yes, it’s glorious weather. .

ANYa. Somehow, Petya, you've made me so that T don't
Tove the cherry orchard as'T used to. T used to love it $0
dearly. T used to think that there was no spot on earth like
our garden.

Trorruov. All Russia is our garden. The earth is grest
and beautiful—there are many beautiful places in it (¢
pause). Think only, Anya, your grandfather, and great-
grandfather, and all your ancestors were slave-owners—the
owners of living souls—and from every cherry in the orchard,
from every leaf, from every trunk there are human creatures
looking at you, Cannot you hear their voices? Ob, it is awful!
Your orchard is a fearful thing, and when in the evening
or at night one walks about the orchard, the old bark on the
trees glimmers dimly in the dusk, and the old cherry trees
seem to be dreaming of centuries gone by and tortured by
fecrful visions. Yes! We are at least two hundred years be-
hind, we have really gained nothing yet, we have no definite
attitude to the past, we do nothing but theorisc ot complain
of depression or drink vodka It s clear that to begin to live
in the present we must first expiate our past, we must break
with it; and we can expiate it only by suffering, by extraor-
dinary unceasing Jabour. Understand that, Anya

ANYA. The house we live in has long ceased to be our
own, and I shall leave it, I give you my word.

%
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Teornov. If you have the house keys, fling them into the
wtll and go away. Be free as the wind,

Axva in ccstasy), How beautitally you said thatt

Tvoruov. Believe me, Anya, believe mel I am not thitty
yet, Tamyoung, T am still 2 student, but T have gone through
30 much already! As soon 2s winter comes ¥ am huvgry,
sick, careworn, poor as a beggar, and what ups and downs of
fortune have ¥ ot boown! And my soul was abways, every
migte, day and might, ful o inexphcable forebodings. 1
Eae a foreboding of happiness, Anya I see glimpses of
italready,

ANYA {pensively). The moon is rising.

(Er1stovov 15 keard playing still the same mournful song
on the gustar. The moos vises. Somewhere nesr the
poplars Varxa is looking for Awvas and calling
“Anya’ where are you?”)

Trorncov Ves, the moon 15 nsing (¢ fouwse) Here is
bappiress—here 1t comes! Tt is coming nearer and nearer;
already 1 can hear uts footsteps And if we nevec eee it
Hwe may never know it—what does it matter? Others will
se¢ {tafier us

¥arva's Vorce. Anya' Where are you?

Trorruov. That Varya again! (dugrdy) It's revolting!

Axya, Well, let’s o down to the fiver 1's lovely *here.

Trormstov, Yes, let's go (They go)

Vasux's Vorce. Anyal Anyal

CURTAIN,



ACT II1

A drawing-room divided by an arch from a larger drauing-
room. A chandelier burning The Jewish orchestra, the
same that was mentioned in Act 1, is heard playing in
the ante-room. It is evesting. In the lerger drawing-room
they arc dancing the grand chain. The voice of SEM-
YoNoOv-Pisutcirk: “Promenade @ une gaire!” Then
enter the drawing-room in couples first Prsurcuty end
CrzartotTA IvaNova, then Trormmov and Lyuvov
ANDREYEVNA, thirdly ANYA with the Post-Ofice Clerk,
Jourthly Varva with the Station Master, and other
guests. VaRyA is quictly tweeping and wiping away her
tears ax she dances, In the lost couple s DUNYASTIA.
They move across the drawing-room. Pisntciik shosts:
Grand rond, balancez!” and “Les Cavaliers & genou et
remerciez vos dames.”

Firs in a swellow-tail coat brings in seltzer water on a tray.
FPrsutcmix and TroriMov enter the drawing-room.

Prsirenik. 1 am a full-blooded man; I have already had
twno strokes, Dancing’s hard work for me, but as they =ay,

if you're in the pack, you must bark with the rest. I'm s

strong, 1 may say, as a horse, My parent, who would have

his joke—may the Kingdom of Heaven be his!—used to xay
about our origin that the ancient stock of the Semyonov-

Pishtchiks was derived from the very horse that Caligul

made a member of the senate (8its down). But I've no money,

that's where the mischief is. A hungry dog believes in nothing
but meat, .. (snores, but at once wakes up). That's like
me...I can think of nothing but money.

Troristov, There really is something borsy about your

appearance.
or
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Prsurcmny, Well...a horse is a fine beast

€ be sold, . .

(There iy tpe found of bittigrqs being played‘m an ad-

Joining ropm. Varya Gppears in the arck leading 1, the

ger drax-ingwo .. 5

Teorngy (teasng)y, Madame Lopabint Madame Lopa-

hing

Vazya (angriy) Mang—]ooking gentlemant
Trornsroy, Yes

o
»+»3 borse

s Lam mangy-lnoking gentleman, 559
Y'm proug of it}
'ARYA (pmiermg bmerly). Here we have hired musiciapg
nothing ! (Goes out)

You have Wasted
€Y 10 pay you

o b in the eng
Ve turned the ¥orld upside down

0%apher, 5 Yery great and
Celebrated myy «- of enormoys intellect, " S3ysin his works,
that one capy make forgeq bank-nates,
have yop read Nietzsche?
SHTCHIK Wy, BEt .. Dashenky told me, ~And
 such Position, | might just 3¢ well forge by
01 I'm

w Ust pay 370 Toubles
130 1 haye Procured (fe,r; m kiy Pockets "in elarm), The
Money's Rome! T have Jost My money| ( Tlrmugln Kis Learsy
Where's the moneyp ( Gleefully WhY, here itis behing the
ning . 1y bas mage me hot 4]} aver,
(Entey Lytmoy Aunzvzvm and Cum.o-ru Tvay.
O¥Na )

Lesgingqy, Why i Leonid ¢ long?

What ¢a he be doing 1n w02 (7o 1, 4

mml(nn! 0me tea ? WYASH‘) Oﬁer !ht
ROPIAOy le hagny pla most J;

", YUBov [y . TONg time 10 have ¢ md:i:(’}‘.a and
*TONg time 19 Ve 2 dance y, i p

it sofity) P 2 dance ey [0 e Gty o

Citwzze

Tradgrres Py '
Peck of e gy xnycrl:?é ;nﬁcli"::/ cardy), Heres 5
l"xmmm:. Ihe thoughy of one, ’



ACT 101

A drawing-room divided by an arch from a larger drawing-
room. A chandelier burning. The Jewith orchelrs, dhe
same that was mentioned 1n Act I, §s heard playing in
the ante-room. It is evening. In the larger drawing-room
they are dancing the grond chain, The voice of S
vonov-Pisurenik: “Promencde & une poirel” Then
enter the drawing-room in couples firs¢ Pisurcnik end
Ciarrorra Ivanova, then Troruneov and Lyuroy
ANDREVEVNA, thirdly ANYA with the Post-Office Clerk,
Jourthly Varya with the Statson Master, and other
guests. VARYA is guietly weeping and wiping away ket
tears as she donces, In the lost couple §s DunyAsia.
They move across the drawing-room, Pisuscing shoutt?
Grand rond, balancez!” and *“Les Cavaliers 4 genou 8
remercicz vos dames ™

Fixs in a swallow-tail coat brings in seltzer water on a frey.
Pisnrcing and Trorisov enter the drawing-room.

Prstrrerik 1 am a full-blooded man, I have already had

two strohes. Dancing's hard work for me, but as they @y,

if you're in the pack, you must bark with the rest. I'm as

strong, 1 may say, as a horse My parent, who would have
his johe~may the Kingdom of Heaven be his' —used to sy
about our otigin that the ancient stock of the Semyonov.

Pishichiks was derived from the very horse that Caliguls

made a member of the senate (se/s down} Rut I've no maney,

that's where the mischief 18 A hungry dog believes in nothing
but meat. . (nores, but of omcr wokes wp). That's like
me...I can think of nothing but money,

Trormvov. There really {s something horsy about your

appearance.
<
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Cruzeorra, That's the end (Phrows the rug ot PISATCHIR,
makes @ curtsey, runs into the lnrger drmwing-room).

Pispscuik (hurries after her). Mischievous creaturel
Fancyl (Goes out.)

‘Lyusov. And still Leonid doesn't come, 1 can’t understand
what ba's doing in the town so Jong! Why, everything must
be over by now. The estate is sald, o5 the sale has pot taken
place, Why keep us sa long in suspense? .

VAzya (irying to console her). Uncle's bought it. X feel
sure of that

Troriuov (sromcally). Oh, yest

Vaava. Great-aunt sent hir an autt to buy it in
ber name, and transfer the debt. She's doing it for Anya's
sake, and I'm sure God will be merciful. Uncle will buy it

Lyusav. My aumt in Yarostal sent fifteen thousand to
buy the estate tn ber name, she doesn’t trust us—but that’s
not tnough wven 10 pay the arrears (hides her Joce in hey
kands), My tate is being sealed to-day, my fate ...

Troridov {feasing Vawya). Madame Lopahin.

Vaxva {angrily). Perpetual student! Twice atready you've

n sent down from the University.

Lyumov. Why ate you angry, Varya? He's teasing you
abowt Lopahin Well, what of that? Marry Lopahin if you
Iike, he's 3 good man, and mteresting, 2f you don’t want to,
don’tl Nobody compels you, darhng .

Vaxia 1 must tell you plamdy, mamma, 1 look at the mat
1 sesiously, be's a good man, I bhe bim.

. Lvunov Well, matry bum 1 can't see what you're waiting

or,

Vasxa Mamma. U can’ moike am an offer myseli, Fe
the last two years, esetyone’s been talking 1o me :bout hi:;
Everyone talks, but he sayy sothuag or else makes 3 jcke‘
1 sce what ot means He's growung rich, he's absorbed in
business, be has 00 thoughts for me. 1§ 1 hzd magey, were
it ever 50 litle, f 1 bad only 2 hundeed touthes, 13
everything wp and go far away 1 would gintea ;“mwmw

’{‘mrmuv What blusst )

axya {lo Trormov). A student e sense
(In @ s0]t fone x3th teerr) How ugly ::51%::::&1”;
J
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Crrarrorta. Shuffle the pack now. That’s right. Give it
here, my dear Mr. Pishtchik. Ein, zwei, drei—now lool, it's
in your breast pocket.

Pisurcuixk (taking a card out of his breast pocket), The
eight of spades! Perfectly right! (¥ onderingly) Fancy that
now!

Cuarcorra (holding pack of cards in her kands, to Trorl-
aov). Tell me quickly which is the top card.

‘Trorimov. Well, the queen of spades.

Cuiarrorta. It is! (To Pasurcinx) Well, which eard s
uppermost ?

Pisurcmk, The ace of hearts.

CuartLoTTaA, It isl (claps ker hands, pack of cards disap-
pears). Ah} what lovely weather it is to-day!

(A mysterions feminine”voice which seems coming ou!
of the floor answers her. “Oh, yes, it's magnificent
weather, madam.”)

Cuarrorra. You are my perfect ideal.

Vorcr. And T greatly admire you too, madam.

StaTION MasTER (applandmg). The lady ventriloquist—
bravo!

Prsutcmik (wondcringly). Fancy that now! Most en-
chanting Chatlotta Ivanovna, I'm simply in love with you.

Cuarrorra. In love? (Shrugging shoulders) What do you
know of love, guter Mensch, aber schlechter Musikant.

TrorIMOV (pats PISTCIUR on the shoulder). You dear
old horse. ...

CHARLOTTA. Attention, please! Another trich! (fakesa
travelling rug from a chair). Here’s a very good rug; T want
to sell it (shaking it out) Doesn't anyone want to buy it?

Pisurciuk (wonderingly). Fancy that!

. CuartotTA, Ein, zwei, dreit (quickly picks up rug she
kas dropped; behind the rug stands ANva, she makes @
curtsey, runs to her mother, embraces her and runs back into
the larger drawing-room amidst general enthusiasr.)

Lyurov (applauds). Bravo! Bravo! .

CiARLOTTA, Now again! Ein, zwrl', dret) (lifts up the rug;
bekind the rug stands VARYA, bowing).

Pisutciuk (wonderingly). Fancy that now!
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2014, then sl me with the orchard (embroces TrOPRIOV,
Kitses kim on the [auhcmi). dl\:ymboy was drowned here
xeeps). Pity me, my dear kind feilow.~
f T npngmov{r\fo‘:l now 1 feel for you with ail my heart,

Lvueay, But that showld have been said differently, so
difierently {takes ol ker kaudherchief, telegram falls on
the floor). My beart is so heavy today It's 50 noisy here,
wy soul is quivering at every sound, I'm shuddering all over,
but I can't go away; 'm afraid to be quiet and alone. Don't
be bard on me, Petys .. .1 Yove you as though you were one
of ourselves. T would gladly Jet you marry Anya—1 swear
1 would-—only, my dear boy, you must take your degree,
you do nothing—you're simply tossed by fate from place
1o place That's wo strange. 1t is, isn't it? And you must do
wmething with your beard to wake it grow somehow
{laughs). You look so funny! .
bchormov (picks up the telegram). I've vo wish 1o be a

Quty.

Lyurav That's a telegram fram Pasis. 1 get one every day,
One yesterday and ane to-day. That savage creature is ill
azain, he’s 1n trouble again. He begs forgweness, beseeches
¢ to £o, aod really 1 ought to go to Pans to see him. Yau
Jock shocked, Petya What am I to do, my dear boy, what
am I 1o do? He is il}, he is alone and unh3ppy, and who'll
Yook after hum, who'll keep bim from doing the wreng thing,
whal give him his medicing at the vight time? And why hide
Torbe silent? [ fove hum, that's clear. Tlove him!  Jove him}
He's a millstone about my neck, I'm going 1o the bottom
with him, but 1 love that store and can’t Live without {t
{prexies Troruov's kand) Don't think ilf of me, Petya
dm_-xr‘l 161} me anything, ;l'an'l tell me.., ’ '

roristov {through Kis tears). For God’ v
lnﬁkm why, kw‘mbbrd ycu)l Do sike forgive my
verov Not! Not Not Yo '
Ser o) ‘ou mustn't speak Tike that {covery
Tlgrmcv He is a wreteh! You're the only person tha
\m ‘:!know it He's 2 warthless creatures Aptﬂap'u:(h};
Lyvsov (getting angry, but speaking 1ith restraint).
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Hu\_v old you look! (To Lyunov ANDREYEVNA, no Jonger
crying) But I can’t do without work, mamma; 1 must have
something to do every minute,

{Enter Yasua)

Yasua (hardly restraining hit laughter), Epihodov has
broken a billiard cuel (Goes ont.)

Varva. What is Epihodov doing here? Who gave him
len\;: to play ulliards? 1 can’t make these people out {gees
out).

Lyunov Don't tease her, Petya. You see she has grief
enough without that,

‘Troristov. She is so very officious, meddiing in what's not
her business. All the summer she's given Anya and me no
peace, She’s afraid of a love affair between us What's it to
do with ber? Besides, 1 have given no grounds for t, Such
triviality is not i my line. We are above love'

Lyusov. And I suppose 1 am beneath love. (Very uneasily)
Why is 1t Leonid’s ot here? 1f only I could hnow whether
the estate 1s sold or not! It seems such an incredible calamity
that 1 really don t know what to think I am disteacted ..
1 shall scream in a mmute 1 shall do something stumd.
Save me, Petya, tell me something, talk 10 me*

Trorimov What does it matter whether the estate is sold
to-day or not? That's all dene with long age There's no
turning back, the path s overgrown  Dun't worry yourself,
dear Lyubov Andreyevna You mustn't deceive yoursedf; for
once in your jife you must face the teuth'

Lyuzov, What truth? Ynu see where the truth lies, but [
seem 1o have fost my sight, T see nothang You settle every
great problem so boldly, but tell me, my dear boy, tsn g it
because you're younp ~beeguce yon havent yl understood
one of your problems through suffering 4 You hk forward
boldly, and 1s0't it that you dun’t see and don ¢ expect any-
thing deeadful because bie 3 sl hydden from yuur young
eyes? You're bolder, more hanest deeper than we are, bt
think, be just a httle magnammous hase futy on me |
was born here, you kpow, my father and muther ived here,
my grandfathes lived here, 1 iove this howe 1 aan t concetve
of tife without the chertv archard, and if 1 really must be
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Trzs. 1 don't feel well, In old days we used to have gen
erals, barons and admirals dancing at our balls, and now we
send for the post-office clerk and the station master and even
they're not overanxious to come. I am getting feeble. The
oid master, the dfatber, used to give seahng-wax for all
complaints. § bave been taking sealing-wax for twenty years
or more. Perhaps that's what's kept me ahve, 3
Yasa. You bose me, old man! (yaiens) It's time you
wtre dope with
Fies Ath, you're 2 good-for-nothing! (mutiers)
{TroFruoy and Lyupov ANDREVEVNA dance in larger
soom and then on to the stage).
Lyvsov. Merer Y sit down 3 hitle (sifs down). I'm
tired

(Enter ANYA) '
Axva (excitedly}. There's 3 man in the kitches has been
aaytog that the cherry orchard’s been sold to-day.
Leusov Sold to wham?
Anva He dude't say to whom He's gone away,
(She dances with Traxisov, and they go of into the
larger room }
Yasus There was an old man gossiping there, 2 Strangec,
Fixs Lzomd Andreyevitch isn't here yet, hie hasn't come
back He has tus fight overcoat on, demr-saison, hel catch,
cold for sute Ach! Foolish young things! |
Lyveoy 1 (eel as thousd 1 should die. Go, Yasha, find
out to whom it has been sold
{AS[!A Rut he w?em away long 4z, the old chap (laughs)
wurov tuath shight exation) What are you bauphi 3
'-\'};:I are you pleased at? youbughing at?
‘asna Epihodav 1s to funny. He's a sith
twenty misforiunes ¥ fellow, two and
supov Tirs, if the estate is sold, wh
{us \\’h:{;h you bid me, there 11 :rf ill you go?
uu&;}:“r‘ " ﬁf‘ you ook lhe that? Are you il1? You
¥ Yes (ronically). Me go to bed and who .
bere? Who's 10 see i 370 wha's 1© wait
T the e, 1© RS Without e T the only one
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You're twenty-six or tweaty-seven years old, but you're stilt
a schociboy.

Trorntov. Possibfy

Lyusov. You shovld be a man at your age! You should
understand what love means! And you ought to be in love
yourself. You cught to fall in love! (Angrily) Yes, yes, and
it’s not purity In you, youw're ssmply a prude, a comic {ool,
2 freak,

Trorc v (i horror). The things she's saying!

Lyupov Iam above love! You're not above love, but sim-
ply as our Firs here says, “You are a good-for-nothing.” At
your age not to have a mistress!

TroFIMOV (i horror) This is awful' The things she {8
saying! {goes rapudly snto the larger drawing-room clitching
kis kead). This is awfull T can’t stand 11! I'm gong (Gors
off, but at once returns.) All is over between us! (Goes o
into the ante-room.}

Lyvnov (shouts after Jum) Petya' Wast a muoute! You
funny creature! I was joking’ Petya! (There 5 o sound of
somebody running quickly doumstasrs and suddenly falling
westh a crask ANYA and VARYA scream, bul Jhere ss o soun
of laughter at once)

Lyunov. What has happened?

(ANYA TUNS 191 )

Anva {loughing). Petya's fallen downstars’ (Runs out.)

Lyunov What o queer fellow that Petya '

{The Stateon Master stands n the mddie of the farger
ro0ms and reeds “ The Magdalene,” by Uesev Teol-
stoy. They luten 1o kum, but before ke hos recited
many hnes strasns of a walts are keard tram the
ante-roors and the recding 9y broken oft 1l deme
Trorssov, Axva, Varva end Lyubov Anpree
YEVNA come 1 from Lhe ante-room )

Lyunov, Come, Petya—- came, pure heart® | beg your par-
don, Let's have a dance’ (dances wath Presay

{ANYA ond VARVA donce Fixs romes an, puss kis stick
dowen neer the side door Yasua alio comes into
the draring-room and looks on at the dancing )

Yasua. What is it, old man?
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Fres. T don't feel well. In old days we used to have gen
erals, barons and admirals dancing at our balls, and now we
send for the post-office clerk and the station master and eves
they're not overanxious to come. 1 am getting feeble. The
ald master, the diather, used to give sealing: for al}
complaints I bave been taking seating-wax for twenty years
¢¢ mote. Perhaps that's what's kept me alve, 3
Yasna. You bore me, old man! (yowns) It's time you
were done with.
Tiss, Ach, you're 3 good-for-nothing! (muffers)
{Trorivov and Lvtrov ANDREYEVNA dance in lorger
room and then on to the stage}.
urlzhn'wv. Meres 1T sit down a Ditde (sits down). I'm

{Enter AxYa)
Axva texctedly). There's 3 man in the kitchen has been
Qying that the cherry orchard's been sold to-day.
Lyroov Sold to whom?
Axya He didn’t say to whom, He's gone away,
(Ske dances with Trosisov, and they go off into the
larger room.)
Yaszia There was an old man gossiping there, a stranger,
Fins Leomd Andreyevitch mn't here yet, be hasn't come
back He bs hus light overcoat on, demi-saison, he'll catch
cold for sure Ach! Foolish young things!
Lavnos 3 {eed 23 though 1 should die. Go, Yasha, find
out to whom 1t has been sold
}"Asnm I:ul 1;: v‘m;l awdy long aga, the old chap (loughs).
Nvrov (with shight rexation). What ar 2hi
\\‘2:( are you plcaicd at? ) ¢ you lughing at?
Yassa, Fiihodov s <o funny. He's a silly
ey mmg"“m y. He's a silly fellow, two and
yerov Eurs, it the estate is sold, wh
{us wh:{t you bid me, there Il ;;e o g7
0“‘\‘}'::&‘{” i;hwo ¥ou fook hike that? Are you ill? Yoy
Fizs Yes leronically). Me
here? Who's to e 10 things

£ to bed and who's 1o waiy
in &ll the house.

witkout me? T'm the only one
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BYOWD accustomeq 10 it, o thay § Took upon ™y fate with 5
salle, You £ave me your word, and though I~
Drxyagyy Let us haye 2 talk later, entreat yoy, lgul
DO leave me in Peace, for | am lost in Teverie {, Plays wirp,
her Jan),
Ernnonoy, T have 5 Misfortune every da}", and §f T ma,
enture o expresg myself, 1 merely smije atit, I even laugh,
v

ARYA enters from the larger dmwmg-mnm.)
Varra, Yoy il bave poy

ne,
reallyl (7, DUN’YAS}'('A).
{To PHIODOV} Firgy You play bl"l?l’dj
2od breay (he CUe, then yoy 89 Wandering about the drawing.
slt

A I'm poy calling 3o fo account, I'm Speaking 14
Jou, Yoy g4 fnothing pyy wander from Place to Place ang
don'y 0 30Ur work tye keep yoy g 2 counting.hoyse clerk,
but whyy use cn'’t s3y

you are |
Erniopoy (oflendedy Whether 7 o,

ork or Wwhether 1 walk,

whether | €At or whether | play billiards, is 3 matter tg pa
Judesg by persans of nd-rsmnding and my elders,
L Varyy dare o tell me that| (ang 10} You daret
Yoy mean I've no understang,, ¢gone from berey

1S Runyget

Ertopoy (mum:datrd) T beg you to EXpress Yourself
with de

v

& hersely £er). This Tooment | goy out!
R A £0¢2 torayg, the door, s, IaIlou'in; im.y Two
' Mislortyney+ Take Yourseif gff Don’ let me set
Yoy (EPriiope, hay fone ouy, beking the dooy kis
Yoice, ] sha} lodge 5 omplaint Ap3ingy you”) What) You're
ing back 2 (Snatchey upthe styep Fn kay
Corme: ' f

RS Oen ear
2! Comet 1 show you W {
€O2UNgE? Then take thoyr ke sury e)ll huﬁm
AT omey m)
FAUIN g,

Obliged 1, !
Vaxyy (engrly gpg -’rant':illy). I)E:g
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Yasua (o Lyunov ANDREYEVNA). Lyubov Andreyests,
permit me to make a request of you; if you go back to Paris
again, be go kind as to take me with you. It’s positively im-
possible for me to stay here (looking abput him; in an under-
tone). There’s no need to say it, you see for yourself-—an
uncivilised country, the people have no morals, and then the
dullness! The food in the kitchen’s abominable, and then
Firs runs after one muttering all sorts of unsuitable words.
Take me with you, please do!

(Enter PisircHik.)

Pisurciuk. Allow me to ask you for a waltz, my dear
lady. (Lyupov ANDREYEVNA goes with him.) Enchanting
lady, I really must borrow of you just 180 foubles {dances),
only 180 roubles. (They pass into the larger room.) N

YasHA (hums softly). “Knowest thou my soul’s emotion.

(In the larger drawing-room, a figure in a gray top I.ml
ond in check trousers is gesticulating and jumping
about, Shouts of “Bravo, Chatlotta Ivanovna.”)

Dunvyastia (skhe has stopped to powder kerself). My young
lady tells me to dance. There are plenty of gentlemen, an
too few ladies, but dancing makes me giddy and makes my
heart beat. Firs, the post-office clerk said something to me
just now that quite took my breath away.

(AMusic becomes more subdued.)

Frrs. What did he say to you?

Dunvasna. He said I was like a flower.

Yasia (yawns) What ignorance! (Goes out.)

Dunvasia, Like a flower. I am a girl of such delicate
(eelings, I am awfully fond of soft speeches.

Firs. Your head’s being turned,

(Enter Ertionov,)

Epmopov. You have no desire to see me, Dunyasha. I
might be an insect (sighs). Aht life!

Dunvasiia. What i3 it you want? .

Errmopov, Undoubtedly you may be right (sighs). But
of course, if one Jooks at it from that pount of view, i.f I
‘may so express myself, you have, excuse my plain speaking,
reduced me fo a complete state of mind, I know my destiny.
Every day some misfortune befalls me and I have long ago
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gown accustomed fo it so that 1 ook upon oy fate with 2
=l You gne me yous word, and though T—— bt

Dusyastes, Let us have 3 talk later, 1 entrest you, bu
sow lease 8 in peace, for 1 am lost in reverie {plays with
ker fan).

Ermnovov, 1 base a misfortune every da}", and i T may

\mzul:‘: to express mysell, I merely swile at it, 1 even laugh.
{Vavya enters jrom the larger d‘mmng-mom\) .

Vazva, You stilt have not gone, Epihodov. What a dis-
resgectful creature you ase, reallyl (To Dunvasua) Go
ooy, Dunyaskal (7o Evuonov) First you play bifliards
20d break the cue, then you go wandering about the drawing.
toom like a visitor}

Erionoy. Vou really cannot, i 1 may so express myself,

ull e to account hike this. 5
Vaxya, T ot caliing you to acconnt, I'm speaking te

you You do nothing but warder from place to place and

&'t G0 your wark We keep you as 8 counting-hause clerk,
but what wse you are T ean't s2

Ertutopoy {ofended) Whether 1 work or whether I walk,
whetber I eat or whether [ play billiards, is a matter to be
fodeed by pessans of undesstanding and wy elders.

Vazya Yoo dare to 181} me thatl (Firing up) You dare?
You mean to say U've no understanding Begone from heret
“This minute!

Ermopov (mirmidated) 1 beg you to espress yourseld
it debeaey

Varva (Beside hersel] with gnger). This moment} get out!
aayl LHe goes tovards the door, she following him.) Two
a4 trenty mustortunes’ Take yoursell off! Doa't let me set
13 o0 you' (Eruiovov has gome out, bekind the door kit
voice, “1 shall lodze 2 complaint against you™ ) What! You're
oofing back? (Snatches up the stick Fxas hay but dowen mear
$A¢ door ) Come Come® Come! I shaw you! Whatl Yyou're
coturg? Then take thatt {She swings the stick, of the nery
wament that Lavaux comes in) *
Loraws Very much obliged ta you!

Vaxva {engrly ond wonicclly). 1 beg your pardont
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Lorann, Not at alll T humbly thank you for your kind
reception]

Varva, No need of thanks for it. (Moves away, then looks
ronnd and asks softly) I haven’t hurt you?

Lopan, Oh, nof Not at allf There’s an immense bymp
coming up, though!

VOICES FROM LARGER R00M, Lopahin has come! Yermolay
Alexeyevitch)

Prsurenix. What do I see and hear? (Kisses Lopanv.)
‘There’s a whiff of cognac about you, my dear soul, and
we're making merry here too!

(Enter Lyupov ANDREYEVNA.)

Lyunov. Is it you, Yermolay Alexeyevitch? Why have you
heen so long? Where’s Leonid?

LpPAmN. Leonid Andreyevitch arrived with me, He is
<oming.

ij’\vnov (in agitation). Welll Welll Was there a sale?
3peak!

LorauiN (embarrasscd, afraid of betraying his joy). The
sale was over at four o’clock. We missed our train—had o
m:li‘; till half-past ninc. (Sighing heavily) Ugh! I fec! a little
iddy. -
& (Enter Gakv. In his right hand he has purchases, with

kis left hand he is wiping away kis tears.)

Lyunov. Well, Leonid? What news? ([mpaticntly, witk
tears) Make haste, for God's sake!

GAEv (makes her no answer, simply waves his hand. To
Fixs, weeping) Here, take them; there’s anchovies, Kertch
herrings. I have eaten nothing all day. What I bhave been
through! (Door into the billiard room is apen. There is heard
u knocking of balls and the voice of YAsna saying “Eighly-
seven.” GAEV's expression changes, he leaves off weeping).
T am fearfully tired. Firs, come and help me change my
1hings (gocs to Ius own room across the larger drawing-
L] m}.

W}’xs)urcmx. Hovw about the sale? Tell us, do!

Lvuspov. Is the cherry orchard sold?

Lopamn. Tt is sold.

Lyupov. Who has bought it?
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Loramy. I bare bought it. {4 pause. Lyveov is crushed;
she would foll down 3 she were not standing necr @ chaic
ond table.) . .
(VARSA fakes keys from her waist-band, flings them on
the fioor in middle of drawing-room and goes out)
Lorams. § ke bought t! Want 4 bit, ladies and gentle-
e, pray, My bead's 3 bit muddled, L can’t speak (loughs).
e tame to Yhe avction. Deriganov was there ah‘ea§y‘ Leonid
Andreyeviich only bad 15,000 and Deriganov bid 30,000,
besdes the arrears, straight off 1 saw how the land fay. 1
bid agzinst him. I bid 40,0¢0, be bid 43,000, 1 said 35, and
whewent on, adding § thousands and I adding 20, Well...
Set ended ¥ bid go, and 1t was koothed down to me. Now
the cherry orchard’s minet Mnet {ckucklery My God, the
therry orchord’s mine! Tell me that I'm drunk, that I'm out
of my mind, that 1t's all a dream (sfamps with his feet).
Don't laugh at we! 3 my fatber and my grandfather could
tise from their graves and see all that has happened! How
their Yermolay, ignorant, beaten Yermolay, who used to mn
bout barefoot 1n winter, bow that very Yermolay bas bought
the finest exexte in the world! 1 have bought the estate where
my fatker and grand{athes were slaves, where they weren't
aea admuted 1nto the kitchen I am asleep, 1 am dreaming]
1t 4 all fancy, i 18 the work of your imaginstion plunged
in the dackness of sgnorance (picks up Reys, smiling fondly),
She threw anay (he keys, she means to show she's not the
bouwnmile now (pingler the keys) Well, no matter. (The
orchestra ss heard tuning up ) Hey, musicianst Play! 1 want
to hear you Come, all of you, 20d look bow Yermolay Lo-
Pahun will take the axe to the cherty archaed, how the trees

% £20) 1o the ground’ We will build houses on it and our
frandsony and great-grandsons will sce a new Life springing
up there Muwic' Play up} °
(Aussc begmms $0 play LyUBov ANDREVEVNA has sunk
o to @ chair "ﬁ 1 weeping bitterly,)
Pann (reproschfully) Why, why didn't you I
> My poor Iriend! Dear Lady, lben's) o lumir)(: hafk“x?of
AWtk 1ecrs) Ob, el all thes coutd be over, ob, i our ouseraby
shnjornted hfe could someboe 500m be ¢hanged
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Pisutciuk (lakes him by the arm, in an underlone). She's
weeping, let us go and leave her alone, Come (fakes him by
the arm and leads kim into the larger drowing-room).

Lopanin, What’s that ? Musicians, play up! All must beas
I wish it. (With irony) Here comes the new master, the
owner of the chetry orchard! (Accidentally tips over alulle
table, almost upsetting the candelabra.) 1 can pay for every-
thing! (Goes out with Pisurcmix, No onc remains on 1he
stage or in the larger drawing-room except Lyunav, who sits
kuddled up, weeping bitterly, The music plays softly. ANYA
and TROFIMOV come in quickly. ANYA goes up fo her mother
and Jolls on her knees before her, TRoFnMOV stands gt the
entrance to the larger drawing-room). .

Anva, Mammal Mamma, you're crying, dear, kind, good
mamma! My precious! I love you! I bless you!l The cherty
orchard is sold, it is gone, that’s true, that’s truel But don't
weep, mamma! Life is still before you, you have still your
good, pure heart! Let us go, let us go, darling, away from
here! We will make a new garden, more splendid than this
one; you will see it, you will understand. And joy, quiet, deep
joy, will sink into your soul like the sun at evening! And you
will smile, mamma! Come, darling, let us go!

CURTAIN,



ACT 1v
Sexxr: Same g in Firse Acq, There gre neither Curiaing on
e

Findows poy Pictizes on 41, walls, only g Ly,
fornstyye remamns pied up iy

Yasuy The Peasants haye come to say £00d-bya, In m,
Opinion, \'mnolay Alexeyevxlch, the Peasants arg good«ni
twed, by, they don’y Anow mych about things 4
(Tke brum of talk dieg SUIy Engep GCT0S3 fromy of stags
Yoy ANDREYEYN, a7d Gazy, s, 8 ot weep.
g, bup ¢ Pale, ker 1gcq 1y qln':ning~.rlxe Canngy
ipeak )
Guv v £3ve them yoyy Purse, Lyyhy That won't dg.._
it wopy g,

TR0V 1 couldny help 2t T couldny belp gy
)

{Botk 20 our

Lozany {tn the doorrgy, cclly gfy., themy, You
ke 2 ptygy o PIrting> presce do ¥ ddny think 1,

23y from he town, and gy the Station | could only gup one

M 8 pause) Whatp You don't Care

O ANy (Comey EXLY from the dooy q L X

Y bave Loy Well, ang Bot g nm:mk

o

x
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Lopanty. How mapy years have you been at the Usi
wersity

Taornsov, Da thick of something newer than that—
that's stale and flat (Fwmes for goloshes). You know we shall
most hkely never see each other again, 50 let me give you
one piece of advice at parting: don't wave yous arms about
~get out ol the habn, And anotber thing, building willas,
reckoring up that the summer visitors will in time become
independent farmers—reckoning ke that, that's not the
thing to do esther. Alter all, T am fond af you: you bave fine
delicate fingers like an artist, you've 2 fine delicate soul.

larmux {embraces him). Good-bye, my dear fellow.

Thanks lor everything. Let me give you mouey {or the jour-
ey, il you need it.

Trornoy, What for? 1 don’t need it.

Loratax. Why, you haven't got a halipenny.

Trorvtov Yes, 1 bave, thaok you 1 gat some maney for
& teanslation Here it 18 in my pocket, (anxiausly) but where
€an my goloshes bel

Yarva {Jrom the next room). Take the nasty things)
(Flings a pawr of goloskes on to the stage.)

Teoroy Why are you so cvoss, Varya? b'ml ... but
oose 3ren’t my goloshes.

{Arkm\- 1 sawed three thousand acres with poppies in ths
sring, aud sam  bave cleated fosty thousand profit. And
when ey poppies were in flower, wasn't it a picture! So here,
1y, [ made forty thonsand, and I'm offering you a Yoan
because | cyn afford to Why twrn up your posa? T am ¢
{tfrum—-l speak bluntly

soriuoy Vout {ather was a peasant, mine was a i
~and that proves absoluitly nothing whatever, (lg::?r’xj\g
t2kes out s pockes-book Y Srop that—stop that 1t you wu:e
ta offer me two hundred thovsand § woulda't take i, 1 an
o tadependent man, and everything that all of yo;.x tich
a5 poor alike, prize <o Iaghl 50 dear, hasat the

: Iy aod hold
shightest powes over me—w's 1ike so much fluff Outtering &3
€an pass by you. I any

Ot 2 T can get o wthout you. §
ancing towards the highe

wrong andd proud. Humanity is adv
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ANa. Yes.

Vixya. Why wasa't the pote for the doctor taken too?

Axya, Oh, then, we rmust send it after u:gm (goes aut).

Varva {Jrom the adjoining room), Where's Yasha? Tell
bim his mother’s rome to say good-bye to him.

Yasma {waves kes hand), They put me out of all patience!
(Duxvasua kas ol this time been busy about the luggage.
Ko, when Yasta is left alone, she goes up to kim). -

Doxvasna, You might just give me one look, Yasha.
You're going avay You'e leaving me (weeps and threwes
hersel] on his weck),

Yasuta, What are you erying for? (drinks the ckampagne).
Ta six days ¥ shalt be sn Faris agan, To-morrow we shall
set into the express temn and rol} away in 2 flash. I can
warcely behieve it] Vive lo France! Tt doesn’t suit me bere
~ir's not the Life for me, there's no doing anything. I have
scet enough of the ignorance here 1 have had enough of it
{drinks champagne) What are you crying for? Bebave your-
self properly, and then you won't cry.

Duxsasin (porders her face, looking in o pocket-mirror),
Do send me 4 letter Irom Paris. You know how I loved you,
Yasha—-how T loved you! ¥ am 3 tender creature, Yasha,

Yasua Here they are coming)

(Busies kimself about the trunks, humming saftly. Enter
Lyvrov Axpxzvevea, Gaev, Axva ond Crag.
10714 Ivaviovna )

Gare We auzht ta Le o There's not much time now
{ooking gt Yarura) Whataamell of hertings'

Lrvnov In tm misars we munt get inta the carriage
atts @ look sbout the yoom) Farewell, dear house, dear
<l bome of our tatheryt Winter will pass and spring witt
¢ome, and then you will be na mare; they will teat you down|
How much thowe wally have seen! (Kusses her daughter

, bessienately ¥ Bly treasuse, bow bright you laok! Yaue ey
are sparkhing like damonds! Are you plad? Very glad?

Axwra ety glad! A pew lile s berinning, mamma,

Gaxv Yes feally, everything is all right now. Before the
by ordu:!d w1 4ald, we were 3l) warried and wretched,

$t aftermwards, when unce the question was ettled conly.
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Avra, Yes,

Yazva, Why wasn't the note for the doctor taken too?

Avya. Ob, then, we must send it after them (goes out).

Varea Urom the edjoining room), Where's Yasha? Tell
tim bis mother’s come to %y good-bye to him.

Yasita (teaves bis hand), They put me out of 21l patiencel
(DuNvasia has oll Mhis time been busy about the luggoge.
Now, when Yassia s left alone, she goes up to him).

Dexvasma You qigh just give me one look, Yasha,
You're going sway. You're leaving me (weeps and throws
kerself on his neck). ‘

Y asmra. What are you crying for? (drinks the champagne).
(8 53t days 7 shall be 1n Paris azaw. To-morrow we shall
1% Into the express train and ro)l away in a flash, 1 can
scareely believe itl Vive fz Frances Jt doesn’t suit me here
~~it's not the lif¢ for re, there's no datag anything T have
wen enough of the kmorance bere, I bave had enough of it
{deinks champagne) WWhat are you crying {or? Behave your-
!t property, and thep you won't cry.

Duxvasiia (pouders ker face, looking in ¢ pocket-mirror),
Do send me a letter from Paris. You know how I loved you,
Yisha~how 1 foved you! I am & tender creature, Yasha,

Yasita Here they are coming!

{Buties kimaelf about the trunks, kumming softly, Enter
Lyusov AnneevevNa, Gaev, Asva and Chias-
o17a Ianoswa)

GA\"\' We ought 1o be off There's not much time now
Usoking g Yasv1a) What a smell of hermings!

Lrvnov In ten muoutes %t must gel into the carriage
Leasts ¢ look cbout the room) Fatewell, dear house, dear
ld bome of our (athers' Winter will pass and sprm,g will
o, and then you will be no more; they will tear you down}
Yow moth those walls bave seend (Rssses her dayght

+ Bsssionately | My treasure, how bright you looky ‘four! A
are sparkling the damondst Are you glad? Very glad? s

Avva Very glad' A new lfe i beginzing, mamma.

Gary Ve seally, everything is all tight now, Befo, the
ﬁ’"" orchard was seld, we were alf worried and Wrc::bed

w3 afierwards, when once the Question, was settled concly.

w03
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sively, irrevocably, we all felt calm and even cheerful. T am
a bank clerk now—~—1 am a financier—cannon off the red. And
you, Lyuba, after all, you are looking better; there's no ques-
tion of that.

Lyvusov. Ves, My nerves are better, that’s true. (Her kat
and coot gre handed 1o her.) T'm sleeping well, Carry out
my things, Vasha. 1t's time. (7o Anva} My datling, we
shall soon see each other again. I am going to Paris. 1 car
live there on the money your Yarostavl auntic sent us to buy
the estate with—hurrah for auntie!~—but that money won't
fast long.

Anva, Youll come back soon, mamma, won't you? 1%
be working up for my exanunation in the high schoof, and
when 1 have passed that, T shall set to work and be a help o
you, We will read ail sorts of things together, mamma, wont
we? (Kisses her mother's hands.) We will read m the autumn
evenings. We'll tead Jots of books, and a new wonderful
world will open out before us (dreamily). Mamma, come
5000
Lyunov 1 shall come, my precious treasure (emdroces
fhery
{Enter Loramn, CuarLotTa softly hums a song }

Gacv Charlotta’s happy. she’s singing!

Crareotra (picks up a bundle bke a swaddled beby).
Bye, bye, my baby (4 baby s heard crymg “Ooahl
ooak!”) Hush, hush, my pretty boy! (Ooahf oogh!} Foot
Histle thing! (Phrenes the bundic back J You must please find
me a situation I can't go on like this

Loramin We'll find you one, Charlotta Ivanovna Fon't
you worry yoursel{

Garv Everyone's leaving us Varya's gong away We
have become of no use all at once.

CriarLotta. There's nowbere for me 10 be in the town 1
must go away. (ffums) What care 1

(Enter Prantcnixk.)

Loramin, The {reak of nature!

Prsurciik (gasping). Oht .. let me get my breath, .
T'm worn out . . . my most honoured .. Give me some water.



JOU... 2 man of immense intellcct...!ake
lomn.\'; 490 roubles, Tha; leaves me owing 840,

hrupging his shoulders i omazement). It’s JiLe
ere did you get 7
Pisirenny, Wait g by . I'mbot 5 most extraorg;.
T becurrencet Some Enghshmen came along apg found
1

OV ANpgg.

T man in ghe
20 way telling me jugy ROW that 3 greqy Philosopher advisey
Jemping off o houu-lop “Jumpre g e} “the whole gist

f the probleen Lieg i that »* (ll’onderingly) Fancy that,
Bow! Water, pleaset

PARIS Whyy En;:hshmen?
RICHIN [ haye made over 1 them the tights to dig the
3 - and now, eXCUse me , | ¥ aan'
st be trotting g I'm going 4 Znoikoyy , te
Vo

mdcbxnllmund (sips), o
Tty pood heattht || Il come j; n Tbursﬁa) Jour

. e in .
Lyvroy 1y, are just off 1o the toxy A4 0.1y,
nare (or abroad ’ ol
Prsirreyygy What! (4, 8ftlation) Why to 1he topnp
lsee g furnituce the boxes, No matter, (!Irr::gﬁ%
19 hg matter “ 8 of enormeoyy in!elkcl...these
" Newer mygq | -.be py Will sye.

PO matter | agc thing i g
‘e an eng (htysey LV’Lr’ o s s must

Avvey; NA'S

HARN tumoyr Feaches you ] my afl:’!“his M"d)
Wk of thyg ree - v

x

of Veaven pe by t

LU 0 3 1odepy cgitotyoy, t
e ocriy) Dashenyy ey g g:t:;cﬂ;ma
{gees out)
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sively, irrevocably, we all felt calm and even cheetful, I am
a bank clerk now-—1 am a financier—cannon off the red, And
you, Lyuba, after all, you are Jooking better; there's no ques-
tion of that.

Lyunov. Yes. My nerves are better, that's true, (Her haf
and coat are handed 1o her.) Y'm sleeping well. Carry out
my things, Yasha, It’s time. (To Anva) My dacling, we
shall soon see each other again. I am going to Paris. 1 can
Tive therc on the money your Yaroslavi auntie sent us to buy
the estate with-—hurrah for auntie!-—but that money won't
fast long,

Anva, You'll come back soon, mamma, won't you? 1%
be working up for my examination in the high schoof, and
when I have passed that, 1 shall set to work and be a help to
you, We will read all sorts of things together, mamma, sout
we? (Kusses her mother's honds.) We will reag n the autumn
evenings, We'll read lots of books, and a new wonderful
world will open out before us (dreamsily). Mamma, come
soon
Lyunov § shall come, my precious treasure (embraces
her),
{Enter Loramn, Cutars o1va softly hums a sorg }

Garv, Charlotta’s happy. she’s singing'

Cnarrotra (picks up a bundle hke a swaddied baby).
Bye, bye, my baby (A baby rs heard crymg ‘“Ooohl
ooak!"") Hush, hush, my pretty hoy! (oah/ ooch?) FPoar
little thing) (Throws the bundle buck ) You must please find
me a situation. I can’t go on like this

Lormuy We'll find you one, Charlotta Tvanusna Pon't
you worry yourself

Gaev. Everyone's feaving us Varya’s gomng away We
Lave become of no use all at once

CtarLoTTA, There's nowhere for me 1o be i the town |
must go away. (Hums) What care 1.

{Enter Pranttenik.)

Loramn. The {real of naturet

Pisnrcins (gosping). Ohl .. let me get my breath,
T'm wom out .. . my most honoured .. Give me some watet,
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Gaxv, Want some money, X suppose? Your humble servant!
11 go out of the way of temptatwn {goes out}.

Prsurcms. It's a long whle since 1 bave been to see you
.. dearest Yady. (To Lorarn) You are here ... glad to see
you.,.a man of immense inteliect.. . take. .. here (gives
Lorartis) 400 roubles, That leaves me owing 840,

Yovansx (shrugging his shoulders in amazement), W's ke
a dream. Where did you get @t?

Trisnrcune. Wait 2 bit .. I'm bot...a most extraordi-
rary occurtence! Some Englishmen came along and found
in my land some sort of white clay. (To Lyveov Anpre-
yrvxa) And 400 for you . . . most Yavely . . . wonderful (gives
rioney), The rest later (sips weter). A young man jn the
t2in was telling me just now that a great philosopher advises
jumping off 3 house-top. “Jumpt” says he; “ihe whole gist
of the problem ltes in that” (Wondermngly) Fancy that,
ow! Water, please!

Lorauty, What Englishmen?

Prsuseasn { have made over 1o them the rights o dig the
tlay for twenty-four years. . and now, eatuse me ... 1 can't
3y .. 1 must be trotting on I'm going to Znoikovo., .1
Kanbimanove ... 1'm tn debt all round (sips).... To your
sety good healthl ., Il come in on Thursday,

Lyvrov We are just off to the town, and to-morraw 1
vug‘ for abroad

mrrcin What! (Fr egitation) Why 10 the ¢

set the furniture e baxes. No m{{u - .:xh‘i‘:::holgj
teer3} oo matter . men of enormous intellect .., thace
Eozlahmen Never mund |, .be bappy, God i
our you  wo malter. | everything in this world must
Bue an end (bmser Lvepov Axorevevsa's Aand
I the rumour teaches you that my end has ).
tark of this ol Torse, and say “There oo vk
2ran i the wardd  Semyonov-Pishichik ., Xh: ‘K?s such
\;lcl!n\r‘n lx::(u"' - oSt extraordimary w.guhn ngz;?:

s Cul i LAErt SQtclion, bul ot once returny ord sos. o
the dooray) Dashenla 3 ond says i
{eoes outy ’ ™ehes 10 be remembered to you

YUrov Now we can start, 1 deave wity twg cares fn my

will sue.
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heart, The first is leaving Firs ill. (Looking at her watck)
We have still five minutes,

Anya. Mamma, Firs has been taken to the hospital.
Vasha sent him off this morning.

Lyusov. My other anxiety is Varya. She is used o getting
up early and working, and now, without work, she'’s like &
fish out of water. She is thin and pale, and she’s crying, poor
dear! (a pause) You are well aware, Yermolay Alexeyevitch,
1 dreamed of martying her to you, and everything seemed (0
show that you would get married (whispers fo ANva and
motions to CHARLOTTA and both go out). She loves you—
she suits you. And T don’t know-~1 don'’t know why it is you
seem, as it were, to avoid each other. I can't understand it}

Loramin I don't understand it myself, I confess, It
queer somechow, altogether If there's stil time, I'm ready
now at once Let's settfe it straight off, and go ahead; but
without you, I feel { shan’t make her an offer.

Lyvunov. That's excellent Why, a single moment's sll
that's necessary I'll call her at once .

Loramn. And there’s champagne all ready too (fooking
info the glasses), Empty’ Someone’s emptied them already.
(Yastta coughs.) 1 call that greedy.

Lyurov teagerly) Capitalt We'will go out Vasha, eflez!
Tlicall heran (¢ the door) Varya, leave all that; come hers,
Come along! (goes out with YAsIHA)

Lovaiin (laokg at his wetch). Yes

(A pause Behnd the door, smothered laughter end
whispering, and, at last, enter VARVA

Varya (looking a long winle over the things) It is strange,
I can’t find it anywhere

Lopainn What are you jooking for?

Varva 1 pached 3t myself, and I can't remember (¢
pause}.

Loramin, Whete are you going now, Varvara Mihaflova?

Varva. 1?2 To the Ragulins 1 have arranged to go to them
to look after the house- as a houscheeper

Loramn. That's sa Yashnovs? 1tll be seventy miles away
(a pouse). So this 1s the end of hfe in this house!

Varya Uooking among the things) Where is it? Perhaps
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[pat it in the trunk, Ves, Life in this bouse is over—there
wil be po more of it X N
Lozastoy, And T'm just off to Harkov——by this next train,
e 2 Jot of business there. I'm leaving Epihodov here, and
Tve rken him an. N
Viava. Really!

Lovasis, This time last year we had snaw already, if
you sezemmber; but now it's 5o fine and sunny. Though it's
€l 1o be sure—three degrees of frost.

Vasxe T havent looked (o pouse). And besides, aur
Gemometer’s broken (g paxse).
{¥oize g‘ the door from the yard: “Vermolay Alexeye-
itchi
Loramniy {ax though he hod long been expecting this sum-
#en1). This tuqure!
(Lorasers goes out quickly. VARva sitting on the floor
end laying her hecd on a bog full of clothes, sobs

quetly. The door opens. LYUBOV ANDREVEVNA
comes 1 cautiously )

Lyvsov, Well> (a pause) We must be going,

Vax¥a {kas woaped ker eyes and is no longer erying). Yes,
Bumm, it ume ¢o start. T shall have time to get to the
Razuling today, if only you're not late for the train.

Lyveew (in the dooricay) Anya, put your things on.

tEnter Axva, then Garv and CHARLOTTA IVANOVNA.
Gaxv kas on @ warm coat with a hood. Servants ong’
cabrten come in. Evittovov bustles about the lug.
eage )

Lrtrov. Now e can start on our travels.

ANTa (ovfully) On our travelst

Guvy, My toends—~my dear, my precious Iriends! Lesv-
E2 this bouse for ever, can 1 be slent? Can 1 sefrain from *
£V utterance At heavedaking to those emotiony which
0% fivod alf my banz?

Asva {nuppircatongly). Unclel

Varxa, Uncle, you rutatt

Gagv (dejectedly). Canvon and into the pocket ... Il
be quict,

{Znter Trorstov ond ajterwords Loratry,)
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beart. The first is leaving Firs ill. (Looking at her welch)
We have still five minutes. )

Anva. Mamma, Firs has been taken to the hospital.
Yasha sent him off this moring.

Lvunov. My other anxety is Varya. She is used to gettlog
up early and working; and now, without work, she's like 8
fish out of water. She is thin and pale, and she's crying, poor
dear! (a pause) You are well aware, Yermolay Alexeyevitch,
1 dreamed of marrying her to you, and everything scemed 1o
show that you would get married (whispers to ANYA end
motions to CuarLorta and both go out). She loves you—
she suits you. And I don’t know —1I don't hnow why it is you
seem, as 1t were, to avord each other T can't understand itt

Lopamin, I don't understand it myself, I confess It's
queer somehow, altogether, 1f there's still time, I'm ready
now at once, Lets settle it straght off, and go ahead; but
without you, I feel I shan’t make her an offer.

Lvurov That's excellent Why, a single moment's all
that's necessary. I'lt call her at once. N

Loranin And there'’s champagne all ready too (looking
into the glasses) Empty’ Someonc’s emptied them already.
(Yastta coughs ) T call that greedy.

Lyusov (eagerivy, Capatal’ We wiil go out Yasha, alles!
Ll call her i (.12 the dpor) Varya, Jeave all that; coms hers
Come along' (goes out 1with YASHA)

Loramin (lookmg ot kis watck} Yes

(A pause Behmd the door, smothered lought
whisperang, and, at last, enter VARYA )

Varva (ooking a long wkile over the things), It is strangt,
I can't find 2t anywhere

Loramin What are you looking for?

Varva I packed it myself, and T can’t remember (a

anse).

lmz/un.v Where are you going now, Varvara Mihaflova?

Varva. I? To the Ragulins 1 have arranged to go to them
to look after the house—as a housekeeper

Lorattiy. That's in Yashnovu? Jt'lf be seventy miles away
(a pawse}. So this is the end of l_i!c in this house!

Varya (looking among the things). Where fs §t? Perhaps

er and
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et it in the trunk, Yes, lite Ia this house is over—there

will be no more of it. . .
Tz, At Ui just off to Flatkov—by thiy next train.

Tve a lot of husiness there. 1'm leaving Epihodov bere, and
1ve taken him on.

.

Varva. Really! .

Losamy, This time last year we had snow already, it
you remensher; but now it's So fine and sunny, Though it's
id, to be sure—~three degrees of frost, .

a31a, 1 haven't looked (¢ paure). And besides, vor
thermometer’s broken (a pause).
{Vaice a2 the door from the yord: “Yesmolay Alexeye-
witcht™y

Lorasoe (os though ke kad long beess expecting this sum-
#ons) This munutel

(LorArTN goes out guickly. VARYA sitting on the floor
ond faying her head on a bag full of clothes, s0bs
quietly. The door opens. LYUBOV ANDREYEVNA
comes in cauttously.)

Lyovov, Well? (g pomsz) We must be going.

Vinva, (has weped her eyes and is no longer crying). Yes,
manma, it's tune to start. § shall have time to get to the
Ranuling today, 1 only you're not late for the train,

Lvurov (en the dogray). Auya, put your things on.

(Enter Axya, then Garv erd CRAXLOTTA IvanovNa,
GaEv has on a wwarm coat with a kood. Servants ang®

cabmen come . Erinopov bustles zbour bz Yug-
gage )

Lyveoy Now we can start on qur travels,

Pému (jovfully) Om our travels}
. Garv. My fnends—my dear, my precious frien .
iag this house for ever, can I be sﬂeﬁl? Canl nr[ﬁfﬁ; '
givingy utterance at Yeave-ldking to those ewotions which
wow food 2l my being?

Anva (supplicatingly} Unclel

gun gncle, Yyou musta'tl

ATy (dejectedly). Cannon i
be e ¥ 324 into the pocket.., TRt
(Enter Taoriiov and efterords Lopawrvy -
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Trormuov. Well, ladies and gentlemen, we must statt.

Loramx, Epihodov, my coatf . .

Lyusov, I'll stay just one minute. It seems as though T
have never seen before what the walls, what the cellings in
this house were like, and row I look at them swith greediness,
with such tender love.

GaEv. T remember when 1 was six years old sitting in that
window on Trinity Day watching my father going to church.

Lyusov. Have all the things been taken?

Loramix. I think ail. (Putting on overcoot, to Ermiaoov}
You, Epihodov, mind you see everything is right. ,

Ermiovov (i a husky voice). Don't you trouble, Ver-
molay Alexeyevitch.

Loramin. Why, what's wrong with your vaice?

Ermopov. I've just had a drink of water, and 1 choked
over something.

Yasuza {c . ty). The ig ¢!

Lvusov, We are going—and not a soul will be left here,

Loramin Not tidl the spring.

VaRrYA (pulls a parasol put of a bundle, as though abovt
1o kit someone with it. LorAmx makes o gesture os though
glarmed). What is it? I didn’t mean anything.

Trorivov. Ladies and gentlemen, let us get into the car-
riage. It's ime. The train will be in directly.

Varva. Petya, bere they are, your goloshes, by that box.
(With teors) And what dirty old things they are!

TrOFINOV (putling on Jis goloskes) Let us go, friends!

Gaev (greatly ogiated, afraid of weeping). The train—
the station! Double baulk, ah!

Lyunov. Let us go!
Loratin Are we all here? (Locks the side-door on lefs.)

The things are afl here We must lock up Let us go!
Axnva, Good-bye, home' Good-bye to the old lile!
Troristov. Welcome to the new life!

(TroFINOY goes ous usth Anva Vawva looks round the
room and goes out tloudy Yasta and CRRARLOTIA
Ivanovna, with ker dog, go out }

Lopain. Till the spring, then! Come, friends, till we meet]

§Gots out.}




THE CHERR\'GRCHARD it
(Lvuzoy ANDREYEVNY g GALY remajy alone, Ay
though they had been aiting for this, they throy
themselves op eack other's necks, and reak inpy
subdued smotkered sobbing, afraid of being pyey
heard

Gaxv (in despair) Sister, my sister!
Lyupov Oh, my orclmrdl-my Sweet, beautify] orchangy
My life, my youth, my happiness, 8ood-bye| 8o0d-bye!
'OICE oF ANvay (callng gaily), M !
OICE OF Trornoy (garly, excitedly), Aa—go}

Lyveovy Ope last look a¢ the walls, at the Windows, Ay J]
dear mother loved to wraj about thys room,

YUBOY We gre comung, (Tey £0 out)

(The stage 15 €mpty There 5y the soung of the doory

beng lockeq 4, then of 1, Carrgges driving away,

here 15 silepge In the Stillness there 15 the dulp

Stroke of an gre g @ tree, clenging i

ful fonely soung Faamep: are learg, Frrs gp.

pcar; m the doonmy on the right, He iy dressed
a8 always—yy, o Pea-jacke; a A is

Ytk slippers on s fong ret 97 white aistcoat,

OU~all gone; popy LEFe
for nothing (Jrey mahonle.u).) T Eonel Eey Tm goog

10 come Jrom the sky, like
String, Ying aug .
15 sl egain, qpg Hm‘e i Ifmrd io’l’;finwgl"bl%;ii‘
Strokes of the exe for gy iy 2ke on:lmd)
CURTALY,









CHARACTERS IN THE FPLAY

ANDREY SERGEVEVITCIT PROZOROV.

NATALYA IVANOVNA, also called NaTasua (his fiancle, ofters
wards his wife).

Orca

Masita - (his sisters).

IrINA

Fyopor Irvrrent KuLicis (a High-sckool Teacker, husherd
of Masua).

LieuTeNanT-COLONEL  ALEXANDR  Ionarvevirenm Ve
SHININ (Battery-Commander).

Baron Nixoray Lvoviten Tusensacu (Lieutenant).

VassiLy VassiLyrvireir SoLyony (Caplain).

Ivan Roxanrren Tenenutykin (drmy Doclor).

Arexey Prrrovitest Frootik (Second Licutenant).

Veapism Karrovirenr Ropory (Second Licutenant).

FERArONT (an old Porter from the Rural Board).

ANrIsa (the Nurse, an old woman of eighy).

The action takes place in a provincial ouwn.
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120 THE FLAYS OF ANTON TCHEKOYV
years ago, and yet I remember it all as though we had left
it yesterday. Oh, dear! I woke up this morning, I saw a blaze
of sunshine. T saw the spring, and joy stirred in my beart.
T had 2 passionate longing to be back at home again!

TcnesuryKIN, The devil it ist

Tusenpacu. Of course, it’s nonsense,

(Masua, brooding over a book, softly whistles @ song.)

Orca, Don’t whistle, Masha, How can you! (g pause)
Being all day in school and then at my lessons till the eve-
ning gives me a perpetual headache and thoughts as gloomy
as though I were old, And really these four years that I have
been at the high-school T have felt my strength and my youth
oozing away from me every day. And only ont yearning
grows stronger and stronger. . ..

Irmna. To go back to Moscow, To sell the house, to make
an end of everything here, and off to Moscow....

Orca. Yes! To Moscow, and quickly.

(Teucnutykin and Tusenpactt laugh.)

IriNA. Andrey will probably be a professor, he will not
Tive here anyhow. The only difficulty is poor Masha.

Orca. Masha will come and spend the whole summer in
Moscow every year.

(Masnta softly whistles a tune.)

IriNa, Please God it will all be managed. (Looking ou! of
window) How fine it is to-day. I don't know why I feel 83
light-hearted! T remembered this morning that it was my
name-day and at once 1 felt joyful and thought of my child-
hood when mother was living And I was thrilled by such
wonderful thoughts, such thoughts!

Orca. You are radiant to-day and looking lovelier than
psual, And Masha is lovely too. Andrey would be nice-look-
ing, but he has grown too fat and that does not suit him.
And I have grown older and ever so much thinner. I suppose
it's because I get 50 cross with the girls at school. To-day
now I am free, I am at home, and my head doesn't ache,
and T feel younger than yesterday I am only twenty-eight....
It's all quite right, it’s all from God, but it scems to me that
{f T were married and sitting at home all day, it would be
better (g pause).T should be fond of my husband.



THREE SISTERS my

such nonsense, I am
T
1 forgot to tell you, sou will recelve  visit to-day from Ver-
inin, the new commander of our battery (sl doun ta
the piano).

o, Welh, sl be celighted,

Tasna, Is be old?

Trseneacy No, nothing to ;peak of, Farty ot iurty-ﬁyc
at the most (softly plays the pieno). He seems o ‘be & nice
Seltow He is pot stupid, that'’s certain. Only be talks a tat.

Iaina. Is be interesting?

Tusensac, Ves, he is all right, only he has a wife, 3
soother-n-law 2ed two Kttle girls, And iUs bis second wife
too He is paying ealls and telling everyooe that he has a wife
and two ttle gwla Hell telt you so too, His wife seems a
bit crazy, with bes bair in a Jong plait ke a gitl’s, always
tatks in a lugh-flown style, makes philosophical reflections
and frequently attempts to commit suicide, evidently 10 annoy
her husband T should have Jeft 2 woman like that years ago,
but he puts up wuth ber and merely complains.

SoLYoxy (comung inta the drawing-room with TeHEBUTY-
%aw) With one hand ¥ can only Jift up half 2 hundredweight,
but with both bands [ can ift up 2 hundredweight and a
hall of even 3 hundredweight and three-quarters From that
1 conclude that two men are not only twice bt three times
2% strong 25 one Man, Or even more, .., .

THEUTVELN (reading the newspaper os ke comes in).
For bair falting out . . . two ounces of naphthaline in halt 2
botile of spiit . to be dussalved and uked daly ... (guts
i down i dss mate-book), Let's .aske 2 note of it} No, 1 don’t
wantit.. (soratckes o aut) Tt doesn’t matter, 1

Ixixa. Ivan Romantch, dear Tvan Romanitcht

Temeuuri What s 4 my chid, my foy?

1NA Tell me, why 18 1¢ 1 am so kappy 1o-da
1 were safling with the great bloe i;;ya_w“y;.:sa%%gh
wh)‘!e birds fiying Oi‘k“ it Why i3 §t? Why? 24
CHEBUTYRIN {Rissing Bot
white bisd. ... s otk har hands, fenderly). 2y
Insna, When I woke up this morning, g4 wp and washed,
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Sotvoxy, In another twenty.five yearsyou. won't be bere,

thank God, In two or three years J0u will kiek (he bucket
Or I'shall Josa

s
oy temper apg Puta bul!et through your heaq,
Iy ange]. (Pulls ¢ Scent-bottle pyp 0f his pockep and sprinkls
53 chest ong lmnd.r.)

Tcxmn"‘mcm (lwgk:). And 1 really haye Dever done
anything ap gy I haventy done a stroke of

3 Um\'ersity, T have bever reaq book, T
Bews,

7

. 3
O®nStars, som, e has come for me, I'be back gj.
Tecdy |,y es

Atamingte, (goes oup Immedly, combing pi;
I/eard)
Intna R got Something UD his Sleeve,
’rvsx.\-u,\cn Yes, he ent out ey 2 solemp face, vy,
dently pe s just gomg to bring you a Present,
I=reA WWhyy 2 uisancey
wiyl

L . He is always dogy, Something ¢ .

Masyyy, By the $€3-5trang an oak~trege green..% ’n
0k g chapy of d...upon that gk a chain of gold

{gets up, A-mnming 10ftly)

Orey, You are ot very cheerfy] to-day,

Mashy,
Masyy, lmn-mxng, L at.)
Orca, ng?

Y from a namc-dzy 1
Masmy Ney, mind. . 1y Come jn Good.
bye, My darling (kisses Irrna), oce 2 “elllu\ﬁ;h you;
be welf and by, ol VS, when father W3S alive, we
alwayy d thirty o forty Officers , ¢ o Me-dayg. it,vm_-
mﬁ,ﬂ,s l'xfa“?m there nly 5 ™an and 5 hay, and'it is a¢
ese; . T 0 the blues 4
Sy e R R Gty
Tt Ny ¢ talk meflher time, and g4
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have been dead long 2g0..,.., (To Trva) My dear, my little
J

girl, Ihe known yoy from 2 baby . Ty U in my
ams ] Io, YOUr dear mother. vee

RINA. But why such expensiye pri

(angry and fearfyl ‘¢ Dresents,

<+ Get along wipy youl (To 14, orderly) Take the samoyyy
in there {Limick ) E DSive esents., , , (Tke or.
derly carpies the samopay nlo the dining.rogm )

NPISA (mming the room) My €313, 2 ¢olans] is btre,
aStranger |y, h:

: 3¢ has takep Iu'sgrutcoat, duldr:n, he is
Coming in here, Iriny

2, YOU must pe nice ang polite,
.., (As she 80es out) Ang it’s time for Junch already
«+s mercy op us,, .,
Tusenpacy \'ershim‘u, 4 SUppose,
Enter Vepg L)

Tosenpacy Colone] Vershinip,

Versyy, 1asi1s gng RINA), T pg, the honoyr
1 introdyce Myself, my Dame j5 Vershinin 1 very
Bl2d to be | bouse a¢ Iast, How:ouha Wn upt
Aie-zie|

Irina sit d delighteq 10 see yoy

VErsigy (uatk Sntmation), How g a3, how plag
Tam! there are three o YOU Sistery. Te ember~thrce
little gyr)g ¢ don’t rem, ber your faces, by Your fathey

V. had threy little girgg ¢ mber per’
fectly, ang 33w them gipy eyes. H e passy
Hey»ho, how gy Passes)

USENBACY Alexandy Tgnaty eViteh hag come from Mos.

Innxy, From 0scowrp

VERsumnny Yes Your fathe, cic;',me from foseo
ry there, ang 7 the N






12y
2 from there 1 the Bar; There is
gloomy-Jookine bridge on the 2y, where the water makes
2 o

3 3 fee] melancholy (¢ Pause),

Ard here what 2 broad, splendid river A ma i
Orca, Yes, but it i cold. Tt cold here apg
gnmats, | )
Versrmay, How can Youl Youve suepy 2 splendid healthy
Russian chmate here, Forest, tiver. | an, birches bere 100

ere are

3Y.... And pg one

LYONY I know why it {5 (They all loop at Iu'm.) Be.

aUSe if the stapjon had DEAr it would pgg have been
30 far, ang if 1t s far jyg it is not near,

(An Cokiwgrd silence.)

Tusennacn He is fong of his j, Vassity Vassilyevilch

Oten, Now T reca)) you, tog, Iy, ‘Member,
Versunypy T knew YOur mother,

CHERUTYR he wag a fine Woman, the Kingdom of
Heaven pe hers

Moscow,

IRINA Mother is buried i
CA Novo-Dyevitd:y .

n t .-
Masia, Would yoy belieye it, 1 an already beginn.ing to
forget hep face Sq people wijy B0t rememper us either.,
they m forget ys,

\'x:ksmm\', Y They wy forger ys, Such s o
ere is ng belp for it Whay t

Use.
the Nonsens;cyy Witip,

And it 1y be tha ur preg;

untomfnrubtl ":mp" ?o ot i 1 S queer,

s

sinty] © 10t sensiple, ot elean €aough, Pethaps gper
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Veysarvn, My name is Vershiain, .
Asprey, And mine s Prozorov {mops bis perspiring joce).

You ate our new hattery commander? .

Oroa. Only fancy, Alexandr Igoatyevitch comes Irom

1

Moscow.
Awprey. Really? Well, then, I congratulate you. My sis-
ters will Yet you fave no prace, .
Vesswaniy, 1 have bad titne to bore your sisters already. .
Trrna. See what a pretty picture-frame Andrey has given
me to-dayl (Showes the [rame) He made it himself.
Veesurin (lookmg at ke Jrame and no? knowing what
to say). Yes... itisa thing...,
1ziNa. Ang that Irame above the piano, he made that tool
(Awprey wares kis hond in despair and moves away.)
Orca. He is learned, and ke plays the violin, and he makes
all sorts of things with the fretsaw. In jact he is good ali
round. Andrey, don’t go! That’s 2 way he has—be always
tries :‘z)\ Imzke offt ?ome hemh
asus and TRINA take him by the arms and, 3
lead kims back) 4  lughing,
Massa, Come, comel
Awvxev, Leave me alone, please!
Masna, How absurd he 151 Alexandr Ygnatyevitch used 10

be called the Jove-sick major 2t ope time, an
bt offended. ’ «avd be was oot 2

}';:nsnmw. Not in the Jeast] -
asia. And I should like o cal ek vi
PR 1 you the Ine-sick vier
Irva, Or the Jove-sick professor|
tl)wk Helu in )ﬁas’e! Andryusha is in lovel
RINA (claps her hands). Bravo,
dr}_}.isha is w love{ ). Braso, bravel Encorel Ane
CHEBUTYRIN (conrtes up bekind Anpy, ’
‘2’[::« "Z’mflx s rmi}l). Nature qur hcms:i:ra{:)d\'g:’e::é};
s, then suts doen and i
‘“It, oud o]clm pock; ] roads the neipsger which he
xprey Come, that's engugh, that' i
face). Y haven't slept all nigh% and "? !::l;ﬁ,gl (dm;'p il
Quite mysell, as they say. [ read 1} four o'tock a:dlu{:n]






y P’
Preparing for ™, one mugt pa working,
IRSHININ (gots up) Ves What a Jot of flowers you
have! (Laokx‘ng round) And delightfy] Tooms, T envy youp
ve been ocking ahoyy all my Jifa from oge Wretched Jodg.
ingto another, always ity two chajrs and a sofy and stovey
which smoke, What 1 have beer, lacking a1y my life ig Just
such flowers |, {rubs by kands), But there, jt’s ng use think.
ing abouy it?
Tv:szsmcn. Yes, we must work, 1 be bougq you think
e German i5 getting Sentiments), But on Y hononr 1 amy
Ussian and | €an't eyven Speak Germyyy, My father belonged
to the Orthodox Church | (a Pause),
ERSHINTY (watks @bout ¢, Stage},

). T often think, what
I one were 1, begin Jife OVer again, DOWing whay one s
about! I one Iife, Which hag 1 gl ready [ » Weze pp,
A rough skeqcp, Sy, and th, Vere the fajr ¢, oyl
Then, 1 fancy, EVETY one of yg would efore eve, thin,
Dot to repesy

v
of light ap, masses of Ve 2 wife 5
huele arls, my wife is 1 delicate bealth
on, bug,f § were to begin hfe
No, no!

leries hey g bao, istory of Our high po s
for fifty Years, uryeen by myself An 1asien; e O?I
Woitten because 1 had nothing better 1, é.‘ﬂmﬁiant e ok
d Motning, friends ¥
°r )



TS 1S an p.
uxury by an Unnecessary
e finger We know 2 grest das)
Vers b

b ough 15 pa wnr
Aty g, .
Tosrreacy, Yoo spp



THREE SISTERS
will be beautiful gng marvellous, Tha'g true. But in order
to have any share, howeyer fac off, §
Breparing for it, ope must be working, , , .

) What a Jop of flowers you
have} (Looking T0und) And delightfy) r0oms. ¥ envy You!
I've been knocking about alf my life from
ing to another, always Sith two chajrs and
which smoke, What T have been

cking aj) y life is just
Such flowers _, . (rubs kis hands), By there, jt's 110 use think.
ing about 131

Tusexn oy Ves, we must work, I be boung
the German jg gettmy Sentimenta] But on my honour | am

Russtan ang 1 Can’t even speqk German, My father belongeq
to the Orthodor Church {a Dausey, |

VERsHINGy (walts aba‘u‘l the Slage) T

you think

<+ have 5 wife and
ittle grls, my wife is 1p delicate beajth and sg op and“s‘g
o, butf | were 10 begin e Overagain I'waulq 1ot marry,
No, not

o (TP
(Enter Rutrery






THREE SISTERg

m
(Sounds o/ 8 violin beking 1y, Scenes,)
Otea. Come to lunch, pleag, There’s 2 piet

Kutter, ap Og ,mydearOIgal sterd.:ylwzs work-
ing from eatly mornjny il eleven o'clock at p night angd wag
llred out, ang ¢, y 1, l appy (goes up 2o .'Ire table in
the dtrung -r00m), M d

Tenesy. UTYKy

he nr::paper in kis Pocket gpg
onbs frg beard) Pxe’ Spleudldl

Masma (1o Texten YKIN, Sternly), Oaly mind you don't
drink to-dayt Do you hears Ts bad for y, t d rink,
Tenesuryyng ™ Ob, tome, that's 5 the past, Jp5
%o jears since 1 got dxu k. (7 mpahenlly) B t there, my
rood gr), what doeg it matt l
\!Asm Anyway, don’t U dare 1o g, rink, Don’t dqre
Mngnly, but 50 g not .‘o be Ilcard b_y her by, and,
Tam 1o by

Again;
damnation take 4, bored 3 2 whole evening af tb .
Feadmagter 's!

VSENBscy | wouldn'y ity were you, , Jts very
Simple

Teurpyryy N Don't gq
Masiy Oh ycs don’t
ferable (goes to 1hy e dy

X my lu\e

ltning. mnm)
Tcntmmx (/ollmcmg Fer) me, oome....
Sox.vomr (gomg ¢, the dmmg-ro 0mY, Chook, chook,
Tl)sthuAtll

Eng Ttough, Vasgiy Vassi}
Sorvony Chook, 00k, c.hyk.a&,i vevitchy Leave oft

chy
Kevrery {garly Your b : Coloneyy I
master apgq one of ghe fml“Iy ber, M;sha’ l;n b deo’.
i B very Lin, ) really, v kmd o
FEshixn [y ave f thiy dark ¢ lourrd k:
- - tdrinks) T our htallb! ok
ith alt of ;o ? (7 Oueay ¢ * bappy
(No one g5 left iy the dros, »
Tuszman) e dracin 007 By TRINA ang
Inrg, Mash, 3.

131 jop Spirits 4, a mary,

;]tu:xrz‘;htc:;xg vd:tnh she (hoypp, hxmud!ﬁ cls:;r:? of me:zd
- H . -
W oo 8 v:";!‘c me. He 4y thekmdstc! Toen, but by
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Otca (impatiently). Andrey, do comel

Anprey (behind the scexes). 1 am coming (comes in
and goes lo the tablc).

Tusennach. What are you thinking about?

Trina. Nothing. I don't like that Solyony of yours, 1 am
afraid of him. He keeps on saying such stupid things. ..«

Tusennactr, He is a queer man. 1 am sorry for him and
annoyed by him, but more sorry. T think he is shy.... When
one is alone with him he is very intelligent and friendly, but
in company he is rude, a bully. Don't go yet, Jet them sit
down to the table, Let me be by you. What are you thinking
of? (a pause) You are twenty, I am not yet thirty, Tow
many years have we got before us, a tong, long chain of days
full of my love for you....

Iriva. Nikolay Lvovitch, don't talk to me about love,

Tusenpacit (not listening). T have a passionate cr;xvm::
for life, for struggle, for work, and that craving s mingled
in my sou! with my love for you, Irina, and just because yout
are beautiful it scems to me that life too is beautifull What
are you thinking of?

Irixa. You say life is beautifal . . Yes, but what if it only
scems so! Life for us threc sisters has not been beautiful y2t,
we have been stifled by it as plants are choked by weeds. ...
I am shedding tears. ... T mustn’t do that (rurrsedly wifes
ker eyes and smiles). T must work, T must work The reasoft
we are depressed and take such a gloomy view of Tife Is that
we Lnow nothing of work. We come of people who de<pis
work, ...
(Enter NATALYA IVANOVNA, she §r weering @ ﬁ"‘

dress with a green sash.)
Narastia. They are sitting down to lunch already....1
am late . . . (Steals a glance at herself in the glass and sets
FKerself to rights) T think my hair 1s all right (Seeing Irina)
Dear Irina Sergeyevna, I congratulate you! (Gives her 8
vigorous and prolonged kiss) You have a lot of visitors, 1
really feel shy. ... Good day, Daron!

Oica (coming into the drawing-room), Well, here fs

Natalya Ivanovna! How zre you, my dear? (Kisses ker.)



38
he name-day, Yoy have
awfully shy s,
52, We haye ouly our o
indertone, i alarm) You've
that'’s noy nice!

™o people, (In an
80f 0n 2 green sash! My dear,
Natasny, Why, is thay 2 bad omen;
Orca No, it's only that j
and it Jooks Queer,,
N, (na teazful voice), Really? By Yyou know
not green s more 5 dead coloyr (follows Orca

it doesn’t 80 Wwith yoyr dress,,

it’s
into

usband, Iring, yysg time for
72 Ivanoyma ¢ hope we may hear of
too.
ULIGIN Natalyg Ivanovp, has got 5 Suitor already,
Masny, (str3ke5 oy Plate iy, ker fork), Ladies apg gen.
emen, I want ¢, Make g !
ULIGIN Yoy Ve three bag marls for conduct,
Versumury OW nice this cordza] y5) What js 3¢ made of 7
LYONY Beegles,
1; i rfud toice). Ugh,
CA. We are BOINg t0 hgye T0;
Per Thagy
t home j
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Orea (impatiently). Andrey, do come!

ANDREY (bekind the scenes). 1 am coming {comes in
and goes to the table).

Tusenpacir, What are you thinking about?

. IriNa, Nothing, T don't like that Solyony of yours, 1 am
afraid of him, He keeps on saying such stupid things....

TuseNnacy. He is a queer man. I am sorry for him and
annoyed by him, but more sorry. I think he is shy....When
une is alone with him he is very intelligent and [riendly, but
in company he is rude, a bully. Don’t go yet, let them sit
down to the table. Let me be by you. What are you thinking
of? (e pause) You are twenty, T am not yet thicty, How
many years have we got before us, » long, fong chain of days
full of my love for you....

Irmna. Nikolay Lvovitch, don’t talk to me about love.

TuseNnackt (not listening). 1 have a passionate crasing
for life, for struggle, for work, and that craving is mingled
in my soul with my fove for you, Irina, and just because 'wu
are beautiful it seems to me that life too is beautifult What
are you thinking of?

Irtyva. You say life is beautiful. , . . Yes, but what if It only
seems so! Life for us three sisters has not been beautiful yet,
we have been stifled by it as plants are choked by weeds....
I am shedding tears....I mustn't do that (hurricdly sipes
her eyes and smides). T must work, T must work. The reason
we are depressed and take such a gloomy view of fife is that
we tnow nothing of work We come of people who desplsed
nork....

(Enter NATALYA IVANOVNA, she is wearing o pink
dress with a green sash ')

Narasna. They are sitting down to lunch already. ... T
am late. .. (Steals a glance at herself in the glass and sets
kerself to rights) 1 think my haw is all nght (Seeing Irina)
Dear Irina Serpeyevna, T congtatulate you! (Gives her o
vigorous gnd prolonged kits ) You have a lot of visitors, I
really leel sby. .. Good day, Baron!

OLcs (coming imto the drawing.room). Well, here Is

‘Natalya Teanovnal How are you, my deac? (Kisses her,)
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Bere 1o the window, here they can Seeus. . (lgky round).
Natasny 1 S0 Unaccustomeq to Society] ||
Axpzey, Qf Youth, lovely, marvelloys youtht Ny dear,
Iy sweet, don't be 50 distresseqs Believe me, beli
I feel 5 bappy,

eve me, .
my soul is fy of love and rapyyye ++.Oh,
they can’y 't

See us, they see us| Why, why, T Tove Yyou,
when I firg loved B, T dont know, ear, my .
Sweet, pure 00¢, be my Wife! I loye 0u, T Jove Yyou...as]
have never Joveq anyone , (e kiss).
©0 officers ome in and, Seeing the Dair kx'm'ng, SHop
in amazement.)

CURTADY,
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Roppey (speaking loudly, with o lisp). At lunch? Yes,
they are at lunch already, .’ .

FEpOTIR, Wait 3 minute (fakes g snapshot). One! Wait
another minute , , . (takes another snapshot), Twol Now itls
ready. ( They take the basket and wall into the dining-room,
where they are Lrected noisily),

Robpey (loudly), My congratulations! I wish you every-
thing, everything! The weather is delightful, perfectly mag-
nificent, I've been out all the morning for 1 walk with the
high-schoo! boys. I teach them gymnastics,

FEportx. You may move, Irina Sergeyevna, Yyou may move
(taking o plxalagmpl:). You look charming to-day (fgking &
Lop out of kis Pocket), Here is a top, by the way,...Jt has
a wonderful note, . ..

Irina. How lovely!

Masiza, By the sea-shore an oak-tree green .., Upon that
02k a chain”of golg ... (Complainingly) Why do I keep
saying that? Thay phrase has been haunting me all day....

Kutten. Thirteen at tablel

Roppey (loudly), Surely you do not attach importance
to such superstitions? (Laughter)

Kuttern. If there are thirteen at table, it means that
somcone present is in love. It's not you, Ivan Romanoviteh,
by any chance? (Laughter)

Tenenvrviin, 1 am an old sinner,
Ivanovna js overcome, I can’t imagine . .

(Loud laughter, NATASIA runs out from the dining-
r00m into the drawing-rpom Jollowred by Anpzry.)

ANDREY, Come, don't take any notice! Wait a minute...
stop, I entreat you. , .,

Natasiia. 1'am ashamed. . --1 don't know whut's the
matter with me and they make fun of me I know it’s im-
proper for me 1o leave the table like this, bur | can't help
it....Tcan... (covers ker jace 1wty her hands)

ANDREY, My dear girl, Ientreay you, I implore you, don't

" be upset, I assure you they are only Joking, they do it fn all
kindness. My dear, my sweet, they are all kind, warm-
hearted people and they are fond of me and of you. Come

but why Natahyz
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192 10 be hers for the Camnival a4 yjne o'clock this evening,
ﬁ’vrould be better for them not ¢, come, Andryqsha.
Anozey, I really donty Leow, They've been inmed, you
know,
Narasiy Baby woke this Morning, lookeq at me, and
e, %

up
all at once e §ve a smile; o he knew Moming,
Bobik 1 g5 L«

8 Moming, darlingys And he laughed|

Children Imdersl:md; they understang Very well, So y shall

tell them, Ang, 4 DOL %0 Jet he Carnjva| Party come in,

Anprey (i"c:olu[dy). t's for my sisters g say, Ity
for them (o £ive orders,

NAusm. Yes, for them ¢,

o g o
. s 8 anyway ere t
for lliu; might . ( Pause), Andryusbanbchik, Y don’t )op
Speal

Axprey Nolbmg I wag lbx'nking
Rothing 1o say

NATASIA Yoq - whay W35 it I megpg
Jes; Ferapon, has come from ¢he Ruraj
ing for you

Ahl:\x[? (youns), Send hipy in

(Natasg, 8ots oy ANvpey, bend;,

Folle whek oy ot ‘,’},‘f"" o to the
ERAPONT 4o E :

<+ Besides, 1 g

your, op

to tely --Oh,
Board, and s aq !



ACT II

The same scene as in the First Act. Eight o'clock in the exe
ning. Behind the scenes in the street there iy the fointly
audible sound of a concertina. There it no light. NATALYA
IVANGVNA enters in a dressing-gown, carrying o candle;
she comes in and stops at the door leading to ANDREY'S
roam.

Narassta. What are you doing, Andryusha? Reading?
Never mind, 1 only just asked . (goes and opens anothet
door and, pecping into it, shuts 1t again). Is there 8 light?

ANDREY (enters with o book n kis kand). What s i,
Natasha?

Natasua. T was fooking to see whether there was a Jight,
... It's Carnival, the servants are not themselves, one has
always to be on the lookont for fear something goes wrong.
ZLast night at twelve o'clock I passed through the dining-room,
and there was a candle left burming | couldn't find out wko
had lighted st { puts down the candic) what's the time?

ANDprey (laoking at kit watch) A quarter payt eight.

Narastia. And Olga and Inna aren't in yet They haven't
come In. Still at work, poor dears' Olga is at the teachers®
council and Irina at the telegraph office (sighs) 1 w2
saying to your sister this morming, “Take care of yourself,
Trina darling,” sud T But she won't histen A quarter past
eight, you say? ¥ am afrand our Bobsk is not at all welt Why
is he s0 cold? Yesterday he was feserish and to<day be I
cold all over.. I am 5o anvous!

Anprey It's al right, Natasha The boy i quite well.

Narassa. We had better be carelul about hus fooxl, any-
way. § am antious. And § am told that the mummers ate

133
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Femaroyy, Tean Sy, sir, The Sontractor sajq 50, 3
ANprey, Nonsense (reads), Have yoy ever been g
Moscow?
Fezapoyy {after o Pause), No, Rever, It ag 1ot God’y
will I shoylg (e Pause). Amy | to gop
ANDrey. You' cap go. Good-bye. (meom
eading), Come to-morrg; Mmorning anq
(a Pause), He gone (g rng).
< (stretchoy end goeg ozl inty kiy

1

R -bye (r
Papers her,
€5, it 13 5 business..

oten room).
Virse iy Singing, rocking g baby
to sleep, Ens, Masny gy ERSH White they
i lemp ang

dles 3 the NIRg-room )

Dot 55 §p
most decent, buxmurable,
! ple are a7) in the 4
N H

b am thirsty | shoulq like Some teg,
Masi, (glannug @2 the'e, - They wij
1 gy 17

d Do dj;
tary TDeB—qhey, are
e It's o the Same)






TRREE S1sregs 1
Trsexnacn, Ivegot 5 three-bmclltd 2ame. My name jg
Baron Tuscnbach-Kmne-Amclmuer, but 1 bl
Orthodox Church ang am just ag Russian a5 ¥ou. There i
very Iittle of the German Jefe in me—nothip,
e patience and Derseverance wigy which I bore
11

Tusexpacy And every day T gy COme o the tele,
office angd Se¢ you home, 7} do it for ten Years, for twenty
years, tll yoq drive me g, iy (Seernp Masmua and Veg.
SHININ, dzhglmdty) Oh, jt’s Fou! How are You? ‘
Well, T am home at

3 OF reason, To19
ber I'hag f1o tume 49 wagp, It wag 59 Stupid. Are ype Car-
Rval people Coming to-nighe 2
Masny Yes,
Terna (sity doun jn o arm-chair) Y st rese, 1 am tired,
USENBacy [C7 M) When v, com

01 s from {pe
office yoy 0 young, 5o forlorn |, (e pause),

l'kh'm Tam tired No, T don't like telegraph work, I dogyy
ke it

t grown thinner (thistlgy
hok)ounger, rather Ike 5 boy in the face. ). dod o
NBAcy

iy
LIS work gy i

;nt knz . ‘“T“’,'“Z‘k o8 the g, r) %:,ff' llyh,emlbout
nocking ¢ Tusengye,

< Tam tired " Do lmock,

(Tv:slxmcu krocks 9% the f,
T, g, wil e ‘o)
bout ¢, 7y, or g el o

- The doe;
terday and they Josy
dred Toubles,

Masiy { indl[nmlly). Welt
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I{ one listens to a man of the educated class here, civilia
or military, he is worried to death by his wife, worried
Jeath by his house, worried to death by his estate, worried
to death by his horses.. .. A Russian is peculiarly given to
exalted ideas, but why is it he always {all so short n }ife?
Why?

Masia, Why?

Versuinin. Why is be worried to death by his children and
by his wife? And why are his wife and children wactied o
death by him?

Masna. You are rather depressed this evening

Versiunin. Perhaps.. .. F've had no dinner to-day, ard
had nathing to eat since the mormng. My daughter i nol
quite well, and when my little girls are ill I am consum
by anxicty; my conscience reproaches me for having g2
them such a mother Qh, if you had scen her to-day! §hf is
& wretched creature! We began quarrelhng at seven o'clock
in the morning, and at nine I slammed the door and nest
away (g pausc) I never talk about y Strange, it's only to
you I complain {bitses her hand) Don't be angry with e

.. Except for you I have no one—no one . (@ fause). |

Masua, What a nowse i the stove' Before father diel
there was honling n the clumncy. There, just bke that.

Verstunin Are you superstilions?

Masua Ves.

Vregsuisan That's strange (Lasses ber hand) You are 8
iplendtd, wonder{ul waman Splendid? Wonderful! ft's dark,
Lut I see the light 10 your eyes

Masita (mavers Lo enotker char) 1Us lighter here

Versmnes [ ove you  love, Ine . 1 love your 3t
sour movements, 1 ece them wn ay decams Splendud, woise
Herful woman'

Mastey (faughing 10it1) When you talk to m= hke thty
tor same teavmn U lzach, theugh 1 am frephtrned $lrars
tlon't da 1t agun In an undertonc) You may pay i
though, 1 don't aund Leoters ker tace usth her hanls).
1 don’t mind. . . . Someone is comung Talk of wmething else.

(IriNA and TUSENBACH corme in through the dimnge
roort.)
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Versrmay {(after ¢ moment’s llw_u_glrt). Well,'I don't
know....n 0 me thay everything on earth js

Masiy, don’t knoy, T've been hughing all day,

ERs TNy Vas at the sam, school ag yo, were, T dig
Dot £6 19 the Mﬂuary Aczdemy; I read 2 preat dml, but 1
do ot how ¢ m;

Yy ) and very likely

Ireaq Quite the wTong things, and yeq g Jonger 1 live the

e T wang 1o know My bajr is tuming &rey, T am almogg
man, by y know so little, op S0 hittlet By all the

Same [ fancy thay T do Lngw an Oroughly BT3D what 1o
ssentia) gng Malters moq, And ho, %€ 10 ma,

eTe i3 ng happip, T us, thag there ought
B8 10 be ang il not be, ! e must w, a

Ppiness ig the Dortion of OUF rempge descen, £}
ity 70t for me, 5y least 1t 5 for the dESceDd:mLs of my
escendanty | - -

(Fevory, o, Ron;

DEY appeay in thy a'r'm'npmom; they
4 down gy sing Joftly, ing the Luitar,)
‘ou

USENDAGyy .(ﬂ;nging Up kiy handy and lougin ). I
ear vp don't Understapg each "+ W A
comvogs Son Other, Well, how ap Tto

T o 3!:\5!!«1@(&: softlyy
l'sanu-u s up o Bnger 10 hey' . ¥
:‘;?w) Not only xlxl: g:n OF three hundrl‘I; ;5:,{, (bﬁ }un;
ion y, ife w Just he 3 it g
It Tmamg o tionary, ¢ U g 20 i
Bothj uhr}o'r . !;wl:n e h“sh:gmb - ';;1,:;
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TriNa. A fortnight ago he lost money, in December he Jost
money, I wish he’d make haste and lose everything, then
perhaps we should go away from this town. My God, every
night I dream of Moscow, it's perfect madness (faughs). Well
move there in June and there is still left Februasy, March,
April, May ... almost half a year. 5

Masua. The only thing is Natasha must not bear of ks
losses.

Irina. I don’t suppose she cares.

(TCHEBUTYKIN, who has only just got off kit bed—ht
has been resting after dinner—comes into the it
ing-room combing his beard, then sits doum 19 ke
table and takes @ newspaper out of kis pockel)

Masna. Here he .. . has he paid his rent? -,

Irtwa (langhs). No. Not a kopek for eight months, Exi-
dently he has forgotten,

Mns)m\ (laughs). How gravely he sits. (They oll laughi ¢
pause.

Irina. Why are you so quict, Alexandr Ignatyeiteh?

Versinin, 1 don’t know. I am longing for ea. I'd give
half my life for a glass of tea. I have had nothing to et
since the morning.

Teurnvryxin Irina Sergeyevnal

Irina. What is it? .

Tenrnutviin. Come here, Venes ici, (Trina goes arnd 3if3
down at the table ) 1 can’t do without you. (IRINA lays oxf
the cards for patience )

VersnNin, Well, i they won't bring tea, Jet us dictrs
something.

Tusranyen Dy all means What?

Versutniy, What? Let us dream . for instance of the
{ife that will come after us in two or three hundred yeant.

Tusexnactt Well2 When we are dead, men will fly I
balloons, change the fashion of their coats, will discover 8
sixth sense, perhaps, and develop it, but life nil remain jut
the same, difficult, {ull of mysteries and happiness, In a thou-
aand years man will sigh just the same, “Ah, bow hard life
is,” and yet just as now he will be afraid of death and pot

want it
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1 wete little, but I am grown up, you know .. {takes the
chalks and the penkmie, joyfully). How Jovelyl

Fipotsx, And 1 bought & kuife for myself ... look .. .one
blade, and another blsde, a third, and this is for the ears, and
‘There are scissors, and that’s ot cleaning the nails....

Ropoey (foudly), Doctor, how ald are you?

Tenerurve. 12 Thity-two tloughter).

Feporn. 11 show you another pasience .. . (lays out the
¢ards), .

(‘The samotar is hrought in; ANFss is at the samover;
a little faser NaTasua comes in and 15 elso busy af
the table, SoLyoxy comes i, and alter greeling,
the others nits dovem ot the table )

Vegstusys, What a wind there ist

Masyia. Yes 1 am sick of the winter I've Jorgotten wha
summer 18 hke

Tuaxa, It's comung out tight, T see, We shall go to Moscow,

Forik No, n's not caming out. You see, the eight is
over the two of spades (foughs). So that means you won't goo
o Moscow,

Tenepvnixan (reads from the newspaper) Tsitsihas,
Smallpox is raging hete.

Anrisa {gomg up to Masua) Masha, come to tea, my
dexr (To Vensunnin) Come, your honour . . excuse me, sir,
1hae forgotten your aame , N

iasua Brng 1t here, vurse, 1 am not going there,

Tana. Nurse!

f:r:nsx I am comingt

Naxasus (fo SorvoNy) Luke babies und, e
w4l “Good mormag Bobik, good marmng, dzx:\r::’"’i ;;{dy
ge k:;i:;d nllmc in qunhe a §p¢ch) way You thak I uy

hat because T am 2 mothes, ba s
witrzordwany child, o, Lassure you) He is an

Satvony L€ that chitd were mive, 'd fry him in a fovi

ran and eat hum. ¢ Toker ket glass, ! wing.
Poom and s4ts dueem in & m”f’ > Cantes into the drawing.

m:;‘:?um (covers her face otk her honds), Rude, lbred

Masna. Hapery people don's notice whether it is winter
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out, Migratory birds, cranes for instance, fly backwards and
forwards, and whatever ideas, great or small, stray throush
their minds, they will still go on flying just the same witbozt
knowing where or why. They fly and will continee to £5,
however philosophic they may become; and it doesn't matter
how philosophical they are so long as they go on fying....

Masna. But still there is a meaning?

Tusexnpacit. Meaning. . . . Here it is snoning. What mean-
ing s there in that? (4 panse.)

Masira, I think man ought to have faith or ought to seel
a faith, or else his life is empty, empty. ... To live and rot
to understand why cranes fly; nhy children are born; wky
there are stars in the sky....One must know what ome s
living for or else it is all nonsense and waste (a panse).

VERSHININ. And yet one is sorry that youth is over....

Masita. Gogol says: it’s dull living in this world, friends!

TuseNnach, And T say: it is difficult to argue with you,
my friends, God bless you. ...

TCHTBUTYRIN (reading the newospaper). Balzmc was mar
ried at Berditchev.

(IRINA hums softly.)

Teurnuryran. 1 really must put that down in my bk
(2rrites) Balzac was masried at Berditchev (recits the pager).

IRiNA (lays out the cards for patience, drecmily). Balne
was married at Berditchev.

Tusexnacat, The die is cast. You Lnow, Marya Sere
geyevna, I've resigned my commission.

Masta, So T hear. And I sce nothing good in that. T duat
like civilians,

Tusennaen. Never mind ., {gess up). 1 am pot gode
looking enouzh for a soldier But that does not matter, thoush
... am poing to work I only for ane day in my life, 10
work so that I come hom= at night tired out and fall aslerp
&3 socn as I get into bed.  (going into the diningrosm).
Workmen must sleep soundly!

Frootix (fo IriNa). T bouzht these chalke for you Just
oow as I pacsed the shop .. And this penknife. ...

Iziva. Youlve got into the way of treating me as thoush
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17
I were Gittle, byy T am grown P, you know, , (takes ¢k,
ekalks and the penknife, Jo3fullyy, How Tovely}

d I

FEDOTIK. A bought g knife for myself,, 2Jook ... . one

Tenenurvyry” I? Thisty-two Uaughter),

Froorr, show you another patience . - (lays out ¢,
cards).

is also busy at
Me,fnble, Soryony comes in, gng after Ereetng
the others s down g the table)
Versupn gy What 3 wing there js!

Masny, Yes 1am sick of the winter, Tve forgotten whay

summer 15 ke,
Ierxa 1o <Oming gyt right, I see, We shali £0 1o Moscory,
Froorye No, n's not oming ope, You s the eight g,
Over the two of spades {loughs). so that meang ¥ou won't go
 Moscor

TOIEDUT\I\‘XN (reads from the rewspager). Tsx'-Lsx'-karv
Smallpox 4 raging here

Anrrsy (gong up tp Masm), Mag)
dear (75 Verstanng

1 Come tg tea, my
A forgnten Sour

ha,
) Come, your honour EXcuse me, sir,
name |,

Q.\'"SA Tam Coming|
Natasua (1, Sotyoxy) Lattle py derstang
well Mormpg Botny, £oor Morning, darling,’x’ll :;ry
He Iooked 3¢ ME N quite 5§, ¥y Yoy think T Ky

that use am 4 mother, by no,
rxlnordmnry child
Sotvang i that child weps une, 1°g
1 1r glass
ey
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out. Migratory birds, cranes for instance, fiy backwards and
forseards, ang whatever ideas, greay or small, stray throneh
their minds, they will siy 20 on flying just the Same witkor!
knowing where or why. They By and will continge to £y,
however Philosophie they may become; and it doesnt matter
how Philosophica} they are sp long as they go on fiying...

Masis, Byg SUll there i5 5 Meaning?

Tvsz:chn. Mc:ming. . Hereijtis snowing. What mean
ing is there in that? (4 Pause.)

Masna, I thing ™man ought 1o have fajth or ought 10 seel
3 faith, or else his life is DLy, emply. ... To live and not
1o understand why Sranes fly, “why children are born; by
there are stars in the sky., . - One must know what one is
living for or else it is oy Donsense and waste (@ pause).

Versunry And yet one is sorry that youth is oL,

Masma, Gogol says: jt’s dull Tiving in ths world, friends!

INBACH And | [yt is difficult 10 argue with you,

my friends, God bless you, .

Tcm:nurn.m (reading the »eespaper) Balzac was mar-
ried at Berditchey,

{IRINA Fums softly.)

Teneovrvgy, 1 really must puy ghae down in my book
(2trites) Balzae Was married at Berditchey (reads the paper),

IRINA (Javs out the cards fpr Paticnee, dreamslv) Ralmac
WIS married a¢ Berditchey,

Tusewpacy The die 15 caqr You now, Maryz Ser-
Leyevna, e resigned ™y commission

Masua So 1 hear And I see Rothing good in that, T dont
like civilians

'l‘us;:xmcn. Never mind | {gets upy am not good-
Tooking enouch for g saldies Byg that does nog matter, though
~~.Tam gong 10 work, rf only for one day i my life, to
work 5o that I come hame at gy tred aut and fa asleep
A3 soon as I get into bed . ($omg into the dining.room).
Workmen must sleep Soundlyt

Feporixe (1q Inina), 1 bought these cBalks for you Just
Pow as T passed the shap And thig penknife. |

IRINA Youre ROt into the way of treating me ag though
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Maste If I cross, don't talk fo me. Don't interfere
¥ith mre. N -

Tenecvrvriy Uaughing). Don’t touch ker, don't touch
hert

Massa. You are sixty, bug Jou talk rot Jike 5 schoolboy.
Natasma (sighs). Dear Masha, ] Y make use of such
essions jpy conversation? With your attractive appear-

if it were not for the things Yyou
2y, Je vors brie, pqrdonnz:-mai, Morie, mais voys gy, 2z
des menidres g Pex grossidrey
CSENRACY (:upprming @ leughy. Give me +e Bive mp

«+< T think there 'S some brandy there

Navasia 1 Parcit gue proy Bobik déjd e dort pas, he is
awake, He s ot well to-day [ must go to him, excyse me.
(goes out)

Terna, Where hag Alexangr Ignatyeviten gone?

k e 23 though some-

thing had pope Srong between ys, You are 5 teer

there's pg, denying that, g thara.cter,
L¥oxy (declamg) 1 am strange, why ;.

Re not w73tk Alsko) o ot renge!

ESINRACH T dany ¢ what Atet, has got ¢4 do wiry

Sotvony When 1 4 teted.tep, with

X somebody,

H:hx, Just Lke anyone elsa, but in mpany l::’d‘;::m iy

ol ‘e:ns: ;:i i, Y 2l sorg diotie things,
. o OF® Conegien i

fany Aegy. L prove i(‘c.l . s and slmghuom-;rd thso
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or summer, I fancy if I lived in Moscow I should not mind
what the weather was like....

VErsHININ. The other day I was reading the diary of 2
French minister written in prison. The minister was con-
dentned for the Panama affair, With what enthusiasm and
delight he describes the birds he sees from the prison win-
dow, which he never noticed before when he was s minister.
Now that he is released, of course he notices birds no more
than he did before. In the same way, you won't notice Mos-
cow when you live in it. We have no happiness and never
do have, we only long for it. -

TusENRACIT (fakes a box from the table). What has be-
come of the sweets? N

Irina. Solyony has eaten them,

Tusenpacir. All? .

ANFISA (handing tea). There's a letter for you, sit,

Verstnin, For me? (Takes the letter.) From my daugh-
ter (rcads). Ves, of course....Excuse me, Marya Str-
geyevna, Il slip away. I won't have tex (gets up in ogila-
tion). Always these upsets, . ..

Masia. What is it? Not a secret ? 5

VERSHININ (in a low voicc). My wife has taken poison
again, I must go. I'll slip off unnoticed. Horribly unpleasant
it all is. (Kisses Masua’s hand) My fine, dear, splendid
woz;mn <« go this way without being seen...{gots
out).

ANr1sA. Where is he off to? I've just given him his fea....
What a man, 3

Masuia (getting angry). Leave off! Don't pester, you give
one no peace. .. (goes with her cup to the table). You bother
me, old lady,

Anrisa. Why are you so huffy? Darling!

(Andrey’s voice “ANFISAI™)

ANprsa (mimcking). Anfisal he sits there. . . . (goes out).

Masna (by the tablc in the dining-room, angrily). Let me
sit down! (Mixes the cards on the table.) You take up all the
table with your cards, Drink your tea!

Iriva, How cross you are, Masha!



3 L
Sorony, Which? There are two universities i Moscow,
Anprey, There is only one uni\'ersily in Moscow,
LYONY. T tell yoy there are tao,
&Lnu\' There ymzy be three for aught T care, §, much
the better,
Sorvony, Thete are tyo universities i Moscow; {4 myg..
7 ond husges ) There are two Untversities j; the
old one ang the new gne, il

Youy ... (Suts
down 19 4, $rano and Plays o waltz )
= alone), The baron j5 drunk, the
baron 45 drunk, the baron s drunk,
ler Natasiy
Natasiy (20 Tcntnlmmm). Ivan Romanitepy (Sayr
o mznv’nmm, then goes OUL sofsty, Tenepy.
TVKIN toych,, Tusenmcy o the shouldey and whispers
omethung 1o pm )
IN,

Abary ¥ door oy right 5 kis orn e
Tcntncn:mx ing vy ¢ they ere :aig':' 4
Lood-bye iy the dming-rwm.) . ‘

Faoopyy, What pityr 1 wag

ning o Peed the gy,



S LYoNy, Let yg (drx'nl'.r). I have never hag any thing
against You, Bargn. have the temperameny of Letmon.
tov. (7, e loy Volce) In fact 1 am rather like Lermontoy fo
look a¢ . S0 Iam tolg (takes oy SCent-bottly ang Sprinkles

Tusx:mmcn. I have sent in My papers, 1 "ve had enough
of it/ 1 have bee thinking of it for five years and at Jagy
i K

have Come yp ¢, the Scratch, 1 am going 1o work,
Sou'om' ((icclnim.r ). Be not Wrath, Aleko, + <+ Forget, for.
ams, |, |

enr, - drawing ppom uith
Iring), And the food toq Was reqf Caucasian stuff: onion
\S0up ang for the meat Course Ic/:e//arlma. ..
SoLvoyy Tclmcmlm 1S not meay 44 all, it’s a plang rather
like oyr Onion,
Tcumurvxm. No, My dear soul, It's noy onion, but mut.
ton Toasted i, 2 specia) way,
OLYONY. By | tell you tha, fcheremshy is an onion,
CHEBUTy;, nd I teyy you thae Lchehartimg is mutton.
OLYONY, nd T tepy Yyou that leheremsig is an onjon,
Tannun'km Whaps the use of my arguing wigh Yyou?
You have Dever beer, to the Caucagsyg or eaten tc/m/mrf"{ﬂ-
OLYONY | haveny Caten g becayse | can't bear jt,
Tcﬁcrcm.r/m Smells ko garhc
ANbrpy (t'mplaringly) Thay’s enoughy Pleaset
Tusnammcu When are the Carniyy party coming?
Irina T €Y Promiseq to come at nine, they will e
here dircctly
USENBACH (cml:racc.r ANDrEy and Sings) QR my
porch, oh my new borch | »
Anprry (dances nd sings) “With pogy of maple
wood, , , »
CHERUTYK N (dancesy, “And lattice work complets B

T
(aughter
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(Axrish goes owt. Tera wolks about the yoor in fiesi-
tation; she it excited. Enter SOLYONY.)

Sotsany lin perplemty), No one bese....Where are
they all?

Tarxa. They have gone home,

Sovvony. How queer. Are you alone here?

Turva, Yes {a parse). Good might. . .

Sorvoxy § behaved tactlessly, without sufficient restraint
fust now, But you are not like other people, you are pure
and lofty, you see the truth. You alone can understand me.
1 Jove you, [ love you deeply, infinitely.

Tzmva Good night! You must go.

Soryory U esny bive withowt you {follawing ker). OB,
my blisal  Througk ket tears) Oh, happiness! Those glotious,
exqulsite, marvellous eyes such 2s ¥ have never seen in any
otber woman

TmiNa (eoldlyy Don't, Vassily Vassilyitcht

SorroNy, For the first time T am speaking of Tove to you,
and T feel a3 though ¥ were not on earth but on another
planet (ruds ks foreheod). But there, 5t does pot matter.
Theve is s forcng kindress, of course. . But there must be
o happy rivals, There must not. . I swear by all that
Is sycred 1 will K11l any rival.. .. O exquisite beingt

(NATASHA posses with ¢ condle))

Natasua (feeps i at one door, then af another ond passes
dy the door that deads to ker husbond's room). Andrey is
there Let hunread Excuse me, Vassily Vassilyitch, T did not
know you were here, and { am in wy dressing-gown., ..

S?mev 1 dow't cate Good-bye! (Goes out.)

Narasua You #re tired, my poor, deas Httle girl) (Risses
Tr1na) You cusht to go to bed easlier, . ..

Inxa 1s Bobik asteen?

Nazasua He is asleep, but not sleeping gui
way, dear, 1 keep meaning ta speak to 5’3 i&‘:’g{r )I'lv}:x l:;e
out ot else T haven't the time, ., .| lhink.Bcbik's nrse &
::‘i‘m’ d;mx' And r:;r roam s 5a wice for a baby, r(;;

2 Ty dear, you might move ime § i

T (not wnderstonding). \\'t;:::?umc i5to Olya's roomt
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ning, but of course if the child is ill.., Il bring him a toy
$0-morrow, ,

Roopey (loudly). I had a nap to-day after dinner on pur-
pose, I thought I would be dancing all night. ... Why, it's
only nine o’clock.

MasHa. Let us go into the street; there we can talk, Well
decide what to do.

(Sounds of “Good-bye! Good night!” The good-
Fumoured laugh of TUSENBACH s keard. All go ot
ANFISA and the maidservant clear the table ard
put out the light. There is the sound of the nurie
singing. ANDREY in his hat and coat, and TcHEBU-
TYKIN come in quielly.)

TCHEBUTYKIN, I never had time to get married, because
life has flashed by like lightning and because I was passion:
ately in love with your mother, who was married.

ANDREY. One shouldn’t get married. One shouldn’t, becaust
it’s boring. |

TcHEBUTYKIN. That’s all very well, but what about loneli-
ness? Say what you like, it’s a dreadful thing to be lonely,
my dear boy. ... But no matter, though! .

AnpReY. Let’s make baste and go. 5

TenesuTYKIN. What's the hurry? We have plenty of time.

ANRDREY. I am afraid my wife may stop me.

TcHEBUTYKIN. Oh! 5

Anprey. I am not going to play to-day, I shall just sit and
look on. I don’t feel well. ... What am I to do, Ivan Roman-
itch, I am so short of breath?

TCHEBUTYKIN. It's no use asking me! I don’t remember,
dear boy....T don't know. ...

Anprev. Let us go through the kitchen. (They go oul.)

(A ring, then another ring; there is a sound of voicts
and laughter.)

IriNa (enters). What is it?

ANFISA (in @ whisper). The mummers, all dressed up

(e ring). X
TrinA. Nurse, dear, say there is no one at home. They must

excuse us.
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getber! T can't stay at home, 1 absolutely can't, ... Come
aongl

K%:u&m.l am tired. ] am not coming {gets upy. T am tired.
Has my wife gone home? )

IriNa, T expect so.

Ruvtar (kigses Irina’s hand). Good-bye! I have all day
to-mprrow and next day 10 rest. Good night! {Going) 1 do
want some tea. 1 was reckaning on spenchng the evening in
pleasant company ...Q fellacem Jominum spem!.., Ac-
cusathve of exclamation

Vesssnaa, Well, then, T must go alone (goes out with
Koo, whutlng),

Orca My head aches, oh, how my bead aches, . .. Andrey
bas lost at cards . .. The whale town is tatking about it. ...
11 go and lie down (23 gomng) To-morrow 1 shall be free. ...
Oh, goodness how nice that is} To-motrow 1 am free, and the
day alter Tam free . My head does ache, ob, my head .. .
froes out)

Y21Na (elone) They have all gone away. There is no one left.
(4 concertina plays wn the street, the nurse sings}
Narasna (12 a fur tap ond coat crosses the diming-room,
lelloed by the maid) T'shall be back in hatl an hour, T shall
only go a hitdle way (goes out).
Yuna tleft alone, in desection). O, 1o go to Moscow, to
Moscow! ’

CURTAIN,
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gether! T eany stay a¢ bome, 1 absalutely‘mn’t....Comc
alongt

Kuwrony, Tam tireq Tamnot Coming (gese up).Tam tired,
Has my wife gone bome? f

Iarna, T

0,
Krtrony (kisses Irnva's kand), Good-byel I have da;
to-morrgry and nexy day 1o Test, nightt (Gﬂing) Ido
¥t some teq, 1 %35 reckonip, th i
Pleasant Company Jallacem Rominyym, steml .| Ac.
CUsative of exclamation

X ERSHINDN, Weli, then, 1 must go alone {
U

Tnry (alane). Th, veall pone Away, There isng One Jeft,
L €oncerting plays 1 the Street, the nurse Sungs.)

A ur cap €08t ¢rogses the dining—raom,

Selloweq by the maid) T shyy be bacl 3, half an bour, 1 shajl
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Ralotilin young ladies are dovwnstairs. .. give it to thent...
ive this too,

“%g;o);‘r.‘ Yes, miss, In 1812 Moscow was burmt too.e..

Mercy on us! The Frepch marvelled.

Orca. You can go nmv.l 5

FeraroNt, Yes, miss (goes out).

Otea Nurse darling, gigvc them everything, We don’t want
anything, give it all to them. . . . 1 am tired, T can ‘hardly stand
onmy feet,  We mustn't et the Vershining go bome.. .
“The little girls can sleep in the drawing-room, and Alesandr
Tenatyevitch down below at the baron’s,... Fedotik can go
to the baron's, 100, or sleep in our dining-room. . . . As H-uck
will biave it, the dactor is drunk, feightfully drunk, aed no one
can be put in his room. And Vershinin's wife can be in the
drawing-room t0o.

Axrisa {wearily). Qlya darling, don't send me away; don't
send me away!

Orea That's nonsense, nurse. No one is sending you away.

Axrisa tlays ker keod on OLCA'S shoulder). My own, my
treasute, I work, Udo my best. . . . I'm peatting weak, evetyons
willsay “Be off!” And where am 1 10 go? Where? Y am eighty
Eighty-one

Orea Sit down, nurse darling . .. You are tived, poor thing
oo (makes her sit down). Rest, dear good nurse.. .. How
rale you are}

. {Enter NaTasma)

Narvasia, They are saying we must form & committee at
¢nce fos the assistance of thase whose houses have been burnt,
Well, hat's a pood idea. Indeed, one ought always to he teady
1o Yelp the poor, it's the duty of the rich, Bobik and baby
Sophue are both asleep, sleeping as though nothing were hap-

Pezing There are such a lot of peaple everywhere, whares
ene goes, the howse is full There iy inf) i ot

enzz in the town pow;
Yam 50 alraid the children may get it !
Ovea (rot kst A

nng) In this
I et ening) n this room one does not see the fire,
Nasssn Ves.. my hair must be untidy

Leokimg.plam), They say 1 have t:
roel Neva bt Masha iy nx\urm‘m p

ter, .. but iv's nat
, the Is tired ont, poot dear,

ly (it front of the !
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Kolotilin Young Iadies are downstajrs weeBive it o than
od give this 15 too,

ERAPOXT, Vo5 r&u Mosmw s burnt 4o, ,
Mercy on gy The Fr ch elled.
LCA. You cap go
F:xu-o T. Yes, (g 0¢s out),

rse da; rlmg Ive them everylbmg We don'e want
an)1hxn". gm itali to lh .Ia ired, I can harq,
my feer,

am t;
on \e rnusmt Iet the Vg, rsln‘mns 80 home, ,
The hitle mrls n g

in the dmvn‘ng~ m, and Alex:mdr |
Imumnxch down beloyy at the barggsg, - Fedotik ¢ 2 go |
1o the 'S, too, or sleep in gur dmmg-mo .As lU Tuck
¥ill haye gy lbedocto is drun, lnzhlfully drunk,and 10 one
nbeputlnhisr AdV rshinin’s w €an be in ghe
dmwing»room too,
Anprsy (wunly) Qlyz darling, go,

n't seng me away; don’t
send me 5, awayt
Oz

m.'ﬂm's Nonsensa urse, No )nu away.
Axrisy Uavs pep 4 icad on 7 OLca’s .vlwuld ) my
Irmure. 1 work, I do 0 my best | 'm gem e:lk, l.'veryonﬂl
¥illsay iy offt” Apg where am, 1 02 “'hcn:’ Iam eighty
Ei:hty-cnr
€A Sit doy down, p Rurse darling Xou are tir ed, poor thing
+ {mal, bes ber 4, 1it dovn) Rest, des good p - How
Nt ¥ou arey
(Enter Nnnsm)
Mrum They are saying We muse form 5

Committea at
once for the 2SSistance of 4 those yrhog, Bouses 1, e,
ell, thapg 2 £00d 1dey, '+ 0ne pughy always 1o be Teady
L::chll'tpoo s q the rich

In
T, he duty of he obik ang ba
Rie are both a4 » Sleeping 2s thoyah, ,, hing were bag
Pening There e such lot of People ey, here, Wherever
£ne poes, ouse i fypy Thcrtisinﬂut in th R
Tamyy afrag the e may, get it
M(Ziu‘ (nat Iumu 2) In this 09 one doeg N0t see g, fire,

\ my hajr t be untigy (- !
Lok, ( (Ln) Thry 4) I bave Rrown !:'u{r{'.".lmu o the
ln:d Net a by Masny asleep, tired
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Ovca, This night has made me ten years older.

Narasaa, 'Mgmust come ta an understanding, Olyz. You
are at the high-school, 1 am 2t bome; you are teaching while
1 ook aftec the house, and if I say anything about the serv-
aats, T know what I'm talkiog about; I do know what 1 am
talking about..,.And that old thief, that old hsg...
{s2amps), that old witch shall clear out of the house to-mor-
row!,..1 won't bave people annoy me! Y won't have il
(Feeling that she has gone t00 Jar) Really, if you don't move
downstairs, we shall always be quarrelling. It's awful.

{Enter Kurioms.) 3

Kunierxy Where w Masha? It's tume ta be going home,
“The fire 18 dying down, 30 they say Istretches), Only ove patt
of the town has been burnt, and yet there was a wind; it
seemed a1 Frst as though the whole town would be destroyed
{3ty dowen) 1am exhausted Olya, my dear ... I often think
Wit had not been for Masha I should have married you.
Wouatesomood 1 am tired out (Nisfen).

Oroa Whatwsu?

Kty Tt is unfortunate the doctor should have g drink-
g bout Just now, he is helplessly drunk. Most unfostunaty
igetsup) Here he comes, I do believe, . .. Do you hear? Yes,
heiycoming s way . (laughs). What a man he is, really.
«. Vshall hide (goes 1o the cupboord and stands in the cor.
»er), 10t he 2 ruffian’

Oroa Fle has not deunk for tno years and now he has gave
224 done 1t . (walke away with NATASIA 10 the back of
the room)

314

(TeryBCTYRIN comes m, toalking as though sober with-
but dtaggering, ke walks ecrors the room, slaps,
tooks round, then goes up to the wasking-seend and

T begins 2o weask kus honds.)

TNV KN (morosely) The devil take them ait
tarnn ther all They think T2m a doctor, that 1 can treat
?m {al complaints, and 1 really

AE {otgotten all T did Lnow, T cevaember nothing, absolutel:
oothung {OLEA and NAYASHA go out semmaticed by kim,) Thyc
éndl ke them. Last Wednesday 1 treated a toman at Zasyp
~abe &ed, and it tmy Tault that she died. Yes .. <Idid koow

£all
knaw nothing about it, X
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Tasxa. She bas forgatten, She has nat played for three. ..
or four years. . . .
T There is absolutely no one who
smusic in this town, not ane saul, but 1 do understand and on
my hotour I assure yau (hat Marya Sergeyevna plays mag-
pificently, slmost with gewivs,
Fruiern, You are right, Baron.
Masha, I oyean, Sheis a
Tesexsacst. To be able

1 am very fond of her;

good sort.

ta play so glodously and to know
{bat no one understands youl )

Reure {sgke), Yes .. But would it be sun!gblc for her
10 take part in a concert? (& gause} X krow nothing about.lt'
y friends Perhaps it would be sl right. Thete is no denying
{hat our director is a fine man, indeed 2 very fine man, very
Intelligent, but be has such views. . . Of course it is pot his
busiess, still 1f you hke 1% speak to him about it.

(TeurpuTvIas fakes wp a ching tlotk and examines it}

Yuasiiwin ¥ got dirty all over at the fire. ¥ am a sight
{8 pause} 1 beard a word dropped yesterday about our bri-
gade being tansferred ever 3o far away, Sume say to Poland,
and others o Tebita

Tesexeacn Thve heacd sometbing about it 100. Wells The
town will be 3 wilderness then.

Tarxa We shall ga away too,

Tomsrnkin idrops the clock, vhick smaskes). To
yrithereens

Rewerw { preking up the preces) To smash such a valu-
able thing—aoh, Tvan R iteh, haa R iteht ¥ should
£ivr you minws zeto for conduct!

Imina That was mother's clock,

Towertress Peshops, .. Wel, i Bt was hers, it was,
Terhage T oot smash at, but it only seems as though 1 had,
Perhaps it only seems to us that we exist, but teally we are
ot bere ot all 1 dan't know aaything—nobody knows any-
thing By the deor) What are you stasing at? Natasha bas

mt 2 mu; afiair on with Trotopopay, and you don't wee it
‘.x};\:ﬂ |:_h;te h?d see mothing, while Natasha bas 3 figle
B T G ol s
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Young and old are bound by lovt,iand precious are its paogy
oo aughs).
Masta. Tram-tam-tami .
Yersxiy, Tam-tam}
Masia, Tra-ra-ra?
Yersuunes. Tra-tata) (Laughs)
(Enter FEDOTIR,)
Froortk (dances) Burnt to ashes! Burnt to ashes} Every
thing 1 bad in the world (foughter). .
1atxa. A queer thing to jobe about. Ts everything burmt?
Froorix {faughs). Exerything I had in the world. Nothing
Isdelt My guitar 1s burnt, and the camera and all my letters.
«-.And the note-book 1 reant to give you—that’s burmt too.
{Enter Sorvany.}
htlmu. No; please go, Vassily Vassilyitch. You can't stay
e

Soraoxy How is it the baron can be bere and 1 can't?

¥ ersiixay, We must be game, really, How is the fire?

Sotvony They sy it is dying down. Ne, 1 really can’t
toderstand why the baron may be here and oot 1 (takes oud
# donile of scent and sprinkles kimsel]),

Vesstuxex Trametam-taml

Misua Team-tam!

Vemssunen (loughs, to Sorvony). Let w po into the
ditnz-room

Sotvons Very welf, vt make a nateof 1t Tmight explain
oy meanuny furthes, but fear T may provoke the geese...
{looking of Tesexanenr). Chook, chook, chook! . .. (Goes
ext itk Vensstings and Feoomix.

fxina How that horrid Solyony has made the roo semell
::‘ r:::a.am’ - {In surgrise) The baton is asleep! Baron,

Trsiapven twakerg wp) 1 am tired, though,
trckyard fam oot \z)kmgp wmysleep T r’eaﬂy agm gv.;m?tl:
e Lnckyard directly, 10 bega work . L It neatly stlﬁed.
:&Tp D, tenderty) You ace so pate and lovely and fasceinat.
u;w th 263 10 me 23 U:'au;h your paleness sheds 3 Tight

3h ibe dark air.., Yoy ate melancholy; you are dis.
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Versminin, Yes ... (laughs). How very queer it all i,
really! (a pause) When the fire began I ran home as fast a8
I could, I went up and saw our house was safe and sound and
ont of danger, but my little girls were standing in the doorway
in their nightgowns; their mother was nowhere to be seen,
people were bustling about, horses and dogs were running
about, and my children’s faces were full of alarm, horror,
entreaty, and I don't know what; it wrung my heart to se¢
their faces. My God, I thought, what more have these children
to go through in the long years to come! I took their hands
and ran along with them, and could think of nothing else but
what more they would have to go through in this world! (¢
pause) When I came to your house I found their mother here,
screaming, angry.

¢ I\KASH/A comes in with the pillow and sits down on ihe
sofa.)

VERSHININ. And while my little girls were standing in th¢
doorway in their nightgowns and the strect was red with the
fire, and there was a fearful noise, T thought that sometbirg
Tike it used to happen years ago when the enemy would sud-
denly make a raid and begin plundering and burning.. ..
yet, in reality, what a difference there is between what is now
and has been in the past! And shen a little more time hss
passed—another two or three hundred years—people wi
look at our present manner of life with horror and derision,
and everything of to-day will seem awkward and heavy, npd
very strange and uncomfortable, Oh, what a wonderful life
that will be—what a wonderful hife! (Laughs) Forgive me,
here I am airing my theories again! Allow me to go on. I have
such a desire 1o talk about the future. I am in the mood (¢
pause). It’s as though everyone were asleep, And so, 1 say,
what a wonderful life it wiil be! Can you only imagine?...
Here there only three of your sort in the town now, but i
generations to come there will be more and more and more;
and the time will come when everything will be changed and
be as you would have it, they will live in your way, and later
on you too will be out of date—people will be born who will
be better than you. ... (faughs). I am in such a strange state
of mind to-day. 1 have a fiendish longing for life ... {sings).
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Rescas, We are not poor, 1 work—T g0 to the bigh-
school, and then ¥ give private fessons ...1 do my duty%...
There's no nonsense about me, Ominia mea mecum porio, 35
the saying is. .

Masua. 1 want nothing, but it's the injustice that vevolts
me (a peuse}. Go, Fyodor.

Kuusern (kisses ber), You are tired, rest for half an hour,
274 111 it and wait for you. ..Sleep.. . (goes). ¥ am con-
Arm, 3 am conten, T 2m content {goes oxt).

Tamia. Yes, bow petty our Andrey has grown, how dull and
old he has become beside that woman! At one time he was
working to pet a professorship and yesterday he was boasting
of having succeeded at st in becoming 2 member of the
Rural Board. He is 2 member, and Protapopov is chairman.
... The whole town 13 lavghing and talking of it and be Is the
only pae who sees and knows nothing. . . And here everyon2
Bas been running to the fire while he sits still in his room and
tkes o notiee He does nothing but play his violm. ..
{nervoudy) Qh, it's mwlul, awiul, awfull (Weeps) I can’t
bear it any mare, ¥ can't! T can't, Tean't!

{Onca comes n ond begins tidying up her table))

Taria (s0b1 loudly) T me out, turn we out, T can't
bear it any mare!

?LC\ (lnla;:zd); &x( is {t? What is it, dasling?

2N {s0bbing). Where? Where hag it all gone? Where is
ll\? Dh, my God. my God' [ have (orpotten t\-egx‘;\bing‘ w:1y~
thnz  eventhing is in a tangle in my ound... .1 don't
remember the ltalian for window ot ceiling . . 1am forgetting
r:tmhmg; every day 1 forget something more and hife is
AppirR away and will never come back, we shall pever, never
10 Mowow | see that we shant go. .., !

?Lm Darling, darhing . ..

AU (restramong bersel]) Ob, I am wn N ¥
Wk, 1 am not poing to work 1 have had enﬁrﬂ( it :n‘o?;;é
1" Thave been 3 telesraph clerk and now I have & job in
the tawn council and 1 bate and despise every bitof lha)nrk
ey pve e smbearly twenty-lour, 1 have been work
Sﬁ '0_;! yeacs, my brains are drying up, T am petting thin and

22d e7ly and there b nothung, nothing, not the slightes

‘
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satisfied with life. . . . Ah, come with me; let us go and work
together]

* Masua, Nikolay Lvoviteh, do gol

Tusenvacut (laughing). Are you here? I didn’t see you..«
(kisses IRINA'S hand)., Good-bye, I am going....T lock 2t
you now, and I remember as though it were long ago how o1
your name-day you talked of the joy of work, and were so g1y
and confident. .. . And what a happy Jife I was dreaming of
then! What has become of it? (Kisses her hand.) There are,
tears in your eyes. Go to bed, it’s getting light . . . it is nearly
morning. .. . If it were granted to me to give my life for youl

Masua. Nikolay Lvovitch, do go! Come, really....

Tusensac. I am going (goes out).

Masuia (lying down). Are you asleep, Fyodor?

Kuriain, Eh?

Masna. You had better go home.

KuLicin, My darling Masha, my precious gitll ...

IriNa. She is tired out. Let her rest, Fedya.

Kuticin. I'll go at once. ... My dear, charm
I Jove you, my only one! ... .

Masua (angrily). Amo, amas, amat; amamus, amalis,
amant,

Kuttery (laughs). Yes, really she is wonderful, You have
been my wife for seven years, and it seems to me as though
we were only married yesterday. Honour bright! Yes, really
you are a wonderful woman! I am content, I am content,
am content!

Masita. T am bored, I am bored, I am bored! . . . (Gets &P
and speaks, sitting down) And there’s something I can't get
out of my head. . .. It's simply revolting. It sticks in my bead
like a mail; I must speak of it, I mean about Andrey. ... H¢
has mortgaged this house in the bank and his wife has grablx
all the money, and you hnow the house does not belong to kim
alone, but to us four! He ought to know that, if he is a decent

ing wilel.os

man,
Kuvricin, Why do you want to bother about it, Masha?
What is it to you? Andryusha is in debt all round, so there

it s,
Maswya, It's cevolting, anyway (lies down).
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Kuttor, We are not poor. T work~I go o the !;xgh-
school, aod then 1 give private tessons, .. . ¥ do my duty...
There's o povsense abaut te, Omnia mea mecum porto, a5
the saying is.

Mazuy. § want nothing,
e {¢ pause). Go, Fyodor,

Kuucy (bises her) You are tired, rest for half an hour,
and 11 it and wait for you. . .. Sleep ... {goes). T am con-
test, | 2m content, T any content goes out).

Tarnw. Yes, kow petty our Andrey has grown, bow dull and
12 be has become beside that woman) Al one time he was
working to get 2 professorship and yesterday he was boasting
of baving succeeded at last in becoming a member of the
Rona] Board He is 2 member, and Protopopov is chairman.
... The whole town is laughing and talking of it and he is the
only one who sees and knows nothing, . . . And here everyone
ks been running to the fire while he sits still in his room and
Lkes no notice. He does nothing but play his violin...
{rercously) Oh, it's awtul, awiud, awfull (Weeps) 1 can't
beat it any mote, I can's! 1 can’t, ¥ can'tt

(OLey comes tn and begins tidyng up her table.)

Tarwa {s0bs loudly) Turn me out, turn me ont, I can’t
Year it any more?

Otea {alermed) What iy it? What 8 it, darling?

Iy (robding) Where? Where s it 2l gone? Where is
2 0h, my God, my Ged* 1 have forgotien everything, every-
By . werything 11 a tangle in my mind. .. dont
semeenber the Tuahan for window or ceiling . . . T am forgetting
eveyibirg every day 1 forget something more and lfe is
Lipping away and will never come back, we shall never, never
©toMoscow 1 sec that we shantgo. ... ’

Otea. Darling, dathng .

Tus (restrzring Aerself). Oh, 1 am wretched. ... 1 can't
wrek Lamyaot pomnz to work 1 have bad enough of it, enough
et s’ 1 bave beea a telegraph clerk and now I bave & jobin
e to® council and 1 hate and despise every bit of the work
ey rive me. . 1 am nearly twenty-four, 1 have been work.
:;3(0:4 Jean, oy brsies are deying up, 1 am getting thin and

ad vrly and there Iy pothing, nothing, not the slightest

but it's the injustice that yevolts
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fxt you must braw everything. ., .1 can't be silent... (g
pasged, L am in Jove, I am in love... .1 love that man.....
Youkase fust seen him. . .. Well, 1 may as well say it straight
cut. 1 love Vershinin.
0101 {going bekind her screen). Leave off. ¥ don't bear
wyway.

Sasia. But what am I to do? {Chutches her head.) At Brst
1 thought him gueer .. then 1 was sorvy for bam .. .then 1
cime 1o lone Bim L., to love him with his vaice, his words,
kit mmisfortunes, his two Jittle gicls...,

e (bekind the screen). 1 don't heat you anyway, What-
ever silly things you say I shan't hear them.

Musia. Oh, Olya, you are silly. ¥ love him—sa that's my
fate. 1t means that that’s my lot.... And he loves me....
Wl dreadiu} Yes? Ts it weong? (Takes Irana by the hand
«d drews ker o hersel).) Ob, my darling. . . How are we
0125 ta hve oue bves, what will become of us? ... When one
reads 2 povel 1t all scems stale aod easy to understand, but
when you are in love yoursell vou see that no ove knaws
anything and we all bave to settle things for ourselves. ...
My darhing, my sister. . . .1 have conlessed it to you, now 1l
b4 my tomzue.... Tl be fike Gogol's madman .. .silence
veosllenee

{Enter ANDREY ond ofter him FERAPONT.)
i ;"“‘;““ (engrily). What do you wam? I can't make

Fruvaxx (w the doorwoy, ¥ v y
5, Impatiently). The 1034 yon
I.mA!.:'avs a}rludy, Andrey Sergeyeviteh. ) ?
DY, I the first place § am not Andrey Sergeyeviteh,
bt your bonour, to you! S '
‘!xi\mn, The firemen ack leave,
lt:':m:‘-! A5¢ rarden on their way to the tiver, Or else they
; 49 £ round and round, an aful nuisaoce for them,

Nutey. Very pood, Tell th v
% ewt) Uam ik of them, here 1O (e ot

your honour, to go

X Where is Qlga? {Orca come.
From ekind the sereen ) Tve come 1o ask . v
m';“» T et s oie to ask you for the key of

aine. You've got one, it's a littls
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Bt you must know everything.. I can’t be silent,..{a
Mt{; 1 am in love, 1 am i love.... I love (bag man.. . .
You bave just seen him. . ., Well, I ruay 2s well say it straight
out, 1 love Vershinin,

Otoa (going bekind ker screen). Leave off. I

don’t hear

anyway.

E&Bmwﬁt am ¥ 1o do? (Clutches her head.) At first
1 thought him queer ... then I was sorty for plm.:.then 4
came to Jove Bim... to lose him with his vaice, his words,
Yis misfortunes, bis two litle girls. . .

Ousa (behind the screen). 1 don’t hear you anyway. What-
ever <l things you s3y 1 shar’t hear them. .

Massa, Ok, Olya, you are silly. T love him-——so that's my
fate, It means that that’s my Iot. ... And be loves me....
s alt dreadfnd Yes? Isitwrong? (Takes Inuna by the hond
ond drnes ker do kersell.) Ob, my darling. .. . How are we
goug to live our lives, what will become of us? ... When ore
2ads 2 novel it s} setns stale and easy to understand, but
wken you are 1n love yourstl you see that no ope knows
zoything and we al) have to settle things for ourselves....
My darling, my sister. .. have confessed it to you, now I}
beld my tongue. ... I be kke Gogol's madman .. . silence
~oosilence. . .

{Enter Axorey ond after him Frraroxt.)

% Asmgey (engrily) What do you want? I can’t make
itout.

Frmavony (in the dooruay, impatiently). Yve wid you
ten tizes already, Andrey Sergeyevitch. t
Axpzey, In the frst place I am not Andrey Sergeyevitch,

but your bonour, to youl

ERAPONTY. The firemen ask leave, your hooour, to
tbrough the garden on their way 10 t’hcyori\cr. Or d,.se thgc:
hase to g round 30 vound, an awind nuisance for them,

Axvrey Very good Tell them, vey . (Fezara
goes out}, 1 am sick of them Why A e

ere is Olga? (Orca comes
from bekind the sereen ) Vve come 10 ask you lor the key :I
?:y cupboasd, I bave Jost mine. You've got one, it's a Tttt
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ACT IV

O garden of the Prozorovs' kowse. A long ovenue of Jr
trees, at the end of whick is @ vicw of the river. On the
Jarther side of the river there is a wood. On the right the
verandak of the kouse; on the table én it are bottles ard
glasses; evidently they have just been drinking cham-
pagne. It is hwelve o'clock in the day. People pass ot~
casionally from the strect across the garden to the river]
five soldiers pass rapidly.

FCHEDUTYRIN, in 21 afable mood, whick persitls Mmu({lgﬂi
2he act, is sitting in an casy ckasr in the gani:n, woiting
{0 be summoned, he is wearng a military cap end has
@ stick. Intna, RULIGIN 10ith ¢ decoration on kis breest
and with no moustacke, and TusExnacu, standing on
the verandah, are saying good-bye to Frpotik and Rov-
DEY, who are going down the steps, botk officers are 18
marcking uniform.

TusEnpacut (kssing Feporik) You are a good fellow;
we've Rot on so happily together (Kisses Roopey.) Once
more. .. Good-bye, my deas boy. .

IrINA, Til} we meet again!

Frpotik. No, it's gond-bye for good, we shaf} never meet
again.

gxuucm. Who knows! (Wipes his eyes, smiles) Here ¥

um crying oo,

TaiNa. We shall meet some day

Frpotik. In ten years, or fifteen perhaps? But then we
ahall scarcely recognise each other—wne shall greet each athet
coldly .. (Takes a snapshot) Stand still. . .. Once more, for
the Jast time.

Rovoey (embroces Tusenpacit). We shall not sce each

.



THREE S5ISTERS 17
otber again. . .. (Kssses Tnuna's hand.) Thank you for every-
thing, everytbing. ... .

Feoomik (with vexction). Ob, do waitl

TyseNeac, Please God we shall meet again, Write to us,
Be sure to write to us.

Rouvey (taking a long ook ct the gardem). Good-bye,
trees! {Shouts) Halloo! (a pouse) Good-bye, et.:hol‘

Kuuiery 1 shouldn't wonder 1f you get matried in Poland.
... Your Polish wite will clasp you in het arms and call you
kockany! {Laughs

mgmg (Iof;kn)vg at his watech) We bave less than an
Tour, Of our battery only Solyony 1s going on the barge; we
sre going with the rank and Ble. Three divisions of the bat-
tery are going to-day and three mote to-martow~~and pex
and quiet will descend upon the tawn,

Tusenpach, And dreadful boredom too.

Ropoes And where is Marya Sergeyevna?

Koo Mashy is in the garden.

Froorii. We must say good-bye ta her.

‘Rovoey, Good-bye. We roust go, or 1 shalt begin 13 ety
oo (Hurriealy embraces Tusewsscr and KuliemN and
kisses Ingna’s kond.) We've bad a splendid time here.

Feoonik (o Rutricin), This ss a little souvenit for you
3 ote-book with a pencil. .., We'll go down here to the
wwes, . {43 they go away both look back.)

Rovoey (shouts) Halloo-ool

Kuuierv (shouts). Good-byet

(Ropory and Feootsk meet Masna m the background
a;:d say good-bye to her; she walks away with
them

Yera They've gone ... (Sits down on the battom step of
the verandak.)

CuzpuTYRIN, They have forgotten to sa bye to me.
Tuixa. And what were you thinking ahu}:xg?md v
Tamsorvkmy, Why, 1 somehow forget, too But I shall
¢ them agun soom, 1 am seuting off to-morrow. Yes .. .1
have one day more In 2 year 1 shall be on the vetired list,
Then I shall came bere again and shall epend the res
Henear you. .

2 t of m!
- - There is only one year now before | 53 m)’:
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{onny, ., - They say Solyony is jn love with Irina 2nd hates
the baron, ., . That’s Datural. Iring js 5 Very nice gir],
(From ¢pe backgraund behind 1he scenes, “An.op)
Halloo} )
I (storts), E\'erything frightens me somehow to-day
{a Bause), Al my things are Teady, after dinner I sha)y send
0y luggage. The baron and 1 are to be marrieq ta-morrow,
Iattow we &0 1o the brickyarg and the day alter that Y
shall be i the school, A new Iife js beginning God will help
mel How wi) fare with me» When T

passed my exam, a6 5
teacher T fely so happy, 55 blissful, that Tened. . (a pause),
b s .

XIN (moed 1, tenderness) by, £90d, delighy.
. gold,

1 , to-day the nﬂic.e.r; will be goe and every.
in the olg way.

was
o ause he coylg Dever Understang 5y CORSeCulive .
oW he js (ngbuully poor apd ill, and 1
2y, “How 5

3 N I meet him 7
re you, yt CORSECUtiyym pr “Yes,” ha ji
ORSEC Uty 30

“Uaidey; Prayer
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for 1o texson whatever, That's fust how it is with Andrey. ...

Axvrev, When will they be quiet in the house? There is
such 2 noise, R

Tenssurizm. Soon (fooks af his watch), My watch isan
old-fashioned one with a Tepeater. .. (winds his wallch, it
atrikes). The first, the second, and the fifth batteries arr
going at one o'clock (g pause). And 1 am going to-morTow.

Axvrzy, For good? .

Tewenoryay, I don't know. Perhaps ¥ shall come back in
3 year, Though goodness knows. ... It doesn't matter oe.
way or another.

{There is the sound of a karp and viohn being played far
away in the street.)

Axorey The town will be empty. It's as though one put ar,
extinguisher over 1t (s pouse). Something happened yester
day near the theatre; everyone is talking of it, and ¥ know
sothing about .

Tenesurrkmy Yuwas nothing Foolishness. Sohyoty began
fanoying the baron and he lost his temper and msuited hum,
ad 1t came in the end to Salyony’s having to chalienge him
(ooks at bxs watch) Ti's time, I fancy ...It was to be at
Balf-past twelve in the Crown forest that we can see from
bere beyond the nver . Piff-paff] (Lawghs) Solyony imag-

ines be s a Lermontov and even writes verses. Joking apact,
this 18 his third duel.

Masua, Whose?

Tenesvrveiv, Solyony’s.

Masia And the baron’s?

Tenesurixmy What about the baron? (@ pause) 1

Masia My thoughts are in a rauddle, ... Anyway, ¥ tell
You, you ought nat to let them da it, He moy wound the
baron or even Ll hum.

cuEsurYEIN The baron is a very good fellow, but one

baron more ot less 1 the wotld, what does it matter} Tet
:'hrm) It doesn't matter. (Beyond the garden ¢ shout of

‘As-00] Halloo!”) You can wait That is Skvortsov, the
second, shouting. He 15 in a boat (g fause). !

Axprey 1a my opinion to take part in a duel, or to te
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2zY) 1f anyone asks for me, Andryusha, say Il be back
Yoo (sighsy, Oho-ho-ho}

H

Sorvony, He had not time to say alack before the bear
#2501 his hack {walky away with the doctor), Why are Yyou
eroaking, old chap?

CHEBUTYRYy, Comel

Sorvoxy, Hoy do you fee}-?lk o

Tenep (angrily) € 3 pig in clover,

SoLvoxy. T, ‘t.'hap Tieed not excite himself, 1 won't

any h, I oaly shogt him like 5 snipe (fabes

ything my, X
Out scent gng Sprinkles pis Aands). Tye used
Y, and sy} they smej] My hands smell like 5 ¢,
(4 pouse), Yes .. Do YOU remember ¢ha Poem? “Ang, rest.
ks, seoks the stormy ocean, ag though in tempest there
Were peace,n

lthcezrzamxm‘ Yes He hag TOt time tg

s TS f 2P
ND2Ey (nmvou.rly) Let me alonet Let me alone] 1 en-
treat yoy) (Walks way with ¢he perambulamr.)
Fi NT. That's y; e papers are for—tg pe signed
ackgnmnd).
INA and

TUsENDACH LEAIng ¢ stron, hat;
ULIGIN cropgep the stage Shouting “Aa-00, Masha,
22-po} ™)
TL}thAcn T believs that's the only map ;,
wb'o is gh‘?‘tgm the officers are going away,
RIy, s ve, natural (o ause). Our ¢, il
Ity now, & Fasse) 7R il be
USENDACy Dear, 17 be back g
Inxa, Where are 30U goingy
USENnygy | ™ust go inty the to
Y Comrades off, " 30d then, ’
lIL\'_A That's noy true. . Nykol
“Minded 1, ay? (o use) |y
tear the theatrep Fause)

<10 sep
lay, why are You so ah_
WVhat Bappened Yesterday

h @ Lesture of 15
nay Bour ang With yoy again (kl'/uexﬁl:r'e;::};)ﬂ[ﬁe bi:n
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Tosenzace (rot knoving whag f0 3ay), I didy have any
10 mak,

coffee this morning, Agk them € me some (gops out
quickly),

(Irnny stands logt i thosught, tren walks
Hm

ERAPONT copmey nto sight
Frzaponr, Andrey Sergeyevitch, the papers aren't ming;
th ‘ment papers, 1 didn't invent them
ANDRey, s where js 1t o1 8one? What pag become of my
Bast, when m

OUghts were SXquistte, \when Y present apd my past
were lighted Up by hopep Why on the Very thresholq of life
o we become dull, grey, uninterestmg, lazy, indifferent

town

s

€N going on for two hun-

dred e there are 4 hundreq thousar, Ppeople living iy

it; ang there 15 B0t one who 4 Dot like the Test, not ope

Saint i g t, or the Present, noy One map of |, g, not
O0e artist, nog 0N man in the least eMarkable whq coull

1nspire o ora onate degire ¢ te um | ey

oaly eqy drnk, sleep, ap, then ¢ thers are tn, and

N

a; |
slupefaclion they vy, sty gossip, vodka,
s, lxuganon, and the ives decejye thy
the Bushands tell Jies 4
Bothing ap,

d Y se r

v £ar influenee Weighs upon

the chnldren, and the divine is in tho T

they Ome the same S0t of pytyfyyy
aly ers a,

Present 35

lmure, n uh S0 nicet | fee)
TS in the distance, y f:

Children Will begy from e
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bis flat, ang 1 Bave a toom 4o myself and 2 bgdswad. Al
2t the governmeny €xpense, T wake UP In the night and,.O
Lord, Mother of God, there is no one in the world bappier
than J¢

Versimng (looks of pis walch). We are ju;t £oing, Olga
Srrgemm Is time to be off (a Panse), T wigl you every.

ing, everything - Where is Marya Sergeyevna»

Izina, She is Somewhere in the garden. |, Iy 80 and

for her,

Versanany Please be g gooq Taming burey

Axrisy 1y £0 and look ir ber too (Shoutsy Moashenks,
2200! (Goes iy, IRINA into the farther pors of the garden.)
Azo0f Aaop!

\'zvsmx\n\' E‘erythmg Comes to an enq
Parting (looks g1 Fas watch) The

Here we are
thing hke 3 lunch

{own has given g some.
+ We have been drmking thammgne, the
ch T ate ang listened, but my heart wag

(looks roung the gardeny,

I've growr,
Or¢y Shall we ever see each other again?
| \'znsumm Most likely nat (a Pause) My wife and twq
Title prrgs will stay

amhmg happens,

at rest (g Pause)

soldier in ghe Ovn—t )

and of cquree for us gt i be like

FIRrng g ope hie (a Peuse) Nolhm-: turng gy 28

Want to be 5 he:dm'stress, and
TS We are not to hive in Moscow

« Than You fer Eierything .. For.

Rve me f anything ypg ams |, have talked 5 great

00—don’t Temember ey, agunst me,

LG (zapes pep €yes) Why doesn’y Masha come?

t 2 0 82y 19 yoy at partingy

0 theonse aboytp (Laughsy Life iah;,%

ms. to many of us blany and hopelecs- UL yet vre mus

3t it goes an g clearer i i 3

35 oy ‘hcgu fetting leare, and 'cr,'and‘.xt Toaks
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achsin of gold. ... . The cat is green . . . the oak Is green,
t‘.‘il am ming;g it up...(drinks water). My life is a
fallure. . I want nothing now. . .. 1 shall be calm directly
...Tt dossn't matter. .. What does “strand” mean? Why
g0 these words haunt me? My thoughts are in a tangle.
(Enter YRiNa.) .
Oea. Calm yourself, Masha, Come, that's a good girl.
* Let us go indoors

Mastta (angrily). T am not going in Let me alone| (Sods,
but af once checks hersel].) 1 don’t go into that house now
and 1 won't, .

Tarsa. Let us sit together, even if we don't say anyihing.
1 am going away to-torrow, you know .. (a pause}.

Ruweay I took a false beard and moustache from 2 boy
in the third form yesterday, just Yook .. (puts on the beard-
end moustache) 1 look ke the German teacher .. . (laughs).
Den't 1? Funny creatures, those boys

Masna. You ceally do look like the German teacher.

Orca (loughs). Yes,

(Masua weeps.)
Irrva. There, Mashal .
Kuvuom., Awfully like ..
(Esnter NatasHa.)

Natasua (to the masd}. What? Mr Protopepav will sit
with Sophe, and et Andrey Sergeyitch wheel Bobik up and
down, What a lot there is to do with children.  {To Irmva)
Inna, you are going away to-morrow, what a pity Do stay
Just another weel.. (Seemg KuLic utters o thrick; the latter
leughs and takes off the beard and moustacke.) Well, what
L, you gave me such a fright! (To Irmva) I 2m used to
you and do you suppose that 1 don’t fee) parting with yau?
¥ shall oyt Andrey with hus vialin into your toom~det him
%% away there'~and we will put baby Sophie in his room.
Adorable, delightful baby! Isn't she a chld( Today she
$ooked at me with such eyes and said "Mamma”}

I)E_wcm gﬂ fine cluld, that’s true, .

ATASITA to-morzaw [ ghall be alf H
First of all ¥ shall have this avepus of §r mtcﬁflgov‘rx!;g}a‘?d
then that maple. .., It Jooks so ugly in the evening. .. {To
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i of gold... . The cat is green . . . the oak is green.
ef;cr;mmiif:g it up... (drinks water). My life is a
failure, ... ] want nothing now. .., shall be‘cz\m directly
...}t doesn't matter....What does “strand” mean? Wby
o these words haunt me? My thoughts are in a tangle.
{Enter 1mINA.) . .
Oroa. Calm yoursell, Masha, Come, that's 2 good girl,
* Let us go indoors

l\hsgx.:\ {angnily). T am not going in Let me alonet (Sobs,
but of once checks herself) 1 don't go into that house now
and T won't, .

Trina, Let us it together, even if we don't say anything.
1am going away to-moreow, you know . (a paxse).

Kuisa. I took a false heard and moustache from a boy
in the third form yesterday, yust look  (putx on the beard
end moustache) 1look like the Cerman teacher... {laughs).
Don't I? Funny creatures, those boys

Masna You really do look lke the German teacher.

Qroa {foughs). Yes

(BIASHA weeps.)
Iriva. There, Masha! B
Ruuery Awiully bike, ..,

{Enter NatasyA) o

Narasua {to the maid} What? Me Protopopav will it
with Soplue, and let Andrey Sergeyitch wheel Bobik up and
dawa, What 2 lot there 15 to da with children. . (7o JrmNa)
Inn3, you are going away to-morrow, what a pity Do stay
Just another week. {Serag Kvnscs w1273 o shraek; She Intter
laughs ond takes of the beard and moustache.) Well, what
next, you gave me such a inght! {To Ir:Na) I am used to
you and do you suppose that 1 don’t feel parting with you?
1 shall put Acdrey with his 1ialin into your room—let him
s1v away theref-—and we will put baby Sophie 1 bis room.
Adorable, delightful babyl Isnt she a child! Today she

ked at me with such eyes and said “Mamma™t

Kvuome, A fine child, that's troe N

Natasiia So to-morrow I shall be all alone here (sighs)
Firstof all 1 shal) bave this avenue of fit trees cut down, and
en that maple. . . Jt Jooks so ugly in the evening, .. . (To
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Masta. Oh, listen to that bandl They are going away
from us; one Bas gone altagether, gane forever, We are left
alone to begin our Lfe over again....We've got to live...
we've got to live.... .

Txea (loys ber head o Oroa’s dosom). A time wll come
when everyone will know what all this is {or, why t§ere is
this misery, there will be o mysteries and, meanwhile, we
Bave got 1o Iine .. we have got to work, enly to work! To-
worrow § shall go ajone; I shall teach in the school, and
1 will give all my Lfe {0 those to whom it may be of use.
Now it's autwmn, soon winter mill come and cover us with
0w, and I will work, T will work

Orea (embraces both her sisters). The music Is so gay,
0 oonfident, and one longs for lifet O my God! Time will
pass, and we shall o away for ever, and we shall be for-
fotten, out faces will be forgotten, our voices, and bow many
these were of usy but vur sulleriogs wilt pass ioto joy for
those who will Ine after us, happmness and peace will be
established upon earth, and they will remember kindly and
bless those who bave tsed before Oh, dear sistets, our lile
15 not ended yet We shall live’ The music is so gay, so
Joyful, and it seems as though a little more and we shall know
what we are fiving for, why we are suffecing, ... X we only
knew~if we only knew!

{The music grows more and more subdued; Kurrom,
cheerful and smiling, brings the hat and cape;

ANpREY pushes the perambulator in whick Bopix
u nitng)

Tensnurvian (humming softly). “Tarata-hoom-dee-ayt”
(Reads his paper ) It doesn't matter, 1t doesn’t matter,
Quwea. U we only knew, 1f we only hnew!

CURTAIN,
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ACT 1

Gerden, pyyg f the kouse con be seen wity, the
“ avenue under g old poplar there is
tea, Garden eals and chgips

verandak, I3
a tatle set fo,

Mazryy (pours oup o glass of lea) Here, dring it, my
dear,

Astoy (reluclantly takes ¢y, Blass), Y don’t fee] much
e i
Mupryy Pethaps Sou would have 5 drop of vodkap .
Astror No 1 don't dnpk vodka every day. Besides, ity
0 sultry (o Pause) Nurse, how ™2Ny years haye we known
exh othery
aging
Wi SR 0% I into  hegy ..
I‘t(m\m, Soni!chL:.’s mother, o living then, You came
10 Wingerg before she died . | Vell, thay must be
TS 320 (Af1er @ momeny's thoughty Maybe even
Astrgy Have g changeq och sipee then?
ey much You were Young ang handsom,
¥S, and oy ou haye Eromn glder, And
There's another thing 00—y,
of ok, now
STROY Yoy -.In tep years I pay
mn Apy what's gy n-:mg
From Marning i nighe §

e in
¥ou are pog
U tale o drop

¢ become o differeny
of it? [ am ovemnrl:td, Durse,
M always o my legs, ot 3
g






. UNCLE VANYA 9t
seet and siraightens his Joskionable tie). Yes. .. (a pause).
Yes.

0v, Had 2 sleep? R
Vovxrrsxy, Xegmd very (yawns). Ever since the Pro-
lessor and his wife have been here our life has been turned
topsy-turvy. { sleep at the wrong time, at Tunch and duner
T eat all sonts of messes, I drink wine—it’s not good for one!
In old days 1 never biad a free moment. Sonya and I used
1o work fn grand style, but now Sonya works alone, while 1
sltep and eat and drink, It’s bad! N
Mazmva (shaking her head). Such goings-on! "l'be Pro.
fescor gets up at twelye o'clock, and the samovar is boiling
¢ IoTRing waiting for him Before they came we alwaya
ad dinner about one o'clock, like other people, and now
they are here we have it between six and seven. The Pro-
{essor spends the night r

eading and writing, and all at once,
A two o'clock in the mornum,

Vovsirsky (wkistles), A hundred years. The Professor
Bad made up hes mind 1o settle here.

Marrva. Look pow! The samovar has been on the table
for the tast twp bours, and they've pone for a walk,

Yovsrrsky They are coming. They are coming! Don't

(There is g soungd of voices; from the farther part of the
Larden ertey S:nmmlmov, YrLENa A.\'nkznvm,
RYA ond TeLveGin returning from q walk.)
Searom agxoy. Lovely, love

Exquisite views!
Triveery Remarkable, your Excellency,
'!S?OK\'A. Well go to the Pplantation to-martow, father. Shall
Vovsirsky, Tea

Sezerrvanov 3y
into the
day,

13 readyt

Y fnends, be 5o Lind 25 to send my tea

study for me, T have something more T must do to-

SO.\'\}A You will be sure to like the plantation, .
(Yrrexa Ah’!ﬂi‘l‘zVNA, Su}:nnnxov, and Sovxvs on






UNCLE VANYA 19;
“your Excelleney » the son-in-law of 2 senator, an

2)& ::e ané 50 on All Cy't is no great matter, t]go.ugh. But
just take ghig The man hag been lecturing ang Writing a\bou!
2t for twenty.fiye years, though he knows absolutely Hoth-
Eng about ar, For twenty.fiye years he has been
Oer other meny ideas aboyy reahism, Daturalism, and all
Sorts of nopsense; for twenty-five Yyears he
ing ang WTilng on fhi; S all inteligeny People know ahgyy
llre:xdy and stupid opes aren’t interested in.
Breyears he

t
- S0 that for twenty.five Years all he hag done
2 better map out of 3 johy But just look at him: he
struts aboy,y ke 2 demi.gogy
Ou are envigys,
S, 1 am.” Ap, the success he hag with
¥oment Doy i

n IS mot in v g first wife, my sister, 3
Jovely, gentle Creature, pure 55 thus blye sky, noble
M TS (]

» B€Derous,
mare syt he has hag Puptls, foveq him ag
only pure angels cap Jgy, beings a6 Pure ang beautify] as
themselves Y Mother adpres him to ¢, Y, and be syl
Ispares o, feehng of g 10Ut awe, Hyg g, d wife, beau.
Yiful, inpe; 8ent—you haye t seen

Jus er-—| martied him
i old age, Sacnificed her Youth, her be;\uty, her freedom,
Fer bnllunce, to him What forp Why?

Astzoy | she fauhyy) {0 the Professorp

Vovxrys Bhappily she is,

Astroy Wh; happilys

XY Becayse that ﬁdehty 13 falsp from i ning
[0 end. There 3 Plenty of fine Sentimeng 1y it, bulbgullogic.
To decerye A0 old hyghan, hom one 't endure 45 im.
moral, but 1o Uy and stge Ber pitegys youth angq
Ing—thary B0t immary),

ELyrgry (in o tearfyp Torce), Vanya, 1 €an’t bear to
o %x:u talk fike that me, really) An}m;e who can betmy
nd 1y Dberson 't t
mghy o o 0 €an't be tryg, ed and why
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bot Ty yiteh—I1ya Tlyitch Telyegin, OF, 2s some peqple
el e oy account of my’ Pock-marked face, Waflles, | stood
£odfather 1o Sﬂnelcbkn; and hig Excellency, your husb:u’xd,

ST very well, T bive here oy on your estate. If you've
1 30 kind 25 to obserye it, T have dinner wigh you every
day,

Soxva, Tlyz Nyitch s our helper, our Tight hand, (Tender.
) Lot me gite you 2nother cup, godfather,
Magyy, Ach!
INYA, What isit, Br2ndmammap
Mazyy,

am losing my mem.
Oy~Igot g letter ay from Harkov, from Pavel Alexeye-
viteh | he hag i mphlet,

1S Doy phlet,
Asrzoy g it Interesting
Mazyy, 1 in(eresh'ug, but it's rather queer He is attack.
B2 what he himself Maintained seven YEIS ago 15 awpy).
Vornrrsgy, o, i

« There's nothing awfy] in 2, Dring your tea,
maman
Mgy, But I wapy to talk,
OnNTsky By W€ have been g for
sﬂ{ly Y213 and reagyne Pamphlets 1pg about time 44 leave
Mazyy, you don't Jike Istening wpen 1 ; I don't
know by, Forgive oy say;

Speak
0 ing sq, Jean, byt ¥ou have g
Lo i the C0Urse of the [agy year that T hardly yoow
. You t of definite prindpls, of elevat.
198 ideay.
\m'mxsxy. Ob, yest 1 W3S a map of elevating ideas which
eley ly (a Pause) | 4 of i
v

%

Ught I vag doing the right thing,

can’t g eep at Right {or vexa.

inkt Ny oF that T g stupudly ted the g, when 1
;u;o!uLh‘e had Serything {ro; Y 2ge now shuty






CLE vay Ya
2xd Jityle mt-ums hLe me “ ell, T bau Lbe l}om‘mr to msl'.
ou alf -bye, A YEVNA you ever
ém(oﬁtd ( e vnth aAI Xandro 0vDa, I shalj
be truly dehghlcd I h.ne a little estate, only pj, Dinety acref,
t there model garden and nursery such 5 you wouldn

Ior bund eds of miles round—j; t interests you,
fo me ¢ Bovernmen Plantatjoy. The for, Tester ther
Iseld g alwayg ill, s0 thay 1 really Jook af, ter all the work,
Yereny, 1 hay, ebcentoldal eady thay t you are very fond
of Inreslry. of may be of the greateqy use, byt

ith with ynur real work? vor re a do

Astrov, g,

at is one’s real
And g 1t mlerest ng?
Ime

Is inter, .
YorNTTSHy (lmmcnlly). Very much gqf
Yerpy, Asty OU are sty)) young "-You don't Jpo)
thirgy.,

fty-seven a d it canpgy be sp
. Not and trees y should
ok iy must be Manotongys.

1 Carming g, urish ap, Mong
Sophy iy not gl my, and (heu— atmude to

e £). . ! Tharg all d:a
cmg,so t nc\) allow pp, my l'nend
of gy Dating my 550 m a0d Buitgiey " Bamg

Astrgy Youcan,
hm“r bnck Wen ';( ynms;ovt;s“ thpc tznd l}luld)uur
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and it Wit—that's [ike me. Well, I have the honour ¢o wis]
you 2l £ood-bye, (7o Yerpy, 'REYEVNA) Tf You ever
fare to Jook iy Upon me, witl, Sofya Alexandm\_ma, I shall

ha .

TS, it may pe of the
tig iterfere wipy) your rea] work? Yoy are a doctor,
Astaoy Q) Anows whay is one’s req) work,
Yerpy, And is jy inzeresu‘ug?
Astroy Yes, 1t ig !Dteresting work,
\'ol'xxrsx\' (immmlly). Very much go1
'ELEN, (to Asnmv) You are still young—yq, don’t Inok
R thirty.six o lhirly-seven.. and it €annot be 5o

Efr!{ '3 23 you say, Nolhmg but trees and trees, Y should
thigk g must"pe Manotopgys,
o 1

devely, rests the sever;
cltlht ! OUntries where the IS muld, Jesg
wergy ¢ strugpla with d
Softer ang milder J, ich i al it

) y o leamnin flourish among
3 Sophy 15 poy i atti
"O"Pﬂl s fo . rlp y zni:fmy, and thejr attitude 1
OY¥NITSRy aughy, ). Bray, bravoy Thar’g
g by POt convney 3, 50 (to As;xov) allow m,
B0.02 hegpyn. Oves 1y logs ang buing;,
Astyg, Youcqy heat i i
X YOUr stoyeg With peat and bujlg Your
barmy of brck, Weyy A3 eady tg Jey e Ut down wong

all charyy,
e, my [n'end,
28 my baryg






UNCLE VANYA 1%
apd talked 2hout a writing mochine] And at ]v:lngh to-day you
quareelled with Alexandr again, How petty it is}

Vpywresy. But if I hate him? )

Yrexa, There is 1o sesson to hate Alexandr; he Is
ke everyone else, He is no worse than you are.

Vovsmskv 1 you could see your face, your movements!

You are too indalent to hive} Ah, how indolent!
Yeexa, Ach! indolent sod bored) Everyone abuses my
bushand, everyone looks at me with compassion, thinking,
“Poor thing} she has got an old husband,” This sympathy
far me, ok, how well T understand it} As Astrov said just
vow, you al} recklessly Qestroy the forests, and soon there
*ill be nothing left on the eanh, In just the same way yau
recklessly destroy human beings, and soon, thasks to you,
there will be no fidelity, no pusity, no capacity for satrifice
\elt on earth! Why i it you can never look with indifference
! 2 woman unless the is yours? Because—that doctor is
sight—there is a devil of destruction in all of you. You have
0 fething for the woods, nor 1he birds, nor for women, not
for one another!

Vonarsky, | don't like ths moralising.

" (4 pouse)

Vouesa Thay doctor has a weary, sensitive face. An ine
t;'mmz fsce Sonya is enidently attracted by him; she is

tove witb Yim, and 1 understand her feeling. Be has come
three times sace 1 have been heve, but § am shy and bave
;m once bad a proper talk with him, or been nice to him

Te thinks § am dissgreeable Most hikely that's why we are
tuch friends, Yvan Tetrovitch, that we ‘are both such tire-
mﬁg‘dﬁ: prople Tiresome! Don’t look at me like that,

Vorurrsex How else can look at i
- 8 you, since I love you?
\D;“’:“ ™ happiness, my hife, oy youtht 1 know the chi’nccs
mgk:; m\‘m\mz oy feehing are nil, von-existent, but I want
Yoo \?ﬂ ly Jet e Took at yau, listen to your vaice., .,
ey + “‘5“:‘ they may hear yout (They go into the

Vorvrsey (ollowing fer). Let me spesk of my Tove,






ACT NI

Kning.roopt in SEREERYAROV'S House. Night. A watchmen
can be heard topping in the gorden. 5

MYEBRY ABOV, Silfmg i an orm-chair before an open gvmdgw,
dozing, and YereNa ANDREYEVNA sithng beside him,
dezayg toa.

Staemsyavov (waking). Who is it2 Souya, Is it you?
YVevexa s me

Sereorvakov. You, Lenotchkal .. 1 am in unbearable
o

0.

Yeiwns Your vog has fallen on the Soor (wrepping it
round kis legs). TN shut the window, Alexandr.

& Wo, 1 feel sufl d.. .1 just dropped
4sleep and ¥ dreamed that sy left leg did not belong o me
1 was awakened by the agomsmg pain. No, it's not gout;
its more like theumatise. What time is it now?

Nwuesa, Twenty runuves past twelve ta pause)

Sevevrvavoy Look for Batyushhov in the Bbraty in the
worring 1 believe we have his works,

Yoiens, Wha?

Starsayakey Look for Datyushkov in the morning 1
Temember we did bave him But why is it so difficult for me
to breathe?

Yezexa, Yoy are tired This is the second night you have
™R iept

Surtpreaxov 1 bave been told that Turgenev got angina
Feeteris Teom gout. T am afraid I may have it. Hateful,

iestable old age. Damoation, take it/ Since 1 have grown
YA1 Yave grown hateful to mysell. And you must all hata
e *ight of pe.

01
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Bear foolish conversation. I want life, I like stuccess, 1 \Bke
fume, I like distinction, renown, and here—it’s like be\'ng
an exjle. Every moment to be grieving for the past, “ztshmg
the successes of others, dreading death. I c{m‘t bear it} It's too
mach for me! And then they won’t forgive me my age!

Yrursa, Wait a litde, have patience: in five or si< years 3
shall be old too.

(Enter SoN¥a.)

Soxva, Fatber, you {old us to send for Doctor A.stmv
yourself, and now that he has come you won't see him. It
it nice, You've troubled him for nothing

Stxzzryaxov. What good is your Astrov to me? He knows
23 much about medicine as 1 do about astronomy.

Saxya, We can't send for all the great medical authorities
Yere for your gout.

Sezrorvaxov 1 am not going to talk to that crazy crank.

Soxva. That's as you please (sits down). It doesn’t matter
o me,

Serepzvaxav. What's the time?
Yruena, Nearly one o'clock.

Sezzsavaxov. I feel stifled. . ., Sonya, fetch me my droy
trom the table. v v

Soxva Ina minwte {gives kim the drops). )

Stxeoryaxov (imitably) Oh, not those! It’s no use aske
fnx for anything!

Soxva. Tlease don't be peevish Some people may like
&, but please spare me’ I don't like it. And I haven’t the
Uze. Thave 1o get up early in the morning, we are hay-
waing to-morrow.

(Enter Voxstysxy in a dressing-gown with a candle in

\ Kis hand )

, VOVNTISAY. There's a storm coming on. {4 Rask of Lgkt-
%ng ) There, looh! Héléne and Sonya, g S
m:.:lo take your place, Somi3, €2 to bed. { have

SLEITRYALOV (frightencd). No, No! Don't leave me with
hn: Na! He wil be the death of me with s talkingl
Vaesmssy, st

BUt you must let them have some test! Thi
b gz second night they have had no steep. o

TITRRYAKDY. Let them go 1o bed, but you go too, Thank ~
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ot spoken 1o e fora fortnigh » You hate my husband ang

9Pen contempt for your mother; I 3 OVerwrought and

bae nearly rying twenty times today,,, Jg's dread-
ful in this bouse,

\anmsw. Let us drop thig Mmoralising,
Yeren,, You are well-educateq and intelligent man,
Trn Pclmw'lch, and I shoylg have thought You ought 1o
rstand that g world i3 not being destroyed through
Lre or Tobbery, by through hatred, ENmity ang g this
Petty ®anghog, Ty ought tg he your work (g recongile
6tyone, ang 20t 1o grumple_
ncile me 1o myself firsel pf Tecious
...‘(bzndx douwn gng kusses foy hand). P
\ELENA. Don't} {Draws ey ey hand ) Gg away}
. Voy BITSAY, The raiy will be gver directly ang everything
;?on.\lurebvrm :e refreshed ang Sigh with' refjer But tpe
S brought pg tehief to me. Day ang Right the thoughy
Bt gy bfe bag €8 hopelesgly wast};d igh :
€ no

A When 5oy talk 1o e about yoyr Tove, 1 feel
and donty know 3t to say Forgive me, x’bcre is
Y 10 you (is about 15 80 out), nig]

ing her ¥ay) And \f You knew hoo
ntclhe thoughe 4153 by my side, in (hig Same
s N wast, 1 100—yoyrgr What
You Waiting 4 it
g l:ndi;;!:;?;l.ﬁurud theory holgy you bacl Under.

. Ivan Pe!mvnch, You arg
XY He g 1n th
eIt 35 be, it gy pTE

e heig Staymng the 2ight witp
y be...anylhx'ng may bet






UNCLE VANYA
Astyov, Play something!
Trurzory. Exeryone is asteepl
Asrsov. Play!

207

(Terveain begins playing softly.)

Asteov {fo Vornrsky). Are you alone? No ladies here?
(Patting kis arms akimbo sings) “Dance my hut and dance
1y stove, the master has no bed to lie on.” The storm woke

e, Jally good rain, What time is it?
Voyxrrsky, Goodness kraws,

Astxov. I thought T heard Velena Andreyevna’s voice.

Votnrrsky, She was here a minute 2

Astxov, A fine woman. (Examines the medicine bottles on
the table.) Medicines! What a lot of prescriptions! From

Hukov, trom Moseow, from Tula. He has

with Bis gout s be really il ac chammiag?

Yoramrsxy, He 1s il (2 pause).

bored every town

. Ast3ov. Why are you so melancholy to-day? Are you sorry

or the Professor, or what?
Yovwrsey Lt me alone.

Mt\S}ﬂuv. O perhaps you are in love with the Professor's
'y

Vorxtrsky She is my friend.
Asteov, Already?

Vovaresky, What do you mean by “already”?
30V, A woman tan become a man's friend only in the
foTiawiag sequence: first agreesble acquaintance, then mus-
tess, then friend,

Vavsrisiy A vulgar theory.
(Asteov. What? Yes .

¥ .1 must own ¥ am growing vulgar,
@4 5e¢, 1 am drunk o0 As a rule 1 get drunk like this
ence & manth. When 1 am in this conditron 1 become coarse

4 izsclent In the extreme 1 don
sadertake the most diffieuit operal

wake the mogt extensive plaps
cl:md( 8 2 crank at such

't stick at anything then, T
tions and do them capitally.
Tor the future; I don’t think
times, but believe that I am

02 of immense setvice Lo bumanity-~immense! And 1
e 1Y twn

5 0d riends, seem to me such
Trree) Wakles, playt

philosophy of hle at such times,

and all you,

inscets . . . microbes! (T



108 THYX PLAYS OF ANTON TCHEKOV

TeLYEcIN, My deat soul, 'd be delighted to do anythicg
Jor you, but do realise—~everyone is asleep!

Astrov. Play!

(TELYECIN begins playing sofily.)

Astrov. We must have a drink. Come along, T fancy ¥t
have still some brandy left. And as soon as it is daylight,
we will go to my place. Right? I have an assistant who never
says “right,” but “roight.” He is an awful scoundrel. S
we will go, shall we? (Sees Sonva entering) Excuse me',l
f'mve no tie on, (Goes out hurriedly, TELYEGIN Jolloxring
him.)

Sonva, Uncle Vanya, you have been drinking with the
doctor again, You are a nice pair He has alnays been Jike
that, but why do you do it? I’s so unsuitable at your .

Vovnirsky Age makes no difference, When one has 50
real life, one has to live on illusions, It’s better than nothing,
anyway.

Sonva. The bay is all cut, it rains every day, it's alt 1t
ting, and you are living in iMlusions You have quite given up
looking after things. ... I have to work alone, and am quitt
done up. ... (Alarmed) Uncle, you have tears in your !)‘55!

Vovnirsky Tears? Not a bit of it... nanscnsc,...\vu
looked at me just now so like your dear mother. My darling
... (eagerly kisses her hands end face), My sister...my
dear sister ... where is she now? If she knew] Ah, If she
knew!

Soxnva. What, uncle? Knew what?

Voynrrsky It's pamnful, useless. ... Never mind. ... Al
terwards. .. it's nothing. I am going (goes out).

SoNva (knocks et the door). Mihail Lvovitch, you are
not asleep, are you? One minute!

AstrOV (through the door). 1 am coming! (A minste
later he comes out with his waistcoat and ne on ) What canl
do for you?

Sonva. Drink yourself, if it does not disgust you, but
implore you, don't let my uncle drink! It's bad for him.

Astrov. Very good We won't drink any more (g pause).
I em just going home. That's settled and’ signed. 1t will be
daylight by the time they have put the horses In,




UNCLE vanya 204

Sowva. Tt 4s raining. Wajt g mornin,
V. The storm s passing over, we g}, come
B for the eng of it. I'm And please don't send for

stay in bed and he
8 ina char, And lo—day he wouldn’t speak 1o me at i,
il

Soxva, Ye'is - (Looks into the siduboard) Won't
¥ou have somelhmg to eat?
Amav Well, pe; ps,
NYA 1 ke ealmg at nlght 1 belme there is sometbmg
B the gigy eboard, Th y sy he's great favounte witp
ies, and wy,

Here, have some
erse. (Byyy mnd a: the
o ROV, T Bave pag nolbmg to eat ll day only drink
Your fathey a dnfﬁcult temper, (Tgges e bolﬂe / ant the
m’e&oerd.) May 12 (Drsnk, glass, )

[

ere is no one here

nya
v, Pmother tog, ,
Soava, Wha, y slcpmalb r?
b‘_r\mov. E\emhmg ought 1o pe beautify] i a hy

©g: face, :md.dr » nd soul, ang ideas. She j; is heauhlul,
gf‘rt 520 denyin, that, byt | You knoy she does nothing
’(f" D, wall abvul, f:L‘dnate Us all by her beauty_~
mLJT;fr, x duties ©S, Other beople work for ber, ¥
Tue, jsn't t
(Il‘cu.'e) e Lmn And ap xdle Tife cannoy p,

H m loo severe, I am AM dissatisfieq
':;‘hi‘n,!e me)our Uncle vap, 2, and we gpe bath th growing

io;xn Are yoy mmrxed vnrh life, thepy
TV T Jove life ay gy ut our life, our everyda
5] ble in g, , 1 ndure I d
f) Lbre of

t [ ccpxse it with
my bem An
lbsolule g g ¥ vm

ng nice in xl I ea, e
[z‘l ﬂ"‘"‘)"“ 'lﬂkdlbro 8h 2 forest gn 5 d:rk mg
h Bor lbe lzn

you do not notice your ‘Ymrb
) RO the sharp ¢y, wigs lha t fash yy,
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Astzoy, Enought 1 bave come 1o my senses. Yoy see, 1
0 quits sober now ang I will be ¢

T 3 younger
- owell, Suppose that

% e, . His

by ymmme, ut wi dl!l

rer? (Lo o Batpungss ) it i, o ¢
, ¥ :

g M, you am

3 50ft voice | W3S 3t inap.

s nil!ns Yoice qrg, bles DA Carage, ne .. 1 slsl

Jotngey Soling in the air png “hen T gnote 1o him of
Aap h ;r be dig Understang ll’rﬁgm,g A

Bl PN awepyy S that T o fat beaytify)y Hor,

Ly S:.niy"rd L krg, 3 not, I L, » I lnow it

ey el iu’mnle were COming gy of Urch, [ bear|
et gy m‘“ m;“ E, ang o ® Woman syig. “She g

Mgy, e, but w she is g Plain,






UNCLE vAxy,
Sovva, Tely me honestly, a5 5 friend .,
Yerryy, No .
NYL T knew (hat, One m, Tell me frankly!
celdn’t yyy have Tikeq Your husband be youn,

Verey,y, What i you are stilt Of coprge T shoulqy
Vleyghy) Well, o methy, % away,, ..

213
-27¢ you happy;

uch,
laughs) D T Jook silly . yesp He has gone
Ty, bu | still hear pis voice and hi lootsteps, and whep
ek ap gy tk window | can i

See bis face, Do Tet me ten)
3N't spesk g loud; 1 fee) ashamed,

fi med. Come
m there Yoy must think me silly?
Up ... Ty me Something about hip,
Yrry, What 5 Tto el youp
SN He g He

e * € understangg everything he

:idn anythiny | He doctors beople, ang Plants for’sls
) Yergy,, Tty nyt 5 Question of forests ang Medicine, |
Iy dear, 30U mys; nderstang pe has 3 spark of genjus|
;i? 01; nolw vkrh:l that meapg Bolduess, freedom of mind,
RELE . )f e 2 i
ooy P <€ Plants 2 (e, and js already Seeing

years, alrey ly he hag
Cl

I music

y Cter, |
»and i 4]y the love aﬂ‘airs, every.
Y












ACT m

The !rm'ngnm m Szmxnxov’s kouse, Thyeo doors: on
the rigky, o he left gnd the mddle, Daytime,

Vorvirsgy erd Soxy, Sealed, ang YeLena ANDREVEVN,
welking abous the stage, thinking,

z.«‘-mm“' The Hy Professor has Braciously expregsed a
Sty

err
that we should al) £ather togerher n this room at
£ Olelock gy, alch) Tt g5 o quarter to,
He e world,

his time wri.

» 1 2m sorry (Motianing towards
Just look 4 hert ¢he i %0 lazy that
3RTLTS as sha walks Ve rming! Veryl

o, 10U keep buzzing any buzzing away alj day—

' yoy tired of 43 uhmably) T am Soreq to death, 1
&t wha (0 do,
2N, Ohrigtene hop Skoulders) opy there plenty 4
G2 N gy Jou cared tq gq 1y

Yar, Istanee>

S0uld help g iy the estate, teqep, the chil.
';; Vr.'mk Alter the sick. There's Plenty to do When father
the go3 Were poy bere, Uncle Vanya ang 1 used to gg o
Farkey Strseles ang sell the fign,
on'

o+ nl" 10 do such things, And they

ey Testing ts only i Pavels with 5 PUTDOSe thay
;’;T 4,: (:kh 5d docqor the Peasants, Ho,, am 1, all of 5
Lﬁ'%) fropos of Bothing 1o RO and teac, them of doc-






UNCLE vaxyy 1y

Soxya, Not (Looks roung 30 a5 Lo see Izer:z_l] in the look.
it gloss ) Not When 2 woman is plain, g e is alw_a}g told
“Vou haye beautifol £V, you have beautify] hair ¥
Joved b i i

Erther, Erery moment I am conscious of hiu}. I feel the
{much of bis hang 2ad T watch the door. Y wait,
x Uy moment ome in. And here you see I keep
Lomiag 1o You simply 1o talk of him, Now
Sy, but e doesn't Too] 54 me—doesn't see me, . -+ That’s
hagony 1 1 bhave ng bope at all—none, nope (In despair)
2 Y God, give e strength, T have been Praying al]
Eght ., 1 often go yp 1o him, begin talking to him, look
Rl hig ey have no pride left, no Strength 1o contro)
myell 1 Couldn'y keep it in and told Uncle Vanya yester-
«+And all the servants know T Jove
" knows j_

¢ doesn’t Dovice me,
LIS (rrusig) He 15 2 strang, man
*had 1, S 3

Do you know
¢ $peak 1o hymy n I
w

do it carefy] ly—hint at
N much longer are you to
Mg fn tncertaingy Let mey

(Soxva oy ker head 1y Consent )

. a
Yriry,, That's tight It wopy be difficuly go find
e ¥ou or not Dont

e charts. Go apg tell hiny
It 10 see hum

lmb:n (8 vroeng 9Hation), Yoy will tell me the whole

\'uz.v:’ \';7. lol COURSe It spemy yq me that e truth,
O dready it is not 55 g diul
Py o i, readful o uncertainty,

Savry \"u, Y& T sy e bim yoy Wt 10 see his






USCLE ¥ATY4L z;
Some Na* (Lanks rrand o a3 £ s hevsel® Bt Lie k-
nr;?;:) ﬁrw‘,mzwzmﬁphfsrgkeﬂs .1.".?’433 wld
“T11 Erve et eps, gy brow bemtiid R .. R
o loved Sew fr u g 1 love Bimr more ot pry v
mb,ﬁt[mmm(mmmcfkm{.ifcdfﬁe
ook of B boedd and T wareh t2e deny. [ wait, expectine
Easr;mmzmm&x..&u{hz:yucgs’:[ks;
crmzr to you sirxly @tk of him Now ke s hers every
&y, bue Se doemrt Jook az me—does’t sex me. .. TEaz's
i amny' T have oo Brpe av all—sene. cone! (Ix de=prr)
Ch, =y Cod. give me srenmh . [ e bemy prazinr all
2zst.. .1 efte g9 up 0 bum, bexa talkorg to Eimy look

=0 3 eer. [ have nq prde Bt w wrwmed woesmml
Zy2il T erulin't keep 1t fn zod told Crcle Vimya gester-
&7 e 1 fove b, ., Xad ol the servanes know L loow
B Evmryindy kotows it

Yoo, fad be®

Soroa. No Bz deren t nodce me.

Yo (marorg, Bema soaner man, . Da g kzow
M leorgek o hm [l do i coefally—tont 2z
.-z prace) Ve, really—few muck onzer e yre @
T oneeesanty® Let mat

(Sezrea mods her hend st camzemz

Zzn. Tmts nghr. To won't be GfEicd: m find eue
Worler he ioops you er oot Dar’t gou be tmuhled, doline
dext be ey T question hm s tactially te be wowe
m&léjmmmﬁnﬁmhmazm(«yzx).lﬁ
330, he bad terter oot came beve, Bad he?

{Som7s nods m agreomett,
Troa I

}
uﬁemha:wﬁnumdnm’tgmtﬁzm‘
W wont gt thnes off;, we 1l reston foht TVTT.
tk‘:umem:

T o show we some chorts, Go and 1o Rimp

1 want oy se= bum,
e;ff" (57 auien? ageatim). Yo will el me the winle
Yrzms, ¥es, of cnorse. Iz seemw o me (33t G trath
Bowezer dragdfal 1t Bs, s ot s dreadfnl 2z wmeerming,
dy an e, deaz,

5. Yo, yo3 .1 shall ool i you watt oy see Biy



ns THE PLAYS OF ANTON TCHEKOY

SoNya, Well, I don't see how one can help doing it. Wait
a little, and you too will get into the way of it (fufs her orn
round her). Don’t Le depressed, dear (laughs). You art
bored and don’t know what to do with yourself, and bore-
dom and idleness are catching, Look at Uncle Vanya—ke
does nothing but follow you about Iike a shadow. T hae
leit my work and run away to talk to you. I have groma
lazy—T can’t help it! The doctor, Mihail Lvovitch, vsed 2o
come and see us very rarely, once a month; it was difficult
to persuade him to come, and now he drives over every day.
He lx]wglcc!s his forestry and his patients. You must be 3
witch,

Vovntrsky, Why be miserable? (Eagerly) Come, my pres
cious, my splendid one, be sensible! You have mermald bk
in your veins—be a mermaid! Let yourself go for once i3
your lifel Make haste and fall head over ears in love with
some water-sprite—and plunge headlong into the abyss 0
that the Herr Professor and all of us may throw up our hinds
in amazement!

YELENA (angrily). Leave me in peace! How cruel it b!
(s about to go out.)

VOYNITSKY (prevents her). Come, come, my dearest, for
give me.... I apologise (k1sses her hand). Peace!

YELENA. You would dnve an ange} out of patience, you
know.
Vovnitsky As a sign of peace and hirmony T fetch
you a bunch of roses; I gathered them for you this morn-
ing. Autumn roses—exquisite, mournful ro<es., .. (goes out).

Soxva  Autumn  roses—exquisite, mournfol oSS ..
(Botk look out of window )

YELrNa. It's September already. However are we to pet
through the winter here? (a pause) Where is the doctor?

Soxva. In Uncle Vanya's room  He s writing sometking.
1 am glad Uncle Vanya is gone. I svant to talk 1o you.

Yerrna What about?

Sonva. What about! (Lays her head on YeLeNA'S dosom.)

YrLexa, Come, there, there .., (strokes ket head).

Soxya. 1 am not good-leoking,

Yrigxa. You have beautiful halr,



UNCLE VANTA EIA

Soxra, Not (Zooks round so o3 to 3ee herself in the look-
ing-glass.) Not When a woman is plain, she is nlw?)z told
“You have beautiful eyes, you have beautiful bair”,,.1
ave loved him for six years. I love him more than my own
smother, Every moment I am conscious of him. T feel the
1ouch of bis hand and 1 watch the door. T wait, expecting
Yim esery moment to come in. And here you see I keep
coming to you simply to talk of him. Now he is here every
day, but be doesn’t look at me—doesn't see me. ... That’s
such agony! § have no bope at all—none, none! (I despair)

, 1y God, pve me strength ... 1 have been praying alt

ight. ... T often go up to hum, begin talking to him, look

into bis eyes. 1 have no pride Jelt, no strength to control
ysell 1 couldn’t keep it 1 avd told Uncle Vanya yester~
day that [ love him. .Aud all the servants know I fove
iz, Everybody knows it.

Yerena And he?

Soxva. No He doesn't nouice me.

YELEXA {murmg). He s a strange man ... Do you know
what? Let me speak to him. ... Tl do it carefully~—hint at
it . {a pouse), Ves, really~bow much longer are you to
remain in yncertsinty? Let me!

{Sonya nods her head in consent )

Yeiexa. That's right It won't be difficult to find out
¥hether he Joves you or not Don’t you be troubled, darhing;
Son't be unzasy Tl question him so tactfully that he wop't

Dotice it. All we want to find out is
it's no,

yes or no (6 pause), I
he bad better ot come here, had he? )
. (Soxva rods m agreement )

Veresa It's easier 1o bear when one doesn’t see the man, )
%e won't put things og ; we will Question him straight away.

¢ w3s meaning to show me some charts, Go i
that I want to see him 24 el b

ms{;,;\., {m violent agitation). You will tell me the whole

YEtzna Yes, of course. It seems to me that thy
bowever dreadiud it is, is vot so e truth,
Rely on me, dear dreadiul as uncertainty.

Soxva. Yes, yes. .. I shall tel} him you want to see hiy






UNCLE vayxy, . 1y
Yoreyy, Why not? Iy true that T dony koow the coun.
,butlha\‘utadagml deal. . .
STROV., T haye Iy own table here, in 4hig house ., in
itchs When T am ¢ exhausted thay § feel

-+« &lorn
W t is shown by the blue colour, For
IStance, the blue eoloyy ties thick on this neighbourbood.
Te Were regylar TOVES of horgas

> and every home.
n an average (4 Pause). Noy X

o st nagyypy
waye L Understang that yp the, {rém Higne 10
5 railivayy o th Tuineq s






LE YASTs E2H

V (gets up) )Iy day 5 grep, Bsxdes, I have too

mutb todo (s, ﬁru, g8ing kiy :&an»d ers). W hat time bave I g5,

lhlngs? 1 Cosfueq. )

ML, Ogobt What 35 an unple, 2sant mn\ersatmn' Tam
l!tmblmg as !hau"h 1 been

2 QTying 5 R ey bhk Well,
God, thays over! Loy 1 U forge . uz it be as thoygy
¥ bad oy Spoken ap all, an, 2d g0 amgy- are an
Inge e you nderstang (¢ Pause), T foel bot
2 o,
¥ If you by 2 2 month op two 50 I mig,
Perky have COnsidereq it; byt e Shrugs /:5:
:bub'm) And if she DY, then of « There’s
oty on thing I cqpy derstand ) You to
Dto jp> (Looks nio j, eyes ang Shakes piy finger g ker)
!ouma sly oney
Yapy - What does ¢ t meanp
Astrgy (loughs) Syt Suppose s, Sonyyg js unhappy*f
qm“"ady to a t it} " Deed yoy zo into it (I’rc-
IH([M akiy

why
& 75 from SPeaking, agerly) py Please e don’t try to Jook
logicheq You kpoy Tlectly e what brip, NSS me hera
ety dyy Why, an o1 whose account am her, , You
oy ¢ id of Prey, don 't Took

a4 b Yam 0 old sp;m
Trgy, (Pﬂﬂex “d) Bird o pr ) Id on't und:rs!and
mfismv H ilbb utif, Quffy v, - You myy t have o
o ere ) th
'hrc i, I; mg nolhmg for 5 ho ‘¢ mop

Ped everythin, ek yoy eedy) \and You are
ixfulyy lecd 2, awpyy, x{' xgr p
kaesy before Yo

red You
ur erammauon (/ Idm Im S and
6""""’ kead) 7 Stubm, t Come ang
‘U.L\A Yoy aremadl

nzm. lay,

ghs throy,
Ve, o ox, “[ "io ’ﬂé ;ef/t) \cu~d.rrdem

A ot and R as yoy lhmkl
Levey 1y (lm.v 10 £0 oy, ¥
‘.n:skn v (& ting gh Wy) Ia N3 away 4,
by ;““;: bere agaip, but (m P Hand ey Iaab
here So aen:ha" other?






UNCLE vaNy, 223

SEREBRYAKOY, Where are he olbers.? I don't Jike this

bouee, 175 3 Derfect Iabyringh Twenty.six hugg rooms, peo-

Ple wander 1 differeny dnrecu'nns, and there ig no ﬁndmg
farya v,

2050ee (rings) Ask Marya assilyevna and Yelena Andre-
FeR2 to come here,

ELENA, T am here,
S:xzmmxnv. T beg You to sit down, friends_ X
NYA (going UP fo Yeren, Axmu:vzvm, impatiently)
What dg he say?
VELENA, Presenﬂy.

Soxya, You are trembling! yoy are agitated) (loal:ing
searchingly g, ker facey 1 understand He said that he
WUt come bere g0 . . yesp me: yes?

{a pau.re.)v:rell
(YErEn, ANDREYEVNS nods.

3 T had been Cast off the earyy
o some other planes Sit down, f) ds, T beg! Sonyat
(Soxyy 90e5 101 ooy ™ she standy itk her hong drogp.
ng Somrowfulty ) Sonyat (@ pause) e does not hear. (75
M 54) You'sit dop too, n (Nurse sipy dowen, nitting
8 Stocking )

: ) 3 you, my friends, 8 your ears op the
"ail of attention, € saymg s (laughs)y.
' h;mnsu (agitateq) Perhaps 1 M not wanteqp Can
go?
Szktmewucov Noj it js YOu whom we need mogy,
OVNIIsky W

0 you Tequire of me?

1. Why are ¥Ou croggp (a
v € I any yway, Pray excuce me,
O¥NITSRY Drop that tone. Lap 1 <ome ‘to business.
What g, You want;

{Entey M. ARYA Yy,

SSILYEYN,
Stumumxov Here g il

s T 10 ask for Your

e jt 1, SBOwing vou invarizhpe kind;
Pe to receive . | M 2 Studigpg bookish
never hag Anything 14 do with pra:ctiql li!e.m?x:'z::gtb;i:






UNCLE VANYA

’ 235
Putes jtp Without Sonya’s consent T sha) poq Yenture to saft
1 Ecsides, Yam Proposing to g it for Son.yas bcnefn.
Vo\'x!rsxv. Irs i.uconceivable, inmncelvable.’ Either }
Ve e 0ut of m, mind,or...or,.. .
hlhgnzu. Jean, doz};’t contradict Alexandy, Believe me, he
Enows betyer than we g what is for (ha bes.l.
Vm'mrsn. No; give e some waper (drinks uater), Say
what yoy hk&say what you Iikes
EREBRYAKoY, | don’t yn, erstand why Yon are so upset,
Idony 83y thag my plan i5 ideal, I¢ everyone thinks it un.
sutable, ¥ oein Dot insist o .
. (4 Pause.)
Taryeery (in Confusion) | chensh fo, learniug, your
Extechcy, not simply » feeling of Feverence, fy, 2 sort g
famigy, feeling 3, y br T,

» but
8 My brother 801y Ilyitchs wife's brother
~Pethapg vy know tantin Ty ch Lakede.

Bim?-_Kone tin Trofim
1Ry, ag A,
Vornrrey Stop, W °S, We are talkj % of businegs,
Wait 5 Ittley, {To SEREBRYAKO ) Here, ask him,
estate yag ought from bis uncle,
TRERRY ARGy ®hy should ¢ ask What fo,7
\ovmrsx was bought ¢ the time for Rinety.
five ubles Myt ther paid only Seventy lhousand
and twenty. g emained op ortgs Now, listen
estate woylq Rever haye bees ught 1f 1 ot
hounceq 'y share of the inheritane, In fayour of y sister,
*hom 1 14, ed de. rly Whag e, T workeq for ten
2 slave ang Paid off a1 p, mortg; .
b, REBRY Ak et that ] , '2ched the subject,
T i d

NITsky, € EState 5 fren from depy and jn 5 good
Condujgp, only Owing to MY persang] efforts And noy that
Tamgpgy 10 be kicke, 1t

Understang what ¥Ou are aj, ing g
een Naging this estate for lwenty—
5 Ve workeq d s, you Toney like the ost
foﬂsqenuous Steward, ang ¥ou have o, er thankeq
i q) JEAS. ALl ghyy timy

d noy,

I wh Young
YOUu haye Biven me five hundreg Toubles 5 Year g5

YNirsky, | bave b,






UNCLE VANY2A
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ight have JOU 10 spea g e like thisp Yoy nonentity] It
lrgestate s yours, take it. I don’t want it} . )

YELEN, T am going away from this hejy this very minute
(meam). Tean Put up with j¢ any longer}

\'omrsxv. My Ife js ruined! I pag !a]en_t, IThad Courage,
1had intelligence} I01 hag haq 5 fe a

N 2 Schyy uer, 2 Dos(oevsky. «..Oh, 1 am talking

pel - .
Bean idiot! T g going mag | Mother, I’am in despair}
Mother}

(Magyy VASSELYEVNA fellows him,

YAROV. This js beyond e, erything! Take that mag.

22 awayt 1 ive under the same £00f with him He
always there (. Doints to che middle dow)—almosl beside

B, Lot b Move ity the Village, op into the lodge, or

t remain i the same house w;

L o H d of eness, T

ng, but .

x\a{:d us, father Yo must be megcilull o ought to under
'ELENA (7 agitaggp 40 her hyspe, . Al

< make it up wigy, him, . .1 beseec??’uﬁlmndﬂ for Gads

SerzRyARQy Very well, T wipp @lk’to hipy |

~-Tam pop






UNCLE vanyy a2y
right have FOU o speak g e like lbis? You nonenmyl‘ll
the estate yours, take j¢, 1 don’t wany j¢) . L
3 am going away from this hell this very minute

¢ put ith i

Vovxmxy. My life js ruined) I had talent, I hag Courage,
Thad intelhgence £ T haq hag 2 normal Jife T Tnight h:.xve
been 5 e er, a Dostoevsky. ~Oh, I am talking
i&t 20 idiot! T gy going mad, , Mother, T'am in despajy|
Mother!

\onmsn. Mother| yy at am I ¢ do? Dopt speak;
thery, e 1o To SEkEBRYAKUV)
You Temember ¢! (Goes oyt llxmugl: middle doar.)

ASSILYEVy, fellows him,

S!nmv.\x . This is beyond e, erything! Take thay mad-
Th awgyt g annot live ynder the same roof with him, He
l!vvays there {pomms.

S 20 the smigar, door)-almosl beside

me.. Let him TOVe into ghe Village, or into the lodge, or

m‘H‘ move, byt e, in m the same house wipp him 1
Cannof

Yeury, {fo ber hushangy vy o leave this p1ac, todayy
We mygy Pack up ppze Minute|

SEl:nYAxov. An utterly insignificany Creaturey
(on

NYA (on ey eES, turng hey kegd fowardy p, Jather,
Aysterscqy hrough ke 4 975) You mysy be mercify), father]
Uncle vy, d I 73

an, are so unhappy (Masteriy her de:pair)
You emember bow, when oy Were
ynunger, Uncle Vanya nd Brandma,
ating i

‘...Iamnor






ACT IV

Vavsetsky's room: it is kis bedroom and alo kis affice, In
he wendow there is @ big table covered with account
books and papers of ll sorts; @ buveax, bookcases, scales.
A smaller tadle, for AstRov; on that table there are

puints and drowng materiols; besude it a big portfolio. :

A cage witk g starling in it, On the wall @ map of dfrica,
obtiously of no use fo anyone. A big sofa covered with
American {eather, To the left o door Jeading o other
apartments On the right a door into the kall, near door,
on right, there is @ dogrmal, that the peasanis moy nal
muddy the floor. dn autumn evening. Stillness.

Tuvrom and Marixa sitilng opposite each other winding
wool.

Teoveons You must make baste, Mannza Timofeyevna,
they will soon be calling us to say good-bye. They have ale
teady osdered the horses

Mtlmm {tries to wind tnore rapidly)y There is not much

Trvvzcrx. They are goivg to Harkov. Theyl live these.
Mazova Much better so.

ELYEGHS, They've had 2 dright.. .. Velera Andreyevna
keeps saying, “J wom't stay here another hous. Let us get
2my; let us get away * “We will stay at Harkov," she says;

we will have 2 Yook round and then send for our thuags. .. .”
Th;y 21t ot taking much with them It seems it Is not or-
dainied that they shauld five bece, Marina Tunofeyevns. It's
oot ordaised . It's the dispensation of Providence.
. Marna. IUs better 0. Look at the quarrelling and shoots
fog 1his morning—2 segular disgrace)
129



@28 THE PLAY_ OF ANTON TCHEKOV
accusing him of anything, 1 am not angry with him. But you
nust admit that his behaviour is strange, to say the last
of it. Very well, I go to him (goes out by middle doer).

\;ELENA. Be gentle with him, soothe him, .. (Jollows i
out).

Sonva (hugging Nurse) Oh, nurse, duling! Nurs,
darling!

Manina Never mind, chid. The ganders will cackle a bit
and Jeave off. . .. They will cackle and leave off. ...

Sonva. Nurse, darling!

MaRINA (stroking ker head), You are shivering as thaugh
you were frozen! There, there, little orphan, God is merci-
full A cup of lime-flower water, or raspherty tea, and it wil
pass. ... Don’t grieve, little arphan. (Looking towards the
middle door wrathfully) What a to-da they make, the gao-
ders! Plague take them!

{4 shot belund the scenes; o shriek from YELENA AN~
DREYEVNA 11 JZeard, Sonva shudders.)

Mariva. Ough! Botheration take them! i

SEREPRYAKOV (runs in, staggering with terrar). Hold him!
hold him* He is out of his mind!

(YrLEna ANprEVEVNA ond VovNirsky struggle in the
doorway. ) ,

YELENA (Irying lo take the revalver from hum). Give it
up! Give it up, I tell you" .

Voynirsky. Let me go, Héléne! Let me go! {Frecing
kimself from her, he runs sn, looking for SEREBRYAROV)
Where is he? Oh, here be is! (Fires at him) Bang/ (¢ pau':e)
Missed! Missed again! {Furiously) Damnation—damnation
take it .. (Flings revolver on the floor and simks on 10 @
chair, exhausted, Strsryaxov s overwhelmed, VELERA
leans aganst the wall, almost famting )

Yerena Take me away! Tahe me away! Kif me...I
can't stay here, I can't!

Vovnitsxy (sa despair). Oh, what am ¥ dowg! What am

1 doaing! . )
Sonva (softly). Nurse, darling! Nurse, darling!

CURTAIN.



UNCLE VANYA Y
{ must resort to force, We shall have to tie your hands acd
search you. [ am speaking quite seriously. -

Vovmzsky, As you please (2 ponse). To have made such
2 ool of myseli: to have fired twice and missed ham! I shall |
never forgne myself for that. . .

Aszov, If you wanted 1o be playing with firearms, you
would bave dope better to take a pop at yoursell,

Yorwmsky (shrugging kis shoulders), 1t's queer. 1 made
an attempt to commit murder and 1 have not been arrested;
0 one has sent for the police. So ¥ am looked upon as 3
wadman (ioith g bitter laugh). ¥ am mad, but pzople are not
mad who hide thews crass stupidity, their flagrant heartless-
sy under the mack of a professos, a lexmed sage People
e vot mad who marry old men and then deceive them be-
fore the eyes of tveryone, ¥ saw you hissing hert ¥ saw!

Astrov, Ves, I did kiss hey, and that's more than you
et have!

VovNnsky (lookmg touerds the door). No, the earth is
mad to ket you go on fiving on it!

Astuay, Come, that's silly,

Vorsmrsxy. Well, T am mad. T am not responsible, T have
1ight to say silly things

TRe% That's a stale trick. You are not a madman: you
a1 Simply a cxank A silly fool. Once 1 used to look upon
eiery erank as ap invalid~as abnormal, but now 1 think.
s the normal condition of man to be a crank. You are
quite coreal,

Vovxursky (cavers hes face wunth his kands). 1 am
@lamed! 51 you only knew how ashamed 1 am! N2 pain
an be compared wuh this arute shame {miseradly). It's
:;'D;a;nb(lle ?(beud: aver the table), What am T to do? What
GRLY

Asteov Nething
ovxtrsky  Gve me something! Ob, my God! 1 am
forty-seven. 1f 1 live to be saty, I have another thistzen
ey s 2 Jong me! How am 1 to get through those
ticteen years? What shall ¥ do? How am § 10 £ them up?
Of, you'knaw . .. {3queezing Asteav's hand convulsively);
you know, §f only one could live the remnant of one’s life sx':
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1 st resort to farce, We shalt have ts‘l’ tie your hands and
search you. T am speaking quite seriously. ~

\'my'gxnm. Asﬁpku (s pause), To hate mzde such
afool f mysell: 1o have fired twice and missed him! Ishall |
rever forgive mayself for that. 3

Asteov. ¥ yon wanted to be playing with firearms, you
would have dome better 16 take 2 pop at yoursell,

Vavwrrsky (skeugging his shoulders). Its queer. I made
an attempt to commit murder and 1 have not been arrested;
o tne has sent for the police. So 1 am locked upon as 2
wdman 1otk a bitter Jaugh). 1 am mad, but people arenat
mad who bide their crass stupidity, their flagrant heartless-
ness under the mask of a prolessor, a Yearned sage. People
#e ot mad who marry oid men and then deceive them be-
Tore the eyes of evecyane  saw you Missing her! I saw!

ASEOV‘I Yes, T &id kiss her, and that’s mote than you
oer have!

Vonrsey (fooking Sowards the door). No, the easth is
mad to let you go on hving on it!

Astaov, Come, that's silty.

Vorsarsy. Well, T am mad, I 2m not responsible. T have
Aight to say silly things,

oV, That's g stale trick. You are not a madman: you

e siroply a crank A willy fool. Once 1 used 1o look upon
tery crank as an wpvalid—as abrormal, but now I think
it i the normal condition of man to be a crank You are
Quite gormal,

Vovsursky (covers his face with his honds), 1 am
sbamed! ¥ you only knew how ashamed 1 amt Ko pain
€ be compared with this acute shame (miserably), It's

vabearable (&ends gver the tahle} What am I to do? What
an 1o do?

Astrov Mothwng

Vovmrsny Give me something! Ob, my God! 1 am
forty-seven 1 1 hve to be sixty, 1 have another thirteen

seaes, It's 2 lomg umet How am 1 10 get through
thinteen years? What shall 1 da? Horw a 5 s

! m L to 6] them up?
Qh, you know . .. {sgueering AstRav's hand :anvul:ively%* .
¥ou know, i anly one could hive the temmant of ope’s lie i1
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Tmust pecyry to force, v shall have (o tie your hands ang
search yoy, 1 am speaking quite serigys| ~
\'mmsxv. You please (g Pause), T? have made sych
2 fool of Byself: to have fired twice and misseq himt 1 shal]
i T that,

V. I yoy wanted to be Playing with ﬁrearms, You

would hay, ke

EVeryone, T gp you kissing hert T sawl
Eov. es, T gig kiss her, "ang that’ more thap you
e hayey

¥ - AMmag gy 0t responsble, I have
Aright 1 Say silly tbmgs

ck Yoy are not 4 madman; You
ply 2 crank A silly fog), Once § used to Took Upon
ey e as ap nvalid_ g abnormal, but noy, I think
Rigy normal condition of man o pe'y Crank 'y,
ite normy)

\ovmxsxy (covers Jace yuyy, kis kandy)
Bhameqy 1 You only kpey, how ashameq 1,
5] Mpared w4y this aeyre shame
Unbearape. (Bends ovey g4, table) Yy,
do

I am
! Noy pain
(mi:embly). It’s
tamJ ¢ d0? Whyy

Give me bingy
Orty-seven |g I Iive ¢o be
Years g o long timer H






UNcLE VANYA

Sonva, Give i back, 1,

Give it back, Unele Vanya LY, pel y

8 Y0u are; by I am ngy £0ing 1o give Way to despajr. Iam
iyl : it, ] o

{. Crvously fyry, 'S over 4,
2615 on gre fable) Ve Ve let everyty;r
puts 4, Bottle sng Kis ‘case and tightens the
#151), Now 1 set o

. (Entey YELENA.)

Yerey, Ivan Pelmvith, are you herep We are Just stay.
ing to Akx:mdr, he wants say somelhing to yoy,
I“SONYA. Go, Unte Vanya, ( Takes Voynrrsiy 85 the aryy

us d yoy m

Father 4, ust pe Teconcileg, That'y
(Sony, and Vomnsxv £0 out,)
am Boing away (G,

Ve, 1 3 Astroy g, kand)

~bye.‘
& TROY, Alrezdy?
ELENy The Carrrage 5g Waiting,
Astzoy, Good.bye,
Yrreny, You Promised e to-day
amy
Asregy
taken Ingh
ELEX,,

that yo would gy
I remembe; 1 am jusp going (3 paugey, You
e t? (Taking 4,, hand) g itso lem’blc)P ave
Yes
Astroy, You hag better Stay, after o Whay
Tt;_monuw in the pl:u:tau'on\’ hat do You say
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¥ith vthing in this world, ., « While there ;5 RO one herg
-bef::r{!ncle Vanya comes in with 2 Rosegay—allow me to

55 you g Parting, , Yes? (Kisses jep on the cheek),
“That’s riggy

Yerpw, 1 wish you a1) happiness, {Looks mmd). Well, so
be it! For ce iu{ny lite) (Embraces him impid:mcly and
otk :imultaneomly dray rapidly gpa,p Jrom each other.)
Rust go ] ust got .

Astroy Make baste ang £0. Since the Carriage j5 there, 3 ou
Ead betyey Set off, .

B EN,, There's Someone Coming, believe, (Boty listen,)

Astroy, Finitay

{Enter Snznzmxov, VoYmrst, Mazy, VAssrLYwm,
itk @ pg, > TELYzery g Soxnva,)

Suznuxov (to V' YNITSKY), Let byganes be bygones,
After o, hag bappe, ed, I haye 8one throygy, and experi.
e urs

i
accept yoy, 2pologies and apologise my.
self, -bye) (e ang Vovnrrsyy kiss eqch Other thre,
- VO NITS Ry You shap recejve Tegularly ¢, Same sum g
0. ing shaly be ag before,
NA embraces Sony,,)
”Sutnknxov (kisses Mary, VAssrLthm’s hand).
man,,
Mun (lu.n'ng him) .»\lcxandr, have Your pho,
l?:hn 280 and gopg 110 me, yoy koow oy, dear
e,
Tlu':cm Good-bye, Your Excellentyl Don?
Ekzunxov ( ku‘:mg his daughm) Goog.b,
e, Cieryone (Slmkmg hands g,
aburplcasam Company 1 Fespect
thyg.

tograpy
You are

STROV

JOur way o thinkiy
s your i, S¢S, bt permi;
Oce ohservnuon 0 hug fy tre] Sage. yoy TUSt work my
Irie, ¥ou must worky (g, bows 4, them gp, wish" ou
alt things good!

{Goes U, follpeq by Mazyy Y

Soxva)
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erything - While there is 10 one herg
~before Uncle Vanya comes f with a ROsegay—allow me to
kiss yoy 5 Parting, , | Veg? (Kisses her on the cheek).
That's rig

ELENA. T wish Yo all happiness. (Looks mund). Well, so
be itl Fy, OR¢e in my life} (Embraces pim r'mpulnvely and
otk Jimulianeowly draw rapidly apgrp Jrom eack other,)
Ty 1 must gol
Asreoy, Make hasta and go, Since the Carriage i5 there, yoy
Rad Betger set off,
1py,, There's someone Coming, T believe, {Botx listen.)
TRV Finytgy

(Entey Suxnn\mxov, Vovnrrsy.
with :

ese fepy bours, thay I beleve I could
e art of living for the bepeﬁt of

an pologise my-
OYNITSKY Kigy €ack othe, three

A shall receive regularly the same sum a5

Butherty, E\'erythmg shall be ag before,
Aw REYEVN 2 embraces SDN’YA-)

755€S Marya, VAsstw:vm’s hand),
Mazy, ikun'ng hitm), Alexandr, have yoyu, photograny
:zhn 3820 ang seng it to me, yoy know oy dear yoy alie
0 e,

Trvegry,

S
Hamg

-bye, your Excelleucy! Don forget us|
daughter). Good~bye « -+ good.
be, e¥eryone slmkmg handy tort, STROV) Thankg for
)‘erleasanl Company Tespect yo i
thyg ms, your Impulses, by, it an olg ™an o a4q
One Obser atygn 10 his fareeey Message, You mygy work, my
Inendyt dou myst work! (He bows all, ish'
Al thipgy good!
(Goes out,
Sonva,

)
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Maxria (youning). X am ready for bye-bye. .

AstrOV. 1(i:r’;w qu'lft 1t is! The pens scratch and the cxy.ket
hures It warm and soug. ¥ don’t waat to go. (T{mc s flxe
sund of bells.) There ate my horses ... There & nothing .
et for me bt to say good-bye to you, my friends—to say
od-by e to my table—and be ofit {Packs up kic maps in the
portjalia.} N .

Maugsa. Why are you in such a burry? You might as
well stay.

Asteov. T cae't.

Vovnutsy (writes), “Account debvered, two roubles sud
seventy-five Lopeks."

{Enter 8 Lanouser )

Lanotme, Mihail Lvovitch, the horses are ready.

Asteov heard them {Hands hin the medicine-chest, the
pertmanieay and the portjolio) Here, take these, Mind you
don't crush the partiolio.

BOURER Yes, Sir

Aszrov Well? (Goes to say good-bye.}

Sonva, When shall we see you agan?

Astzov, Not befare next summer, I expect. Hardly in the
winter  Of cautse, sf anything happens, you'll let me know,
and EM come (shakes hands). Thaok you for jour hospi-
tality, for your kindness—for everything, in fact. {Goes p
40 nurse and kisses her an the kead) Good-bye, old woman.

Mazva You are pot gong without tea?

Asteov 1 don't want any, nurse.

Marixa Perbaps you'lt have 2 deop of vodka?

Astsov (irresolutely) Perhaps.

{BLlarena goes out §

Astxov (after a pause). My trace-horse has gone a lttle
l:::‘cmlﬂmtmed it yesterday when Petrushha was taking it

\;qwnsx;x You gxaust change s shoes.

strov I shall have to call i 2 fehte
Reshdnennoye 1t b beloed Goce s bo she oy
frica and looks gt ¢t} | suppoy 1
xaust be something temfic Eﬁ? 1o that Alrica there the Beas

Vovsurska Yes, most Liely,

37
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Sefore hins and lgys key head on piy kands; in ¢ weary voice)
We shap rest] . )
(TeLycyy S0/tly plays on the guitor,
Soxya, We shall resp vy, I

cle Vanya, yoy are crying, +
K U have haq pq joy in your life, hyg
¥2it, Uncle \'anya, wait, We shall rest (puts IS roung
bim) e shall regt) (The Walchpay taps,
TeLyecry plays Softly; Marva VASSH.YEVNA makes
Margin of her Pamphier; Maring knity
her Stocking )
Soxva e shall rest)

CURTAIN DRops Stowry,












The chairman's office. On tre left ¢ door leading to the
COUntINg Rouse, Tuwo writing-taples T ke
ions to

ues, rugs, Telephone, Afedy,
™N clore, he is weaering fely overboots,

€0d someone g the chemisyrg
ian DS and tel] them 1o
ITman’s officet Am T to

able ) 1 am utterly
" e the fasy e days apd
Dights dos 'yes, fi orning ul) igky |
2 work Bere, anq from mght ] mom; 3 at home (coy hs)
And | il all oyppy hivering, feverish, coughing
legsache and there 4

SUIng, my
re all sorts of . Stops and dashes before
Y eyes (g dozeny That affected s, our seam, of 2
ity ‘eport Y at the genera} Toeeting:
at present ang 1 the futyye » A regular Gambett,
. Ta one | one .m...nought - six,
£ WL 16 ey 5 dash ang ¢y Thaety sit bere and worl,
s'pul 1 nothing by the

't

{ldm a bousollhre bBundreq . e
TTites) Ryt T get othing for m troyb},

ut for yourself a 4 4 i ook
Y ay Rorked up Yo
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&l the woruing racing about doing things, and then this excite-
wmest, 11is ovation -, 50 upsetting! T am tired!

Bmx (writes). Two..,nought., nought,..three..
nine, ..two...nought, ., , The figures make my eyes dizzy.
oo Thret ... one.. . six. .. faur .. Lome . . fvea .. (rotiles
the seckoning beads).

S . Another . Your wife came
14 tee this morning and complained o1 you again. She said that
you ran affer ber and your sistes-in-law with 2 knife yester-
day. Kuzma Nikolayessteh, what next! Aie, alel 5

Hw (2ourly). T will venture, Andrey Andreyevitch, in
bonous of the anniversary, to ask a favour of you, and beg
yuu, 1 only out of consideration for my working like a slave,
ot 1o teddle in my family affairs! { beg youl

Survurem (sighs). You bave an impossible temper, Ruz-
m Nikolayevitch! You are an excellent, estimable person,
bt with women you behave like some Jack the Ripper! You
m}‘;v do Lcar’t understand why you bate themso.

rury And I can't understand why you like them sol (4
posse.y

Swrrvrenmi, The clerks bave just presented me with an
Ahum and the members of the Board, 5o 1 beax, are going
topresent me itk an address and a sdver tankard ... (play-
g with kis eyeglass) 1t's fine, as sure as my name's Shipat-
dunt,, [Us’all to the good .. We must have a bit of
splash for the sake of the bank, deuce take itl You are one
of ourselves, you know all about it, of course. ., ¥ composed
1he 2ddress myseld, ¥ bought the silver tavkard myself 0.
«+-And there, the binding of the sddress cost 45 roubles.
Butwe hnve to have that They would never have thought of
R Whermsebs es {aoks round kim), Just look at the get-up oy the
place! Ten't it Gire? Hese they tell me that it i, Petty of me
o want che locks on the doors ta be polished and the clerks
10 wear fashronable ties, and 1o have a staut porter at the,
entrante Not 2 b ol it, my good sir) The docks on the doors
aud the stout porter are not a petty mattes. At home | may he
:.m ganan, 1 may eat and sleep like a pig and drink it

Hend, No insinuations, pleaset
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e Jor, T ean't understand! Do you want them to get you
Eoto trouble? .

Sarrutcny. Come, that’s enough, that’s enought This i
all oo glocmy for an anniversary, By the way, you remind
me (fooks of Ks waich), My better-half ought to be here
direetly. Ry vights Y vught to have gone 1o the station to meet.
Yer, poor thing, but T haven’t fime and I'm . . . tired. To tell
the truth T am not glad she is coming. That is, I am glad,
butit would have been pleasanter for me if she had stayed an-
other two days at her mother's. She will expect me to spend
the whale evening with ber, and meanwhile we have planoett
2lttle excursion when the diner is over . . . (skivers). There,
127 in 2 nervous shiver atready My nerves are so over-
strained it ¥ could burst into tears at the slightest provoca-
tion! No, I must be firm, 25 sure 35 my name’s Shiputchint

{Enler TATYANA ALEXEYEVNA weaning a iralerproof and
itk a travelling saichel slung across one shoulder.}

Sareercm. Rak! Talk about angelst

Tasyaxa Avpxevevna. Darling! {Runs fo her husband;
frofonged kivs.)

MPUTCEIR And we were just talking about youl

TATCANA ALEXEVEVNA (breathlessly). Have you missed .
!at?_Ate you quite well? I haven't been bome yet, I've come
Straight bere from the stavion T've got ever 50 much to tel}
Jvu, ever so much, T can’t watt . , . ¥ won’t take off my things,
Ive only looked in for a musute. {To Rusix) How are you,
Ruma Nivotagesatch? (To her hushand) Is everytbing all
vight at horne?

. 51’}!?!-1mx.\' Quite Why, you's¢ grown phrmper and pret-
Uer o the week, Well, what sort of journey did you have?
Tatvana Aexecrvna Splendid' Mamma and Ratya
send you their Jove Vassily Andreyevitch asked me to give
¥ou 2 Kiss from him (kisses kin) Aunt sends you 2 jar of
B2 and they are all angry with you for not writing. Zina
told me to give you a kuss from ber {kisses him), Ab, if only
!w}mwbn(‘ 4! What b d! X am positively
rid fo telt you! Ok, such a dreadind thing happened! But I
e from your face you're not glad 10 see me,







L¥agy Na i
Yoy they, loyp \'&\qu rEyemth skeg me 4y &iie
oy 5 kigg fron LT (74 ) 4 2 3 far
300 e, 2 2 4y ity 30y g, Bog tin, Zj,
ol g 4y x?:r Youa uaf?f.,m her (g, h»:),-':ib, %[w?
300 ke Whay h:nl'n:nad! Whay bappenedl Tan Posigy,
Mgy, el o Ob, Such 4 Ireagryy tb;ngb.:m-' -
e from, YOUr face Yoy, 2ot ehag e,
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2ze 10 the station 1 fetch me, A young man turned yp too,
32X inspeetr 1 believe he Was. . . quite al] nght_, very nice,
Prticalarly pi €Yes. ... Seryozha introduced bim angd ke
Crove back With U, It wras glorious weather. e

(Voices beking the scenes: “Pog, ARty you canrty Whar
94 you ygngpn Enter Mapayy MERTCHUTIY,
Miayrg M ERTCHUTKN {inthe a'aonmy, UAing the clerks
o). What are y, i DE! I want to see
T . (Comes to SmPUxCHm) «+- I have the
bonoyr, Your Excellency. -y name jg Nastasya Fyodor-
Ovmy Mer!cbutlu'n, wife of 5 Provineia] Secretary,
> t do for
Minayy .\lzxrcxmxm‘ Yousce, Your Excellency, my hus.-
bang, the Provincia Secretary Menchutkin, been it for
e Months, ang hile he wag Taid up a¢ home in the doctor’s
Be wag dl'scharged from the setvice for ng sort of rea.
0, vour Excellency. And when 1 went for b ry, the:
deducy,  if you Please, vy, Excellency, 24 roub 36 ko-
eks from it, “Whats that forpr [ asked, “Well,» they to1g
¢, “be borrweq that from the ppy g ! Benefit Iy, o,

ua) Club and ¢he
¥ cletks stoq Sectrity for by » How js that? Hoy, could
Ee borrgg 1, sthout my consengs That's ngp the W3y to do

i ou
&iﬂ;’!. your Ex:ellencyl Tama poor Womman, § €arn my breaq
ing in lodgers ” " ¢ am a weak, defenceless Woman,
“i.n‘e topyt up with xll-mge from €veryone ang Dever heay
A kind yeoprg

Slmlnmm, Excuse me (takes bor Pelition frop, ker and
rding)

Fesds o2 gy,
o But 1 Must te]}

t wee, uddeny Bot 2 letter
from Mamma’ She WTOte to me that 3 Certain iy, Grendjjey.
iy hag Made my 5,500 Katya an ¢ er. An

lite
y 38 Very much taken wih 3.2
What weaq 10 be dope? Mammg {Zlhat 1 wn.:nt:‘c:hmt?z
T and use MY influence with Katya,
N (surndy) Excuse e, You pyg e outf
aboyy mamma ang Katya gpg Mhelosy D
whar o dorng, count ang don’t know
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lency. He keeps on “I's niot your business, go away”—that’s
! {can get aut of hiza. 5

Smrurcuy, 1 repeat, madams: your husband was in the
Ay Medical Department, and this is & bank, a purely pri-
ate commercial undertaking

Maoauz MERTCHUTRIN. Ves, yes, yes, ... 1 understand,
<ir. In that case, your Evcellency, tell them to pay we Siteen
Toubles at least! Y agree to take part on account.

Suwrirenin {sighs). Ought

Han. Andrey Andreyitch, at this rate ¥ shall never bave
the veport done!

Sarvremy, One misute (7o Mapaxe MErIcHUTKIN)
There's no making you see reason Do understand that to
ply 10 us with such a petition 15 as strange as to send 2
Peuton for divorce to a chemist’s, for instance, or to the
Aaying Board.

{4 knock at the door, TATYANA ALEXEYEVNA'S voice:
“Andrey, may I come in?™)

Seorsvenmry (shouts). Wa't a hittle, darhng, in a minute$
{To Mavuree Mezrcuureis) You have not been paid your
toe, but what have we to do with it? Besdes. madamy, iCs
&2 asniversary to-day, we are busy. .and someone may
e in here at any mimute. . . . Excuse me.

Manwe Mestenursiy. Your Excellency, have pity on
3 Jore forn womant 1 am a weak, defenceless womas ..,
Tam warried 1o death, .. . § have a lawsuit with iy Iodgers,
14 ¥ have ta see 1o my husband’s affairs and fy vound
¥king after the house, and my son-in-law 13 out of a job.

Surrvromy. Madame Merichuthin, 1 . Ko, excuse me,
Tatnot (alk 10 you! My head is going round.

A Yoy are
ting us and wasting time

by .. Lsighs, aside). She’s an
e &L l:! Suse 25 my pame is Shiputchin' (To Hmin) Kuzma
Vol

yevitch, please will you explain to Madame Mert.
g‘:‘ikm..,(mtb a wave o) kis hand goes out of the of-
BN lgoing up to Mapaste MeRreuuTkin, swlily),
Bt can ¥ do for you?
Mne Mressoworan 1 am a weak, defenceless
*vTan .. .1 look strong pechaps, but of you weve 1o oves-






N Yoy, Exl‘e"en > bave Pity o
2 by Jam Moty f m gy 3 de(encelcs: rraman....
I oo hayy ) Ty Tith lodgers,
‘ﬂg L hayy 10 see 1, my K {

Y tougd
8 after the Use, ang MY son. Boye of 5
Sigp, gy Mady e R!erxch n, [ - No, exmsem ,
Ly, ta, 10 3oy Ay beag Loigy und Y U ape
i s 5 w-utmO time (:igﬁ.r, 255 Shay an
o1, 2y Sure DY Bam, 13 Shrpmcbin! { onmm) K
N, e iten Pleage Pl 504 Plain Mzd.u,,e Mart.
ey, frneg g; of & S oyp o t4e of.
),
"nw {goin up Ymu;z
Wagy can I‘do for Youp " Sy )
Mlu;u:: e,



352 THE PLAYS OF ANTON TCHEXOV

haul me there isn’t one healthy fibre in mel I can scarcely
keep on my feet, and my appetite is gone. I drank my cup of
coffee this morning without the slightest relish,

Hirn. T am asking you what I can do for you,

Mavane MertenurxiN, Bid them pay me fifteen rou-
bles, sir, and I'll take the rest in a month’s time.

Hirin, But yow've been told aiready in plain words: this
is a bank.

Mapane Merrenurgin, Yes, yes,...And if necessaty
1 can produce a medical certificate.

Hirin. Have you got a head on your shoulders, or what?

Mapame MERTCHUTKIN, My dear man, I am asking for
what is my due. T don’t want other people’s money.

Hirmn. T ask you, madam, have you got # head on your
shoulders, or what? I'I be damned if 1 waste my time tatk-
ing to you. 1 am busy. (Points to the deor) Kindly walk
out!
Manane MERTCHUTRIN (surprised), And what about the
money? N

Hiniw. The fact s, what you've got on your shoulders 8
ot a head, but this.. (faps with ki finger on the table and
then gn kis own forekead),

Mapaste MERTCHUTKIN (offended). What? Come, comel
...Talk to your onn wife Jike that ... My husband Is a
provincial sceretary! You'd better fook out!

HirIN (firng up, in a low voice) Clear out!

Mavane Merrcnutiin, Come, come, come! .. . Lock
out}
HiriN (i a fow voice) 1f you don’t leave the room Lhis
very sinute, I'll send for the porter. Clear out! (Stamps.)

Mapave Mertesvtkin Not a bit of itt I am not afraid
of you, I've seen the Tikes of you ... You scres! .

Hiry. T don't beheve 1've ever in my life seen a nastier
woman, ... Ough! It makes me leel dizzy. .. (dreathing
hard). T tell you once more ... do you hear? 11 you don't
Jeave the room, you old scarecrow! I'll pound you to 3 Jelly,
T've such a temper, I might eripple you for lifef J might com

mit a crime!
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Mapae MerTeHUTEIN. Morefbark than bite, I'm not
alraid of you. Dve seen the likes of you.

Hoey )(iu despair). 1 can’t bear the sight of hert T et}
2 1 can’t stand it {gaes to the table ond Sits down)._ They
Yt Joose a swarm of women on the baok: X can't write the
reportt 1 can't do itt

Mavaser Megremutrny. 1 am not asking for other peo-
Ple's maney: I am asking for my own~for what is my Tawful
tue, Ah, the shameless fellow! He is siting in 2 public office
with b overboots on. . .. The lout}

{Enter Spreutcam ond TATYANA ALEXEYEVNA.)

Tarvana Avexeyevna (following her husband in). We
wint 10 an evening party at the Berezhnitskys', Katya was
wtaring 2 pale blve foulard with light lace and a Yow peck. <«
It doss suit her domng her hair up high, and I did it for ber
=yl When she was dressed and had her hair dove
e looked swnply fascinating)

Surrwrenss (by now sufiering from migroine). Yes, yes
»oQastinongt .. They oy tome in et 1 a nimte.

Mapane, Memzenurxin, Your Excellencys
. Sxmg-mnx {despondently). What now? What can ¥ do
o youl

Muoauy Megveworkan Yous Excellescy! (Pointing 10
) Here, this man. .. be here, this man, tapped him-

ell o the (orehiead and then tapped the table. ., , You told
Em to go into my case, and he 15 jeering ot me and saying
all orts of thungs 1 am 2 weak, defenceless woman,

Srevrcmin Very good, madam; 1 will go into it, ... 1
wii ke sieps . Go away! Later. {dsde} My gout is
oming on!

Yimn {goes quielly up to Snrrurcrn). Andrey Andre.
¥itch, send for she porter, let bim kick her out! Ity too much
ulsx good thing! ferm). X
HIPUTCIIN {31 al « No, no! She'll sey

24 there are Jots of flats 1 the buildiag, 1P 4 saueal,

Manaue Merrenerian. Your Excellencyt

Rewen (en a teerlud vowe), But Ive got to finish the te-
m‘: ;lurl\;! finish 1t i timel ... (goes Beck 1o $he table),

o ¥
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Mavame MERTCHUTKIN, Your Excellency, when shall I
receive the money? I need it to-day.

« SmpyuteIN {assde, with indignation). A re-markably
nasty woman, (Zo ker, softly) Madam, I have told you
already, this is 2 bank—a private commercial egtablishment.

Mapaur MEertcHUTKIN. Do me a kindness, your Ex-
cellency! Be a father to me! ... If the medical certificate is
not enough, I can produce an affidavit from the police. Tell
them to give me the money!

Surrurenttn (sighs heavily). Ought

Tarvana ALEXEYEVNA (fo MADAME MEeRTCRUTKIN).
Granny, you've been told that you are hindering them. It's
too bad of you, really.

Mavare MerrcruTkIN. My pretty lady, I've no one to
take my part. T mught just as well not eat or drink, I drank
my cup of coffee this morning without the slightest relish.

SimpurcHIN (exhausted, to MApAME MERTCHUTKIN).
How nuch do you want? .

Mapsxe MerteuutkIN, Twenty-four roubles thirty-six
kopeks.

Sururcum Very good {takes a twenty-five rouble nole
out of his pocket-book and geves 1t to her). Here is twenty-
five roubles. Take it ... and go!

{(HiriN coughs angrilv )

Mapane MerrenurxiN Thank you kindly, your Ex-
cellency (puts the money away).

TATYANA ALEXEYEVNA (sittimg dowen by her hushand).
It’s time for me to go home (looking at ker watck). ... But
I haven’t finished my story. It won't take me a minute 1o
tell you the rest, and then I am gomg. .. .Something sa
dreadful happened! And 50 we went to an evening party st
the Berezhnitskys” . . . Tt was all right—very jolly~but noth-
ing special. . . . Of course, Katya's admirer Grendilevsky wat
there too.. .. Well, I had talked to Katya, T bad cried, I'd
used my influence, she had 1 out with Grendilevsky on
that very evening and refused him Well, 1 lboug)xl. everys
thing is settled {of the best. I had set mamma’s min b?l
rest, T had saved Katya, and now [ could be mmfnr}n‘ :
royself. . . . And what do you think? Just before supper Raty
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2d ] ing alon,

ofa sudd . (emfzd) au o
o,Innt of it} (Fans 4

Xo, Imn tt

N (tighs), Ough)
TATYANA Arrx; A (ueepmg) We ran into lbe ar.
bour, ang !bere. - there I3y poor Grendxlevsk with a
5ol i g d. .
vaxmm No, T can’t stanq itt 1 €an’t stang it (7o
Moz Iznmm N) What mored 0 you wantp
TCHUTK Y, You r Exce]l lency, couldn’t yo
another Jobformyh usbap d?

A (weepmg) He hagq axmtd st.mfght
2 bis bead..‘here -Katya g down fafy, ) poor

ling! . d he lay °re ternply fnghtcued and, ,
0 ackeq 'y 10 send for 5 doctor. Soon a doctor atrived ang
+eand & poor fdlo

Miayg ), Cim

ERTCHYTY, Excellency, couldn’y Yyou
Eng other yop for my husband ?
. TTenry No, I can?y t stand jy (Weeps) Taanr stang
it (Hold,
o

S out bop) hands 4, Hm N in dey €3£air.} Tur T her
”Tumhcruut, implorc) u'
Tiary (gomg m Tary, EXEYEVN,), Clear out}
SmPvrcms NOt her, but lhns \vf ! womap .
(»;:Iim to \hmut Mezrenyy. ™) lh is op
RN (py vndenhmdmg to Tnnmm ALZ’Q'Y'EVN-A
Clear out! (S, 795) Clea, u!' ):

ATyay, Aer EVEY; A Whatp What are yoy aboye;
Hae You gone your head;

Smrmcuw This is awfull 1, ™ done fory Turn pe, out)
Tury ber oytr

Hizpy N (f0 Taryany Ar "NA), Gey out! 1
ou! Iy © Muncemeay of you' I’ll do 5o,

Some; Ming|
ATia; A ey gy Na (run diegy /nm ,"mgtn n,,f’
fter Im) How d.] you! Yo,

ou j) eat t
Adreyy Save ndreyy (:lmeh) Taturey ( eams),
dm::;::;l:m(’nm after Ve offy Ixmplore Youy
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Hippy (c/m.rmg M.umm Mx:nrcuurxm). Clear outy
Catch hery Beat her} Cut her throat)
Smwrcnm (:Imul:). Leave offt 1 beg 041 T imploref
Mapayy, Me; { N. Holy Saings} »«+ Holy saingg)
ly sain

TY, LEXEVEYN, Screg, Ve met ., Oht
cou I fee] faingy § feel faingy (um, onto g chair, then Jally
012 the 302 ang 10ans g5 thougy ing S0y,

ing M,

MAuAm: Mrkrcuurxm. Oh! op; -+ + Holy sajnes) I feel
ints) TUN'S aryms,
Enock % the dpop and g voice behing the scemess
«

e de) 5
Smpurcnm. Dcpuzzxu'on * - TPutation . * « OCCupation} e
IRIN (:tamp:). Get out, damp, my soyly {Tucky ug his
sleeyes ) Let me get ¢ hert y Could do for hert
Epy

eddresy ing velvey bindmg, anotker the silver tont.
74, CLepgg 200k 4 at the door, TaTvana Avexs.
YEVNA oy the Sofa, M ADAME Mcnrcuvrxm in Sr.
PUTCHIN g 3rms, botsy “Hering fny moans )
LEGATES (ready 2lond)y Dear ang highly
re itchy i

4 !
glance Over the pasy of oyr financiyy inslilution, and taking 5
o ,

mentaf vipy, Fradua] gey, 4 we obtajn 4 highly

Eratifying ; Jol 1S true (hyy ; the years of jtg

EXistence the ) ted nt 'Rinal capity) the ab.
d al;

. 01 g ou;
tact have peg, the cayse of our eXtraordinap, success png
£xceptiona] Drosperity, The feputagion of the bank (coughs)

.. the feputation of the bap) . .
Mamm: Mx:krcnu-n:m (maam) Oht Oh.l
TaTvANA ALZXEYI:VNA (mogny) Water; Watery
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Tox Drszeate (confinues). The reputation ... (coughs)
the reputation of the bank has been raised by you to such a
piznacle that our bank may now rival the foremost institu-
tuats of the kind in foreign countries.

Sareoreny. D fon . .. reputation. .. jonl ...
Two ftiends one summer evening waiked, and sagely of deep
matters talked. . . . Tell me not thy youth Is ruined, poisoned
by my jealous love. . ...

WE DeLEcATE (continues in confusion). Then, turning
a2 ghiective eye upon the present we, dear, highly respected
tey Andreyevitch . . . (Dropping his voice) Perhaps latet
-];;_wz'? better come again later. .. (They walk out in con
ion,

CURTAIN












ON THE HIGH RoAD
ADRAMATIC STUDY 1y ONEAcT
Room i Troy's Inn, On 7ight a coynter and shelpes full of
bottles, 1 the backgroynqg @ door Opening on ¢, ke road,
with g dirty req lantern Fanging cbope it outside, The

enckes round the walls are crowded it
CRINS gng Wavray;

. g
kaly reclining, ong #aying sofily on the concerting By
K3 sidy is silting Eon'rsov, dressed ip skabby Summer
lothes, Savva, Nazarovn, and Yepryoyn, erelying on
ke foor meay the benchey )

Yerncyy, 0 Nu.«mvm)‘ Give

(1 the poor old man A
Budre, mother! 1 gy believe he i3 dying)
Nazay

R 0¥NA fasstng the corner of Savvazg €oat from of
‘*:lci‘lg Good Christyyn Hey, good Christian] Are You alive
o dey

Savey, Why dead? 1 am alve, mother] ( Rarses himsel] on
A2 elpom, VEr up my | » T Rood souy That’s jp, More
0 the righy one Thaty g bless youy

‘ering Sy VA'S legs eep,
Sava N, hance of sleep] 17 only I haye ® patience ¢,
13 agony, | on'’t m), bout
tlnney doey

sleep, £90d sou), A
POt deserve ¢, be in Peace, Whay i that noise,
£04 pilemm woman?
NAZAROVN, God iy Sending g 2 sty
Bgandyh, iR is lashing 3nd lashin

fm. The Wind's oy
ELHY erlng Hk:pe

Th 1.
2. It's pay, g
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Frova. Da you come from far? .

Sawa From Vologda, From the town itself....X am a
workmas there...,

Frova, And where is this Vologda?

‘Trnoy. Beyond Moscow ... A province....

Frova, Tut, tut, tutl ... You've come a long way, old
bushy-beard! And 2}t on foot? ) |

Sawva. All om foot, lad. I've been at Saint Tikon's in
Zadonck, 2nd 1 am going to the Holy Mountains . . . from the
Haly Mountatus, if it's the Lord's will, to Odessa. ... From
there, they say, theyl take you cheap to Jerusalem ...for
twenty-one roubles, so T'm told. ...

r0vA. And have you been in Moscow?
Savva. To be sure' Five times.

IﬂF?u:um. s it a good town? (Uél;ix.a cigarette.) Worth see-
21
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Savva, There are many holy shnnes, lad .

ut many holy shrines there it is always good. . ...

OXTSOV {goer up to the counter, to Trmon). Once more
Lentreat you! Give it me, for Christ’s sake!

Frova, The chief thing in a town is cleanliness. . . . T€ there's
dust, they should water the streets, tf there's mud, they should
deas them, There must be tall bouses .. a theatre . . . police
«avtabs . Tve tived in towns myself—1 know.

Boxtsov, One httle glass.. this little glass here. You
aa put it down, you know! 1)) pay you!

Tanos, We know all about thar.

Borrsey Come, I beg you! Do me a kindoess!

Tuox, Go along)

Boxtsov You don't understandme . . . Do understand, you
fgmorant dolt, if there is an ounce of brawn in your wooden
Peatant skull, it 1xn't 1 that am ashing, wt's my nside asking—
W talk lke you, like a peasant! It's my illness that’s asking$
Vou must understand!

Tutoxn, There's nothing to understand. .
Boxrsov. Why,

.. Where there

.. Get alonp!

1t 1 don’t have a drink this minute—-yor
st updmund—-xt I don't satisty my craving, ¥ may da
:t:tlhmg dreadlul! God koows what I may not dod You must

At seen 3 bot of drinking people in your pothouse existence;
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265
U Stomach Pifiches yoy| (Laug, ) Yo,u 3re 2 crazy One,
)y:uz Bonoue 13 down'angd £0 to sleep] Iyrg 16 gaod standing
there like 5 sea

recrow, I !
ORTSOY (anpily;fr}uiold Your tongye Nobody asked your
pinion, ases

2074 Ming gy Yot are talyin, abuugl Tknow the likes
of yout There are Plenty of your SOrt tramping the high roadsy
for 25868, may iy Bot your g, N you'll howl worse
thag he wind. Yoy are an asg Yourselfy Silly foo1y (@ pause)
Dty cagy

AZAROVNA The holy man Maybe jg saying hig Prayers ang
Biving P his souj ¢ God, whle these infidels are trying 1o
ﬁc]k 2 Quarre] ang saying aj Tts of lhmgsu..shameless
ellows)

Frny, Don't g, o1 canting, You old mbbage—slumpl If
Youare jn 5 Pothouge, Put up wiy thouse wayy

Borrsoy What 1 there for g What am 1 {0 do? How
22 I appeat 10 himp What are needed more? (7,
Turoyy The bj is stagnany 1B my veing| Uncle Tibon¢
{ Wzt;x) Uncle Tikon!

Savyy (gman:) There js shoou'ng B my leg like a bulley
Pilarm woman Jiye tmothert
Vhat ;. t, man}

il
t

Sy B2t eryings

Yerngopy The gentleman

Savyy, Ask the Bentlemay 14 o 2 tear 1o M€ 100, that |
By die Vologda Prayer wyp tears 13 more acceptable,

Bogyg am Praying, ETand{athert ¢ are not
teary y, Y heary p, been 2.20d the by, S Ninning
Ut (Syry 7N af Savy g feer) bl oy t
Eaderstang U can'y Frasp iy, father, with your dim
“ﬂdmundmg You ple thay Sitin gy, !

Suvy gy Here are thepy any thy,

Te






Fum. Mind what you 2re talking aboyy) y know the Ikeq

320! Thetp 300 pIcnty of your syt tramping ha Bigh roadst .
‘M 25565, w2 lbcxyuurears,lhmynu N bowt T worse ,
l-ulhe !uu areana&syoursdﬂ Silly fool {z 2 fouse)
Dirty g d'

V2Argyy, The bl maybe js saying his prayers and
T2 % his goy) [2 hﬂ e these j are trying 1
3 g, p GOd L s0rts of thipgs, - Shamelesg

Fiovy Doy t £o on mmmg, you olg mbbage-stmnp' i
mz:e ln 2 ith

t““ (mmx) Tbere s shootipg leg ke 5 buller
ol Ere A1M %omapy lmle molhtr
\lmmw Wb.: tis e, L’Dod

Siv Who 15 that ey, ing>
RGO A The gen leman
t1\\1L Adl

k the krnlkn:u; 10 shed 5 2ar for me t00, thae 7
P{?dg i Vology A Prayer wigh B:lrs [
Tsgy

more g, table,
Pam poy Praying, Erandfathert uxp
teay: * My beary has baap

iese are gy
® ¥runy ang e blogg 'S running
8 (53 2 SOn's fegy ) The bloog) But you weon'y
hdfrsurd' Y 't p g, mndrnlhcr, With youy dim
L2 ncinp You af, * penpl S0 darkpecey
Sty Where

e that <s!
are lherc 20y that haye lisht?

Tsoy 7€ some thay have be, adfather, |
n’rr ldm-dcr* tandt g
f\\\\. 'ﬂ-ere nre ( <TE are, my son. | The saints hagq

E; " SorTow, Vithout Yyour
derstang .. szy'ﬂ look into
M™Mand, | 4 2% % comforteq by
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Mrarx, Well mske 2 note of it, (Goes up 2o Trrow) Hullo,
old {at face! Don't you hnow me?

Trsox. If 1 had to know all you drunken fellows that
wander on the high road, I'd want & dozen eyes at Jeast.

Mezix, Take a good look ... (¢ pause)

* Tuox. Well, I do declare, I know you! I knew you by your
tyes! (Offers Bis hand.) Andrey Polikarpov?
y Meuik, T was Andrey Polibarpov, but pow I am Yegor
ferik, N

Trox. What's that for?

Mezix, Whatever passport God sends me, that’s my name.
TV been Meril for two months now . . . (Thunder), Rr-ts-tr
... tbunder away, 1 am not afraid (looks eboxt). No blood-
tounds here?

Tinow, Bloodhounds, indeed! Midges and gnats, mostly,
+.A solt lot.... The bloodhounds are snoring in their
Teather.beds by now, Ubet, , . . (Aloud) Good Christians, look
st for your pockets and your clothes, if you mind about them.
Bt is 2 smart fellow! Hel rob you
Mezrx, Well, they'd better take care of therr money, if
\L!;y\e got any, but clothes 1 won’t touch. Ive no use for
T
Trnox, Where's the devil taking you?
Memx, To Kuban,
Tnton You don't say sof

Frova. To Kuban® Really? {Sizs up ) 1t's a fine place You
Tight sleep for three years and never dream of as fine a
- S0 wide and free! They say there’s no end to the bieds
aad pame and maild beasts of all sorts’ Geass grows all the year
ound. Peaple tive fike frisnds, these's such a lot of fand
ey don't know what 10 do withat* The government they say
2«3 soldier was telling me the other day  gives three hun-
3.?;3 azres per head That's the place (0 be happy, strike me
Mrmix. Happy  Happuness s always behind you....
re’s 70 sefing it When you can bite your elbow you'l!
¥e bappiness  It's all foohshness. (Looks rownd the
Sencher end the pe

ogle.} Its like 3 conviet station! , , , Good
Tenmge, poor folks!
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Mezne, weny make a note g jy, (Goesup to Tnton) H ullo,
old fat face} Don't yo know me>
Tmox It | 2d to Lnow af) you drunken fellows {hae
wander on the high r0ad, I'd yapg 3 dozen eyes ap least,
Tal 2 g ook ., . a pause),
Tion, Well, T do dechre, Iknow you! I knew you by your
! (Offers pis kand,) Andrey Polikarpovz
N Mezre, | W23 Andrey Pah'kaq)cv, but now 1 am Yegor
ferik,

v
TiHox, Whayy that forp
Mezrg, Whatever Passport Gogd Sends me, thay's my name,
Die beey Metik for (g months now (7, er). Retropy
<« thunder away, I am noy afraid (logky abouty, No blood-
bouuds bere?

THON, Bloodhounds, ndeed} Midges and gnats,
lot.. . The b!oodbounds are snoring i their
Feather.beg by now, 1 bet... ¢ Aloud) hristians, look
Out for o, s and youy clothes, jf You mind abgyy them,
Heisa 1t fellaw) Hel rop you,

Meen, Wen, they'd beprer take care of therr money, jf
gt}”\e 80t any, by clothes [ won't touch Tve 1o yse for
em,

mostly,

Trroy, Where's the devil taking you»
RIK. To Ruban
Throy You don’t say sof

Froy, To Kubap» Reallyp (Sitsup ) 1t'5a fine place. Yoy
Tight sleep for three yeare and never dream, of as g

d ne
Place, 5, Wide ang freqf They Sy there’s pg end to the birds
20d game and wilg beasts of 11 sorts! BTOws all the year
Found, eople live like 1, ends, therp's uch a log of land
they don' 0% what to 0 with it T, Bovernmeng they say
;-3 Soldier youq telling me e other -« Bives three hun-
ggglac S Per head, T, U the place to be happy, strike me

Merry, Happy....Happine;s 13 always behind You.,
Thererg R0 seeiny o When you €2n bite you, elbow yopm
‘Ppiness | . Is ay foolishnesg, (Looks 4, the
50::[1:: and the People.) Tyrg Itke a conyiep Stationy , Good
Sening, poor folkst
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Ix, TV 'H k anateu!nl (Gae:upta Tmou) Hu!lo
old fat facq Don’| 0u know me»
l:m;. Iy W all y, funken fellows that

t knoy
%ander op the bigh road I ‘d want :x dozen €Yes at leasy,
Memrk, Ty 4@ pause),

Toy Well, I 4o de dare I know;oul 1 knew yoy by your
fyest (Ofers Im kang, ) An; drey Polika, 2rpovp
Mgy

.IwasAd PJL vbulnowlanegor
Merig,

Trmoy, w What's llm for?

Meng, K. Whatey, erpaxport God e, Sends me, xhatsmymrne
I\‘ebech erik for 0 Months poy

er). Reerppp
away, I 3M not afra,q (Iank: about) No blood-
bounds lze rep

HON Blo, dhounds, lnd Mldges and gnats, . Mostly,
fondd soft oy The codhoyy, are snonng in thejy
f&lhtbbﬂk by nog, be loud)

I ....(Aaud anslock
9t for y o, Poc] elsandyourdutbes, i you m, mdabo Ut them,
e is 3 g el rob yoy

IR, ell, they'q better take ;are { their money, if
llgey’\e 80t any, py¢ clothes 1 Won'’t touch Ine se for
em,

Tirox “‘bere s tbe de
Megy, Kub,
;‘mon \ou don t sa

vil taking You?

W o Vernmeny they ¢y
2 soldier was te] telling me the Other gy, - Bives three hlm~
dred 7S per head 7 hal’s the place to be bappy,
ead!

Megp, Happy Happiney is alway S behing you,
There's ny seemg 1t Whe, can bxre your elbgm }0u’l.‘
bhappines, Its an mhshness (Loogs round gy
bmclm and llrt peaple) Ivg like 5 Vit stagg, onl
Sening, boor fol) ¢
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YEPMOVNA (f0 MERIK). You've such wicked eyes! The
evil one is in you, Iad. ... Don't look at us.

Mertx, Good evening, poor people!

Yerntovna. Tum away! (Nudges Savva.) Savva dear, the
wicked man is looking at us. He'll do you harm, my dear!
(To Merix) Turn away, I tell you, serpent!

Savva, He won’t touch us, mother; he won't touch us....
God will defend us. ...

Mertk., Good evening, good Christians! (Shrugs Ais shoul-
ders.) They say nothing! You are not asleep, are you, you
clumsy beggars? Why don’t you speak?

YEPIMovNA. Turn your wiched eyes! Turn away your dev-
ilish pride!

Mertx. Hold your tongue, you old hag! It wasn't devilish
pride, T meant to greet your hard lot with kind words and
friendiiness! You are huddling like flies with the cold—1
felt sorry for you and wanted to say a kind word, 1o comfort
you in your wretchedness, and you turn away your ugly faces!
Very well, I don'’t care! (Goes up to Froya.) Where do yot
come from?

Feova, I belong to these parts, from the Hamonyevsky
brickyards.

Merix. Get up!

Fepva (sitting up). Well? :
thmx. Stand up! Get up altogether! I'm going to lie
there. ...

Feoya. I say....Is it your place?

Merik, Yes.. .. Go and lie on the floor.

Fepva. Get along. ... I am not afraid of you....

Merik, You are a smart chap. . . . Come, get along, don't
talk] You'll be sorry for it, silly fellow.

Tinon {to FEpva). Don't cross him, Jad. Never mind.

Feova. What right have you? You roll your eyes lile a
shark and think I am frightened! (Gathers up his belongings,
goes and lies down on the floor.) The devill (Lies down and
covers his keed.) . N

Mexix (making kis bed on the benck), You can't have
ccen the devil if you call me one, The devils are not Jike me

(lies doton and lays kis aze beside him). Lie there, axe, my



Fepy, (palr‘ng Ay heaq OLE fromg nder hiy foat), Whay
A Ly lke they »

- They Aelike o Pour, 5 spirie, | « Hera FOU blgyy
Oe by 3 €€ theg,
I e,

- =+ Yoy

t 2 dey;) nor 5 “goblin 20r 3 gjy i1 08 eyag

AUeny tag, see eu-ry(h,’ng FEos -t T useg
the Wood,

the 00d.

4
ard gy Mght, 1 ang, a gh, g’
ey lakes, 12 Seen o Sortg of wilg beaggs by,
Znygy, i icks 1y, eye i

8 25 for
s b;ng tem'b!e\x:’s an fiddlegy; ® eye iy nat my,
or o] L., .
orce | € Corngy 0t sqy g Pty
e o 20 dogs gy ings, I ity Peagayy
j'ls Uting s, P he €Ut gpey its by 9 Somegyy
pe outs

vy
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boy! Lot me COver up your bandle, 1 stole it. ., ang now |
fuss over iy Iike a foq] OVEr 2 toy: T am sorry to throw jt
%3y and haye Rowhere to Put it. Like 2 wife one s sick of,
oo ¥es, | (covers In'm:zl/ over). The devils arep’y like me,
Tad,

. They ara likea Y2pour, a spirit, , , . Here you blow
(he Bl ), they are Tike that, yoy an't see ther,

AVore 1O the corner), 1 youssit under 5 harrow, theg
Youwill see thoy,

TR, Ihe sap under one ang 1 didn’t see them, . ., T,
women fa]y nse,

Bonsense,  apg o do silly Peasants, . yoy
WOt see 3 dey; i

link an eye. I seemeq ¢ see all sorts gof

2sense, but ¥ didn’t seq 4p, wood-goblin, T used to o 1g the

yard at night, 1 ¥anted to sep ghost—jps all oid

Women’s ya), - Dve seen o1 Sorts of wilg beasts, byt as for

lﬂyﬂimg lernblhil's all ﬁddks!icks The €ye is not made
r ea

A Vorcy (from the corner). Donty say that, i Sometimes
by S see thin,

e vo.In (L\g village 5 Peasant
o Culling up 5 Pig ..he cyt ©OPen its belly ang Somethj,
Hemped gyt v thing

Savyy (sitting 4p) Lads, don'y speak of the €vil one} Jpy

) Su;, my dearst
Aha, the 8reybeard Ty, skeletony Laughy

Reed tg £0 to the churchyargs Ghosts Wl cre, (aug e
510101; to pren:h to - z;sml --It's noy T you to Preach
ina Your silly notions! Yoy are ap j, orant le, hvi;
Ddurkpggg (Lights g pipey My !a!hg:r Ao ’:Wmﬁ
be toq was fond of Preaching 5y imes, One Right he st;;le a
Sack of 3Dples from the Tiest, broughg it to ug, and sajq
Ming, 20w, children, don’t yey an applo i’e!are h
da’y.or the blessing of apples’jn church, becaysy it's 3 sin'z'
s jugy ke you: One mustn’y mention the devil, But apa






g, - RIGH RoAp ar
the Plgrims) Bug that's apn ideal Good People, wilj you give
e a copper? My inside craves it. I'm i1y .

- Anything else, ., you rascal?. ., You don’t care

Where abogy s Well have 5 &lass between US ... (Fumpley
i kg Dockets) Damn jt; . - Have T Jogt i Somewherep [
ught 1 beard ajmgling inmy pocket the other day, | 0,

e l;olh' o Ive Bothing, friend] 1¢ your ill-lycky (4
Souse,

Boxtsoy, Tmust hage adrink, or 1 shall g something vi,.
leat, or sommit sticidel . .. pg ! what amy 1
(Looks fowards 1, door.) Shalj go?

takes me,

nd
> We have pg, tme t ook a4 You—jp’s 5 Working day,» ¢
for TOWing him g fopel—there’s RO chance of that, |,
A rope cogy money |
Sawa, Do Dot judge, goog man
Mexg Holq your tongue, You old wolfl Yoy 3¢ 2 crye]
Deoplel Herpgss Judases] (77, Trmoy) Come here Take
o my boots! Look sharpy
HON, I Say, 1sn't he Fomg it (huglu) You areg terror)
Mearg Come here, T o] You! arpt (, Pause)
Do you heary Am I speaiyng 1 the wallsy' o up.)
g;non Come, comey G at's nough)
ERIK. I want you, yoy p), ucker, 1o e
though 1 2 2 tramp ang o beggr,  1© fake my Boots of,
Tingy. Come, come! ¥
2 glagg,

Mg,
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treat me to vodka, or that he should take off my boots? Didn't
¥ speak plainly? Didn’t I say right? (Te' Tuton) Isuppose
}}I'nu did not hear me? It wait a minute. Perhaps you wil
ear.
(There is some perturbation among the Pricrivs end
Waveares, They get up and look at Tiioy end
MERIK in silent expectation.)

TrroN. It’s an ill wind brought you! (Comes out Jrom be-
hind the counter.) A fine gentleman, indeed! Here, where are
they? (Pulls off MERIK'S boots.) You brood of Cainl sy

Merix, That’s it. Put them side by side.. .. That's right.
... You can got

TutoN (afier taking off MeriK's boots goes bock to the
counter). You are too fond of swank. Give me any more of
your swank, and you will be flying out of the door pretty
quigk!? Yes! (To Bortsov, who is epproacking) You at It
again

Bosrtsov, Vou sce, I could perhaps give you & thing of
value. ... If you Jike, I will...

Trron. Why are you shaking? Speak plainly!

Borrsov. It’s mean and nasty of me, but there's no help
for it. T am not responsible for doing it. .. .1 should be ac-
quitted if T were tried forit . . Take it, only on condition that
you let me redeem it when I am on my way back from the
town. 1 give it you before witnesses . ., Friends, you!
witnesses, {Takes a gold locket out of hiy breast ;Wl‘el.)
Heredtls. ... T ought to take the portrait out, but I have no-
where o put it: I am soaked through ... Well, take ft with
the porteait. Only, mind you . . . don't put your fingers 00 the
face, Please... I was rude to you, my dear man....1 was
stupid, but you must forgive me, and . .. don't finger S
I don't want your eyes looking at it ... (gives TimoN the
locket). . "

Titoy (examines the locket) A stolen watcht Well, »
right! Here is a drink ( pours out vodka) . ., Gulplt down. an

Boxrsov. Only don't you finger it. .. {drinks Howly, wit

smodic pauses). .
m’zrmo:v (,apmr the locket). Bm!...a madam. ... Whese
did you get hotd of ber?
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ERIX Show me (Gets up gng goes to the Counter,) Let
ool

U can soq from ‘the cheeks ang the
y; n’t see, Hair down to
ast, For a1 the worjq as though she were alive]
Sheisjus: 8oing to speak (g Pause), |
Megyy, EIE’s NO surer ruin for 5 weak map, Once You
are saddleq Wwith 2 woman |jke that . | (wayes his Ixand)
that's the end of you)

(Vosce of Kuzu,. “Wo-0-0] Stop, you deaf beastgy»

3 01 He.

(Taps with ¢ COpper on the Countery A lass of real

Madural L{mk sharpt g
Fepy,, Heijsa brisk devyy

T;xmu Don't waye Your armst yoyn knock Something
Over|
Ruzyey That's whyy we have them for, to Wave, You are
afraig of the rain, YOU softies! Yoy are made of Sugar, Y sup-
Pose} (Dn'nh)
) Yl:rumvw\ One mgh, well be afraig, £00d map, When ope
5 overtaken by a night [ike this e

d. Now, nk
W€ are wej) fe plenty Villages 5

98 the roqgs ©One can finq shelter fy, b ea!he:dB,:ﬂ xstc’:
awiyl 1o think wha oy old

ou
undred mleg and not go0 a chip of wooq J, t
ora village yoy had 1o sleep on tl und, E .alone 2h

-
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fillow, with a lady from the town, and _{ancicd that there
s rothing lovelier in the world. . . . Fall in love with a crow,
and she is finer than a falcon! She was a gird of good family.
... Not one of these low-class women or anything in u'm
ay, but just , . . giddy . . . traifing ber petticoats and making
eyes! And atways langhing and laughing! Ne sense....The
geatry like that; they think it's clever, But we peasants would
Enve turned 2 giddy-pate tike that out of the bounse ... Well
...he 1ell in Yove with her...and it was all up with him,

e began dancing attendance on her, this and that, tea and
sugar..,. . They'd be out all mght in a boat, or playing the
P, .

Bortsav. Don’t talk of 1t, Kuzma, What's the vse? What
bae they to do with my life?

Kuzua Excuse me, your honour, T haven’t sad wuch. ..,
Trejust told them, and that's all . 1 coulda’t help speaking,

e Lwas ypset . I was dreadiully upset! Fill up my
glass (drinks).

Mrprk {in @ halj-twhisper) And did she love him?

Kuzaa {tn ¢ whisper, which gradually passes into ordinary
1alk). 1 should thuck she didl He wasn't a gentleman of no
consequence , ., You may well love anyone whe’s got three
thousand acres and more money than he can count, ... And
Be was Qignutied, stately, sober . He used to hake hands
with all the goverpment peaple, just like you and me now
. tlakes Meris Aand), with “Good day” and “Goode

e, and “Vou are very welcome.” .. Well, T was walking
one evening through the garden. .. . There were mules of gar~

en! I was gotag along quietly, and 1 saw them siting ona
garden-seat and kusstng each other {makes sound of o kiss),
He gave her ane, and she—the serpent!—gave him two. .,
e took her white hand, and she flushed up gud squeezed \q;
{0 him, damn hes* *1 love you, Senyal” said she. ... And
Senya, as though he were crazed, ushed about and boasted
o ":; 10y i hns foolishness, mg‘k): a roubtle to one and two to
anpther , . He gave me erough for a
n g“ debm%‘:nphlg ity ; haese, . .. He forgave
ortsov Ob, why go on telling? -

feeing  It's pamiwt, you kn,,wn‘)g These people b






37
of e knew whioy side his brea, buttereq
d beyer turned 5 bair, he Swine, | OrTOWed, by, id not
ble 6 pq back, ! Ur mastey had 1o e wbo!
thirg thousang (sighs), A foolisp man hag Suffer for bu
Toolishy, is wife ildren by T and pi,
rother.p, law boughy €State neay p, Itay; Master
e 5 gy 28 about fn thouses ¢, Plaining ¢, Peasapgs
Reyg € lost my faith, faggy There! V0thing I can be-
e it ngypye Weak~hear!edue55 Lealljpr g, has hig
» Some gy, ke gnaln'ngat 15 be:m, but ¢ t’s no Feason
for drink;, 1z € the elder n oyr llage, ow. His Wife is
T carry; N With the School, 6 Spends pop hus.
s Money o drmk, eld, With 3 Storn-
fulgriy -He's Bonea byp gp; in the face though .
Tinoy (sighs). Men heir 35 God giyes them
e

U2y, Everyone basnyy the Same strtugth, thatg true
fBough | Welr) bow Tich g go5 (Pays) There, fake
Band g, Wages) Good-pye, ladst Gooq Eht to o an,

le - Tam letcbing the
“Mdwmfe f 'Y Mistresg from the hospita) I TPect she,
tred of o et throy,

s
iting ang t thre Poor dey, {ru 5 out)
Roy ter 0 yout Whags Your I
2 T fellow) (Frys 4, lass )
Boazgg,, (comes yp g0 € co nerirrz:n[u.'elyanddrmh)
% OWe yoy Or e

Throy That's Pothing By, k FOUE priag i ryiny

Have 5 glass from ! Oughy (T4,
er o € Counte,') Youqy ie 1f
" !
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of borrowing .. . he knew which side his bread was buttered
233 nents fumned a bair, the swine, . . . Borrowed, but did not
trouble ta pay back.', . . So our master had to pay the wbol‘e
thirty fhousand (sighs). A foolish man has to suffer for his
Soolishness. His wile bas children by the lawyer and his
brother-in-daw has baught an estate pear Poltava, Qur master
1ke a fool hangs about in pothouses complaining ta peasants
Iae us, “The lost my [aith, lads! There's nothing I can be.
Leve in nowt" Weak-heartedness I call it! Every man has his
sorrow, some spake gnawing at his heart, but that's no reason
for dnaking Take the elder in our villsge, now Fiis wile is
Spenly carrying on with the schoolmaster, spends her bus.
Yand's money on drink, and the elder goes ahaut with 3 scorn.
Idgrin, .. , He's gane s bit thin in the face though, . . .

Su':;:xt%v {sighs). Men bear their troubles as God gives them
Rth,
vz, Everyone hasn’t the same strength, that's true
toough, .. Well, how much is it? {Pays) There, take my
areed wages! Good-bye, Iadst Good night o you and
Pleasant dreamst 1 must tun, iw's late. . .. I am Jetching the
idwile for my mistress from the hosputal. .. 1 expect she's
tred of walting and wet theough, poor dear .. . {runs oury,
Tpxos {alter ¢ pouse). Hi you! What's your name! Haye
+drik, poor fellow! (Flls Ais glase.)
_ Bortsov {comes up to the counter irsesolutely and. drinks),
% 10w I owe you for two glasses.
Twsow, ‘That's notking, Drink Drown your grief in ryin)
Feova Have a gass Irom me toot Qught {Throws o top-
bor om the counter } You'll die it you drink, and die if yau
't Wy a2 pood thing not 10 drink, but by God, vodka trees
e heart! Even gef's not gnef when you're deunk,
Sl it upt e
Borrsov Too! st’s bot!
Memin. Give it here! (Toke:
Yooks ot the portrart) Hem.

s the locket from Trmos and

<. Ran off on her weddi
<o What a woman' wedding day.
ANoscr. (frort the correr), Pour him out a gl
tount, foo, Tihon' Biass on my ae.

Mrnx tflings the bocket violently on the ground), Dapmp
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her} (Goes quickly ta kis place and les down 1with kis face te
the wall.)

(Sensation.)

Bortsov. How's this? What's the meaning of that? (Picks
up the locket.) How dare you, you beast? What right have
you? (Tearfully) You want me to kill you, do you? You
ignorant peasant! B

Ttox, Don’t be angry, master, . .. It's not made of glass,
it’s not broken.. .. Have another glass and then go 1o sleep
(fills another glass). T've been listening to you here and it’s
time to shut the inn (gocs and skuts outer door).

Bortsov (drinks). How dare he? What a fooll (To
Mexix) Do you know that you are a focl, an ass? .

Savva, Good friends! Put a curh on your tongues! What's
the use of making a row? Let folks sleep!

Teron. Lie down, lie down . . That's enough! (Goes be-
hind the counter and locks the till.) It's bedtime.

Fepya. 1t is' (Lies down.) Good night, friends

Mersx (gets up and spreads his coat.on the bench). Come,
master, lie here.

‘Tmon. Where are you going to lie, then? .

Mzr1x., Anywhere .. on the floor ... (spreods jerkin 0%
the floor). It's all one to me (lays the axe beside ln,m), i3
would be misery for him to sleep on the floor. . .. He's us
to sitks and down. ... .

Tinon (to Borrsov), Lie down, your honour! You've
looked at the portrait long enough (puts out the candle).
Give her up!

Bortsov (staggering). Where am I to lie?

Trren. In the tramp’s place! Dida’t you
fered it to you.

Bortsav (goes lo the Benck). I'm...Tm.. Jdrunk. ...
This,..this it? ... Am I to lie here?...

Turton. Yes, yes, don't be afraid, lie down. .. (ttrefches
Kimself on the counter). L,

Bogrrsav (lies down). Um. .. drunk.... L‘vex}ftbmg is ;;o;
inground .. . (opens the locket). Haven't youa bit 0’;‘“‘"‘1 ¢
(a pause) You'se a queer girl, Masha. ... You Too -‘"hm{
out of the frame and Yaugh . . . {leughs). Drunk! You oughn

hear? He's of-



ON THE pigp ROAD , e
1 laugh at 5 drunken man! Yoy disregarg everything, ay
Schastlivtey S5, and love 5 drunken man,
Feovs, How the winq howlst Tp's terrifying,
irl yo

- I am p <« - From time xmmemorhl,
 long a5 there ), 0 a world, mep have beep Weeping,
s Iy pgy g Dothing thag 1 all the taleg and so,

ith the devy - I

Meary Juqt the same a5 e gentleman pere 1 Went abgyy
Ike one Po: Boasteq of i

ssesseq ched. Boaspeq my happmss.

Day ang nght as thougly on fire, but qhe time came g

ot It wasp?, ove, byt only 5 cheat,, .
Froy, What dig 30U do to herp

0 siness | (s Pause). Kil her,

o yoy Suppose ? Ay hand fajleq. «+-One’ dOesl:'l kille;ibe;

,n] be!or them, , +Live ang be.,, PPyl If
Y ¥0u are pgy 0T My pyeg and 1 eap f

I the pracer (4 knock of gy door,) R YU, Sazke

TiHoN Wi e LS thergy 1) isitp (4 #70Ck) Whon
lnucking? (Gets up gp, goes to 43, g, ., s s
oy must go on| We're shut} ¢ door.) Who's k.nockmg?

Vorce (g door) Loy me in Tihon, for Boodnegyr sakef






ON THE mygp Roap | ELN
{Enter Mazya Yzcoxovm, Jolloweq &y Dens, Troox
bows.)

Tron, Pray walk in, your Excellencyl Our poor abode,
only fit for Peasants angd bladxbeetls. +«.Don't disdain jpf
Ve Yzcmzovm\. I can’t gen anything, , . where am 1

RO?

way, your Excellency. (Leads pep {0 seat pe.

13y come thig way! (Blows on the seat,)

me, I've pg F00m apart By, don’t yoy be
i Se..,

cell
ton,, -abit ked, , | ut don’t be frighteneq -+ Hewon'y
bart OL...... Only CYCUSE me, Jady, 1 didn't agres gor ten
foubles, if you Jike

OVNA Very well, only make hagte,
. This minyte; well do it i a twinkling. -« (Rauly
%l rop, Jrom is mj;

€ Counter) 'S minute, [0 Pause),
B:rnrsov (looks ntently g3 Magya Yl:comvm). Marie
seMashy | .
Mazyy v,

‘xzconovm (lookx'ng a? Bunxsov). What next?
Bogrsgy Marje ., isit yoyp ere have yoy come fromy
Many, Ymcnavm, recognising Bonsqv, Hlters o
Shriek and dashes BWEY frop him inty the middle
of the roon )
KERO;EOXI (/al;aw: hery. Marie. i, e Lit's e
ughs), ife! Mariel gy, toht
K Qxfdle)l y wi ! But wherg gy I Sumebody, light
Tazys YEcomayn, Go 2wayl Yo
youl Jyrg impossiblel (Illdc:her Jace ;,
Il'ssillyl
ORTSOV. Her Voice, ber movemean.. .Man’c, it's mey 1
+« . dny « in 3 'ut.._, ", .
ound . My Gogy Wait 5 Eﬁ.fw:harybi?.efdsz i:f:f

U are lying; Tt's ngy
inkey Imrm’:l) 1’54 fiey
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Meu (dropping the kand whick holds tke axe). Have I
killed her? =

Tmmox. Thank God, your life’s safe this time.. ..
Mrzix, 1 dida’t kill her then. .. (goes staggering to his
#ace). Tt was not my luck to die from a stolen axe .. . (sinks

doxn en is coat and sobs), Ob, misery! cruel miseryl Have
ity on me, good Christians!

CURTAIN.









CHARACTERS IN THE FLAY

Yevoorms Zanarovitent Zutoarov {retired Collegiate reg
istry~-clerk).

Nasrasva Timoreyr vNa (s wife).

Dasstena (their danghter),

Eparnonn Maxisoviren Aviosnov (her bridegroom).

Fyopon ¥ axovi vircu RuvoNov-Karaviov (refired Notal
Captam of the second rank),

Anprry Anprevrvrren Nvune (Insurance Agent), .

AnNA MARTYNOYNA ZMEVUKIN (a Midwife, about thirty, #
a bright magenta dress).

fvan Muwanoverew Yar (a Telegraph Clerk).

Harvamry Spiivonovirent Dympa (a Greek keeper of 4
confectioner’s shop),

Dty Stiranovires Mozeavoy {a Sadlor in the Volunteer
fleet).

Brsy Men, Dancino Genrreseyn, Warrrss, ele

The setion takes place in onc of the rooms of a second-clars
restanrant,



THE WEDDING
APARCE IN ONE ACT

A brilliantly lighted room. A big table laid for supger.

arreRs in swallow-tails ere busy at the tables, Bekind

, Yhe stenes @ band i playing the last figure of the

quadrille. N

e Zuevuxi, YA, end the Bridegroom'’s Best Man
walk oeross the stage.

Manrz Zurvuxan, No, oo, no!

Yax (followng ker). Have pity on me!

Mapaye Zaeyuxm, No, no, not

Tue Best Man (kasteming after them). 1 say, you can
foon like that! Where are you off to? And the Grand-rond?
Grend-rond, silvoo-play! (They go out).

{Enter Nastasya TIMOFEYEVNA and APLOMROV.)

Nastasya Instead of worrywg me, saying all sorts of
thisgs, you had much better go 2ad dance.

ArLomzov. T am not a Spinoza, to go twitling my legs like
2top I am a practical man and a man of character, and ¥

nd 1o ¢ntertanment in idle diversions. But dancing is not
what ¥ am talking about. Forgive tme, maman, but there’s a
&reat deal 1 can’t make out w your conduct. For 1nstance,
2part from obyjects of household utility, you promised to give
e two lottery tickets with your daughter, Where are they?

Nastasva I've got a shockung headacke.... Tt must be
e weather. . There's going to be a thaw(

Arioxtnov. Don't try 10 put me off. I found out to-day
that your tickets are pawned. Excuse me, maman, no one hut
2 explotter would do 8 thing like that. I don't say this from
tgoisticiem—1 don't want your Inttery tickets—but it’s a
matter of principle, and I wont atlow anyone to da me, Ive
rzde your daughter’s bapp‘neis. and if you don't give me the

3%






THE WEDDING T g
Yar {6 Map, kaxm). Have Dity, have pity, en-
ting Anpy Martynoynag
ey ZMEvURyR, Ob, what 5 man! ... I have tolg Yyou
already (hat 1 am 1ot in voice to-day,
'AT. T entreay you, do sing! 17 it’s only one note] Have
Pty 1f only one nogef .
Mavayre HEYURIN. Yoy Worry me. . | (sits down gng
CTes kop Jan).
YT, Yes, YOu really ary pitilesst To think of such 5 cruel
Seatyre, jf I My use the eXpression, Baving such 5 Iove{y
Volce! YWith suech 3 vyica You oughn't to pg 5 midwife, jf
YOU allor g to say s pye to sing at publie concerts! How
i 25, o1 instance, .. g
that was gy vain”, |,
fAbaxey, Damyvxry (hums), vy loved You, and sull 4 may
be Jover -Is thae g7
AT Yes, thatts 3 Exquisitet
U Tyevoxoy, No, I am Dot in voice to-day, ,
There, fan e jt's oyl {Ta prmv) Epaminong
Lul'mittb, Wy are yoy s melancholy That's not the thing
o2 your wedding dayt Yoy ought to pe ashameq, You horrig
Mag! Wi, > What are yoy thinking aboyt?
. ArLoymgy, Marnage S serigys Step 1t needs Serious eon.
Sideration from EVery point of view
Mapaye Zaevurng What hateryy ies you ap) 1
4000t breaghe D your society, | | Give me almospherep Do
You heary Gne me Atmospheraf (Hum.:)
AT, Exquisite) EXquisite}
Manaee ZuEvugin, Fan me, an me

[T feet ag though my
Beart were BOINg to burgy -+ . Ted e, blease, why o &
Sty Please, ) VISt T fee) |
YI“ Il’sz use y ¢ 3 sweat, |
Mapsyg MEVUR§y ugh, What vy ty! ¥
e expreans , BRity! Dony dare tq

OUT par, ! Of coyrse FOU are i
STl soctety, if yoqn; g npr)esmon. -5 10 arjgty,
ME Dasvuiay oy It ive
Taptures! I'an me, fan me) .'.. e alonel Give e ”D'u'y'






ly to

0 make I puuhemoﬂ u!be gin at

once, Lagheg and genllemen, I propo; e the toast of the bride
i €8Toom

(The band 2 flourich, Shosurs of "Hﬂrrabl" and
linkin, g v/ g!nme.r)

Mozcowy It n 'S Sweeten;, gl
I

and uut in-

I Buery. Tb'}' take
Queeze xhel zd
know ap aboul them ’°P OUt of them K

Bstead gf 4 fi Ve
king up or mguery
Oung )ou had begg, er hay, :
P Yo e eadmkandﬁﬂ Other T People’s
APLoarpg I quite

ur Agree v,
lmumg out these Je. €armeq subjtc m q“x’:b::ea;h
z:n aenfs:rru rf} ihm \'e ;T D!bc Scientife € Sence, but tberesa
about 5y, ma rlu‘ m“n) What g
Dasrrpy W:A
talks of lblngs

Use of

fos Show
und, rs!:mdbm h"m"“g. 20d alpayy






THE WEDDING " 20y

GeNtLevyy (t0 A»Lo:mav). Ob, stap jt Leave o It
doesn't wmatter! Sit dowp) Let Bim alone;

Yar. 1 Saying anything . wn y I In fact, 1
don't Understang g, . Certainly, Mgo.. . But firse Pay me
the five toubles yoy borrowed from me » Year ago to'p,
Yourself piqué wai.stcoat; EXCuse the EXpression 17) have
niother dring andIN,, 1y 80, only firsy Pay me what you
OWe me,

AE; .Come,s!op it, stop i1 Tbat’s!nuugbl Makx'ng
UE nothingp
5= Brsy May (shouts), To the bealth of the bride’s
Parents, chdokl'm Zaharitch and N; astasy Timafeyevn:xl
(The bapg Plays o fouris, Shouts of “Hurrafyy ”)
ch_u.ov (Iaudncd, bows iy alt dx‘rzctiam).
e

. o] aj
: or it’s foguery, 1 Speak merely as 1 feell In e
Smplicity of my hearg) OF My friends | grudge nothingt 1
You Sincerelyy ( Kisses those ey kim,)
DAsuszA (to her mother), Ma, why are You Crying? 1
'Pp)

B0V Mamap i5 UPset a the appma:bing Separation,
Buty ¥ould advise bey 10 think gver our com:'ersaliorl:a
¥, Nastagy, Timofey, ! Thin}, what
bumay tears arey N‘eumtic Weakness, that's appy
Zmcarey And are ther, Mushrooms g, Greece>
V3rBa, Yes, dere is e\-erydmg dere,
Zurcaroy But, 1 bet, there are 20 browy ones, Iike ours,
YMBA Yes, dere are,
Mozcovoy Harlampy Spiridonitch, it's your turn ¢
Ladies and aenllemen, Tet him m{ka a spetc‘]),:mh
] h @ speechy t's your turn,
lzmm. \;hy’ What !Aor? PO understy g what jp
ADAME Zatevygyy, N0, ngy Don Tes
Jour turny Get upt ' dre to refuses Tes
YABA (stangy 4P, in can/un'an). 1
Russia ang dere’s Greeee, Dere’y
People 1 Greece, -And






R THE WEDprye *
ArLosepoy, Then we TUSE tell them ¢ play a March,

YUNIN (shouts), Hey, bandmasterl A marehy (The bang
Hays g march for g minyte) .
AW,

(a;mounm). Mr, Revunov-Kalaulovl
(chuov, Nastasy, Tratoryg
24

hasten 1, meet iy, Enter szmvov-KAnmov.)
Nastasy, (o, W

205

'aDe] ie|
festar noy much acegy,,
Nov Delighteq; aj ‘Otlemen, y
want to S3y a couple of Fords 4o Ap, Tyusha (kgE YUN;
oridey, 1 feel rather a d, ~++« Why g
e “your Excellency"? Why, T am not 5 eral! A i
of the second rank | 7, isn't even as o “optaln

).
EXC’eHen(:y"l ey are g l;uuiarc}xal !a‘::im e u-';’:‘y ‘;yo u.r
& dueufm beners, and like 4o show respect whera |
m:i:.*.f::f:;f:“;‘,;i“z;ﬁ.‘:i’;:%i S0 o
;ﬁxﬁnl?c:;e‘?“mmm to d‘"m" fare a¢ hume, while we ar, .
»53”?3‘32'. o5 o "’,),;op‘,‘:;’,; ;""’?;ﬁib}:d e
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us something about the difficulties of the naval service. But is
the telegraph service any easier? Nowadays, yoor Excellency,
1o one tan go in for the telezraph serviee unless be can read
and write Frenck and Genan. But the hardest job for us is
trapsmtting the telegramsi It's awiully difficult) Just histen
{195 with his fork on the table, imitating the telegraph code).

Rrvurov. And what daes that rean?

YaT. That teans: 1 respect you, your Excellency, for your
x(mble qualities. Do you suppose that's easy? And pow listen

taps).

Revoway. A Yttle Jouder, . . . ¥ don’t bear,

Var. That means: Madam, how bappy 1 am 1o bold you is
Yy s,

Revunov, What madam are you talking about? Yes. .. (¢
Mozcovoy) And now i you are sailing with a strong wind
and want ta hoist the top-gallant sail and the rayal, then you
mist shout Sash hands, on she cross-trees to the top-galiant
il and the royal safll .. und while they pay out the sails
on Yhe yards below, they are at the top-gatiant and royal
alyards, stays and braces, .

Tree Best Max {getting up) Ladres and gestle.. .

Revunov (arferruptingy. Yes . there are all sarts of as-
des 1o be gven  Ves . Top-gaWant sheets and rogal
sheets taut, tet go (he itst Sounds fine, doesn’t it? But what
does it mean® Ok, 1t's very simple They pull the top-galiant
2ud royal sheets and mmse the hits.... AY) at oncel And ar
the same tirne 35 they raise them, level the royal sheets and the
royal lifts, and, where eceseary, stacken the braces of those
sils, and when the sheets are 130t and all the hits hase been
salsed 1o thewr places, the top-gallant braces and the royal
E;Ees are taut and the yards are tumed the way of the

Nyun (fo Revunov) Fyodor Yakovleviteh! our hostess
begs you ta talh of something else, Qur .
sund)lhi.s, they are bored. ., ;; futsts can’t under-

Revenov What? Who is bored?
man! Now, tf the upis lying

(To hlozm\'oYYl‘aung
tack, under foll safl, and you

with the wind on the Starboard

——

want ta bting her round before ,
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the wind, what order must you give? Why, pipe all handsan
deck, hring her round before the wind.

Nyunin, Fyodos Vakovlevitch, that’s enough, eat yous
supper!

Revunov, As soon as they have all run up, you give the
command at once: Stand to your places, bring her round be-
fora the wind! Ah, what a life! You give the command and
see the sailors run Bike lightaing to their places and pull the
stays and the braces, then you can't help shouting, Bravo,
Yads! (Chokes and coughs.)

Tz Best Man (Aastening to take advantage of the ensuing
pause). On this, so te speak, festive occasion, on which we all
gathered together here, to do honaur to our belaved . ..

Revunov (raterrupting). Ves! And yau have to remember
alf that! Tor instance: let out the foredop-sait-sheet, top-
gallant-sail sheet? ... 5

TuEe Best Man (offended). Why does he intecrupt 2 At this
rate we shan't get through a single speech!

Nastasya, We are ignorant people, your Exceliency, we
don”t understand a word of ali this, 1f you would tell us
something that would amuse. .. !

REVUNOV (nof hearing) Thank you, 1 have had some. Did
you say goose? Thank you . . . Yes. I was recalling old days,
It's a jolly Iife, young man! You float over the sea without &
care in your heart and ... ({ a shaking voice) Do you re-
member the excitement of taching? What satlor isn’t fired by
the thought of that maneeuvre! Why, as soon as the command
is given: Pipe all hands on deck, it's fike an clectric shock
running through them all From the commanding officer to
the lowest sailor they are all in a flutter, .. .

Manane Zstevurin. I am boted, I am bared! (4 general
murmur}

Revunoy (nof ficorng) Thank you, I have had some.
(With enthusiasm} Everyone is ready and all eyes are fixed
on the senior officer. . . . “Fore-topsail and mainsail braces 10
starboard, mizzen-braces o Jarboard, counter-braces (0 poft,
thouts the senior officer, Every order is carried out inst:mﬂy;;
«Siacken fore-sheet and jib-stay...right o starboard!
(Gets up.) Then the ship rolls to the wind znd the sails begin
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£ o, ® Senjop Officer e braas! to
bmctcf"l 7I,ah've! " Wh, bis eyec on the topsaiy ang
Then 0y last 5, begi, fap, thay i, When the Ship foot
tory o terrige Yelt jg beg the Maingay.
the braru!" D everpan g iy ﬂyiug
{ower of Bapeyy itsay done ithooyy 2 bry, R
Hirnggy
'Asmsm (/Yaria: “2). For A g0 2 2 pen
o Taiperg Yoy Shoujq be Ahapeg at yop, age;
RzVuNov. Glrengzgel’ No, T hay, Dot bag
Joy,
Nasmsm (@log, - Isay, Yoir ¢, hameq 2t your
28! Yo are g gene(-’l!, bug Yoy man.nersl
Nvongy (1n w'r/t«wv). Come, Triengsy ©w
lU&sP. < Pealy,
UNow, 75 Begin vy
Secy,















