THREE SISTERS

A DRAMA IN FOUR ACTS

1900




CHARACTERS

Andréy Prézorov
Olga
Misha ¥ his sisters
[rina
Natdsha, his ﬁan&ée? Jater his wife
Kulygin, Mdsha's husband, a high-school teacher
Vershinin, colonel, battery commander
Baron Tzenbach, first lieutenant
Solyény, captain
Chebutykin, army doctor
Fedotik, second lieutenant
Réhde, second lieutenant
Ferapént, janitor at the County Council, an old man

Anfisa, the Prézorovs’ eighty-year-ald nurse



ACT ONE

The Prozorov hoisse. A big living room, separated by columns from
a dining room in the rear. It is noon, the weather is sunny and
bright. In the dinmg room, the table is being set for lunch.

Olga wears a dark-blue. high-school teacher’s dress; she stands or
walks about, correcting blue books, Mdsha wears a black dress; she
15 seated reading, with her hat on her lap. Irfna wears a white dress;
she stands lost in thoughs.

OLGA: It's a year ago today that Father died, May fifth, on your birth-
day, Irina. It was very cold, and it snowed. I never thought I'd
live through it. You fainted, and you were lying there as if you
were dead too. But now it's a year later, and it doesn’t bother us to
talk about it; you're wearing a white dress and you look lovely.

(The clock strikes noon.)

And the clock struck that morning just the same way. (Pause) |
remember when they carned Father’s coffin out, there was a
band playing; it was a military funeral, and ar the cemetery they
fired rifles over the grave. He was a general, a brigade comman-
der. I thought there should have been more people, bur it was
raining, raining hard, and then it started to snow.

IR{MNA: I don’t want to think about it

(Baron Tiizenbach, Chebutjkin, and Solyény appear in the dining

roon. }

OLGA: Today it's warm enough to leave the windows wide open,
even though the birch trees haven’t put out any leaves yet. Father
got his command eleven years ago, and we left Moscow and came
here. Tt was the beginning of May then too; I remember exactly:
Moscow was already full of flowers, it was warm, and there was
sunshine everywhere, That was eleven years ago, and I remember
it all c‘:xactly, just as if we'd only left Moscow yesterday Oh, myh-,
This morning [ woke up and rea[ized it was springtime: eyery-
thing was so bright, I felt such a wave of happiness m51dc me; andz

I wanted so much to go back home. L
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CHEBUTYKIN: The hell you say!
TUZENBACH: You're right, it’s all a lot of nonsense.

(Mdsha looks up absently and whistles under her breath.)

OLGA: Masha, don't whistle like that! Really! (Pause) 1 spend th
whole day at school, and then T do extra tutoring in the evening:
and my head aches all the time; and I get so depressed sometime:

i-'. it’s as if I'd gotten old all of a sudden. Four years at that hig|
: school, and every day 1 feel as if a litile more life and strength wa
slipping away from me. There’s only one thing that keeps m

going—
G IRINA: Moscow! Going back to Moscow! Selling this house an
eh everything and going back to Moscow . ..

OLGA: Yes. Going back to Moscow, as soon as we can.
(Chebutskin and Thzenbach laugh.)

IRINA: Brother of course will be a scientist; he certainly can’t go o
living here. Only there &5 a problem about poor Misha. . . .
OLGA: Masha can come spend the sutnmers with us, every year,

I ' (Mdsha whistles under her breath.)

IRINA: Well, T hope everything will work out. (Looks out the window
The weather is wonderful today. I don’t know why I feel so good
This morning I remembered it was my birthday, and all of a sud
den T felt wonderful; I thought about when I was little, wher
' Mama was alive—I kept thinking the most wonderful things!
OLGA: You do look lovely roday-—you seem really beautiful. Anc
Mésha is beautiful too. Andréy would be better-fooking, but he’,
gotten awfully heavy; it doesn’t look good on him. And Fve got
ten old. I've lost far too much weight; I'm sure it’s all because o
the girls at the high school—they keep making me so angry. Bu
today is Sunday, I can stay home, my head doesn’t ache, and I fee
much younger than I did yesterday. Well, that's all right, it
God’s will, but sometimes I think if I’d gotten married and coul¢
stay home all day long, that would be better somehow. (Passe) |
_ would have loved my husband.
| TUZENBACH: (To Solyény) Nothing you say makes any sense! I can’
take it anymore. (Comes into the living room) 1 forgot to tell you
Our new commanding officer is coming to pay you a visit today
g Colonel Vershinin. {Sits down at the piana)
OLGA: Really? We'd be delighted.

i
H
N
i




R

ST

T

THREE SISTERS 261

iRfNA: Is he old? _

TUZENBACH: No, not at all. Mayhe forty, forty-five at the most
(Starts to play quietly) He seems very fitce. Definirely not stupid.
He just talks a lot, :

IRfNA: Is he interesting?

TUZENBACH: I suppose so. Only he has a wife, a mother-in-law, and
two litde girls. And it’s his second marriage. Everywhere he goes
he tells people he has a wife and two little girls. Wait and see, he'll
tell you too. His wife is a little crazy. She wears her hair in braids
like a schoolgirl, she uses very highfalutin language, talks philoso-
phy, and spends a lot of time trying to kill herself—mostly in
order to annoy her husband, so far as I can tell. I would have lefta
woman like that long ago, but he just hangs on and complains
about her, '

(Solyonry comes into the living room with Chebutjkin.)

soLYONY: I can only lift fifty pounds with one arm, but with two
arms I can lift a hundred and fifty pounds, even more. What do I
conclude from that? That two men are not just twice as strong as
one, but three times as strong, or even more . . .

CHEBUTYKIN: (Reading his newspaper as he walks) “To prevent falling

hair: two ounces of naphtha in half a bottle of alcohal. Shake and
use daily. ...” (Writes in a litrle notebook) Well, let’s just make a
little note of that! (To Solyény) All right now, as I was saying, you
take a cork, stick it in the bottle, then you get a little glass pipe
and stick it through the cork. Then you take a pinch of ordinary,
everyday baking soda .. .

iRfNA: Ivdn Romanich! Dear Ivén Romaénich!

CHEBUTYKIN: What is it, child, what is it, dearest?

RINA; Tell me why I feel so happy teday! I feel as if T had sails flying
in the wind, and the sky over me was bright blue and full of
white birds. ... Why is that? Do you know why?

CHEBUTYKIN: (Kissing both her hands tenderly)You're my little white
bird. . ..

RiNA: When | got up this morning, everything in the world was sud-
denly clear, and I realized I knew how to live. Dear Ivan
Romidnich! T do know, everything. Man must work, work in the
sweat of his brow. No matter who he is, thats the whole point of
his life. And all his happiness. How wonderful it must be to get
up at dawn and pave streets, or be a shepherd, or a schoolteacher
who teaches children, or work on 2 railroad. My Lord, not even a
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man, a horse ar something, as long as you work—anything's be:
ter than waking up at noon and having breakfast in bed and the.
taking two hours to dress. What an awful life that is! T want ¢
work the way I want cold drinks in hot weather. And if I don
do that from now on, get up and go to work, then don’t you eve
have anything more to do with me, Ivén Romdnich,

CHEBUTYKIN: (Tenderly) T won't, I promise. .

OLGA: Father trained us all to get up at seven o'clock. Now Irin
wakes up at seven and lies in bed for hours and thinks abou
things. And with such a serious face! (Laughs)

IRINA: You always treat me like a little girll Youn think it’s funn
when I'm serious, but I'm twenty years old!

TUZENBACH: My God, I really understand that desire to work! I'v
never worked a day in my life. I was born in Petersburg, wher
it's cold and boring, and no one in my family has ever workec
or even had to worry. I remember whenever I got home fror
military school there was always a servant 1o take my boots off.
was a real little monster to them, but my mother just smiled an
let me do whatever | wanted, She never understood when othe
people objected to the way I behaved. They tried to protect m
from hardship, but I don’t think they quite managed. And no
the timie has come, there's a storm gathering, a wild, element:
storm, it's coming, it’s almost over our heads! And it will clea
out out society, get rid of laziness and indifference, and th
prejudice against working and this lousy rotten boredom.
intend to work, and in twenty-five or thirty years we will a
work! All of us!

CHEBUTYKIN: Not me.

TUZENBACH: You don't count.

SOLYONY: In twenty-five years you won't be around, thank God.
give you a couple of years more; then you either die of a strok
angel, or I shoot your head off. (Takes our a little bottle of cologn
and rubs some on his hands)

CHEBUTYKIN: (Laughing} | never have done anything, ever, Once
graduated, [ never did another lick of work, I never read a sing
book. All I read are newspapers. (Tages another newspaper out ¢
his pocket) For instance, | read in the papers, let’s say, about
writer named Dobrolytibov, so [ know he exists, but God on!
knows what he wrote; T don’t.

(Somebody knocks on the floor from below.)
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Somebody wants me downstairs; I must have a visitor, I'll be right
back. ... Just give me a minure Ot s0. . . . (Hurries out, combing his
beard) -

IRfNA: T think be’s dreamed up another surprise.

TUZENBACH: You're right. Did you see the look on his face as he
went out? You are about to receive a birthday present.

IRINA: That's so embarrassing.

OLGA: It really is terrible. He’s always overdoing things.

S

. MASHA: “Beside the sea there stands a tree, and on that tree a golden

chain ... and on that tree a golden chain ...” (Stands and hums
quietly)
OLGA: You're not very cheerful today, Masha.

(Mdsha keeps humming and puts on her hat.)

Where are you going?

MASHA: Home.

IRINA: That’s rude.

TUZENBACH: . . . Leaving a birthday party!

MASHA: It’s all right, T'll be back later on. Goodbye, darling, (Kisses
Irina) 1 want you to be well and happy. When Father was alive
we used to have thirty or forty officers at our birthday parties—it
was noisy and fun. Today there’s only a man and a half and it’s
dull as a desert. I'm leaving. I'm in a kind of depressed mood
today. I don't feel well—don’t mind what I say. (Laughs, almost in
tears) We'll have a talk later on, but goodbye for now, dear. I’'m
going for a walk.

IRINA: (Upset) But what's the matter ... ?

OLGA: (Tearfully) 1 know what you mean, Mésha.

SOLYONY: When a man talks philosophy you get philosophy, or at
least sophistry, but when a woman talks philosophy, or two
women, all you getis wee, wee, wee, wee, all the way home.

MASHA: And exactly what is that supposed to mean?

SOLYONY: Nothing, “Said the dog to the flea, don’t jump on me.”

MAsHA: (To Olga, angrily) Oh, stop crying!

(Enter Anfisa, and Ferapdnt with a birthday cﬁ/(c.)

ANFIsA: Come on in. Come on, come on, it’s all right—your feet are
clean. (To Irina) It's a birthday cake. A present from Protopépoy
over at the council office.

IRINA: Thank you. (Takes the cake) Tell him thank you,

FERAPONT: What?
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IRINA: (Londer) Tell him thank you.

GLGA: Nana, give him something to eat. Ferapént, go on, she'll §
you something to eat.

FERAPONT: What?

ANFIsA: Come on, old man, come on, come omn.

(She goes out with Ferapént.)

MAsHA: T don’t like that Protopdpov, or whatever his name is. °
shouldn’t have invited him.

IRINA: I didn't.

MASHA: Good.,

(Chebutiikin comes in; he is followed by an orderly carvying a h
stlver tea service. There is a general reaction of surprise and enu
rassment.) .

OLGA: (Making o gesture of exasperation) A silver service! How aw
(Goes into the dining room)

iRfNA: Ivin Romdnich, how could you?

TUZENBACH: {Laughing) What did I tell you!

MASHA: Ivin Roménich, you really are disgraceful

CHEBUTYKIN: My dears, my little girls, you are all I have, you
dearer to me than anything else in the world, I'm sixty years
I'm an old man, a lonely, broken-down old man. The only de«
thing left in me is my [ove for you; if it weren't for you, I woul
have gone on living. {Te frina) Darling, I ... my sweet little |
I've known you since the day you were born . . . I carried you w
you were a baby ... I was in love with vour sainted mother . ..

IRfNA: But why such expensive presents?

CHEBUTYKIN: (Almost in tears; angrily) Expensive presents| W
that's just ... (To the arderly) Take it away. (Mimicking .
Expensive presents! '

(Anfisa enters from the hall.)

ANFISA: There's a colone! just arrived, dears. Never laid eyes on |
before. Hels already got his coat off and everything. Rinie d
you be nice to him:. Mind your manners now. (Leaving) And
long past lunchtime already. . .. Oh, Lord . .. '

TUZENBACH: It's probably Vershinin.

(Enter Vershinin.)

Lieutenant Colonel Vershinin!
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VERSHININ: (To Mdsha and frma} How do you do? I'm del rghted to
be here at last, delighted, believe me. Weﬂ welll How you've
grown!

IRfNA: Won't you sit down. .. . [t's very nice of you te come.

VERSHINING (Happily) Pm delighted, really delighted! But there's
three of you, isn't there? I remember three sisters, three little
girls. ... I don’t recall your faces, but I remember perfcctl your
father, Colonf:l Prézorov, had three little girls. I saw you with my
own eyes. Well, well, how time does fly!

TUZENBACH: Alexdnder Igndtych is from Moscow.

IRINA: Moscow! You're from Moscow?

VERSHININ: Yes indeed. Your father was a battery commander in
Moscow, and I was an officer in his command. (To Mdsha) Now,
your face I think [ remember. .

MASHA: Funny, I don’t remember yours

1rfNa: Olgal O lga! (Shouting into the dining room) Olga, come here!

(Olga comes into the living room.)

Colonel Vershinin is from Moscow.

VERSHININ: You must be Olga Sergéyevna, the oldest, And you are
Maria. ... And you are Irina, the youngest—

OLGA; You're from Moscow?

VERSHININ: Yes, I went to school in Moscow and began my service
career there. Served there quite a while, in fact, and I've finally
gotten my own command—here, as you see. I don’t remember
you individually; all T remember 1s that there were three of you.
Three sisters. I remember your father very well; when I close my
eyes I can see him as if it were yesterday. I used to spend a lot of
time at your house in Moscow. .

OLGA: [ thought I remembered everybody, but. . .

VERSHININ: Perbaps vou remember my full name—Alexdnder Igna-
tych. .

IRINA: Alexandf:r Igndtych, you're from Moscow .« . What a sur-
prise!

OLGA: We'te moving back there, you know.

RfNA: We expect to be there by antumn. It's our hometown, we were
born there. ... On Old Basmény Street. .. e

(They both laugh delightedly.)

MASHA: We never cxperted to see anyone from Moscow here
(Excited) Now | remember! Olga, remember—they used to tell:d
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about “the lovesick major”™? You were a lieutenant then, and yor
were in love with someone, and they used to tease you abou
 being a major. ...
VERSHININ: (Laughing) Yes, yes, that's right. The lovesick major, yes .. .
MASHA: You didn’t have a mustache then. ... Oh, you've gotte
old. ... (Almost in tears) You've gotten so old!
VERSHININ: Yes, when they called me the lovesick major, I wa
young and I was in love. Now I'm not.
OLGA: But you really don't look so bad. T mean, you've gotten ol¢
but you're not really . . . o/d. :
VERSHININ: Well, I'm almost forty-four. (Beat) How long has it bee;
since you left Moscow?
IRINA: Eleven years. Masha, what's the matter? Don't cry—you're s
silly. (Almost 21 tears) You'll make me start,
MASHA: I'm all right. What street did you live on?
VERSHININ: On Old Basmdny Street,
dLca: Sodid we. . ..
VERSHININ: Then for a while T lived on Nemétsky Street. T used t
walk from there to the barracks. You have to cross a big bridge t
get there; the water makes a noise underneath you. If you'r
lonely, it makes you feel awful. (Pause) But the river you've go
here is wonderfull Wide, strong . ..
. OLGA: Yes, but it gets cold here. Its cold, and there are mosquitoes. . . .
: VERSHINING Oh, come now, this is a very good climate, very healthy
' very Russian. The woods, the river ... And you've got birch trees
: ‘Wonderful, uncomplicated birch trees. They’re my favorite tree
Tafe here must be very good. But it’s funny, the nearest railroac
station is eighteen miles away. And nobody seems ta know why.
SOLYONY: Well, I know why.

(Everybody looks at bim.)

Because if the station were close it wouldn’t be far away, and if it’
far away then it can’t be close,

(An awkeward silence.)

TUZENBACH: Very funny, Vassily Vassilich.

OLGA: Oh, now [ remember you. I really do.

VERSHININ: [ knew your mother.
CHEBUTYKIN: She was a wonderful woman, God rest her.
IRINA: Mama is buried in Moscow.
OLGA: In Névo-Dévichy Cemetery.
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MASHA: [t's funny: I'm beginning to forget what she looked like, The
same thing will happen to us. N6 one will rermémber us.

VERSHININ: True. No one will reinembier us. That's fate; there’s
nothing you can do about it. Things that seem important to us,
serious and significant things . .. the time will come when they’ll
all be forgotten—or they won’t seem so important anymore.
(Pause) And the interesting thing is, there's no way we can guess
what will be considered important and serious, and what will be
considered petty and silly. Remember the discoveries of Coperni-
cus or, let’s say, Columbus—how they seemed silly and unneces-
sary at first, while a lot of nonsense was propounded as eternal
truth? So in time perhaps this life of ours, the one we're so proud
of, will seemn strange, stupid, messy, perhaps even sinful. . ..

TUZENBACH: But who knows? They may also think of the life we
lead as a high point and remember it with respect. Today we have
no torture, no capital punishment, no invasions, but there’s still so
much suffering. . ..

SOLYONY: Wee, wee, wee ... The baron doesn’t live on food like the
rest of us; he just lives on philosophy!

TUZENBACH: Vassily Vassflich, will you leave me alone, for God's
sake? (Changes his seat) It's not funny anymore.

SOLYONY: (In a high voice) Wee, wee, wee, wee, wee . ..

TOZENBACH: (To Vershinin) ...and the suffering observable every-
where today would seem to indicate that society has already
attained a certain moral elevation. . ..

VERSHININ: Yes, yes, of course.

CHEBUTYKIN: You just said, Baron, that people in the future will
think of our life as a high point, but people nowadays are still
pretty low. (Srands up) Look how low I am. But of course you
make me feel better by calling my life a high point.

(A violin is played offstage.)

MASHA: That’s our brother Andréy playing.
IRINA: He’s the family intellectual. He'll probably be a scientist. Papa
~ was in the service, but his son has decided on a scientific career,

MASHA: That's what Papa wanted him to do.

OLGA: We were teasing him today. He seems to be a little bit in Jove.

riNA: With one of the local girls. T imagine she’ll be here for lunch.

MASHA: But her clothes! It's not just that they're ugly, or out of style;
they're absolutely pitiful. She’ll wear a funny yellow skirt with
some awful fringe, and a red blouse. And those little pink cheeks,
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always scrubbed clean, clean, clean! Andréy can’t be in love-
don't believe it. He does have some taste, after all. He's just teas!
us, that's all; he’s acting silly. T beard someone saying yesterc
she’s supposed to marry Protopdpov, the chairman of the Cow:
Council, and I certainly hope she does. (Goes to the side do
Andréy, come here a2 minute! Just for a minute, dear.

(Andréy enters.)

OLGA: This is my brother, Andréy Sergéyich.
VERSHININ: Vershinin.
ANDREY: How do you do? (Wipes his perspiring face) You're the n
battery commander?
OLGA: Can you believe it, Colonel Vershinin is from Moscow.
ANDREY: Are you? Well, congratulations; now my sisters won’t
you alone.
VERSHININ: [ think I've already managed to bore your sisters.
IRINA: Look at this picture frame Andréy gave me for a prese
(Shows him the frame) He made it himself.
VERSHININ: (Looking at the frame and not knowing what to say) ¥
: well, it certainly is . . .
. IRINA: And this other frame over on the piano—-he made that too.

{Andyéy makes a deprecating gesture and starts off)

OLGA: Andréy’s our intellectual and he plays the violin and he ¢
carve almost anything in wood. He’s our genius. Andréy, do
go! He's always doing that; he wants to be alone. Come on back

(Mdsha and Irina take hic arms and lead him back, laughing.)

MASHA: Come on, come on!

ANDREY: Please, don’t. ..

MASHA: He's so funny! We all used to call Alexdnder Ignirych t

P lovesick major, and he never got mad,

VERSHININ: Never!

MASHA: I've got a name for you: the lovesick violinist!

IRINA: Or the lovesick scientist!

OLGA: He's in lovel Andréy’s in lovel

IRINA: (Applanding) Bravo, bravo! Encore! Andréy’s in love!

CHEBUTYKIN: (Going up behind Andrédy and grabbing kim around i
watst) “It's love that makes the world go round . .. 1" (Laughs; s
has his newspaper)

ANDREY: Will you all please stop it. (Wipeshis face) 1 couldn't sleep
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night, and T feel sort of funny today—a little wpset, I guess. [ sat
up reading until four and then [ got into bed, But I just lay there, I
kept thinking about things, and all of a suddén the sun came up
and the bedroom was full of light. ... As long as I'm going to be
here through the summer, I want to translate this book from the
English—

VERSHININ: You read English?

ANDREY: Yes. My father, God rest him, educated us with g
vengeance. It's funny—and I guess it’s sort of silly too—but you
know, after he died T started putting on weight, and in just a year
I've gotten kind of heavy. I’s almost as if my body were letting
twself go after all that education. My father made sure that my sis-
ters and I knew French, German, and English, and Irina even
knows Italian. But a lot of good it does us!

MASHA: What's the point of knowing three languages in a town like
this? It's a useless luxury. No, not even a luxury; it’s an unneces-
sary appendage, like a sixth finger. We know a lot that’s unneces-
sary.

VERSHINING Welll (Lawughs) You know a lof that’s unnecessary! I
don't think there exists—{ don't think there conld exist—a town
so dull and boring that it didn’t have a real need for intelligent,

“educated people, All right, let's agree that this town is backward
and vulgar, and let’s suppose now that out of all its thousands of
inhabitants there are only three people like you, Of course you
won't be able to overcome the unenlightened mass that surrounds
you; litdle by litde you'll disappear into this crowd of thousands,
life will swallow you up. But you won’t simply disappear; you will
have some influence. And after you've gone there will be six
more, let’s say, like you, then twelve, and so on, until finally peo-
ple like you will be in the majority, In two or three hundred
years, life on earth will be unirnaginably beautiful, astonishing.
Man needs a life like that, and if we don't have it yet we must
wait for it, dream of it, prepare for it, and that's the reason we
must be able to see and know mare than our fathers and grandfa-
thers. (Laughs) And you complain that you know a lot that’s
unnecessary!

MASHA: (Taking off her har} I'm staying for lunch.

IRINA: (Sighing) You know, you really ought to write all that
down. ...

(Andréy has left unnoticed by now.)
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, TUZENBACH: You say life on earth will eventually be beautiful and

a B wonderful. That's true. But in order for us to have a share in all

\ : that, even at this point, we have to get ready for it, we have to
work. .

VERSHININ: Yes. (Gets up) What a lot of flowers you've got! (Looks
around) And a beautiful house. T envy you. All my life I've lived
in dumpy apartments with two chairs and a sofa, and the stove
always smokes. And the one thing 've always wanted was a lot of
flowers like this. ... (Rubs his hands) Oh, my! Well . ..

TUZENBACH: Yes, we have to work. Oh, I know you're all thinking:
Listen to the German getting sentimental again, but I'm really
Russian, honestly I am; I don’t even speak German, And my
father was baptized in the Russian church.

(Pause.)

VERSHININ: (Walking around) Sometimes 1 think what it would be
like to start life all over again, and do it deliberately. The life we'd
already lived would be a kind of rough draft, and the new one
would be a clean copy! And I think each of us would try not to
repeat the same mistakes, at Jeast try to arrange a new environ-
merit, find a room like this to live in, with flowers in it and lots of
light! T have a wife and two little girls, and my wife is not a well

' woman, and what with one thing and another, if T could start life
i over again, believe me, I certainly wouldn’t get married.

‘; (Enter Kulygin.)

P

KULYGIN: {Going up ro Irina) Dearest sister, allow me to congratu-
late you on this happy occasion and to convey to you my heart-
felt wishes for good health and whatever else a girl of your age
may desire—properly desire, that is. And allow me to present
you with this little book as a small token of my esteem. (Groes
her g book) It's a history of the first fifty years of our local high
school. T wrote it myself. A mere trifle, written in an idle hour,
but I want you to be sure to read it anyway. Ladies and gentle-
men, good afterncon! (To Vershinin) Kulygin. I teach at the local
high school. (To Irina) This little book contains the names of all
those who have graduated from our high school over the last

ity vyears. Feci quod potui, faciant meliora potentes. {Kuses

! Mésha)

e IRfNA: But you gave me the same book as a present last Easter.

KULYGIN: (Laughing) Nol Well, then, give it back. Or better yet, give
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it to the colonel. Here, Colonel. Read it sometiine when you have
nothing better to do. ' T

VERSHINDN: Thank you. (Gess ready to go) P'm really delighted we've
gotten to know each other again. . . .

OLGA: Are you leaving? Oh, don’t!

IRINA: You must stay and have lunch. Please,

OLGA: Do, really; please!

VERSHININ: (Bowing) 1 seem to have intruded on a birthday party.
Excuse me, I didn’t know. I should have congratulated you. . ..

(He goes into the dining room with Olga.)

KULYGIN: Today is Sunday, ladies and gentlemen, a day of rest. Let
us all seek rest, each according to his age and status. These rugs
should be rolled up and stored for the summer, in mothballs or
naphtha. ... The Romans were 2 healthy race, they knew how to
work, they also knew how to rest. They had a mens sana in corpore
sano. They lived their lives according to the proper forms. Our
headmaster always says the main thing in life is form. When
things lose their form, they lose their identity—and in our daily
lives it is precisely the same. (Puts his arm around Mdsha’s waist und
laughs) Mésha loves me. My wife loves me, And the window
drapes should be stored with the rugs. ... I'm very happy today,
in an excellent frame of mind. Mésha, we're going to the head-
master’s this afternoon at four. There’s an outing for the teachers
and their families.

MASHA: I'm not going. _

KULAGIN: (Hur2) Masha dearest, why not?

MASHA: Il tell you later. . .. (Angrily) All right, all right, I'll go, only
please just leave me alone. ... (Moves away from him)

KULYGIN: And he’s invited us all back to spend the evening at his
place. Despite his precarious health, that man does his best to be
sociable. Astonishing personality. A remarkable man, really
extraordinary. Yesterday at the faculty meeting he turned to me
and said, “I'm tired, Fyédor Iljch. Tired.” (Looks az the clock, then
at his own watch) Your clock is seven minutes fast. Tired. That’s
what he said.

(A violin is heard offstage.)

OLGA; Ladies and gentlemen, lunch is served! And the birthday
cakel
KULYGIN: Olga dearest) Olga dearest! Yesterday I worked from
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early morning until eleven at night; I was tired. And today I
very happy. (Goes ro the dinner table) Dearest . ..

CHEBUTYKIN: (Folding his newspaper, putting it n his pocket,
combing his beard) Birthday cake? Wonderfull

MASHA: (To Chebutykin, severely) Now you listen to me: I don’t w
to see you drinking today! Understand? It’s very bad for you.

CHEBUTYKIN: Oh, whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa. Now wait ju
minute. I gave it up. | haven’t been drunk in two years, for G
sake. Anyway, what difference does it make?

MASHA: Never mind; just don't drink, that's all. (Angrily, buz so
her husband can’t hear her) Another goddamn boring evenin
the headmaster’s!

TUZENBACH: If I were you, I just wouldn’t go. It’s very simple. ¥V
not?

CHEBUTYKIN: Don’t go, sweetheart. . . .

MASHA: Oh, fine, don't go, as casy as that. ... What a miserable ¢

: damn lifel (Goes tnto the dining room)

; CHEBUTYKIN: (Gotng with her) Now, now . ..

‘ SOLYONY: {Crossing to the dining room) Wee, wee, wee, wee. .,

TUZENBACH: That'll do, Vassily Vassilich! Let it alone.

: SOLYONY: Wee, wee, wee, wee . . .

; KULYGIN: (FHappily) Your health, Colonell T am a pedagogue by

0 fession, but here 'm just one of the family, Masha's husb:

i She's a wonderful woman, a wonderful woman. ...

VERSHININ: Pll have a little of this dark vodka. . . . (Drinks) ¥

health! (To Olga) T feel very much at home here. .. .

(Only Irina and Thizenbach are left in the living room.)

| IRINA: Masha really feels awful today. She was only cighteen w

n she married him, and she thought he was very intelligent.
anymore. He's a nice man, but he's not very intelligent.

OLGA: (Impatiently) Andréy, come on! We're all waiting for you!

ANDREY: 'm coming. (Enters and crosses to the rable)

TUZENBACH: What are you thinking abour?

irfva: Oh, nothing. I don’t like that Solyény. I'm afraid of him.

i says the stupidest things. .. .

TUZENBACH: He’s strange. I feel sorry for him. He makes me s
sometimes, but mostly I just feel sorry for him. [ think

: really very shy. When there’s just the two of us, he’s good ¢

pany and quite intelligent, but whenever he’s in a group he

crude and vulgar, he always tries to start a fight. Don’t go
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let them zll get sertled first, Let me spend some tiume with you,
just the two of us. What are you thinking abour? {Pause) You're
twenty years old, I'm not thirty yet. Thirik how much time
we've got ahead of us, days and days, all of them full of my love
for you. ...

IRINA: Nikoldi Lvévich, don't talk to me abourt Jove. . . .

TUZENBACH: (Noz listening) T have such a desire to live, irina, and to
work and fight for something, and my love for you makes that
desire even stronger. You're so beautiful, you make life seem just
as beautifull (Bear) What are you thinking about?

IRINA; You say life is so beautiful. But suppose it isn't? Look at us.
Three sisters. Our life hasn’t been so beautiful; it's choking us up
like a lawn full of weeds. There, now I'm starting to cry. I really
don't mean to. ... (Wipes her eyes and smiles) We have to work,
we really do. The reason we’re unhappy and think life is so awful
15 because we don’t know what it means to work. We come from
families who thought they never had to work. . . .

(Enter Natdsha; she wears a pink dress with a green bel.)

NATASHA: They're already eating. . : . I guess I'm late. . . . (Stops
briefly in front of the mirror and fixes herself up) Well, at least my
hair’s okay. (Seeing Irina) Irina Sergéyevna, happy birthday! Con-
gratulations, honey! (Gives Aer a hug and several effusive kisses)
You've got so many guests, | feel sort of embarrassed. . .. Hello,
Baron, how are you?

OLGA: (Coming into the living soom) Well, if it isn’t Natélya [vdnovna.
How are you, my sweet?

(They exchange kisses.)

NATASHA: You've got such a big party I really feel awfully embar-
rassed. ...

OLGA: Now, now, none of that, it’s all just friends. . . . (Lowets her
voice, ¢ bit shocked) A green belt! Darling, that just isn’t donel

NATASHA: Why? Is it bad luck or something?

OLGA: No ... it just doesn’t lock right with that dress ... well, it
looks a bit odd, that’s all. ..

NATASHA: (In @ whiny voice} But why? It isn't really so green—1I
mean, it’s more, you know, greenisA. . .,

(She followws Olga into the dining room. Everyone is now at the
table; the living room s empty.)
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KULYGIN: Irina dearest, here’s hoping you find a suitable fiance
about rime you got married.

CHEBUTYKIN: Here’s hoping Natdlya Ivdnovna finds herse
boyfriend too.

KULYGIN: Natilya Ivdnovna already has a boyfriend.

MASHA: (Banging her plate with a fork}) T'll have another little gle
that wine. Well, we only live once, by God, and sometimes
win, sometimes you lose.

KULYGIN: You get an F-minus in conduct.

VERSHININ: This vodka is delicious. What gives it that special tas

soLYONY: Cockroach juice.

[RINA: (Crybaby voice) Oh! That's disgusting!

OLGA: We're having roast turkey and apple pie for dinner ton
Thank God, I've got the whole day off, and the evening too.
hope you'll all be able to come for dinner.

VERSHININ: I hope you’ll let me come too.

1RINA: Of course.

NATASHA: They’re very informal around here.

CHEBUTYKIN: “It’s love that makes the world go round ... " (Las

ANDREY: (Angry) Will you all please stop it! Aren’t you tired of it

(Feddtik and Rohde enter with a big basket of flowers.)

FEDOTIK: Oh, they’re already having lunch.

RORDE: (In a deep, loud voice, with exaggerated r’s) Lunch? Yes
true, they are already having lunch!

FEDOTIK: Wait a minutel (Takes a picizre) There! Now one mor
everybody hold stilll (Takes another picture} Therel Now you
all movel

(They take the basker of flowers and go into the dining v

where everyone greets them noisily.)

ROHDE! (I a loud voice) Flappy birthday and best wishes! The
best! The weather is just wonderful today, really beautiful. 1
some of the high-school boys out for a walk this morning. . .
the gymnastics coach at the high school.

FEDOTIK: That’s all right, [rina Sergéyevna, you don’t have to
still, iv's all rightl (Takes a picture) You look very intere:
today. (Takes a top out of his pocket} Oh, I forgot. A presen
you, a top. It makes an amazing sound. . ..

IRINA: Oh, it’s divine!

MASHA: “Beside the sea there stands a tree, and on that tree a gc
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chain ... and on that chain an educated cat goes around and
around and around .. .” { Tearfully) Why do I keep saying that? [
can't get it out of my head. . .. C o

wuL¥eIN: There are thirteen of us at the table!

ROUDE: (In a loud voice) Surely, ladies and gentlemnen, you are above

such silly supersttions?
(Laughter.)

ULYGIN: If there are thirteen at table, that means two of them are
in love. Ivdn Roménich, I certainly hope nobody’s in love with
YOUs . - -

(Laughter.)

cuEBUTYKIN: Ohb, not me; I'm just an old boozer. But look at
Natilya Ivanovna: what do you suppose she’s got to blush about?

(Everybody laughs loudly; Natdcha gets up and runs into the hving
roorn. Andréy follows her.)

ANDREY: Ir's all right, don’t pay any attention to them! Wait. ... Don't
go, please. ...

NATASHA: I'm s0 embarrassed. I just don’t know what’s the matter
with me; they just make fun of me all the time. [ know it’s not
polite to leave the table like that, but T just couldn’t stand it, 1
really couldn’t. . .. (Hides her face in her hands)

ANDREY: Oh, darling, please, please don't get upset. They’re only jok-
ing, honestly they are; they all mean well. Darling, they're all nice
people; they love me and they love you too. Come on over here by
the window-—they can’t see us over here. . . . (Looks around)

NATASHA: Ir's just that I'm not used to these social occasions. . . .

ANDREY; Oh, you're so young, s0 younig and beautifull Darling, oh,
darling, den’t get upset. Believe me, believe me ... I feel so
good. I feel so full of love and P’m so proud. ... Oh, they can't
see us! Don’t worry, they can’t sce us. 1 don’t know how I fell in
love with yon, or when, or why—1 just don’t understand any of

it. Darling, you're so sweet and so ordinary. ...I want you 1o
marry me! I love you, T love you. ... ['ve never loved anybody
before, . ..

(They kiss. Two offtcers enter, s¢ them kissing, and stop in amaze-
ment.) _

CURTAIN.
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ACT TWO

The same set as Act One. Eight o’clock at night. Somewhere at g
distance, someone in the street is playing an accordion. The room is

dark.

Enter Natdsha in a housecoat, carrying a candle. She crosses to the
door to Andséy’s room and stops.

NATASHA: Andy, what you doing? You reading? That's okay. I just
wanted to ... (Goes to another door, opens it, looks in, closes it} The
lamps aren’tlit. ...

ANDREY: (Coming in with a book in his hand) What's the matter,
Natdshar

NATASHA: 1 was just looking to see if the lamps were lit. Tonight's
carnival; the maid’s all in a tizzy. You got to keep your eyes on
them so nothing happens. Last night after midnight T was going
through the dining room and there was this candle burning. I
never could find out who did it. (Puts dorwn the candle} What tdme
is it?

ANDREY: (Looking at the clock) Quarter after eight.

NATASHA: And glga and Trina are still out. Haven’t come home yet.
Thcy just work and work, poor dears. Olga at the Board of Edu-
catton, Irina at the telcgraph office ... (Sighs) This morning I
told your sister, I said you take care of yourself Irina, you hear
me, honey? She never listens. Did you say quarter after eight? I'm
worried about Bébik; I think maybe he’s a little sick. Why is he so
cold? Yesterday he had a fever, and today he’s cold all over. ... 1
get so worried!

ANDREY: He's all right, Nat4sha. The baby's all right.

NATASHA: Well, all the sarme I better start him on a different diet.
I'm just worried. And they said the carnival people are supposed
to come tonight. I just don’t think they better, Andy.

ANDREY: Look, I don’t know. They were invited.

NATASHA: This morning the baby woke up and looked at me, and all
of a sudden he smiled and T just know he recognized me. Hello,
Béhik, T said, hello, darlin’. And he laughed. Babies know exactly
what's going on, Andy, they really do. ... So T guess Ul just tell
them not to let the carnival people in when they come.

ANDREY: (Hesitamly) Well, whatever my sisters say. It’s their house;
it’s up to them.
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NATASHa: It's theirs too; T'll tell them too. They're s0 sweet. (Gers up
to go) I told them ro get you some yogurt for stipper. Doctor says
you shouldn’t eat anything except yogurt, otfitrwise you’re not
ever going to lose weight. (Szaps) Bébik’s cold. - I'm worried he's
going to catch cold in that room of his, he could, you know? We
should move him into another room until the warm weather
comes. For instance, Irina’s room is just right for a baby’s room;
it’s dry and gets the sun all day long. We should tell her, and she
can move in with Olga until then. . . -She's never here during the
daytime anyway; she just spends the night here. . . . (Pause) Andy,
how come you never talk to mer?

ANDREY: Nothing; [ was just thinking. . . . What is there 10 say?

NATASHA: Yeah. ... There was something else 1 wanted to tell
you. ... Oh, yes. Ferapént from the council is here; he says he
has to talk ro you.

ANDREY: (Yarwning) Tell him to come in.

(Nazdsha goes out. Andréy sits by the candle she has left and reads
his book. Ferapénr comes in. He is wearing an old ratzered over-
coat with the collar turned up and his scarf tied over his cars.)

Hello, old man, What's up?
FERAPONT: Chairman sent over a book and some papers. Here.
(Gives him a book and a packet)
ANDREY: Thanks. That's fine. Why did you come by so late? It’s
already after eight.
FERAPONT: What?
ANDREY: (Louder) I said, you came by late. It's already after eight.
FERAPONT: That's right. I came by a while ago, it was still light.
Wouldn’t let me in. Said you were busy. That’s what they said.
Well, that's fine: if he’s busy he’s busy. I'm not in no hurry.
(Thinks Andréy asked hirn something) What?
ANDREY: Nothing. (Looks through the book) Tomorrow’s Friday,
there’s no meeting, but I'll go in anyway ... get something done.
I’s a bore around here. ... (Pause) How funny life is! Today I had
nothing to do, T was bored, I picked up this book—rmy old lecture
notes from the university—and I started to laugh. ... My God, I'm
the secretary of the County Council, the same council that Pro-
topépov is chairman of; I'm the secretary, and the highest honor I
can hope for is to become a full member! Me, a member of the lacal
County Council, and every night I dream I'm a professor at the
University of Moscow, a famous scientist, the pride of Russial
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FERAPONT: [ dunno. ... Can’t hear too well.

ANDREY: If you could hear, T wounldn't be telling you all this. I |
to talk to someone. My wife doesn’t understand me; I'm afrai
my sisters, [ don’t know why. ... I'm always afraid they’ll la
at me, make me feel ashamed. ... 1 don’t drink, [ don’t like t
but I'd love to be in Moscow right now, sitting at a table at *
tov’s or the Grand Moscow.,

FERAPONT: Now, in Moscow, there's a fella over to the office
other day, he says there was this bunch of men in Moscow, b
nessmen, he says, and they were eatin’ pancakes. Now, this
fella, he ate forty of 'em, he up and died. Or maybe 1t was f
Can't remember.

ANDREY: In Moscow you can sit in a restaurant full of people,
nobody knows you and you don't know anybody, but still
don’t feel like a stranger. In this town you know everybody

everybody knows you, but you're always a stranger. . .. A stran
and alone,

FERAPONT: What? (Pause} This same fella, he was tellin’ us—cot
been lyin’, I dunno—he was sayin’ they got a rope in Mosc
hangs all across town, one side to the other.

ANDREY: What's it for?

FERAPONT: | dunno. This fella was tellin’ us,

ANDREY: He made it up. (Reads the book) Were you ever in Mosco

FERAPONT: Nope. Things just didn’t work out that way. (Pa:
Mind if T go?

ANDREY: Sure. Take care of yourself,

{Ferapdnt goes out.)

Take care of yourself. Come over tomorrow, will you, and |
up these papers . . . wait a minute— (Pause) He's gone.

(The doorbell rings.) '
That's it, work. . ..

(He stretches and goes slowly to his room. Offitage a nurse sin,

lullaby to the baby. Enter Mdsha and Vershinin, While they ¢
rhe maid lights the lamps and candles in the room.)

MAsHA: I don’t know. (Pause) I don’t know. OFf course, habit car
very strong. For example, after Father died it took us a long ti
to get used to the fact that we didn’t have orderlies anymore. |
I think I'm being fair about it, even allowing for habit, Maybe
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different in other places, but in tH‘i.%"town the most respectable, the
best brought up, and the best edutared people are in the military.

VERSHININ: I'm really thirsty. I'd love a cup of tea,

MASHA: (Looking at the clock) It oughit to be réady iri 2 minure. I got
married when I was eighteen, and T was afraid of my husband
because he was a teacher, and I was barely out of schiool, T used to
think he was terribly wise, intelligent, and important. Now I've
changed my mind. Unfortunately.

VERSHININ: Yes, Well . ..

MASHA: Oh, I don’t mean my husband. I've gotten used to him. But
most of the people in this town are so vulgar, so unpleasant, so
stupid, Vulgarity upsets me, it wounds me; I get physically sick
when 1 see someone who lacks finesse, who lacks kindness and
gentleness. When [ have to spend time with my husband’s col-
leagues from the high school, it makes me sick.

VERSHINING Well . . . I don’t see that much difference, though,
between military and cvilians—in this town at least. They both
seern uninteresting. They're all alike! Listen to any one of the
locals who claim to be sensitive or intelligent-—civilian or military.
His wife depresses him, his house depresses him, everything he
owns depresses him. We are all supposed to be such highly devel-
oped abstract thinkers, but why are our lives so depressing? Why?

MASHA: Why? '

VERSHININ: Why does his wife depress him? And his children? And
why do they get depressed by him?

MASHA: You're a bit depressed yourself today.

VERSHININ: Maybe. I didn't have any lunch. I haven'’t caten a thing
since this morning. My daughter wasn’t feeling well, and when-
ever something is the matter with my two little girls I always get
very upset; it kills me to think of the mother they've got. God, you
should have seen her this morning! What a fool she ist We started
fighting at seven this morning, and at nine [ slammed the door
and left. (Pause) I never talk about these things. It's funny, you're
the only one I complain to about it. ... (Kisses Aer hand) Don't be
angry with me. You're absolutely all ['ve got.

(Pause.)

MASHA; Listen to the noise in the chimney. Right before Father died,
" the wind made a noise in the chimney. Just like that.
. VERSHININ: Are you superstitious?
: MASHA: Yes.
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VERSHININ: That's strange, (Kisses her hand) You're a strange, won
3 derful woman. Strange and wonderful. I can see your eyes shin
EE ing in the dark.

i MASHA: (Moving to another chair) There’s more light over here.
VERSHININ: [ love you, I love you, I love your eyes, the way yo
move, I dream about you. . .. You strange, wonderful woman!
MASHA: (Laughing quietly) When you talk to me that way it make

me laugh somehow—even though it terrifies me. Don't say i
4 again, please. ... (Half to herself) No, go on, say it; what differ
ence does it make? (Makes an exasperated gesture) It doesn’
R make any difference. Someone’s coming; ralk about somethiny
else, . ..

(Irina and Tizenbach enter through the dining room. )

TUZENBACH: | have a triple family name—Barson TtGzenbach-Kréne
Altschauer—but I'm Russian just like you; I was baptized in thi
Russian church. There’s very little German left in me, except fo
patience—stubbornness, I guess it seems to you. I walk you homu
every night.

IRfNA: I'm so tired.

TUZENBACH: And every evening I'll show up at the telegraph offic
and walk you home, I promise, for the next ten or twenty years
until you chase me away. . .. (Notices Mdsha and Vershinin, delight.
edly) Oh, 1t’s you! Hello!

IRINA: Home at last. (To Mdsha) A lady came in tonight to send :
telegram to her brother in Sardtov—her son died today—and she
couldn’t remember the address. So she sent it without one, just te
Sardtov. She was crying. And I was rude to her, for no reason
“T'rm in a hurry,” I said. It was such a stupid thing to do. Are the
carnival people coming tonight?

MASHA: Yes.

IRINA: (Siting down in an armchair) U've got to get some rest. I'm
worn out.

TUZENBACH: (With a smile) Whenever you get off work you Jook sc
little, so helpless. . . .

(Pause.)

IRINA: I'm tired. [ hate the relegraph office. I hate'it.

MASHA: You've lost weight. (Whistles softly) It makes you look
younger; your face 1s like a boy’s.

TUZENBACH: That's because of the way she wears her hair.
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[RINA: T've got to find another job; this one is all wrong for me.
Whatever it was 1 wanted or was ¢Ireaming of, this is definitely
not it. It's work, but there’s no poefry in it, no meaning in it. . . .

(A knock on the floor from below.)

The doctor’s knocking. (To Thzenback) You knock, dear, will
you? I haven't got the strength—I'm worn out. . . .

(Tdzenbach knocks on the floor.)

He'll be right up. Listen, we have got to do something. Last night
the doctor and Andréy were playing cards at the club, and they
lost again. Somebody said Andréy lost two hundred rubles.

MASHA: (Apathetsc) What can we do about it now?

IRINA: Two weeks ago he lost, in December he lost. T wish he'd hurry up
and lose everything, then maybe we could get out of town. Oh, my
God, I dream abour Moscow night after night; sometimes I think
I'm going absolutely crazy. (Laughs) We're moving in June, so that
leaves. .. February, March, April, May . . . almost half a year!

MASHA: The main thing 1s not to ler Natdsha find out he’s lost all that
money.

IRINA: T don’t think she even cares.

(Cheburgkin enters, combing his beard. He has just gotten up from
a nap after dinner. He sits down at the dining room iable and takes
a newwspaper out of his pocket.)

MASHA: Here he comes. Has he paid his rent?
IRINA: (Lawghing) No. Not for the last eight moenths. I guess he forgot.
MASHA: Look at him sit there!

(Everybody laughs; pause.)

IRINA: Why are you so quiet, Alexédnder Ignitych?

VERSHININ: [ don’t know. I want some teal My kingdom for a cup of
teal ] haven't eaten a thing since this morning. . . .

CHEBUTYKIN: Irina Sergéyevnal

IRINA: What do you want?

CHEBUTYRIN: Please come here. Venez ict,

(Irina crosses and sits dotwn at the table.)

I can’t do without you.

(Irina lays out a game of solitaire.)
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VERSHININ: Now what? If we're not going to have tea, let’s talk.
L TOZENBACH: All right, let’s. What about?

a o VERSHININ: What about? Let’s make up things. For instance, le

- { o talk about what life will be like after we're gone, say in two ht
dred or three hundred vyears.

TUZENBACH: Well, after we're gone, people will travel around in f
ing machines, they’ll wear different-style jackets, maybe they
discover a sixth sense and expand our perceptions, but life wo
change. It will still be bard and happy and mysterious. Thi
hundred years from now, people will still go around complainir
“Oh, life is so hard,” and they will still be afraid to die, the sar
as they are now.

VERSEININ: (Thinking @ biz) No! How can I make myself clear?
believe that everything in the world will change, little by little; i
already changing right before our eyes. In two or three hundr
years ... well, in a thousand, maybe—the number of years isn’t
important—a new and a happier life will begin. Of course, we
never see it, but we are working toward it right now. We wo
for it, we suffer for it, we create it, in fact. And that’s the whe
point of our existence. That’s what happiness is, I think.

(Mdsha laughs softly.)

TUZENBACH: What are you laughing about?

MASHA: I don't know. I started laughing this morning, and I've bec
laughing all day long.

VERSHININ: I graduated from the same school you did, even though
never went to the academy. I read a lot, but I'm not very goed .
choosing books; sometimes I think I'm reading all the wror
things. Still, the longer I live, the more I want to know. My hair
turning gray, I'm almost an old man, and I know so little—so li
tle! But all the same, I think I do know the most im portant thin!
The only real thing. And I want to convince you of it too. Th
happiness doesn’t exist as yet, it will never exist for us, and that
all right, that's as it should be. ... Our rask is only to work an
work; happiness is reserved for our desceadants, (Pause) It's nc
for me. It’s for my distant descendants.

(Feddtik and Réhde appear in the dining room; they sit down an
hum sqftly. Fedbtik strums a guirar.)

TUZENBACH: According to you, we can't even dream of happiness
But what if I'm happy already?

AT
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VERSHININ: You're not, __
TUZENBACH: {Making a deprecating Gesture and lgughing) Obviously

we are on opposite sides of the fesce. Now, how am 1 going to
convince you?

(Mésha laughs softly. He shakes a Jinger at her.)

Go ahead and laugh! (To Vershtnin) Not just in two or three hun-
dred years, but even in a million years, life will still be the same as
i's always been. It doesn’t change, it always stays the same, it has its
own laws, which are none of your business, or at least you'll mever
find out what they are. Birds that migrate—cranes, for instance—
just fly and fly, and no matter what thoughts they may be thinking,
great thoughts or small- thoughts, they keep on flying withour
knowing where or why. They fly, and they will always fly, no mat-
ter what great philosophers may arise among them; they can talk
philosophy if they want, but they can never stop flying. . ..

MASHA: Bur there has to be some meaning in it. . . ,

TUZENBACH: Meaning? Look out the window: it’s snowing. Is there
any meaning in that?

(Pause.)

MASHA: I think a person has to believe in something, or has to look for
something to believe in, otherwise his life is empty, empty. .., Just
to live and not to know why the cranes fly, why children are born,
why there are stars in the sky .. . Either you know the reason why
you're alive, or nothing makes any difference.

(Pause.)

VERSHININ: Still, it’s too bad youth doesa’t last. . ..
MASHA: You know what Gégol said: Ladies and gentlemen, life is a
borel
. TUZENBACH: And I say: Ladies and gentlemen, arguing 1s a bore!
- With you anyway. ..
. CHEBUTYKIN: (Reading fiom the netwspaper) Balzac was married in
Berdichev.

(Trina hums to herself)

Let’s just make a little note of that one, (Wrires) Balzac was mar-
ried in Berdichev. (Goes back ro his paper)

RINA: (Laying out another game of solitaire, thoughtfully) Balzac was
married in Berdichev.
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TUZENBACH: Well, the die is cast. Maria Sergéyevna, did you k.
F’m resigning from the military? '

MASHA: So I heard. I don’t know what's so wonderful about it.
civilians,

TUZENBACH: What difference does it make? (Gers up) I'm ot -
good-looking—what kind of military man is that? Anywa
doesn't make any difference, really it doesnt. . . . I'm goin
work. At least once in my life I'm going to work so hard T'll ¢
home at night and fall into bed all worn out and go ri ght to sl
(Goes into the dining room) Working people must sleep very we

FEDOTIK: {To [rina) [ was down on Moscow Streer today and [ bot
these for you at Pfzhikov's. Crayons. And a little knife . . .

- TRINA: You always treat me like a little girl, but I am grown up,
know. ... (With delight, as she takes the crayons and the knife)
they're divine!

FEDOTIK: And T got a knife for myself too. . . . Look. Here's
blade, and another one, and another one, and this is for clear

your ears, and this is a pair of scissors, and this is for cleaning y
nails . ..

ROHDE: (Loud voice) Doctor, how old are you?
CHEBUTYKIN: Me? Thirty-two.

{Laughter,)

FEDOTIK: Here . .. do you want me to show you another way to |
solitaire?

(He lays our the game. They bring in things jor tea. Anfisa b
herself with the iea; soon Natdsha comes in and busies herself at

table as well. Solyony comes in, says hello to people, and sits de
ar the table.)

VERSHININ: Listen to that wind!

MASHA: Yes; winter’s a bore. I can’t even remember what summe
like.

iRINA: Look, the solitaire is coming out. That rneans we'll get
Moscow. :

FEDOTIK: No it 1sn’t. See, you've got an eight on a two of spac
(Laughs) That means you won't get ro Moscow.

CHEBUTYKIN: (Reading the newspaper) Tsitsikar. An epidemic
smallpox has broken out there.

ANFIsA: (To Mdsha) Mésha dear, tea’s ready.

MASHA: Bring mine here, Nana. I can’t budge!
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RINA: Nana!

ANFIsA: Coming!

NATASHA: (To Solyény) Little babics understand evérything you say.
“Hi, Bébik,” I said. “Hello, darlin’.” And youshould have seen
the way he looked at me. Oh I know what you think—I"m just
his mother—but it’s more than thag, behevc you me, He's an
extraordinary child.

SOLYONY: If that child were mine, I would have sautéed him in but-
ter and eaten him long ago. (Takes his tea tnto the living room and
sits in a far corner)

NATASHA: (Making a gesture of exasperation) Oh, that man is 50 crude
and vulgar!

MASHA: How wonderful it must be not to know whether it's winter
or summer. | think if I lived in Moscow ! wouldn't care what the
weather was,

VERSHININ: The other day I was reading the diary of that French
politician, the one who went to prison because of the Panama
scandal. Tt was so moving the way he described the birds he could
see from his prison window, birds he never even noticed when he
was a government official. Of course, now that he's out of prison
he probably doesn’t notice them anymore. It’s the same with you:
once you're actually living in Moscow you won’t notice it any-
more either. We're never happy, we can never be happy. We only
want to be happy.

TUZENBACH: (Taking a box from the tczblc') What happened to the
candy?

IRINA: Solydny ate it.

TUZENBACH: He ate it all?

ANFISA: (Handing Vershinin a cup of tea) Somebody brought a note
for you, dear,

VERSHININ: For me? (Takes it) 1¢'s from my daughter. (Reads iz) Oh,
God, wouldn't you know. . . . Excuse me, Maria Sergéyevna, I
have to go. I'll just slip out quietly. § can’t stay for tea. (Stands up,
upset) It's the same old story. .

MASHA: What's the matter? Can’t you tell me?

VERSHININ: {Qurerly) My wife has taken too many pills again. T have
to go. T'll go out this way. It’s all very unpleasant. (Kisses Mdsha’s
hand) My dearest, you wonderful woman ... I'll just go out qui-

.. {Leaves)
. aNFisa; Now, where’s he going? T just gave him his teal Really, I
. never saw the likes. . ..

T
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MASHA: (Flaring up) Go away! You just stand there bothering me all
the time. ... (Goes with her teacup to the rable) I'm sick and tired
of that old woman, . ..

ANFI5A: Now what's gotten into her? My Lord!

ANDREY'S VOICE: Anfisal

ANFISA: (Mimicking him) “Anfisal” He just sits there. . . . (Goes out)

MASHA: (At the dining room table, angrily) Give me some room to sit
down! (Shoves the cards to one side) Youw've got cards all over the
place. Drink your tea!

IRINA: M4sha, you're being mean.

MASHA: Well, if T am, don’t talk to me! Just leave me alone.

CHEBUTYKIN: (Laughing) Leave her alone, leave her alone . . .

MASHA: And you! You're sixty years old, and all you do is talk a lot of
goddamn nonsense, just like some kid!

NATASHA: (Sighing) Mésha dear, why do you always use language like
thatl You have a very attractive personality, and I'm sure you could
make a real nice impression on social occasions, I'll tell you quite
frankly, if it weren'’t for those vulgar words of yours. Je sous prie,
pardonnez-rnoi, Marie, mais vous avew des maniéres un pere grossiéres.

TUZENBACH: (Choking back a lawugh) Give me ... oh, give me ..
there ... T think there’s some cognac. ..

NATASHA: [l parait que mon Bobik déja ne dort pas—he woke up.
He hasn’t been feeling well all day. I'll just go take a look.
Excuse me. ... (Goes our)

RfvA: Where did Alexdnder Ignidtych go?

MASHA: Home. There's something going on with his wife again.

TUZENBACH: (Going up to Solyény with the decanter of cognac in his
hands) You're always sitting off by yourself, thinking about some-
thing—only nobody ever knows what. Listen, let’s be friends,
Have a drink.

{They drink.)

I've got to play the piano tonight; all night, probably—just silly
stuff. Well, that’s all right.

SOLYONY: What do you mean, be friends? Who said we were ene-
mies?

TUZENBACH: You always make me feel as if something had gone
wrong between us. You're kind of strange, you must admit. . . .
BOLYONY: (Reciting) “1 am strange, we all are strangel Forget thy

wrath, Alékol”
TUZENBACH: Aléko? Who's Aléko?

{
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(Pause.)

SOLYONY: Whenever I'm alone with someone, I fee] il

L all right, just ordi-

nary, but when I'm in a group I feel depressed aid shy,and I... 1
say a lot of stupid things, But still, I'm more honest and open than a
lot of other people. A lot of others, And I can prove jt.

TUZENBACH: I know I get mad at you a lot—you're always trying ro
pick a fight with me whenever we're out anywhere—but 1 sl
Like you anyway. What the hell. I feel like getting drunk tonight.
Let’s have a drink]|

SOLYONY: Let’s have a drink,

(They drink.)
I don’t have anything against you, Baron. But I have the soul of
Lérmontov. (Quierly) 1 even look a little like Lérmontoy. ... At

least that’s whart people say. ... (Takes ou his bostle of cologne and
rubs some on his hands)
TUZENBACH: I'm resigning fromn the service. Bastal I've been think-
ing about it for five years, and I finally decided to do it, I'm going
to go to work.
SOLYONY: (Reciting) “Forget thy wrath, Aléko! Forget thy dreams ., . .”

(While they ralk, Andréy comes in with his book and sits near a
famp.)

TUZENBACH: I'm going to work.
CHEBUTYRIN: (Going into the living room with frina) And it was a real
Caucasian dinner, too: we had onion soup and a mear dish called
chekhartmd.,
SOLYONY: Cheremshd isn't meat; it’s a kind of onion.
: CHEBUTYKIN: No, no, angel. Chekhartmd isn’t an onjon; it’s a meat
. dish, made with lamb,
SOLYONY: And I'm telling you cheremshd is an onion.
. CHEBUTYKIN: And I'm telling you chekharimd is 2 meat dish,
: SOLYONY: And I'm telling you cheremshd is an onion.
" CHEBUTYRIN: What am [ arguing with you for? You were never in
- the Caucasus and you've never eaten chekhartmi)
SOLYONY: I've never eaten cheremshd because I can't stand it. It tastes
worse than garlic!
ANDREY: (Imploring} That's enough! Will you two please stop it?
TUZENBACH: When are the carnival people coming?
RfNA; They should be here now; they promised to come around nine,
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TUZENBACH: (Hugging Andréy and singing) “Akh, vy séni, méyi séni,
sémi névye movyi . .. "

ANDREY: (Dancing and singing) “Séni nouvye, klendvye ... ™

CHEBUTYKIN: (Dancing) “Reshdcharyel”

(Laughter.)

TUZENBACH: Goddamn it, let’s have a drink. Andy, let’s drink to
being friends, And Tll go with you, Andy, to the university in
Moscow,

SOLYONY: Which one? There are two universities ;o Moscow.

ANDREY: There's only one university in Moscow.

SOLYONY: And I'm telling you there are two.

ANDREY: I don’t care if there are three. The more the merrier.

SOLYONY: There are two universities in Moscow! ’

(Booing and hissing.)

There are two universities in Moscow: the old university and the
new university. And if it bothers you all to listen to me, if my
words offend you, I don’t have to say anything. [ can even leave
the room. ... (Goer o1)

TUZENBACH: Bravo, bravo! (Laughs) All right, ladies and gentlemen,

here we gol I am about to play! That Solyény is a clown. . .. (Sizs
dotwn at the piano, plays a waltz)

MASHA: (Waltzing by herself) The baron is drunk, the baron is drunk,
the baron is drunk!

(Enter Natisha.)
NATASHA: (To Chebutikin) Ivdn Roméanich!

(She whispers something to Cheburshin, then goes out quierdy.
Chebutgkin taps Tdzenbach on the shoulder and whispers some-
thing; he stops playing.)

RINAT What's the matter?

SHEBUTYKIN: It’s time for us to go. Gond night now.

"UZENBACH: Good night. It’s time to go.

RiNA: Excuse me—but what about the carnival people?

{NDREY: (Embarrassed) They're not coming. Well, you see, dear,
Natdsha says that Bébik isn't feeling well, and so . . . Look. Idon’t
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us out, then I guess we gb. (To frina) Bébik isn’t sick, she is! In
the head! (Poines a finger at her head) That cheap linde . . .

(Andréy goes into his own room, Chebutfkin follows him. In the
dining room, everyone is saying goodbye.) )

FEDOTIK; What a shame! T was really counting on spending the
evening, but if the baby is sick, of course ... I'll bring him a little
present tomorrow. . .

ROHDE: (Loudly) Today I took a long nap after dinner on purpose,
because I thought we'd be up all night dancing. It's not even ten
o’'clock yetl

MASHA: Ler’s go out in front of the house; we can talk there. Lets
think of someplace else to go.

(We hear: “Goodbyel” “"Good might!” Teizenbach's happy laugh.
Everybody leaves. Anfisa and the maid clear the table and turn our
the lamps. The nurse 1s singing somewhere. Andréy, in an overcoat
and hat, and Chebutjkin enter quierly.,)

CHEBUTYKIN: I never managed to get married because life just went
by like a flash, and also because I was crazy in love with your
mother and she was already married. . ..

ANDREY: Nobody should get married. It’s boring.

CHEBUTYKIN: Maybe so, but loneliness is worse. No matter how you
rationalize it, my boy, loneliness is an awful business, Although
when you get right down to it, actually—what difference does it
make?

ANDREY: Come on, let's go.

CHEBUTYKIN: What are you in such a rush for? We'll make it

ANDREY: I'm afraid my wife might stop me.

CHEBUTYRIN: Oh. |

ANDREY: Tonight I'm not going to play cards; I'm just going to sit
and watch. T don’t feel very well. What are you supposed to do for
pains in your chest, [vin Romdnich?

CHEBUTYKIN: Don’t ask me. I don’t know, my boy; I can’t remember.

ANDREY: Let’s go out the back way.

(They leave. The doorbell rings, then again. Voices and laughter.)

IRfNA: (Entering) Who is that?
ANFISA; (In a whisper) The carnival people]

(The doorbell.)
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IRINA: Tell them there’s nobody home, Nana. And say we're sor

(Anflsa leaves. Irina wanders about the room, thinking; s
upser. Enter Solyény.)

SOLYONY: (Bewsildered) There’s no one here. . . . Where did ¢

: body go?

Lo IRINA: They went home.

Pl SOLYONY: That’s funny. Are you alone?

IRENA: Yes. (Pause) Good night.

SOLYONY: | behaved badly before. T lost control; it was tactless.
you're not like the others, you're different: you are pure and dis
you understand the truth. ... You're the only one who can ur
stand me, the only one. I love you . .. I love you deeply, endlessly

RINA: Good night! Please go.

SOLYONY: I can't live without you. (Goes up to her) You're dis
What happiness! You have wonderful eyes, brilliant, distur
eyes. I've never seen a woman with eyes like yours before. . . |

IRINA: (Coldly) Srop it, Vassily Vassilich]

SOLYONY: This 1s the first time T've ever talked about my low
you. (Puts his hand on his forehead) Well, maybe it doesn’t n
any difference, I can’t force you to be nice to me, I know

-+ But no happy rivals ... None. T swear by all that’s holy,
rivals, T will kill them.

(Natdsha crosses the room with a candle.)

NATASHA: (Glancing in at one door, then another, and pussing the
1o her husband’s room) Andréy . .. Oh, let him read. (Sees Soly
Ohl Excuse me, Vassily Vassilich, I didn’t know you were ]
I'm not dressed. . . .

SOLYONY: What difference does that make? Good night. (Leaves)

NATASRHA: Irina, you're all worn out, you poor thing! (Kisses [
You shouldn't stay up so late.

IRINA: [s Bébik asleep?

NATASHA: Yes, But not very well. By the way, I wanted to tell
before, but you weren’t here or I never had time. I think Bé|
room ts too cold and damp-—where he is now, I mean. And -
room is exactly right for a baby’s room. You just move in -
Olga for a while, dear, that's a good girl.

IRINA: (Not understanding) What? '

(The sound of sleigh bells outside.)
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NATASHA: You and Olga will havé one room, and Bébik goes in your
room. Just for a while. He s sitch a darlin’. This morning T said tc
him, "Bébik,” 1 said, “you’fe-minel-All mine!” And he just

looked at me with those big eyes of his.
{The doorbell rings.)
That must be Olga. She’s 5o late!
(The maid comes in and whispers something in Natdsha's ear.,)

Protopépov? What a crazy man! Protopépov is outside; he
wants me to go for a sleigh ride with him. (Laughs) Men are so
tunny. ... Well, maybe just a little one, fifteer minutes or so .. .
(To the maid) Tell him I'll be right out.

(The doorbell.)
Now who is it? Well, #har must be Ol a

(She leaves. The maid hurries our; Irina sirs thinking. Enter Kuly-
gin, Olga, and behind them Vershinin.)

KULYGIN: Now how do you like that. And they said they were hav-
ing a party.

VERSHININ: That’s funny. I only left about a half hour ago, and they
were waiting for the carnival people.

IRINA: Everybody left.

KULYGIN: Did Mdsha leave? Where did she go? And why is Pro-
topdpov waiting outside? Who’s he waiting for?

IRINA: Oh, stop bothering me! I'm worn out!

KULYGIN: Well, Miss High-and-Mighty!

OLGA; The meeting just ended. I'm in agony. Our headmustress is
sick and I have to substitute for her. And my head, my head is
aching so. ... {Sits down) Andréy lost two hundred rubles play-
ing cards last night. . .. The whole town is talking about it. .

KULYGIN: Yes, even I got tired at that meeting. (S1# down)

VERSHININ: My wife tried to kill herself again, but she was just trying
to throw a scare into me. She's out of danger ifow, and I feel bet-
ter. But I suppose that means we should go. Well, I wish you all a
very good night. Fyédor THach, let’s go out somewhere! I really
can’t go home right now—what do you say?

KULYGIN: I'm tired; 1 can’t. (Stands) I'm tired. Did my wife ge
home?

IRfNA: Probably.
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KULYGIN: (Kisses Irina’s hand) Goodbye. Tomorrow and the day after
are holidays. Have a pleasant rest! (Goes) I would dearly love a
cup of tea, I'd been counting on spending an evening with enter-
taining company. . . . Well. . . . O, fallacern hominum spem/
Accusative of exclamation.

VERSHININ: All right, I'll go by myself. ‘ ]

(He leaves with Kuljgin, whistling.)

OLGA: My head aches so. Andréy lost . .. the whole town is ralk-
ing. ... I'm going to bed. (Staris off) I've got the day off tomor-
row. . . . Oh, God, how pleasant! Tomorrow off, and the day
after too . .. But my head aches so. (Leaves)

RINA: They've all gone. There’s no one left.

(Out in the street, someone is playing an accordion. The nuirse
sings. Natdsha crosses the room in a fur coar and hat; the maid Jol-
lows her.)

NATASHA: I'll be back in half an hour. I'm only going for a litdle ride.

1
(Leaves) }
IRINA: (Alone, longing) 1 want to go to Moscow! Moscow! Moscow! f
|

i

I

CURTAIN,

ACT THREE

Olga and Irina’s room. Beds right and lzft, behind screens. It is i |
after 1wo in the morning. Fire alarms are heard in the distance:
they have been going for some time, and it's obvious that no one in

the house has been to bed yet. Mdsha lies on the sofa, dressed in
black as usual.

Enter Olga and Anfisa.

ANFISA: They're sitting downstairs in the hallway right now. ... 1
told them to come on up. “Come on up,” I said. “You can’t
just sit there like that.” And they’re crying their eyes out. “We
don’t know what happened to Papa,” they said. “Maybe he got
burned up,” Can you believe it? And there’s some more peo-
ple out in the yard; they don’t hardly have any clothes on,
either. ...
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OLGA: (Taking a dress out of the closet) Nana, take that gray one .
and that one too ... and the blouse tao . . and take this skirt
Nana. ... What a terrible thing;ytny God! T"h‘e_ whole of Kirsino:
Street must have burned. ... Take this one .. and this, (Pile

. dresses on Anfisa’s arms) The poor Vershinins got an awful scare
their house nearly burned dowa. They can spend the night wit}
us; we can't just let them go home. And poor Fedétik lost every-
thing; his place burned to the ground. . ..

aNgfsa: Olga dear, you better get Ferapdnt. I'll never manage all thic
rayself.

OLGA: Who's down there? Ferapént, come up here, will you?

(Outside the windows, the sky is red from the Jire; fire engines are
heard going by the house.)

OLGA: What a nightmare all this is. And how tired of it all T am.

(Enter Ferapént.)

Here . .. take this stuff, take it downstairs. The Kolotilin girls are
in the hallway; give it to them-—wait, give them this too.

FERAPONT: All right. Moscow burned down too, long time ago.
Them Frenchies sure got a surprise.

0LGA: Go on, go on, get out. . . .

FERAPONT: All right, I'm goin’. . . .

OLGA: Nana dear, give it all away. We don’t need any of ir, Nana;
give it all away. ... 'm so tired T can hardly stand. ... We can'i
let the Vershinins go home. The girls can sleep in the living
room, the colonel can stay with the baron, Fedérik can stay with
the baron too, or maybe someplace downstairs. The doctor is
drunk again—dead drunk, wouldn’t you know it—so we can’t
put anyone in with him. And Vershinin's wife can go in the liv-
1ng room too.

ANFIsA: (Breaking with fatigue) Olga dear, Olyushka, don’t send me
away, please! Please don’t]

OLGa: Don’t talk nonsense, Nana. Nobody'’s going to send you away.

ANF{SA: (Leaning against Olga) My little girl, my litde darling, I do

what I can, I work all the time. ... [ know 'm not what T used to

be, everybody says send her away, but where am 1 supposed to

go? Where? I'm old, 'm old, I'm old . . .

OLGA: Nana, why don’t you sit down. . . . Poor love, you’re worn out!

(Helps her sit down) You just rest, darling. You're so pale!

(Natdsha enters.)
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NATASHA: They're saying we better get a group together to orga
aid for the people who got burned out. It’s a lovely idea, don’t
think? We should help our the poor anyway; that's one of y
responsibilities if you're rich. Bébik and little Sophie are
asleep; they're sleeping as if nothing in the world were going
And we've got so many people; everywhere you look, the hou:
full of them. There’s some kind of flu going arcund; I'm scs
the children will catch it.

OLGA: (Not listening to her) You really can’t see the fire from
room; it's quicter here,

NATASHA! Yes. ... 1 must be a mess. {Looks in the mirror) Who sa
was putting on weight? It’s not true! Not a bit] And Mésha’s as]
she must be worn out, peor thing. ... (Te Anfiss, coldly) Don’t
dare sit down when I'm around! Get up! And get out of here!

(Anfisa goes ous; pause.)

Why you keep that old woman around I will never understanc
OLGA: (Stunned) Excuse me, I don’t understand either. . ..
NATASHA: You just spoil her! She doesn’t do a thing! She’s a peas,

she should be living on a farm. I like things nice and neat aron

the house, I don't want things sloppyl (Pars Olga’s cheek) P

sweet thing, you're tired! Our headmistress is all tired out! W

my little Sophie grows up and starts high scheol, 1’ll have to s

being scared of you.

OLGA: I'm not going to be headmistress.
NATASHA: Yes you are, Olga. It’s all settled.
- OLGA: I refuse. T can’, I just don’t have the strength for it. (Tak
. drink of water) You were so rude to Nana just now. . , . Forg

me, I'm in no condition for scenes like that. . . . I'm even a i

faint, ...

NATASHA: (Upser) I'm sorry, Olga, 'm sorry. | didn’t mean to uj
you.

(Mdsha gets up, takes her pillow, and leaves, angrily.)

OLGA: Dear, you have got to understand. We may have been brou
up rather differently; still, 1 ... T can’t bear scenes like that. I
depressed when I see someone treated like that; I get physic:
sick, ... Really,T...my strength just goes. . ..

NATASHA: Um sorry, U'm really sorry. . .. (Kisses her)

OLGA: The least littde vulgarity, an indelicate expression, and I
terribly upset. . . .
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NATASHA: 1 know I say things I shouldn't, dear, I know, but you
have to agree she could go lve fin a farm.

OLGA: But she’s been with us for thirty years!

NATASHA: But she can’t do any work anymore! Either 1 don’t under-
stand you or you don't want to understand me. She cannor work;
she just sits around or she sleeps.

OLGA: Then let her sleep.

NATASHA: (Astonished) What do you mean, let her sleep? She's a
servant, isn't she? (Almost crying) 1 just don’t understand you,
Olga. 1 have two nurses for the children, we have a maid and a
cook. ... What do we need that old woman for? What for?

(Fre alarms in the distance.)

OLGA: [ think I've aged ten years tonight.

NATASHA: We've got to come to some agreement, Olga. Once and for
all. You're at the high school, I'm at home. Your job is teaching,
mine is running this house. And if I tell you something about the
servants, then [ know what I'm talking about. I know what 7 am
talf-ing a-bouz! And I don’t want to see that stupid old woman
around here tomorrow! (Stamps her foor) And don't you dare
argue with me! Don’t you darel (Calms down a little) Really, if
you don't move down to the basement apartment, we are always
going to be fighting like this. It’s terrible.

(Enter Kuljgin.)

RULYGIN: Where's Mésha? We should have gone home long ago.
They say the firc’s dying down. (Yawns and stretches) They only
lost one block, but it was so windy, at first they thought the whole
town would burn down. (Sits down) I'm tired. Olga dearest , . .1
sometimes think if I hadn’t married Misha I would have married
you, Olga. Youw're a wonderful woman. . .. I'm so tired. (Listens
Jfora bit)

OLGA: What's the matter? S e

KULYGIN: The doctor’s been drinking, wouldn’s you know. He's :
extremely drunk. Wouldn't you know! (Gets up) 1 think he’s
coming up here. ... Do you hear him? Yes, here he comes. ... ¥
{Laughs) What a character, really. . . . 'm going to hide. (Goes
‘behind a screen in the corner) The old joker. _

OLGA: He hasn’t had a drop in two years, and all of a sudden he starts E
n again. . .. '

(Glga goes upstage with Natdsha. Chebutfkin enters; he walks
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straight as if he were sober, crosses the voom, stops, looks aroi
goes over 10 the washstand, and starts to wash s hands.)

CHEBUTYKIN: (Sullen) The hell with ’em all ... the hell with

 They think I'm a doctor and I know how to cure people, b
don’t know anything. I forgot everything I knew, I don’t rem
ber a thing. Not a thing.

( lega and Natdsha go out; he doesn't notice.)

The hell with ’em. Last Wednesday 1 went out to Zisyp to

care of a sick woman. She died, and it’s my fault she died.
fault . .. Maybe I knew something twenty-five years ago, but .
1 can’t remember a thing. My head is empty, and so 1s my h
Maybe I'm not even human. . . . Maybe I don't even exist
maybe it’s all my imagination. (Stzarts fo ¢ry) Oh, I wish T di
exist! (Stops crying. Sullen, as before) What the hell ... Two .
ago | went to the club, they were all ralking about Shakesp
and Voltaire; I never read 'em, but { pretended like I did. Sc
all the rest of ’em. They all pretended. Made me sick! T
thinking about that woman who died on Wednesday, I
thinking about everything, and I got feeling ugly and twisted
mean. . .. So I went out and got drunk.

(Irina, Vershimin, and Tidzenbach enter; Ttizenbach has on br
new civilian clothes, very stylish.)

IRINA: Come in and sit down. Nobody will bother us here.

VERSHININ: If it weren’t for the troops, the whole town would !
hurned! Terrific, every one of them! (Rubs his hands with sati
tzon) Good boys! Just terrific!

KULYGIN: (Coming out from behind the screen) Does anybody k
what time it is?

TUZENBACH: It’s already after three. It’s getting light.

IRINA: Everybody’s just sitting around dowastairs; nobody wan
leave. Even that Solyény of yours is down there....
Chebutikin) Daoctor, you ought to go to bed.

CHEBUTYKIN: 8'all nght. Thanks a lot. (Combs his beard)

KULYGIN: (Laughing) You've been at the bottle, Ivdn Romd
(Slaps him on the back) Congratulations! In wvino veritas,
ancients used to say.

TUZENBACH: They’ve been after me to organize a benefit concer
the people who were burned out.




S THREF BISTERS 297

IRINA: Here? Who could you get? _

TUZENBACH: We could do it 4f we really wanted to. Maria
Sergéyevna, for instance. She pluys the piano beautifully.

KULYGIN: Beautifully! '

IRINA: She forgot how long ago. She hasn’t played in three years . .,
maybe four.

TUZENBACH: Nobody in this town understands music, not 2 single
soul, but [ do, and I tell you she has ralent,

KULYGIN: You're right, Baron. I love Masha a great deal. She’s a
splendid woman.

TUZENBACH: Can you imagine what it must be like to play so beauti-
fully and to realize that there is no one, no one, who understands
you! '

KULYGIN: (Sighing) Yes. ... But would it be proper for her to per-
form in public? (Pause) Of course, I really know nothing about it.
It might be perfectly all right. But you have to remember that our
headmaster has rather particular views. He’s a fine man, a ve
fine man, very intelligent. . .. I suppose it’s not really his business,
but still—if you want, I could probably have a talk with him.

(Cheburjkin picks up a porcelain clock and examines it.)

VERSHININ: I'm a mess. [ got terribly dirty at the fire. (Pause) I heard
a rumor the other day, something about our brigade being trans-
ferred. Maybe to Poland, maybe to the Chinese border; nobody
knows,

TUZENBACH: That’s what [ heard tco. Well, that will empty out the
town.

IRINA: And we're leaving too!

(Chebutfhin drops the clock, and it smashes 1o pieces.)
CHEBUTYKIN: Smash!
(Pause; everyone is distressed and upset.)

KULYGIN: (Picking up the pieces) Ivin Rominich, Ivan Romanich,
such an expensive clock, and you broke it! You get an F-minus in
conduct!

IRINA: That was Mama’s clock. _

CHEBUTYKIN: Maybe. Mama’s. All right, so it was Mama’s. Maybe 1
didn’t even hreak it. Maybe it just looks like it's broken. Maybe
we don’t even exist; maybe it just looks like it. T don’t know any-

thing, and nobody else knows anything either. (Az the door) What
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are you all looking at? Natdsha's having a little affair with Pro
topbpov, but you can't see that. You just sit there, and you can’
see that Natdsha is having a little affair with Protopépov. (Sings
“Don’t you like this little fig I'm giving you .. ." (Leaves)
VERSHININ: Well ... (Laughs) This is all rcally very strange, isn’t it
(Pause) When the fire started, I ran right home; as soon as I go
there, [ realized our house was safe and sound, but my two litt]
girls were standing in the doorway. All they had on was thei
underwear, their mother was gone, there were people runnin;
everywhere, horses, dogs barking, and on those little girls’ face
was a look of horror, fear, anxiety, I don’t know what all—
wrung my heart to see them [ike that. My God, I thought, wha
will those litdle girls have to go through during their lifetime!
picked them up and brought them here, but all T could think o
was what they would have to go through before they die.

(Fire sirens; pause.)
And when I got here, I found their mother—angry, screaming.
(Mdsha enters, carrying her pillotw; she sits down on the sofa.)

And when my little girls were standing there in their underweai
with no shoes on, and the street was all red from the fire, and th
noise was terrible, I thought: This 1s the way things used to hap
pen years ago—a surprise enemy attack, arson and looting . .
And yer of course there’s really an enormous difference betwee:
then and now, isn’t there? And after a little time goes by, say tw
or three hundred years, people will look back on our life wit
horror, or they'll laugh, and the things we do today will seen
strange and complicated and impractical. And ch, what a lif
that will be then! (Laughs) Excuse me, I'm talking too muc
again; it’s just the mood I'm in. (Pazse) You're all asleep. Wel
I'll keep talking anyway. What a life that will bel Just think

right now there are only three people like you in this towr
another generation and there will be more, and then more an
more, and a time will come when the whole world will hav
changed because of you, and everyone will live like you do, an
finally even you will become part of the past, and people will b
born who are better than you. ... (Laughs) 'm in the strange:
mood today. | feel an urge to live, to do something wildl (Sing:
“Lyubvi vse visrasty pokorny, yeyd poryvy blagotvérny
(Laughs)
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MASHA: Tram-tam-tam . . .

VERSHININ: Tram-tam . .

MASHA: Tra-ra-ra? e

VERSHININ: Tra-ta-ta. (Laughs) -

(Enter Fedsiik.)

FEDOTIK: (Dancing) 1t's all burned up! Everything’s gonel It's al]
burned up!

(Laughter.)

IR[NA: What's so funny about it? Is everything burned?

FEDOTIK: Everything. It’s all gone. The guitar burned and the cam-
era burned and all my letters burned. ... And I bought a litde
notebook for you, and that burned twoo. . . .

(Enter Solyény.)

IRINA: No, please, Vassily Vassilich, go away! You can’t come in
here!

SOLYONY: How come the baron can and I can’t?

VERSHININ: We should all go, in fact. How's the fire?

SOLYONY: They said it’s stopped. Now, [ find thar extremely funny,

that the baron can come in here and I can't. ( Takes out kis cologne
bottle and rubs some on his hands)

VERSHININ: Tram-tam-tam.

MASHA: Tram-tam.

VERSHININ: (Laughing, to Solydny) Let’s go downstairs.

SOLYONY: Very well. We'll just make a litde note of this. (Looking at
Thzenbach) Wee, wee, wee, wee . . .

(He goes ont with Vershinin and Fedstik.)

IRINA: That Solyény has gotten the place all smelly. ... (Surprised)
The baron’s asleep! Baron! Baron| '

TUZENBACH: (Opening his eyes) 1 was tireder than I thought. ... A
brick factory ... Actually, it's not a dream: Pl be starting work
soon at a brick factory. I've already had an interview with them.
(To Irina, tenderly) You're so pale and beautiful ... you're fasci-
nating ... your paleness lights up the dark. ... You're sad, you're
unhappy with life—-oh, come away with me, let’s go off and work
together!

MASHA: Nikol4i Lvévich, will you please get out?

TUOZENBACH: (Laughtng) Are you here? I didn’t see you, (Kisses
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Irina’s hand) Goodbye, I'm going. ... When I look at you now,
A Irina, I remember a while back, on your birthday, how alive you
Eooemd were, laughing and talking about going to work.... What a
£ happy life I dreamed of then—and where is it (Kisses her hand)
You have tears in your eyes. Go to bed; it’s already daylight; it's
morning. . . . Oh, if only I could sacrifice my life for you!
| MASHA: Nikoldi Lvévich, get out! Really, you are the limit. ..
1 TUZENBACH: I'm going. (Leaves)
b d MASHA: (Lying down) Are you asleep, F}rodor?’

RULYGIN; What?

MASHA: You should go home.

KULYGIN: Masha dearest, my sweet Médsha . ..

IRINA: She’s worn out, Fyddor. Let her get some rest,

KULYGIN: I'm going right now. ... My dear wife, my wonderful wife

.. 1 love you, my only—

MASHA: (Angrily) Amo, amas, amat, amamus, amatis, amant.

KULYGIN: (Laughing) Isn't she astonishing! I've been married to you
for seven years, and it seems like only yesterday. No, truly, you're
astonishing. And I’'m happy. I'm a happy, happy man!

MASHA: And I’m bored. I am bored, bored, bored! (Straightens up and
speaks, sitting there) There’s one thing I can’t get out of my head,; it

: feels like someone nailed it there. I mean Andréy—he took out a

: | mortgage on this house, and his wife got all the money, and this

: house isn’t just his, it belongs to the four of us! He must know

that, if he's got any decency left.

KULYGIN: Why bring it up, Masha? It doesn’t affect you. Andréy
owes money all over town; [ fee] sorry for him.

MASHA: I don’t care, it’s still revolting, (Lies dotwn)

KULYGIN: You and I are not poor. I work, I teach at the high school, 1
give private lessons in my spare time. ... I'm a plain, honest man.

,_ Omnia mea mecum porto, as they say. : N

| MASHA: 1 don’t want anything, but the injustice of it revolts me.

5 : (Pause) Go on home, Fyédor.

KULYGIN: (Kissing her) You're tired, you take a little rest; Tll wait
downstairs for you. Get some sleep. ... (Crosses to the door) I'm a
happy, happy man. (Goes out)

IRINA: Andréy has gotten so petty, so slow, and so old, living with
that woman. He used to want to be a scientist, and yesterday he
was bragging that he’d finally become a member of the County
Council. He's a member, and Protopépov is the chairman. ...
'The whole town is talking and laughing, and he’s the only one
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who doesn’t know anything, doesn’t see anything. Tonight every-
body went to see the fire, but not him, He pust sits in his room and
_pays no attention to anything; he just plays his violin. (On edge)
Oh, it's awful, it's awful, awfull (Cries} 1 can’t stand it. T can’t
stand it anymore! T can’t, [ can’t!

(Olga enters and goes to straighten up her dressing table. Iring sobs
loudhy.)

Throw me out, please, get rid of me! I can’t stand it anymorel
OLGA: (Frightened) What's the matter? Darling, what's the matter?
IRINA: {Sobbing) Where is it? Where did it all go? O, my God, my

God! P've forgotten everything; my head is all mixed up....Iean't

remember the Italian word for window, or ceiling. ... I keep for-

getting things; every day I forget more and more, and life goes by
and it won't ever come back and we're never going to Moscow,
never, never. I can see it all now—we're pever going to get
there. ., . (Trying 1o control herselfy Oh, I'm so unhappy.... I can’t ;
work anymore, I won't work anymore. I'm sick of it, I've had
enough! I worked at the telegraph office, and now I work at the
municipai building, and I despise it, I hate everything T have to do
there. ... 'm almaost twenty-four, I've been working all this tirqe,
and my brain has shriveled up; I've lost my looks, I've gotten old,
and nothing, nothing! There’s no satsfaction in any of it, and the
tume passes and you realize you'll never have the beautiful life you iy
dreamed of; you just keep digging yourself deeper and deeper into

ahole.... 'm in despair, I am really in despair! And I don’t under- i

stand why I'm still alive. I should have killed myself long ago.
OLGA: Don’t cry, my little girl, don’t cry. . . . It tears me apart, i,
RINA: I'm not crying, I'm not.... Its all right. ... There, seé, I'm 35

not crying anymore, It's all righ, it’s all right! Y
OLGA: Dearest, let me talk to you, as your sister, as a friend. If you

want my advice, marry the baron.

(Irina weeps guieily.)

After all, you respect him, you value his friendship. . .. I know
he’s not very good-looking, but he’s a good man, an honest
man. ... People don’t marry for love; they marry because
they’re supposed to. At least I think they do. I would have mar-
ried without love. It wouldn’t have made any difference who it
was, as long as he was an honest man. I'd even marry an old
man. ., .
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[RINA: [ kept waiting for us to move to Moscow. I knew I'd meet my
rrue love there;  used to dream about him. But you see it was all a
lot of nonsense. . ..

&LGA: (Hugging her sister) Oh, darling, know, I know. When the
baron resigned from the service and first came to sce s in his
civilian clothes, he was so plain-looking I started to cry. ... And

he asked me what I was crying about, and what could I tell him?

L But if God brings the two of you together, I would be very happy.

; You see, things are very different from what you thought, very

different.

(Natdsha eniers with a candle in her hand. She walks silently
across the room in a straight line from right to left.)

MASHA: (Sizting) You'd think she started the fire herself.
ALGA: Misha, you are so silly. You are the silliest person in this fam-
iyl ... 'm sorry; excuse me.

{Pause.}

MASHA: My dear sisters, [ want to confess something. I want to bare
my soul. I want to confess somethung to you, and then I never
want to say another word about it ever again. I want to tell you
everything right now. (Quietly) It's my secret, but you should
know it anyway . .. I can’t keep it to myself anymore. (Pause) I'm
in love, 'm in love ... I love that man, the one you saw just
now. ... Well, that’s it: I love Vershinin.

OLGA: (Going behind the screen to her bed) Stop that; I'm not going to
listen. :

MASHA: What can I dol (Puts her hands to her head) At first thought
he was strange, then I started feeling sorry for him ... then I fell
in love with him: in love with his voice, with the things he says,
with all his problems, with his two litrle girls . ...

6LGA: (Behind the screen) I'm not listening. I don't care what you're
saying; ['m not listening,

MASHA: Oh, Olga, you're the silly one. 'min lovel It's fate, I gness—
[ mean it's just my luck. And he loves me.... It's ali so funny.
Don’t you think so? Doesn't it strike you funny? (Takes Irina’s
band, draws her close) Oh, my darling, we'll get through life some- -

how, no matter what happens to us,... When you read about
these things in books, it all seems terribly silly and predictable,
but when you fall in love yourself, you realize nobody knows any-
thing about it, everyone has to fignre it out for herself. My dear
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sisters, there. I’ve rold you. ,%@DVV I will

never say another word
about it. The rest is silence, -

(Enter Andréy, then Ferapdnt,)

ANDREY: What is it you want? | don’t understand. . . .

FERAPONT: (At the door, impatient) Andréy Sergéyich, | already rold
you ten times.

ANDREY: In the first place, when you speak
and not Andréy Sergéyich.

FERAPONT: Sir. The firemen want to k
yard to get to the river; the
like they been.

ANDREY: All right! Tell them all r; ght.
(Ferapént leaves.)
What a bore. Where’s Olga?

(Olga motions Jrom behind the screen.)

to me, you call me Sir

now can they go through the
y can’t keep goin’ around and around

I came to ask you for a key to the cupboard. I lost mine. T know
you've got that little one.

(Olga gives him q key in silence. Irina goc‘-.r behind her
pavse.)

What a terrible fire! It seems to be dying down. That damn Fer-
apént made me so mad, I didn't know how silly I sounded. ... “Sir
... (Pause) Why don't you say anything, Olga? (Pause) Look, ir’s
time you stopped this nonsense, all this sulking for no reason. You
and Misha are here, Irina’s here, fine—let’s get this out in the
open once and for all. What is it you all have against me? Huh?

OLGA: Not now, Andréy. We can talk tomorrow. (Shaking) What an
awful night!

ANDREY: (Terribly embarrassed) Don’t get upset. I just want to know
very calmly what it is you all have against me. Just tell me.

creen;

(Vershinin’s voice: “Tram-tam-tam. ")

MASHA: (Standing; loudly) Tra-ta-ta! (To Olga) Goodbye, Olga, God
bless you. (Goes behind the screen and kisses Irina) Sleep well,
Goodbye, Andréy. Leave them alone; they're exhausted. We can
talk tomorrow. (Leaves)

OLGA: Please, Andréy. Ler it go until tomorrow. . . . (Goes behind her
screen) I's time to go to bed,
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ANDREY: No, I'm going to say what I came for, and then [’
Right this minute. In the first place, you’ve got something a;
my wife, Natdsha, and I've noticed it since the day I got ma
Natisha is a lovely person, honest and straightforward anc
brought up. In my apinion. I love my wife and I respect he
understand? I respect her and I want to make sure the rest ¢
respect her too, I repeat, she is a lovely person, and all
remarks and atritudes—well, excuse me, but you're just
stuck-up. . .. (Pause) In the second place, you all seern mad
because I'm not a scientist ot a professor or something, But ]
an occupation: I'm a member of the County Council, and .
sider that just as honorable and just as important as an intell
career. I'm a member of the County Council and I'm prouc
if you want to know. ... {Pause) In the third place—1I still
something more to say—I mortgaged this house, and [ dids
your perrnission. It's my fault and I'm sorry and I ask you
give me. [ had to do it because | owed a lot of money—thirt
thousand. I don't gamble anymore, I gave it up, but the
thing is you're all girls, you get a military pension, and I d
don't have any income atall. . ..

(Pause.)

KULYGIN: (At the door) Isn't Masha here? (Nervously) Where i
That's funny. . . . {Leaves)

ANDREY: You're not listening. Natdsha is a fine, honest wi
(Walks up and down in silence, then stops) When I got mar:
thought that we’d all live happily together ... happily.... B
my God ... (Szarts to ery) Oh, my dear sisters, my darling «
don't believe me, don't believe me. .. . (Leaves)

KULYGIN: (At the door, nervously) Where’s Masha? Isn't she
This 1s very disturbing.

(He leaves. Sirens. The stage is empry.)

RiNA: Olga! Somebody’s knocking.

O1.GA: It's the doctor. He's drunk.

IRINA: What an awful night! (Pause) Olga ... (Glances from .
the screen) Did you hear the news? The Dbrigade is le
They’re being transferred someplace far away.

OLGA: That's just a rumor.

IRfNA: We'll be left here all alone. . . . Olgal

OLGA: What?
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RiNA: Olga dear, I do respect the baran, I do, he’s a wonderful map,.
I'will marry him, I promjsc,fmly please ler's g0 to Mascow] beg
you, please! There’s no placean the world like Moscow! T et
Olgal Please!

CURTAIN.

s go,

ACT FOUR

The old garden of the Prézorov house. A long walk ned wish fir
wees, leading 10 the river. Across the riper isa forest. Ar the right is
the porch of the house; a table with a botle and glasses. They hape
Just been drinking champagne. It is noon. People occastonally walk
through the garden torard the river. 4 group of five soldiers crosses
ina hursy.

Chebutfkin ir in good Spirits; he remains so for the duration of the
act. He sits in a chair in the garden, waiting for someone 1o send
Jor him; he wears a cap and carries a stick. Irina, Kuljgin, wearin o
@ decoration and with his mustache shaved off and Tiizenbuch
stand on the porch, saying goodbye to Feddtik and Rohde, who are
conring down the steps; both officers are in field uniform,

TUZENBACH: (Hugging Feddrik) You're a good friend; we had good
times together. (Hugs Réhde) Once more . .. Goodbye, Réhde!

IRINA: Till we meet again!

FEDOTIK: No; this time it’s goodbye forever. We'll never see each
other again!

KULYGIY: Who knows? (Wipes his eyes and srntles) Even I'm starting
Lo cry.

IRINA: We may meet again somerime.

PEDOTIK: What, in ten or fifteen years? But we won't hardly recog-
nize cach other, and we'll be very nervous and embarrassed.
(Takes a picture) Hold it Just one more time.

ROHDE: (Hugging Tuzenbach) No, we'll never see each other

again. ... (Kises Irina’s hand) Thank you for everything; thank

you so much!

FEDOTIK: (Vexed) Oh, just hold it a minute!

TUZENBACH: | hope we do meer again. But you be sure and write us;

don’t forger.
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ROHDE: (Looking around the garden) Goodbye, trees! (Shouts) T
Hey! (Pause) Goodbye, echo!

KULYGIN: Who knows? Maybe if you're lucky you'll get mar
there in Poland. ... You get a Polish wife, they kiss you all
time and call you Koghdny. (Laughs)

FEDOTIK: (Looking at his watch) We've got less than an b
Soly6ny’s the only one from our battery going on the barge
rest of us go with the men. There are three batteries going t«
and three more tomorrow—and after that peace and quiet
settle down upon the place once again.

TUZENBACH: As well as god-awful boredom.

ROHDE; Where's Maria Sergéyevnar

KULYGIN: Misha's somewhere out here in the garden.

FEDOTIK: I've got to say goodbye to her.

ROHDE: Goodbye. I'd better go, otherwise I'li start crying. (}
Trizenbach and Kuljgin, and kisses Irina’s kand} We had su
wonderful time here. .

FEDOTIK: (To Kulygin) Herc s a little souvenir: a little book wi
little pencil attached. . .. We'll go this way, down by the river.

(They go off through the trees, looking around as they go.)

ROHDE: (Shouting) Hey! Hey! Hey-ay!
KULYGIN: (Shouting) Goodbye!

(In the garden, Fedétik and Réhde meer Mdsha and say goo
she goes off with them.)

IRINA: They’re gone. . . . (Sits down on the lowest step)

CcHEBUTYKIN: They forgot to say goodbye to me.

IRfNA: Why didn’t you say goodbye to them?

CHERUTYKIN: 1 must have forgot. Anyway, I'll see them two
from now; I'm leaving tomorrow. Hmm . . . only one day left
next year I retire, and then I'll come back here and spend the
of my days with you. Just one more year, and I get
pension. . . . (Puts one newspaper in his pocket and takes out ano
I'll come back here and reform my life. I'll be so reserve
re . ., so respectable—a real model of retirement.

IRfNA: You certainly ought to reform your life, my dear. Anyt
would help.

CHEBUTYKIN: You're right. I think so too. (Sings softly) Ta-
boom-de-ay, 1t’s gonna rain today . .

KULYGIN: Ivan Romanich, you're unreformable! Unreformable!
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CHEBUTYKIN: Maybe I should Fike lessons from you. Then I’'d do
better, eh?

IRINA: Fybédor shaved his mustachéoff, I'can’t béar it

KULYGIN: So?

CHEBUTYKIN: I could tell you what your face looks like now, but I
won't. ' '

RULYGIN: What do you mean? It's perfectly normal, a modus vivend:.
Our headmaster shaved his mustache, s0 when I was promoted I
shaved mine. Nobody likes it, but that makes no difference to me
whatsoever. I'm quite happy. With a mustache or withour a mus-
tache, I am still a happy man.

(He sits down. Upstage, Andréy wheels a baby carriage.)

IRINA: Ivéin Romdnich dear, I'm really worried. What happened yes-
terday on the boulevard?

CHEBUTYRIN: Whar happencd? Nothing. Just a lot of nonsense.
(Reads his paper) What difference does it make?

KULYGIN: What / heard was, Solyény and the baron met on the
boulevard near the theater . ..

TUZENBACH: Pleasel That’s enough, for God’s sake . .

(Makes a gesture of impatience and goes into the house.)

KULYGIN: . . . near the theater, and Solyény started teasing che baron,
and he couldn't take it anymore and said something insulting . . |
CHEBUTYKIN: I don’t know anything about it. It's all a lot of non-
sense.
KULYGIN: ...and they say that Solyény is in love with Irfna and
that’s why he can't stand the baron. Well, it’s understandable.
[rina's a wonderful girl. She’s very much like my Masha, both
very thoughtful. Only your personality is easier, Irina, Of course,
Mésha has a very good personality too. I love her, [ really de.

(Fromn the garden backstage: Hey! Hey! Yoo-hoo!)

“IRINA: (Shivering) Everything scares me today. (Pause) T'm all ready
to leave; T just have to finish packing after lunch. The baron and [
are getting masried tomorrow, and then we go away to the brick
factory, and the day after, [ start teaching, and that’s when our
new life begins. God, I hope it all works out! When I passed the
exams for my teaching ceroficate, 1 practically cried. ... (Pause)
The cart is coming to pick up my things. ...

KULYGIN: Well, T suppose vou're doing the right thing, but somehow
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it doesn’t seem all that serious to me. It’s just a lot of ideas, ¢
much practice. Anyway, I wish you all the best, sincerely I do.

CHEBUTYKIN: (Tenderly) My dear, my littde darling ... You've
gone so far ahead of me, I'll never catch up. I'll stay right he
left behind like a migrating bird that’s too old to fly. You f
sweetheart, you fly! (Pause) Fyddor Iljch, you should never ha
shaved off your mustache.

KULYGIN: That's enough out of you. (Sighs) Well, the troops are lez
ing today, and then everything will be back the way it used to |
Whatever people say, Mdsha is a wonderful woman, an hon
woman. I love her and thank God for her. People turn out diff
ently. ... There’s a clerk in the local tax office, Kézyrev his nas
is; we went to high school together. He never graduated beca
he couldn’t understand the ut consectrivum construction. He's
ribly poor, not well at all, and whenever I see him I say, “He
there, wt consecutivum!” “Yes,” he says “ur consecutivum, the
right,” and then he coughs. I've been lucky all my life. I'm hap;
['ve even got a certificate of merit, and now I teach the uz consec
tivum to others. Of course, I'm intelligent, more intelligent th
most, but that won't necessarily make you happy. . ..

(Inside the house, someone is playing “The Maiden’s Prayer.”)

IRINA: And after tomorrow evening I won’t ever have to hear t
play that “Maiden’s Prayer” again; Ull never see Protopér
again. ... (Pause) Protopdpov is sitting right there in the livi
room; he even showed up today. . ..

KULYGIN: Has the headmistress gotten home yet?

(In the distance, Mdsha walks slowly in the garden.)

IRINA: No. We sent for her. If you only knew how hard it’s been
me, living here alone without Olga, now that she has an apa
ment near the high school. She’s headmistress and she’s busy
day long, and I'm here by myself; I have nothing to do, I'm bor,
and T hate that rcom I'm in. ... ] made up my mind: if I can’t
to Moscow, then that’s the way it has to be; it’s fate. There’s no
ing you can do about ir. . .. Nikoldi Lvévich proposed to me, a
I accepted. He's a good man; it’s amazing how good he is. And
of a sudden I felt happy, less depressed, and [ felt like worki
again. Only last night something happened—nobody will tell ;
what, but I feel uneasy about it. ..

CHEBUTYKIN: Nothing happened. Just a lot of nonsense.
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NATASHA: (At the window) The healmistress is herel
KULYGIN: Here’s the headmistress, Let’s go.

(He and Irina go into the house. )

CHEBUTYKIN: (Reading his paper and singing softly) Ta-ra-ra boom-
de-ay, it’s gonna rain today . . .

(Mdsha comes up, in the distance, Andréy wheels the baby car-
riage.)

MASHA: He sits there, he just sits and sits. , . .

CHEBUTYKIN: So what?

MASHA: (Sitring down) Nothing. (Pause) Did you love my mother?

CHEBUTYKIN: Very much.

MASHA: Did she love you?

CHEBUTYKIN: (Afier a pause) That 1 can’t remember.

MASHA: Where's my man? That's the way our old cook, Martha,
used to talk about her policeman; “My man.” Where's my man?

CHEBUTYKIN: He's not here yet.

MASHA: When you only get your happiness in bits and pieces and
then lose it anyway, like me, you begin to get bitter about it. You

don’t care what you say anymore. (Touches her breast) U'm full of
anger inside,

(Looks at Andréy, who pushes the baby carriage toward them.)

Look at our litte brother, Andréy: all his hopes are gone. A thou-
sand people raise a bell, they spend all kinds of money and effort,
and all of a sudden it falls and goes smash. All of a sudden.
Nobody’s fault. Just like Andréy,

ANDREY: T wish they’d quiet down in there. What a racket,

CHEBUTYKIN: Won't be long now. ( Takes out his watch; he winds i,
and 1t strikes) T've got an old-fashioned watchy; it strikes, The first
and second and fifth batteries all leave exactly at one. (Pause) And
[eave tomorrow.

ANDREY: For good?

CHEBUTYKIN: I don’t know. Maybe I'll come back next year. Who
the hell knows? ... And what difference does it make?

(Somewhere in the distance, street musicians are playing a harp
and a violin.)

ANDREY: The town’s almost empty. It seems to be falling asleep. . ..
(Pause) What happened by the theater yesterday? Everybody's
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talking about it, and I don’t know a thing.

CHEBUTYKIN: Nothing. It’s all a lot of nonsense. Solyény started tea:
ing the baron, and he lost his temper and insulted Soly6ny, an
the way it wound up, Soly6ny had to challenge him to a duc
(Looks at his watch) Tt ought to be about time now ... twelv
thirty in the state forest across the river—you can see it from her
Bang-bang. (Laughs) Solyény thinks he's Lérmontov; he eve
writes poetry. I think he carries the-joke too far, This is his this
duel.

MASHA: Whose third duel?

CHEBUTYKIN: Solyény’s.

MASHA: What about the baron?

. cHEBUTYKIN: What about the baron?

(Pause.)

MASHA: I'm all confused. All the same, I don’t think you should |
him. He might hurt the baron, or even kill him.

CHEBUTYKIN: The baron’s a good man, but one baron more, o1
baron less—what difference does it make? Let 'em fight!
doesn’t make any difference.

(Someone shouts in the distance: Yoo-hoo! Hey! Heyl)

That's him. That's Skvortsév calling. He’s the second. He’s wal
ing for me.

ANDREY: In my opinion, dueling, or even being the doctor at one,
immoral.

CHEBUTYKIN: It only looks that way. There’s nothing here, we're n
here, we don’t even exist, it just looks like it. Whar differen
does anything make? ‘

MASHA: You just talk, talk, all day long. ... (Walks) You livein ac
mate like this, where it always seems to be about to snow, and st
you go on talking. (Stops) I won’t go into that house; I can't..
Tell me when Vershinin gets here. ... (Walks toward the tre
The birds are migrating already. (Looks up) Swans. Or may
they're geese. You happy things . .. (Walks off)

ANDREY: Our house is emptying out. The officers are going aw:
you're going away, [rfna’s getting married. T'll be here all
myself.

~ CHEBUTYKIN: What about your wife?

(Ferapdnt enters with some papers.)
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ANDREY: My wife? My wife is » . my wife. She’s honest, she’s
respectable ... well, she’s a gopd woman, but somewhere deep

down inside her there’s somct}fi?jg bl‘iﬁ& and ¥icious and mean,
some kind of animal. Whatever it is, she’s néi really a human
being. I'm telling you this as a friend; you're the only person I
could ever say this to. I love Natdsha, you know that, but
sometimes she disgusts me so much T get sick to my stomach,
and I can't understand what it was . .. why I love ber. Or why
I used to.

CHEBUTYKIN: (Standing) My boy, I'm leaving romorrow, we may
never see each other again, so let me give you a little advice, all
right? Put on your hat, pick up your stick, and get out of here.
Don't lock back. And the farther away you get, the better.

(Solysny, with two officers, crosses the garden upstage; when he
sees Chebutfikin he crosses toward him. The officers continue on.)

SOLYONY: Doctor. Time to go. It's already twelve-thirty. (Greets
Andréy) .

CHEBUTYKRIN: I'm coming. I'm sick and tired of you. people, every
one of you. (To Andréy) If anybody wants me, Andréy, tell them
F'il be right back. . . . (Sighs} You people . . .

SOLYONY: “Said the dog to the flea, don’t jump on me.” {Begins 1o
walk off with Aim) What's the matter with you, old man?

CHEBUTYKIN: Leave me alone]

SOLYONY: Not feeling well?

CHEBUTYKIN: You go to helll

SOLYONY: No need to get upset; I'm just going to have a little fun
with him. All T want to do is wing him like 2 woodcock. (Takes
out his cologne botrle and rubs some on his hands) That makes a
whole bottle today, and they still smell. My hands smell like a
corpse. (Pause) Right.... How does Lérmontov’s poem go?
“But every rebel seeks a storm, as if a storm will bring him
peace ... ”

CHEBUTYKIN: Yeah, sure. “Said the dog to the flea, don’t jump on

n

me.
(He exits with Solyény. Shouts in the distance: Yoo-hoo! Hey!
Heyl)

FERAPONT: Papers to sign . ..
ANDREY: (Irrizated) Leave me alone!l For God’s sake leave me alone!
(Pushes the baby carriage)
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i FERAPONT: You got papers, you gotta get ‘em signed.

(He goes off after Andréy. Enter Irina, and Tizenbach wearin
straw hat, Kuljgin crosses the garden, shouting, “Mdshal Y
hoa!”)

TUZENBACH: He must be the only man in town who's glad the s
diers are going.
IRfNA: You're probably right. (Pause) Our town is emptying out.
3 TUZENBACH: Listen, dear, I'll be back in a few minutes.
i1 IRINA: Where are you going?
TUZENBACH: | have to goand . . . | promised them T'd see them off.
IRfNA: That’s not true. Nikoldi, why are you acting so funny toda
(Pause) What happened yesterday by the theater?
TUZENBACH: (An impatient gesture) U'll be back in an hour. (Kisses s
hand) My beloved ... (Looks divectly at her) 1 have loved you
five years, and I sull can’t get used to the fact; you seem more a
more beautiful to me. You have such wonderful hair! Such ey
Tomorrow I'll take you away from here, we'll work, we’ll be ri
my dreams will all come true. You'll be happy. There's just ¢
thing wrong: you don’t love me.
IRINA: T can’t. I'll be your wife, T'll ... T'll do what I'm supposed
do, I'll be faithful, but I don't love you. 'm sorry. (Cries) I
never been in love. T used to dream about love, I used to dre;
about it all the time, but now my soul is like a piano that’s be
locked up and the key’s lost. {Pawse) You look so upset.
TUZENBACH: I didn’t get much sleep last night. I've never be
frightened in my life. I've never been afraid of anything, yet ns
I can't sleep—I'm tormented by the t_hought of that lost key. &
something. (Pause) Say something to me.
IRINA: What? It’s so quiet here; these old trees juS[ stand in
silence. (Leans her head on his breast)
TUZENBACH: Say something to me. . ..
IRINA: What do you want me to say? What?
TUZENBACH: Anything . ..
i IRINA: Oh, stop 1t! Stop itl

(Pasise.)

TUZENBACH: It’s funny how the stupidest little things in life can se
so important, all of a sudden and for no reason. Oh, let’s not
about it! T feel bappy. It's almost as if I were secing these trees
the first time in my life; they all seem to be looking at me a
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waiting for something. What beautiful trees they are! And how
beautiful the life around them ought to be,

(Shouts in the distance: Yoo-hoo! Heyl Heyl)

I must go; I'll be Jate. This tree is dead, but it still mdves in the
wind with the others. I feel like that: if T die, I mean, I'll stll
be part of life somehow. ... Goodbye, my darling. (Kisses her
hand) Those papers you gave me arc on my desk, under the
calendar.

IRINA: I'm coming with you,

TUZENBACH: (Worrzed) No, nol (Walks off quickly, but stops near the
trees) Irinal

IRINA: Whar?

TUZENBACH: (Not knowing what to say) I didn’t have any coffee this
morning. Ask them to fix me some, will you?

(Walks off quickly. Irina stands thinking for a moment, then wan-
ders into the garden and sits in a swing. Andréy comes in with the
baby carriage, followed by Ferapont.)

FERAPONT: Andréy Sergéyich, they’re not my papers. They're official
papers. I didn’t write them.

ANDREY: Oh, whatever happened to the past, when I was young
and happy and intelligent, when I dreamed wonderful dreams
and thought great thoughts, when my life and my future were
shining with hope? What happened 1o it? We barely begin to
live, and all of a sudden we're old and boring and lazy and use-
less and unhappy. This town has a hundred thousand people in
it, and not one of them has ever amounted to a thing. Each one
15 just like all the others: they eat, drink, sleep, and then they
die ... more of them are born, and they eat, drink, and sleep
too, and then because they're bored they gossip, they drink,
they gamble, they sue each other, the wives cheat on the hus-
bands and the husbands lie, they pretend they don’t see any-
thing or hear anything, and the children end up just as aimless
and dead as their parents.... (dngrily, to Ferapént) What do
you want?

FERAPONT: What? Papers! Gotta get "em signed.

ANDREY: I'm sick and tired of you,

FERAPONT: Doorman over to the government office was saying ..
says this winter in Petersburg it got down to rwo hundred below,
he says.
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ANDREY: The present is awful, but when I think of the future, I |
better; in the distance a light begins to break, ! can see freedc
my children and I will be free from laziness, from drinking
much, from eating too much every Sunday, from too many n
after dinner, from living like insects , . .

FERAPONT: Two thousand people froze, he says. Says people v
scared. Or maybe it was Moscow, Can’t remember.

ANDREY: (Full of tenderness) My dear sisters, my wonderful siste
(Almost crying} Mésha, dear Mésha . ..

NATASHA: (Yelling at the window) Who's making all that noise |
there? That you, Andy? You'll wake up little Sophie. I/ ne
pas faire du bruit, la Sophie est dormée déra. Vous étes un ours. (C
angry) You want to talk, give the baby carriage to somebody el
Ferapént, you take that carriage away from him!

FERAPONT: Yes, ma'am. (Takes the carriage)

ANDREY: (Embasrassed) I'll be quiet.

NATASHA: (Inside, to the baby) Bobik! Naughty Bébik! Silly Bébik!

ANDREY: All right, I'll look through them and sign what I have
and you can take them back to the office.

(He goes into the house, looking through the papers, and Ferap:
wheels the carriage.)

NATASHA: (Inside) Bébik, how do you say Mama? Oh, sweet thir
And who's that? Thar's Auntie Olga! Say Hello, Auntie Olgal

(Street musicians, a man and a givl, come into the yard. They p
a violin and a harp. Verskinin, Olga, and Anfisa come out on .
porch and listen for a while. Irina comes up.)

OLGA: Qur yard is like a parade ground; people are always comi
and going. Nana, give the musicians some money,
ANFISA: (Giving them some money) God bless you, dears.

(The musicians bow and exil.)

Poor people. (To Irfna) Rinie, hellol Oh, my dear, what a li
what a life} We're at the high school, Olga and me, in one of 1
faculry apartments. The Lord is taking care of my old age. I ner
lived so goed, ever. It’s a big apartment, rent-free, and I've go
room and a bed of my own! All rent-freel And when I say 1
prayers and go to sleep at night ... My Lord! I'm the happt
woman in the world!

VERSHININ: {Looking at his warch) Olga Sergéyevna, we're leavi
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right away. I have to go. (Paz-m""_l} T wish you all the best, the very
best. ... Where’s Marfa Sergéyévna?

IRINA: She'’s in the garden somewheie. I'll go findher,

VERSHININ: Please, T have to hurry. )

ANFfsA: I'll go ook too. {Shouts) Masha! Yoo-hoo!

(She and Irina go off into the garden, calling.)

VERSHININ: Well, everything comes to an end. Now it’s time to say
goodbye. (Loofs at his watch) The town gave us a sort of farewell
lunch, champagne, the mayor made a speech, and I ate and lis-
tened, but my heart was here, I kept thinking of you. (Looks
around the garden) I'm going to miss this place.

OLGA: Do you think we'll ever see cach other again?

VERSHININ: Probably not. (Pause} My wife and my wo little girls will
stay on another month or so; if they need any help, do you think
youcould...?

OLGA: Yes, yes. Of course. Don’t worry. (Pause) Tomorrow there
won't be a single military man left in town; it will all be a mem-
ory. And of course for us it will be the beginning of a new life. , . .
(Pause) Things never work out the way we want them to. T didn’t
want to be headmistress, but here I am. Headmistress. And of
course I'll never ger to Moscow. . ..

VERSHININ: Well ... Thank you for everything, Forgive me if things
were ... I talked a lot—too much, I know. Forgive me for that
too, and don’t think badly of me.

OLGA: (Wiping her eyes) Why doesn’t that Mésha hurry up .. . ¢

VERSHININ: What else can I tell you by way of farewell? Shall we talk
a little more? (Laughs) Life isn’t easy. Sometimes it raust seem
stupid and hopeless, but we have to remember that it is getring
constantly brighter and better, and I don’t think the time is far off
when it will be completely bright. (Looks az his warch) I've really
got to go. Mankind is passionately seeking somi€thing, and even-
tually we’ll find it, T just hope we find it soon. {Pause) We must
find a way to join love of work to love of higher things, mustn’t
we? (Looks at his warch) Well, now I must go. . . .

OLGA: Here she comes. ,

(Enter Mdsha.)

VERSHININ: [ came to say goodbye. . . .

(Olga moves a lirtle distance away, in order not to hinder their
leave-taking.)
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MASHA: (Looking him in the face} Goodbye . . .
(A prolonged kiss.)

OLGA: Now, now, that’s enough. . ..
(Mdsha sobs vialently.)

VERSHININ: Write me ... don’t forget. Let me go—I've got to go.
Olga Sergéyevna, take her—I've got to go.... I'm late, (Sha
kisses (jlga’s hand, embraces Mdsha once again, and goes @
quickly)

GLGA: Now, now, Mdshal Stop, dear . ..

(Enter Kulygin.)

KULYGIN: (Embarrassed) 1t’s all right, let her cry, it’s all right.
Misha dearest, my sweet Mdsha ... You're my wife, and
happy, no matter what happened.... Pm not complaining
haven't a single reproach to make to you—Olga is my witness.
Let’s start life over again just the way it was before. 'l never
a single word about this, never. . .,

MASHA: (Holding back her sobs) “Beside the sea there stands a t
and on that tree a golden chain ... a golden chain....” P'm go
crazy. ... “Beside the sea . .. a golden chain.”

O1GA: Calm down, Masha, calm down. Give her a drink of water.

MASHA: [ won’t cry anymore.

KULYGIN: She’s not going to cry anymore . . . that’s good.

(A muffled shot is heard in the distance.)

MASHA: “Beside the sea there stands a tree, and on that tree a gol¢
chain ... an educated cat ... a golden tree....” m all confus
(Takes a drink of water) My life is a disaster. . . . I don’t need a
thing anymore. ... I'm all right now. ... What difference doe
make? What does that mean, “beside the sea ...”? Why can
get it out of my head? I'm all confused,

(Irina comers in.)

OLGA: Calm down, Mésha. That’s a good girl. .., Let’s go lie dowr

MASHA: (Angrily) | won't go in there. (Sobs, but stops tmmediately) |
not going into that house. . . .

IRINA: Let’s just sit here for a moment; we don’t have to say a
thing. I'm going away tomorrow, remember.

{Pause.)
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KULYGIN: Yesterday I took this away from one of the boys at school.
(Takes out a fake beard and nifistache and puts it on) Tt looks just

like the German teacher. (Laughs) Doesn’t it? Those boys are so
funny. -

MASHA: It really does look like your German.

OLGA: (Laughing) It really does.

(Mdsha cries.)

IRINA: Don’t, M4sha!
KULYGIN: Exactly like him.

(Enter Natdsha.)

NATASHA: (To the maid, inside the house) What? Little Sophie is in
there with Protopépov, so tell Andréy to take care of Bébik. Such
a fuss, having children! (To frina) You're going away [omorrow
Irina, what a shame. Why don’t you stay a few days longer?

2

(She sees Kulygin and screams; he laughs and takes off the Jake
beard.)

Ob, you. ... You gave me a scare! (7o Irina) I've gotten used to
having you around, you know that; it won’t be easy secing you go.
I'm having them move Andréy into your room ... and his violin
he can screech away in there! And little Sophie gets his room.
She’s just the sweetest thing! Such a darlin’ little baby; this morn-
ing she looked right at me with those big eyes of hers and said:
“Mamal”

KULYGIN: She is a charming child, I must say.

NATASHA: That means tomorrow I'll be here all by myself, (Takes a
deep breath) First thing I'm going to do is have them cut down all
these old trees, especially that dead one. It's so ugly and scary,
especially after dark. (To frina) Sweete, that belt doesn’t do a
thing for you. Not a thing. You need something more stylish,
something with a little color in it. ... And then I'm going to have
them plant lots and lots of flowers, all over the place, so it'll smell
nice and pretty. . .. (Angrily) Who left this fork out here? (Goes
into the house, calling to the maid) 1 want to know who left this
fork out herel Do you hear me? Shut up when I'm talking to
you!

KULYGIN: She does get mad.

(Music plays, a march; everyone listens.)
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OLGA: They're going away.
(Enter Chebutykin.)

MASHA: Our men. They're going away. Well ... I hope they hav
pleasant trip. (To her husband) Let’s go home. Where's my
and my coat? ;

KULYGIN: T took them inside. ... I'll get them right away. (Goes i
the house)

OLGA: Yes, time to go. Now we can all go home.

CHEBUTYKIN: Olga Sergéyevnal

OLGA: What? (Pause) What?

CHEBUTYKIN: Nothing, it’s just ... I don’t know how to tell you,
(Whispers in her ear)

OLGA: (Horrifted) It's not true!

CHEBUTYKIN: Yes, it is. What a mess. I'm all upset, I'm all worn ¢
I don’t want to talk about it anymore. ... (dnnoyed) Anyw
what difference does it make?

MASHA: What happened?

OLGA: (Hugging Irina) What a horrible day! Darling, I don’t kn
how to tell you. . .. _

IRfNA: What? What is it? For God’s sake, tell me! (Cries)

CHEBUTYKIN: The baron was killed in the duel.

IRINA: T knew it, I knew it. . .. ‘

CHEBUTYKIN: (Sitting on a bench upstage) I'm all worn out. .. . (Ta
a newspaper out of his pocket) Let ’em cry. (Sings softly) Ta-ra
boom-de-ay, it'’s gonna rain today ... What difference does
make?

(The three sisters stand close to one another.)

MASHA: Oh, listen to the music! They're going away. One of th.
has already gone away for good. We're alone, and now we have
start our lives all over again . .. we have to go on living. . . .

IRINA: Someday everyone will know what this was all about, all t
sutfering—it won’t be a mystery anymore—but until then
have to go on living .. . and working, just keep on working.
go away tomorrow, by myself. I'll teach school and devote
whole life to people who need it . . , who may need it. It’s autun
winter will come, the snow will fall, and I will go on working a
working.

OLGA: The music sounds so happy, so positive, it makes you want
live. Oh, dear God. The day will come when we'll go away fi
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ever too. People will forget ﬁll abour us, they’ll forger what we
looked like and what our voicés sounded hke and how many of us
there were, but our suffering ill rurato joy: for the people who
live after us, their lives will be happy and peaceful, and they'll
remember us kindly and bless us. My dears, my dear sisters, life
isn't over yer. We'll go on Iwmg The music sounds so happy, 50
joyful, it almost seems as if a minute more, and we’d know why
we live, why we suffer. If only we knew. If only we knew!

(The music grows softer and softer; Kuljgin, }zdppy, smiling,
brings our Mdsha's hat and coat; Andréy wheels another baby car-
riage, with Bobik.)

CHEBUTYKIN: (Singing sofily) Ta-ra-ra boom-de-ay, it’s gonna rain
today . . . (Reads his newspaper) What difference does it make?
What difference does it make?

01.GA: If only we knew! If only we knew!
CURTAIN.

THREE SISTERS: NOTES

Page 259. Irina’s birthday. The Russians traditionally celebrated a name day,
the feast of the saint a person is named after. A narne-day party is the social
equivalent of our birthday party. '

Page 262. “A writer named Dobrolydbov.” Nikoldi Dobrolydbov (1836-1861)
was the chief literary critic of the influenual journal Sevreménnik (The Con-
temporary). He was read by all progressive thinkers. That Chebugkin
doesn’t know what he wrote is a good indication of the doctor’s shallowness.

Page 263. “Beside the sea .. .” Here and throughout the play, Masha quotes the
first two lines from Ruslan and Liudmilla, a well-known fairy-tale poem by
Alexander Pushkin (1799-1837), Russia’s most famous poet. On page 274,
when the sound of the spinning top makes Masha repeat the lines, I have
added the next two lines of the poem, since they explain why the first two
stick in her head. Pushkin’s poermns have always been widely known and
memorized, and most educated Russians, hearing the first two Hines, would
automatically supply the two that follow. The educated cat, going around
in circles on a chain, is clearly Mésha's image of herself.

Page 263. “Said the dog o the flea, don’t jump on me.” Solyény quotes here
from a fable by Ivan Krylov, Literally, the lines are: “He didn’t catch his
breath before the bear jumped on him.” They rhyme, and the main point
here is the rhyme and the appositeness of the sneering retort to Masha. The
image of the bear is incidenral, although I have heard long discussions of
this quote at rehearsals, where the savage Russian bear was taken as a vast
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symbol for Solyény and Russian society. But Chekhov had used this quc
before; a character in a story goes around spouting these lines, and abo
him Chekhov notes: “He had an irritating habit; in the middle of a conve
sation he would pronounce loudly some phrase or other that had nothing
do with what he was talking about.” Chekhov is concerned here with
speech characteristic, not with symbols.

Page 264. "A silver service! How awful!” A Russian tea service cansists of :
urn designed to keep water hot, called a samovar, a teapot that is ke
warm on its top, and perhaps a tray. So much “Russianness” is atrached
samovars in America that we often miss Chekhov's point: this is the kir
of elaborate present offered at bridal showers or silver wedding annive
saries, and it seems especially inappropriate for the doctor to offer it to
young girl. A fancy American silver tea service—tray, teapot, sugar, ar
creamer—would probably make the point clear for an American audien
and save the prop people the job of tracking down a samovar.

Page 266. “In Névo-Dévichy Cemetery.” Névo-Dévichy is a famous cemete
in Moscow, Chekhov himself is now buried there.

Page 270. “Feci quod potus, faciant meliora potentes.” Kulygin teaches Latin ar
quotes it whenever he can. This phrase means: “I have done my best; |
others do better if they can.” “Mens sana in corpore sano” means: “ A healtt
mind in a healthy body.”

Page 276. “Tonight's carnival.” Mardi gras, just before the beginning of Ler
was celebrated in old Russia as elsewhere with parties and. costun
parades.

Page 283. “You know what Gogol said.” The line is from a Gogol short stos
with a long name, “The Tale of How Ivan Ivinovich Had a Fight wit
Ivdn Nikoférovich.” '

Page 283. "Balzac was martied in Berdichev.” Balzac did, in fact, get marrie
in what was then part of the Russian Empire.

Page 285. “The Panama scandal.” Baihot, the French minister of public work
was sent to prison in 1893 for accepting a bribe from a group of develope:
who hoped to build a canal in Panama. On his release, in 1898, he put
Lished his diary under the title “Notes from a Prison Cell.”

Page 286. “Je vous prie . . .” Natasha says, in rather stilted French, “I beg of yo
excuse me, Masha, but your manners are a little unrefined.” In her ne:
speech she goes on to say, in even worse French, “It seems my Bobik n
longer sleeps.”

Page 286. “I am strange, we all are strange! Forget thy wrath, Aléko!” Solyén
quotes correctly from Alexdnder Griboyédey's play Woe from Wir, the
roakes a garbled reference to Aléko, the hero of Pushkin’s poem “Gypsies.

Page 287. "I have the soul of Lérmontov.” The poet Mikhail Lérmonto
(1814-1841) was the great Russian example of the Byranic hero and met h:
carly death in a duel. While this remark might foreshadow the duel in Ac
Four, it's important to recall Chekhov's remark about these lines: “Solyén
thinks he looks like Lérmontoy, but of course he doesn't. Tt's all in his head.’
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Page 287. A meat dish called chekhariid. . . .Cheremshd . . . a kind of opion.”
Both Solyény and Chebutykin are torrect in their vse of these Georgian
words. Chekhartmd is a meat dish, anvd cheremshd is a kind of onion,

Page 288, “4kh, vy séni. . . " This is a well-known Ruisian folk song. The
words mean literally: “Oh, my little front porch, my new front porch of
maple wood and latricework .., .” but they're no more significant than

“Polly wolly doodle all the day” is in English.
Here's the tune and a phoenetic rendering of the words:
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Page 292. “0), fallacer hominum spem!” means: “Oh, mistaken hope of men|”

Page 297. “In vino veritas” means: “There is truth in wine.”

Page 298. “Don't you like this little fg ... ” The doctor sings this line, but the
actor will have 1o make up his own tune. One of the actors at the Moscow
Art Theater wrote to Chekhov asking him about this line. Chekhov
answered: “Chebutfkin should sing only the words ‘Don’t you like this lit-
te fig I'm giving you” They’re from an operetta I heard a while ago at the
Hermitage Theater, I can’t remember the name. . ., He shouldn't sing any
more than that, otherwise he'll spoil his exit.”

Page 290, “Lyubvi vie vésrasty pokérny, yeys porjwy blagotuérny .. .” Vershinin
sings two lines from Tchaikovsky's opera Engene Onegin. They mean liter-
ally: “Love is appropriate to any age, its delights are beneficent.” They are
from the famous aria sung by Prince Gremin in Act Three; any complete
recording of the opera has it, and it is often included in basso recirals.
Here's a transliteration:

“Lyub-vee syeh voz-ras-tee pa-kor-nee, yeh-yaw pa-ree-vee bla-got-vor-nee . . ."

Page 299. “Tram-tam-tam ..."” Olga Knipper, who first played Misha, wrote
Chekhov to ask what these lines mean. He wrote back: “Vershinin pro-
nounces the words tram-tam-tam as a kind of question and you as a kind of
answer, and this seems to you such an original joke that you say your rrarm-
tam wirth a laugh ... you should say trem-tam and start to laugh, but not
out loud, just a little, almost to yourself.”

Page 300. “Omnia mea mecum porto” means “All T own is what I carry with me.”

Page 308. "T won’t ever have to hear her play that ‘Maiden’s Prayer’ again,”

Natdsha is playing a nineteenth-century parlor favorite: “La Pridre d'une

Vierge” by Baranowski.
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Page 3rr. “But every rebel seeks a storm ...” Solydny recites (he misquote
slightly, as usual) from Lérmontov’s famous poermn “The Sail.”

Page 314. "Il ne fawr pas faire du bruit, la Sophie est dormée déja. Vous éres u
ours,” Again, in Natdsha's bad French: “Stop making noise, Sophie is aslee
already. You sound like a bear.”
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