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The Three %%%eyri

Preshow

3mins to house close — Anfisa enter SL to preset the chairs to position.
When done, exit SL

House close
Act One

................................................................................................ [ = Prologue)

Anfisa enter SL with the cake and a candle on it.

She place it on the table

As she leaves towards SL — she stop near the SL opening and turn back to look at the cake
When she turns away - 3 sisters signage turns on
She exits SL

Irina enter through the door

Look at the cake, signage, side walls

Anfisa enter SL with a box of matches.

Irina goes over and take the box from Anfisa

Irina sing herself a Happy Birthday song in Mandarin
Light up the candle

OLGA: [virtual]

Father died a year ago today, on your birthday, Irina, May fifth.

It was so cold, it snowed.

| thought I’d never live through it, and you fainted, as though you were the dead one.
But now it’s been a year, and we can remember with some--lightness.

You’re wearing white again, and your face is shining.

The Clock strikes twelve.

OLGA: [virtual]

The clock struck then too, on that day--it sounded like this.

| remember, when they carried Father away, the music playing.an
and guns firing, at the cemetery.

He was a commander, of a whole troop--

still, not many people came. Well, it was raining--

freezing rain mixed in with snow.
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The Three %%gyri

IRINA: [live]
S AEICHEX LS

Why remember!

OLGA: [virtual]

Today is warm, we can leave the windows wide open.

The birch trees are almost blooming.

| remember so clearly, eleven years ago, Father was an officer, and we left Moscow, in
early May, same as today.

Moscow in early May!--blooming, warm, golden.

Eleven years ago—but yesterday.

My God! | woke up this morning, saw masses of light flooding in, and my God, the spring!
| felt this great happiness in my soul, and | wanted to go home.

Every day | teach, every night | tutor.

My head aches, always, and my thoughts are an old lady’s.

Four years serving that school and | feel my youth and strength draining out of me.
The only thing that gets stronger is a dream--

IRINA: [live]
Moscow! To go to Moscow! BIERER! BEFELT, ERixX—1]), AFHE—

To go to Moscow! Sell the house, be done with everything, and go--

OLGA: [virtual]
Yes! Fast as we can, to Moscow.

IRINA: [live]
Andrei! Andrei ERk—EREIHIEN, MBASBEXMMELE, JE20MMEHI Masha......
EFEXER......

Andrei will most likely be a professor, he won’t stay in this town. But poor Masha...stuck here...

OLGA: [virtual]
Masha can visit every summer.
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The Three %%gyri

IRINA: [live]

mEE, (EHEM)

SRRESHF!

EAREATATBAF D!

SK—BHE: SKEKREH!

KRR ETFL, HicREFNRRT, JBEREIRHER,
HOBRE— I N—MRRRIEL, RN —KIER, SiFRISk!
| hope so.

It’s so beautiful out!

| don’t know why | feel so happy!

This morning | thought: it’s my birthday!

And suddenly | felt so happy, and | could feel my childhood, when Mama was a live.
And | thought happier and happier thoughts, coming at me like waves, oh what thoughts!

OLGA: [virtual]

Today all of you is shining, you’re prettier than ever.

Masha looks pretty too.

Andre would be nice-looking; only he’s gotten so fat, doesn’t look good on him.

And | got old, bony—it’s because of the girls at school, | get so angry.

But today I’m free, I’m home! My head doesn’t hurt, and | feel younger than | did yesterday.
Maybe everything is for the best, God’s will and all that, but | do think if I’d gotten married and
sat home all day, it would have been nicer.

| would have loved my husband.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
today, you will have a visit from our new commanding officer. Colonel Vershinin.

OLGA: [virtual]
Really? That’s nice.

IRINA: [live]
b2 ANg?

Is he old?
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TUZENBACH: [virtual]
Not so much. Forty, forty-five at the outer limit.
Seems like a good man. And not stupid. Without a doubt. But he does talk. A lot.

IRINA: [live]
it XUERS ?

Is he interesting?

TUZENBACH: [virtual]

Mm--Sure. But he has a wife, and two little girls. On top of that, it’s his second wife. He goes
around saying: | have a wife and two girls. He’ll tell you too. But his wife is sad and half-crazy,
wears her hair in long braids like a child, talks in overblown language about “philosophy”, and
frequently tries to kill herself. She likes to add salt to his already existing wounds, | suppose. |
would have left a woman like that years ago, but he’s a stoic--he stays and complains.

SOLYONY: [live]
KEREFReFEA . KRR FEATLUSERAE.

Irina: [live]
Vassily Vassilich Solyony

SOLYONY: [live]
HEHMTAEL? IPARNDELL—AZE—E, EE=E, EEFZS....

| can only lift fifty pounds with one arm, but | can lift two hundred pounds with two arms. What
do | conclude? That two men are twice as strong as one, or three times even, or more....

IRINA: [live]
lvan Romanych! FZ#Y Ivan Romanych!

Ivan Romanych, my dear lvan Romanych!

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
What is it, my girl, my joy?

IRINA: [live]
R, HSRAFAXATFO?
KGN, TN, HEBHNXTIPALE,



© 0o N O o A W ON

el ol
w N P O

e ~
~ o o b

=
(0 0]

N DN DN DN DNDN B
o O A W DN PP OO

N N DN
© o

w
o

W W w w
A O DN -

The Three %%gyri

EHFZE!
BEXAS!
XZtAlE?

HFA?

Tell me why I’m so happy today!
I’m a ship with sails, full sails,

and the sky over me blue and wide,
and full of birds!

Big white birds!

Why do you think that is?

Why?

IRINA: [live]
SKRBFIRIERE T, Rk, BAREH FTNSEHTE—E"E. KEEEFERLESE
T BAAHRET!
FRB AEBMIZT(E, !
BRIl HZRETRTESR.
XEFAIME—RIEN., BE—AIRRAE !
| woke up this morning, got up and washed my face, and everything in the world seemed
suddenly clear to me, and | knew how to live.
| knew everything!
People have to work, to labor!

Work by the sweat of our brows.
No matter who we are. This is our one purpose, joy, ecstasy!

IRINA: [live]
Kfg! IHAZEZN? BFES—3L4. @RS —— AREELE!
ATAET, RIS TR AEESR, AEARLEBIEE, 2 LR RSIOFETRY

IFLIN !

My God! Why be a person? I’d rather be an ox—or a simple horse--and do something!—
Anything but a young lady, who wakes at noon, drinks her coffee in bed, and takes two hours to
button a dress.

Disgusting!
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OLGA: [virtual]
Father had us up at seven. Now Irina opens her eyes at seven but she lies in bed until nine,
thinking, thinking. With such a serious look on her face. (laughs)

IRINA: [live]

(REERINZTE, TUARERIARNEFREEER. aEREEKKT!

You look at me like a little girl, so you think it’s strange if my face looks serious, but I’m all
grown up!

TUZENBACH: [virtual]

| never worked a day in my life.. | remember when | got home from school, our servant would
take off my boots while | threw a tantrum. But my mother just looked at me adoringly as |
kicked them. My parents kept me from hard work, always.

But now times have changed, there’s a hurricane on the horizon, gathering speed and force,
and soon it will be here! A great and terrible wind will clean out our lazy, sick indifference, and
anyone who has ever expressed boredom will be washed clean out. | myself will work, and in
twenty-five or thirty years we will all work! Everyone.

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Not me.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
You don’t count.

SOLYONY: [live]
THRFRHE T, EREE. Bid/E, FHeOIERERTEE. RAERSE
%,%A%F*“F—ﬁ

You won’t be alive in twenty-five years, thank God. In a few years you’ll have a heart attack and
drop dead, my friend; or else I’ll lose my temper, and put a bullet through your head.

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
I’ve never done a thing. After | left school, | didn’t lift a finger, never got to the end of a book. |
read the newspaper.

Ah! It’s for me....
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IRINA: [live]
fb TR R AT,

He’s got something up his sleeve.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
He must have a large present for you.

IRINA: [live]
TR !

Oh, how unpleasant!

OLGA: [virtual]

Oh, yes, it’s awful. He can be such a little boy.

MASHA: [virtual]
By the bending sea, a green oak tree,
Where a golden chain is bound--

OLGA: [virtual]
You’re not happy, Masha.

OLGA: [virtual]
Where are you going?

MASHA: [virtual]
Home.

IRINA: [live]
XEFIET .

That’s strange.

MASHA: [virtual]

The Three %%gyri

I’ll come back tonight. | wish you health and happiness. Back when Father was alive, thirty or
forty officers would come to our parties, and it was wonderfully loud. But today we have
approximately one and a half men and it’s about as loud as the desert. I’m leaving.

We can have a good talk later, but good-bye for now, darling, I’m off.
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IRINA: [live]
{RATEZHRT......

You’re really something.

OLGA: [virtual]
| understand you, Masha.

SOLYONY: [live]
—PNEBEATIEEZ, ZO0FRERBENERR,; 22— 1A, &2, X, MM ZATe
B5Z, IMREFISRAFRNFIE—— (EE—RES, ARAE)

When a man talks philosophy you get sophistry but when a woman talks philosophy you might
as well pull my finger. (he makes a farting sound and laughs)

MASHA: [virtual]
What’s that supposed to mean, you horrible man?

SOLYONY: [live]
uﬁ 1 iﬁ{-l_/A%:\lEL‘Ei\o

"NR—RAKIRRE/I AL TEMMAIRE /18T, "

EFJEZEE_ Eﬁio
Oh, nothing.

A man cannot breathe in any case
When a brown bear comes and sits on his face.
And that—is how life is.

ANFISA: [live]
INERE! BittsHIGSH Protopopov £33,

A cake! From Protopopov at the council office.

MASHA: [virtual]
| don’t like Protopop—popov—whatever his name is, you shouldn’t have invited him.

‘518 (REBXEE) .

10
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The Three %%gyri

IRINA: [live]
wizB.
| didn’t.

MASHA: [virtual]
Good.

OLGA: [virtual]
A samovar! My, God! That’s for a husband to give a wife! How awful.

IRINA: [live] (to Chebutykin)
FHAEIXEE, Ivan Romanich!

Ivan Romanich, why?

MASHA: [virtual]
Ivan Romanich, you should be ashamed of yourself.

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]

My dears, my darlings, you’re all I’ve got, | love you more than anything in the world. I’m an
old man, a husk of a man, aware of my own insignificance....The best thing about me is my love
for you, and if it weren’t for you three, I’d have given up the ghost long ago. (to Irina) Darling,
I’ve known you since the day you were born....I held you in my arms....I loved your mother, may
she rest in peace...

IRINA: [live]
B R EAPA B =B LAD?

But why such expensive presents!

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]

Expensive presents! That’s ridiculous.... (mimicking her) E3E=BI4L47 ...

ANFISA: [live]
FEMN, KXT7T—UERWENEE, whEX], EHmEHkT.
(XF Irina) Iri, EBRLIR,

My dears, a strange colonel, at the door. my angels, he’s on his way in. (to Irina) Iri, be nice.

11
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TUZENBACH: [virtual]
Must be Lieutenant Colonel Vershinin.

VERSHININ: [live]
FEREFENE: Vershinin,

| have the honor of presenting myself. Vershinin.

VERSHININ: [live]
HETHRINMIRT, BEREX.
(XF Masha # Irina) 1! BE(R(], (RIEZET!

I’m so happy to finally be in your home.
(to Irina and Masha) Ay, look at you! What you’ve become!

IRINA: [live]
WRIXEARIE! {REETR, FAIBRSX.

Sit anywhere. We’re so glad you’ve come.

VERSHININ: [live]

HREXEEE IR, TRIFMNE=ER. HicE— =M. BRCERIIaE
¥, ARBICERIIANEE, Prozorov B, B=1%)L. HFRWISIR]. BIE, 1
9! B KR! B R

Happy I’m here. But you are three sisters. | remember—three girls. | don’t remember your

faces, but | remember that your father, Colonel Prozorov, had three little girls. | saw you with
my own eyes. Ah, ah! How time flies. How time flies...

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
He’s from Moscow.

IRINA: [live]
Moscow! {REBEEHfR}!

Moscow! You’re from Moscow!

12
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The Three %%gyri

VERSHININ: [live]

. MINZFENIRRRIVERIER, REMIAENEE. (X4 Masha) {RHY
HFERAEIRISE.

Yes. Your father was a commander in Moscow, and | was an officer under his command. (to
Masha) Now, your face | believe | remember.

IRINA: [live]
Vershinin 5 fhsk B &R !

Colonel Vershinin--from Moscow!

VERSHININ: [live]
{FfiEi<zz, Olga, {RE Masha, {RE Irina, &/

You must be Olga, the oldest. And you’re Masha, and you’re Irina, the baby—

OLGA: [virtual]
You’re from Moscow?

VERSHININ: [live]

B, HEREREEE, BENE, RS TRSF, KBTWIRCEXEIEEEK,
Yes. | studied in Moscow and joined the army there, served for a long time,

and finally got my own command--here

OLGA: [virtual]
| thought | remembered everyone, but—now--

VERSHININ: [live]
HALEE: Aleksandr Ignatyevich Vershinin,

My full name is: Aleksandr Ignatyevich Vershinin.

IRINA: [live]
Aleksandr Ignatyevich, REEHR! EigiEZ!

Alexander Ignatyevich, from Moscow! What a surprise!

OLGA: [virtual]
We’re moving back, in fact.

13
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IRINA: [live]
BBEFAINS | FAIEIBERHAE...... 7 Old Basmanny 7,

It’s our city! We were born there...On Old Basmanny street...

MASHA: [virtual]

Oh, a fellow countryman.

Now | remember! | do! —they used to tell stories about the “Lovesick Major”? You were a low-
ranking soldier then, but you were in love, so they teased you and called you: “The Lovesick
Major.”

VERSHININ: [live]
X7, %! EBNR, BBHE M.

Yes, that’s it! “The lovesick major,” that was me.

MASHA: [virtual]
You only had little whiskers then...Oh, you’re older now!

You’re old!

VERSHININ: [live]
27, IAREUE EENMR" |, BARER, tERE. T
¥7.

Yes, they used to call me the lovesick major, because | was young and | was in love. Now—times
have changed.

AR E

OLGA: [virtual]
But you don’t have a single gray hair. You’re older but you’re not old.

VERSHININ: [live]
BEStN+=27. {KMIZW—FEHFEER?

And yet, I’m forty-three. When did you come from Moscow?

IRINA: [live]
+—&FAl.

Eleven years ago.

MASHA: [virtual]
What street did you live on?

14
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VERSHININ: [live]
Old Basmanny.
Old Basmanny!

OLGA: [virtual]
Same as us!

VERSHININ: [live]

e Nemesky ffEid—Lrdix. HEBRMIBEERLEFEE— ICEREE—EE
IRAYNVERIS? TR N RZKMEREsthiss, BRFRAEEN! —DAMER L, BMEFRIEESILAR
DERRZE. A2, XERYA Zofatn, Z24EK! X EXALEE!

And then | lived on Nemesky street. I’d walk on Nemesky Street down to the barracks--

remember that sad old bridge down there? Water rushing under your feet—what a sound!
Alone on that bridge, the sound could make your soul go all cold.

But this river—here—is such a joyful, big river! Wide, and strong!

OLGA: [virtual]
Yes, but cold. Cold with mosquitoes.

VERSHININ: [live]

B, BIXAWR! XBRSRRE—— S5, 588 XNER— RihKERERNS
fx! BFM. B, BF— B, FPSENETRIRMN. FIENE, KFEUFAE
T/\REZH, EEAEATA.

Oh, come on now, it’s good weather here-- fresh, bracing, healthy—Slavic! A forest, a river,

and--birch trees as humble as they are beautiful. But strange, no train station for eighteen
miles. And no one knows why.

SOLYONY: [live]

HANIE,

| know why.

EA, FHNREXERE, ERASAE; BRBXEIRAE, SRR,

Because if the station were near, then it wouldn’t be far, and if it were far, it wouldn’t be near.

An odd silence.

15
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TUZENBACH: [virtual]
Ha ha ha, Vassily Vassilich.

OLGA: (to Vershinin) [virtual]
Now | remember you. | remember.

VERSHININ: [live]
BIANRIRRIEEE.

| knew your mother.

IRINA: [live]
Y EEIF ] S

Mama is buried in Moscow.

OLGA: [virtual]
In Novo-Devichy cemetery.

MASHA: [virtual]
Imagine, I’m already beginning to forget her face.

One day no one will remember us either. We’ll be forgotten too.

VERSHININ: [live]
2, Eilawes. Xmada, EBkAT.
BAIEMEY, FIMMEN BLER., A, BEENE— BBE—XK, BSTELX

True. We’ll be forgotten. That’s life, there’s no getting around it.

Our projects, our obsessions--serious, big, important—a time will come when they won’t be
important anymore.

MFAEERRAL, BREHTASHANEERA. BB, WAHTASHIASZEBN
Y. ATy, %] Columbus #0 Copernicus HIAY, REEBTASMMERISE. BIFHA]
TR, RIERIEE, BRESEEHE. B8R, T, EERE.

And you can’t guess what will be considered vast and important, and what will be considered
small and ridiculous. When Columbus and Copernicus first appeared, people thought they were

laughable. It may be that our lives, so familiar and dear to us, will in time seem strange, stupid,
disgusting, or even depraved.

16
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TUZENBACH: [virtual]
Who knows? They might call us stewards of knowledge, a high point of civilization. We don’t
have torture, capital punishment, invasions—but still...all the suffering...

SOLYONY: [live]
KM, GREBRIVEHMEILE) UL, U, V. FESEINESERE T, tIzEEm
&M,

(makes high pitched chicken sounds that seem natural for feeding chickens) Cheep cheep cheep.
You don’t need chicken seed for the baron, he can dine upon philosophy.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
Will you leave us alone for God’s sake? Your jokes are getting boring.

SOLYONY: [live]

(&F=1h) WL, WL, e
(higher voice) Cheep cheep cheep!

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
But in spite of all the suffering, there are other cultural improvements, moral progress—

VERSHININ: [live]
Z2UF, 2, ARZ%A.

Yes, yes, of course.

MASHA: [virtual]
That’s Andrei playing, our brother.

IRINA: [live]
HHEXRENFE. EIEEREIHBURN.

He’s the scholar of the family. He was born to be a professor.

MASHA: [virtual]
That’s what Papa wanted for him.

OLGA: [virtual]
He’s in love.

17
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IRINA: [live]
Z ETHE Rz, S REITFSIIkAE.

With a local girl. She might come to lunch.

MASHA: [virtual]

Oh, and her clothes! They’re not ugly or unfashionable, they’re just sad. A strange yellowish
skirt with a pathetic fringe—topped off with a red jacket. And her pink cheeks, scrubbed,
scrubbed, scrubbed until they’re like apples! Andrei can’t be in love, | won’t allow it. He’s got
some taste, he’s just teasing us. | heard she’s marrying Protopopov, chairman of the County
Council, which would be perfect. Andrei, come here! Just for a minute, dear!

OLGA: [virtual]
This is my brother, Andrei.

VERSHININ: [live]
Vershinin.

ANDRE!: [live]
REARR, (REEEENFNEKRIE?

Nice to meet you. You’re the new battery commander?

OLGA: [virtual]
He’s from Moscow!

ANDREI: [live]
BA? BBAFERT, BREVEBISEE(RA.

Oh? Well, congratulations, now my sisters won’t leave you alone.

OLGA: [virtual]

Andrei’s our little scholar; he plays the violin. He’s practically a Renaissance Man. Andrei, don’t
go! He’s always wandering off. Come back!

They lead him back, laughing

MASHA: [virtual]
Come on, come on!

18
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ANDRE!: [live]
BURFE—

Leave me alone—

MASHA: [virtual]
You’re being silly! Vershinin used to be called the lovesick major, and he didn’t get upset.

VERSHININ: flive]
—RiEiRE!

Not in the least!

MASHA: [virtual]
I’ll call you—the lovesick violinist!

IRINA: [live]
B ERBRIZIR !

Or the lovesick professor!

OLGA: [virtual]
Andrei’s in love! Andrei’s in love!

IRINA: [live]
! $FE! Andrei fERE]

Bravo, bravo! Andrei’s in love!

ANDREI: [live]

BBy, 7B, HREMREREE, SKIEARENRA. (ETER) ZREPEFRLN
R, SEREANERE., HEFRER, —#R, EXERLHENE T, X7MEX, B3
MEEXE, BFTEMBXABRAIRL/ M —

Enough, enough already. | didn’t sleep at all last night, and I’m not myself today. | stayed up
reading until four, then | went to bed. | thought of this and that and suddenly the sun is

climbing into my bedroom. This summer, while I’m here, | want to translate this wonderful
English novel—

VERSHININ: [live]
You read English?
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ANDREI: [live]

B, HMNFE—RMRR! —MSFAREEERI], —_BAFR. T
LI, FtiBiEktiesk s, B NFHGRBANETFRNER RN Y. B, &
MEEAE. i, JE, Iina BREARFNIE.

Yes. Father, may he rest in peace, oppressed us with education. He really cracked the whip.
after he died, | started to put on the pounds. It was like my body was suddenly freeing itself of

my father and his discipline. Thanks to my father, we all know French, German, English, and
Irina knows [taliano.

MASHA: [virtual]
It’s a silly affectation to know three languages No—not even an affectation—it’s an extra
appendage. Like having a sixth finger. We know too much.

VERSHININ: [live]

B! MIEXZT! BARRE? HAREEH—MMEILIERRISA TERN. 2488
BIA. BEREEXME LR TAAQRL—FRE=MERMZERXEFRIA. R
MBARRIERERER— (MIRMESREEMIZ P, (RMISHREE— HEwH
5, ERSXAM, TRIFMIASBEIER. (RMFthE, XSHERSMRRIIXEFRIA,
BUEHIT=1, BSI, 21, BEBIRIIXERIA— REERIAL] BT
TRAZE Bm=BFLE, X

HENEE—ESTHEN. TEBER. ESKL. AXFEEIFET. BMERMES
HBIUERHI, HIEEREERKIG— BSF— BAIFREEMES! AT
MELHANNRBERGRES], EWESAEESEREER.

Oh, you know too much! How can that be, | can’t believe any town could be so backward that it

has no place for intelligent, educated people. Imagine that out of one hundred thousand
people in this town there are only three people like you three sisters. Of course, you can’t
transform the masses—you will instead dissolve into them—you will be silenced, by life, life
itself will hush you up, but you won’t dissolve without an imprint. After your death there will be
six more like you, then twelve, and so on, until people like you—enlightened people—will
become the majority! In two or three hundred years, life on earth will be beyond beautiful,
beyond imagination, sublime—man needs that life, and if it doesn’t yet exist, he prepares for it
by dreaming of it! And that is why we must perceive more deeply than our parents perceived;
see more fully than our grandparents saw.
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MASHA: [virtual]
I’ll stay for lunch.

IRINA: [live]
(NS) {RMZIBXEEES K. ...
(sighing) You should write that all down....

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
You say that life on earth will be beautiful, sublime. Could be. But to experience even a fraction
of that beauty we need to lay the groundwork, we need to work--

VERSHININ: [live]

2l (uhEk) BEXER! ([FUTES)

RMMERES ZE! HERFF], B—ESEFEEIWNEF, RERitET, —Kib
&, REEIRRVEEIR, FeEanEROR, [ERXFITENR.

Yes. (rises.) Look at all these flowers! (looks around)

What a beautiful place you all live in! I’m jealous. I’ve lived my life in tiny apartments with two

chairs, a couch, and heaters that sputter. | think what I’ve been missing all my life--are exactly
these flowers.

VERSHININ: [live]

(CRREIEE) HEEEE: NRHNTLIEEGRRMEREE, S22 FF? HNMEIRY
EERE—OIENER, FEETFAR, RIIFAFERER, HNIELPSELEEC
BIEFING . —ERERATIE SRS ! BE—EFR N INZIL, FRIAKI—
— @REREM, T, NRKEAUEFRER— IRAEE. £~ F=.

(Pacing) | often think: what if we could begin life over again, consciously? The life we’d [live]d
before would be a smudgy rough draft, and the new life would be clean. Then we wouldn’t
repeat our old mistakes, we’d at least invent for ourselves a new setting: a room full of flowers

and masses of light! | have a wife and two little girls, and my wife is not a —well lady. But if |
started my life over again from the very beginning--I wouldn’t be married. No, no.
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KULYGIN: [virtual] (to Irina)

My dear sister-in-law, allow me to congratulate you on the day of your birthday and to wish you
sincerely from my heart, health and everything else a girl your age might wish, This is a token,
from me to you, a history of our local high school, written by yours truly. It’s a trifle, | wrote it
long ago, when | had nothing better to do, but all the same, read it. Good afternoon, everyone!
(to Vershinin) The name’s Fyodor Kulygin, teacher at the local high school. (to Irina) You can
find every single graduate of our high school in this little book, every name for the past fifty
years. Feci quod potui, faciant meliora potentes.

IRINA: [live]
PREEHIRELEIR—AT.

You gave me this book last Easter.

KULYGIN: [virtual]
No! Did I? All right then, give it to the Colonel. Read it when you’re overcome with boredom.

VERSHININ: [live]
(¥395) BHEHMR. (IEESE) IRRI], LEELFLOT.

(bowing) Thank you. (leaving) I’'m overjoyed that | met all of you.

OLGA: [virtual]
You’re leaving? No, don’t!

IRINA: [live]
B TRIZFEIE, 158 TRIE,

Stay for lunch. Please do.

OLGA: [virtual]
We insist.

VERSHININ: [live]
KFGEREAHTRINERS. AFER, BENARNE! REZERERRK......

| seem to have barged in on a birthday party. I’m so sorry, | had no idea! | would have said
happy birthday...
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KULYGIN: [virtual]

Today, ladies and gentleman, is Sunday. The day of rest. And so let us rest ...The Romans were a
robust people—they knew how to work hard and how to rest—mens sana in corpore sano.
Their lives moved in regular orbit, pattern and form. Our headmaster says the most important
thing in life is form—when things lose their form, they lose their nature.

Masha loves me. My wife loves me. Today I’m happy, in fine fiddle. Masha, we’re expected at
the headmaster’s at 4 o’clock.

MASHA: [virtual]
I’m not going.

KULYGIN: [virtual]
Masha my Masha-mine, why not?

MASHA: [virtual]
We’ll talk later. Fine, I’ll go, but please-- leave me alone...

KULYGIN: [virtual]

So we’ll spend the evening with the headmaster. In spite of his weak constitution, he does his
best to be social. Yesterday, after the faculty meeting, he says to me, “I’m tired, Fyodor,
exhausted.”

OLGA: [virtual]
Ladies and gentlemen, lets eat! We have pie!

Lunch Party Transition

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Pie! Magnificent!

MASHA: [virtual]
(sternly to Chebutykin) But not a drop of liquor for you, hear me? It’s bad for you.

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Oh, blah blah blah. That’s over and done with. | haven’t been blotto in two years. And who
gives a damn if | am!

MASHA: [virtual]
| do, so don’t drink, don’t you dare, period.
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TUZENBACH: [virtual]
If | were you, | wouldn’t go to the headmasters. Simple as that.

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Don’t go, my darling....

MASHA: [virtual]
Don’t go my darling, easy for you to say... what a miserable goddam life.

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Now, now...

SOLYONY: [live]

UL, WL, .
Cheep cheep cheep

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
That’s enough, Vasily Vasilych. That will do.

SOLYONY: [live]
INBIE, /N8I, 1I3E......

Here, chickee, chickee--

KULYGIN: [virtual]
To your health, Colonel! I’m a teacher by profession, but here I’m sort of my own man. And
Masha’s husband. She’s a good one, you know, she’s a good woman.

VERSHININ: [live]
FR! HRIMEER! (X Olga) FRAHEZINNA,

Cheers! To your health! (to Olga) | feel as if I’ve come home.

IRINA: [live]
Masha SKAERIRA. tB+/\TEE, LIASLRERIZBRHA. EARZBEET.
REFHA, 2RI,

Masha isn’t herself today. She married at eighteen, when she thought her husband the most
intelligent man. Not now. He’s good, but not the most intelligent.
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TUZENBACH: [virtual]
What are you thinking?

IRINA: [live]
HRREE...... BAEXIFIENEAA, Vasily Vasilych, Fiaftt,

It’s just.... don’t like that friend of yours, Vasily Vasilych. He scares me.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]

He’s a strange duck. | feel bad for him and he grates on me, but mostly | feel bad for him. When
it’s only me and him, he can be very smart and even sweet, but in a group, he’s rude, a bully.
Let me be around you. What are you thinking?

You’re young...Think how many years we have ahead of us! A long, long carpet of days,
unfolding, full of my love for you....

IRINA: [live]
I8, BILARERERD,

Oh, don’t talk to me about love.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]

| want to live Irina, | have this hunger for struggle, for labor, and this hunger merges in my soul
with my love for you, Irina... as if by design: you are so beautiful, and for that reason, life seems
to me just as beautiful. What are you thinking?

IRINA: [live]

{Ris: EEEEWH.

AR Ah—IXREREIINSR?

NEANI=1BERFKR, EFEMKEAEIT— HKIVEHEREER.
TE, FAImTeE.

BTG, AAFENGE/NE, NEREIEOELE, SRICEEEREERD,
BBREAFEAIFNEEEALE.

You say: life is beautiful.

But what if it only seems that way.

For us, three sisters, life has not been beautiful--it chokes us, like weeds.
Work. We need to work.

That’s why we’re unhappy--we stare at life from the outside in, through a dark pane of glass,
thinking it awful, because we don’t know how to work.
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NATASHA: [live]
f, ARBRNCFET ... B, KB T...... (BW Irina) FZ/ Irina
Sergeyevna, £HWEK! (EAHSH. KKV TH=T) FSEAN! XERZE.

Oh, they’re eating already....oh, dear, I’m late....(seeing Irina) My dear Irina Sergeyevna, happy
birthday! (kisses her on both cheeks strong and long, 3 times) So many guests! | feel quite shy.

OLGA: [virtual]
Ah, Natalya lvanovna has arrived. Hello, my dear girl.

NATASHA: [live]
BLAETNESR, HESEBR, REFEE,
It’s such a big fancy party, | had no idea, I’'m terribly shy.

OLGA: [virtual]
Don’t be silly, we’re all old friends. You’re wearing a green belt! My dear, that’s not good!

NATASHA: [live]
AT A? BAREASH?
Why? Is it bad luck?

OLGA: [virtual]
No, it just doesn’t suit your dress. It’s somehow strange.

NATASHA: [live]
BEWE? XAERNZSETF, WREBKEE.. ...

Do you think so? It’s not really green-green though it’s more of a greeny-beige...

KULYGIN: [virtual]
| hope you find yourself a good husband, Irina. Your clock is ticking.

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Natasha, | hope you catch a husband too.

KULYGIN: [virtual]
Natasha already has a fiancé.
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VERSHININ: [live]
X Vodka KiFi&T. ZR+AREGIRI?

This vodka is delicious. What’s in it?

SOLYONY: [live]
EEEBO

Cockroaches.

NATASHA: [live]
R BRAEL!
Oh! so disgusting?

OLGA: [virtual]
For dinner, we’ll be roasting a bird and having pie. | hope all of you can join us again for dinner.

VERSHININ: [live]
HERBXIRE, SBREK?

Will you allow me the honor of coming?

ANDREI: [live]
AT,

Of course.

NATASHA: [live]
ARIEFEARES,

They don’t stand on ceremony here.

ANDRE!: [live]
IF, F 7! {RAAGBIRIS!

Oh, stop it! Aren’t you sick of yourselves?

SOLYONY: [live]
uhEF!  (H—IKER)
Hold still!
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BR—K! FF!
One more! Wait a minute!

Irina, BEE AR, REAHEHFHNES.

Irina, Look what | brought it makes this crazy sound.

IRINA: [live]
YFRIET!
It’s delightful!

MASHA: [virtual]

By the bending sea, a green oak tree,

Where a golden chain is bound--

And on that chain a cultured cat

spins round and round and round—

Why am | saying this? This phrase stuck in me since early morning...

KULYGIN: [virtual]
Two of us are in love! Is it you, Ivan Romanovich? God help us!

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
why is Natasha Ilvanovna blushing? | can’t imagine...

ANDREI: [live]
"=, BIEM])! FF., F—T, Ht.....

It’s all right, don’t listen to them! Wait. Wait a minute, please...

NATASHA: [live]

AMESET . BANBEREAT — 22 FHKInE. RAEXFEEFHERRRAL
%, AJEFHARE, FHABE...

I’m so embarrassed. --they always laugh at me. | know it’s terrible manners to leave the table
like that, but | can’t, | can’t....
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ANDRE!: [live]
FEN, B OL. 85K, NRZREFRE, WIRETE. Natasha, iR

Hig, BFA, IMEEF, JRBEIR,

My darling, please, don’t take it to heart. Trust me, they’re joking, they mean well. My darling,
they’re sincere, good people, they love me, and you.

NATASHA: [live]
HELAEAIR LR SRR S,

I’m just not used to high society.

ANDRE!: [live]

%, & XA, TENEE!

Natasha, EHEA. B! 1BEFK, BEK, XRREIBAME, BPAEY, AR
wm]! KR, RS hs.:i%@?é?l BEOBER! B4, BHALLEER, At
ARIXEE? WAKIE! FE/, 5R7 Natasha, SHENEFIL, HRER, XRAZER,
BMRERXEZTE! NKgE!

Oh, youth! Beautiful, perfect youth!

Darling, my love, don’t worry! Believe me, believe me, it feels so pure, so good, so alive! I’'m
happy, my soul is giddy with love! With ecstasy! What is it, what, made me fall in love with you,
and why? | have no idea! My dear good, my pure darling, be my wife. | love you, love, like no
one! Never!
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ACT TWO
-

ANDREI! ANDREI!...... ANNNNNDREI?! (&3 Andrei £B CAISENSEHFRE) {REMY

A? Andrei? — iEBME? {RiZRNTIS?
ANDREI! ANDREI!?......ANNNNNDREI?! (discovering Andrei reading in a world to himself)
What are you doing, Andrei?--reading? No lamps lit?!

ANDRE!: [live]

HHAEE, Natasha?
Natasha? What is it?

NATASHA: [live]

KEREHT, WBREWET. AAERST. FMEGEEAFRIM], RFAZEHEF
HaBiE, FRYR 12 |/, BREIETE—SUEMIRHRIEE! IR ERER
B, WEILRT?

Just wanted to make sure no lamps are burning. The help forgets absolutely everything. You
have to watch them like a hawk or the house will simply fall to pieces. Last night at twelve

o’clock | saw a candle burning in the living room! | still don’t know who left it burning. What
time is it?

ANDRE!: [live]
H7 I\
After eight.
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NATASHA: [live]

Olga 1 Irina XAETE? HANS, REELE. Olga fFIEIMIIEHS, Irina RfEER
B, SRIKIBFIVEER: “Irina, {FEREY, " AIRURERNLITHZE. (RRIER
INETAESTIE? FFROFKIAV Bobik £ 7T . BAHASERS? FEXfLER, S
XEEKE, HUOTEAT,

And Olga and lIrina still working. Always working, poor things. Olga’s at some teacher’s meeting,
Irina’s at the telegraph office. This morning | said to your sister, | said, “you really must save
your strength, Irina, my dove”. But she didn’t listen.

Eight fifteen, you said? I’m worried our little Bobik is sick. Why is he so cold? Yesterday he was
so hot, now he’s so cold, I’m worried sick.

ANDRE!: [live]

fthig=, Natasha, FZTF1REER.
He’s fine Natasha, he’s healthy.

NATASHA: [live]
TIFE, BEEREFMARMIVIRE., RIMREFELSREESHEREIIXE. tHilx
ARSI, Andrei,

Maybe. But | think I’ll start him on a new diet. I’m afraid the revelers are descending on us
tonight--it’s better if they don’t come, Andrei.

ANDRE!: [live]
HAME., thilE8eEiE.

| don’t know. They were invited.

NATASHA: [live]

SKX—BR, BFERNEEK, KESTE. FAEMIASHK! "Bobik! " , XA
ftt: “Bobilicious, {R{F, FAV/INfedfe! " fERIKHAR! IZFEEER, 4IRS
&, BRA—— Andrie—— FKEMWBASBRNAPLREE LR,

This morning the baby woke up and looked at me, and he smiled this beautiful smile. And |
knew that he recognized me! “Bobik!” | said, “Bobilicious! Hello, my little boy.” And he laughed!

Babies are so smart, they understand absolutely everything. So—Andrie--I’ll tell the servants
not to let the revelers in tonight?
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ANDREI: [live] (unsure)
(MBAR) XEEFRBENNER. XEi8SE.

It’s up to my sisters. They’re in charge.

NATASHA: [live]

S8, XUEMIIZR, RSB INRRKIRE. tiI&ABR. Bobik xS, FiA
KEEEMRIBENS. MEEZET. HAINZEMRE— 1N sE, EMBERIRSEN
Bk, thamik, Irina RIBERXIERFREMAES T! BTR, XNBEY. ReitiRE
Olga RIFBIE, WASNTRY, RIEMERAER, RERXEER. FEN, FHNENR
IREABBARER?

Of course they’re in charge, too. I’ll tell them what | decided. They’re so sweet. Bobik’s cold,
I’m afraid he’s cold in that room. He must be cold. We should move him to another room, at
least until it’s warmer. Irina’s room would be perfect for a baby! It’s dry and gets sun all day.

I’ll tell her she can share a room with Olga. She won’t care, she’s hardly home. She only sleeps
here. Sweetie, sweetie-pie. Why are you so quiet?

ANDREI: [live]
B AFREY?

What is there to say?

NATASHA: [live]
s, FHARAABRIR 1, X7, BSEBERITR, fthES
ENR,

There was something else | wanted to tell you... Oh, right, Ferapont is here from the town

council. He wants to talk to you.

FERAPONT: [virtual]
The Chairman sent you a book and some papers. Here

ANDRE!: [live]
BT, R, IRIREARRRKG? BRESLKT

Thanks. Good. But why didn’t you come earlier? It’s almost nine o’clock?

FERAPONT: [virtual]
What?
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ANDREI: [live] (loud)
(IREEE) Eii, BAXAKR? BRART!

| said, why so late? It’s almost nine!

FERPONT: [virtual]
True enough, sir. (thinks Andrei said something.) What?

ANDREI: [live]

4. (BERE) I, £EERTUELE, ERER! BRSXAWT, #78XAH
— BERAENOHNY. B8 BEaK! HERESSWP, 45 Protopopov {#1%, LA
EZHMES LEESNERNZERET! XHERK! X 284 FRIRIAEHIE,
SR F, LEEAMEDEHERS |LAAR!

Nothing. (looks through the book.)

Oh, life is so strangely changing, so deceptive! Today | was bored so | picked up this book—my
old notes from university—and | thought, how absurd! My God, I’m a clerk for the county
council, lorded over by Protopopov. I’m a clerk, the most | could hope for is to become a full
member of a provincial county council. Me!—on the county council—me, the same man who

dreams every night he’s a professor at Moscow University, a public intellectual, the pride of
Russial

FERAPONT: [virtual]
Dunno...my hearing’s bad....

ANDRE!: [live]

HEELARE. RNEFATHER. RSEFIORAVER], BREAKIERA. 13
=B, EEK.

HAEE, AEREEE, 2, WRAINEMERR, MA7E Testev' s, BEEHR
HB—XKNEERNSE T L. B S IRE,

| need to talk to someone. My wife doesn’t understand me; my sisters I’m afraid of, | don’t
know why. I’m afraid they’ll poke fun at me, humiliate me.

| don’t drink, | don’t like bars, but how happy I’d be in Moscow right this minute, sitting on a
stool at Testev’s, or the Grand Moscow.
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FERAPONT: [virtual]

Speaking of Moscow, a guy at the office was telling a story the other day. Some guys in
Moscow were eating blintzes. One of them ate forty blintzes!--dropped dead. Maybe it was
forty, maybe fifty? Can’t remember.

ANDREI: [live]

ERERL, (RATLMAESBARKETE, — P ABRANR, BIAERARER, JRIFR
SWERRBEA. EXERE, (REEHAR, ARBEHARIR. (RAITEBCSEIMNE
Ao —BEEA. PEEMAUR,

In Moscow you can be sitting in a huge restaurant full of people. You don’t know anyone and
no one knows you, but you don’t feel like a stranger. Here, in this town, you know everyone,
and everyone knows you, but you feel like a foreigner. A stranger. Strange, and alone.

FERAPONT: [virtual]

What?

Oh, and this same guy was saying there’s this rope, he says, stretches all they way across
Moscow.

ANDREI: [live]
P ABXFE?
What for?

FERAPONT: [virtual]
Dunno. That’s what the guy said.

ANDREI: [live]
fteELIFRY. (EB) (REDERRIG?

He made it up. (reading his book). Have you ever been to Moscow?

FERAPONT: [virtual]
Nope. Not in God’s plan.
Mind if | go?

ANDRE!: [live]
=B, %, {REBERERECE. EIE.

Yes, go then. Good-night. You can pick up these papers tomorrow morning.
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ANDREI: [live]
M ~ !
Oh, well.

MASHA: [virtual]

You can get used to anything. It took us a while after Father died to get used to not having all of
his officers around the house. It may be different in other towns, but here, the most well-
mannered, cultured, attractive people are in the military!

VERSHININ: [live]
HBAOET. REIEHER.

I’m suddenly thirsty. I’d love some tea.

MASHA: [virtual]

It’ll be ready soon. They married me off when | was eighteen. | was afraid of my husband
because he was a teacher and | was barely out of school. | thought he was the most wise,

cultured, important man I’d ever met. Not anymore. Oh well.

And the rest of the people in this town they’re so rude, they have no manners, no culture.

VERSHININ: [live]

ZBHY..... AEERER, EATFRE—HTH. (REIITABLZEA, BBEANRMDF—
— fOREEAIZ ML, RS 7, SEANZENESESRENRER, X
E? FMAAETR, TERIABERTEE. RIIATANECHEFHIEFREIRE? 1

MR AR IREIREE?

It seems to me, the military and civilians are equally uninteresting. Listen to any soldier or
intellectual around here—he’s sick of his wife, he’s sick of his house. Russians are supposed to
be lofty thinkers—right? Our heads are in the clouds—but our feet are in the mud. Why are we
sick of our children, sick of our wives? Why are they sick and tired of us?

MASHA: [virtual]
You’re not yourself today.
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VERSHININ: [live]

WBIFE. MR ERIMAEEIRIZARA, WINAKEFR. 8X%ZFER, TR —8
B I ASBIXE—I R, KB, (RSRMZEBWIET, IRBFERAE.
Could be. | forgot to eat lunch. | haven’t eaten since morning. And my daughter’s under the

weather. My conscience eats away at me when my daughters are sick—it kills me, what they’ve
got for a mother. You should have seen her today she’s almost not a person.

VERSHININ: flive]
HMNRARXERRY, S, FMRARR. BIERNS...... BRTIR, BEBEREA B

| never talk about this. It’s strange, you’re the only one | complain to....
Don’t be angry with me. Without you, | have no one, no one...

MASHA: [virtual]
What a strange sound in the chimney. Before my father died, the chimney made a whooshing
noise, just like that.

VERSHININ: [live]
{RR(FNS?

Are you superstitious?

MASHA: [virtual]
Yes.

VERSHININ: [live]
{FRMNEER. S A. EHIEN! XEIArE, REAREESIFRRRE, NA=.

You are a wondrous, magnificent woman. Magnificent-wondrous! It’s dark but | can see your
eyes, how they shine.

VERSHININ: [live]
HRR, W KMRRVIRES. ERETES WRA—2—2)...... Fi#l. JENAIZA.

I love, love, love...love your eyes, and | dream of how you move...Magnificent, wondrous
woman.

MASHA: [virtual]
When you talk that way, | laugh, even though I’m afraid.
Someone’s coming, change the subject.
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IRINA: [live]

Ry, JHEEEIZRT ., SREMALKGHFITER, BEMRLFEHT., FTEE
AKXEBEATERRRHRIEL, SRAFHUFHHITEEREAHET, IET—1TASF,
M—MMERNEF, RRATGABOIARS, Fix: "HiRTSEXME" . fUXER
KT, B, KXT! (EESMREHE) BFERIREESHmIKL?

Oh, God, I’m finally home. Today a woman needed to telegraph her brother that her son died.
And she can’t remember his address. So she sends it without an address, just writes down a
name, and a town. | was rude to her for no reason. | said: “I don’t have time for this.” It just

came out. Oh, how stupid! (Calling out to the stage and screens) Are the revelers coming
tonight?

MASHA: [virtual]
Yes.

IRINA: [live]
(ATF) BHEKRR. HRET.

(sitting down) | have to rest. I'm tired.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
When you come home from work, you look like a sad child...

IRINA: [live]

KE7T. HIRERE, Bt

BEBIMNEIIE. XOTEAEEHK, TE2EAMES. KB, BEEN, BAEER
RETE. XEERRAEFR. RERXHIE,

FERREEAE AN Andrei EHR/RERIEIS, fth{iTi Andrei i T FBF7h.,

W ERIthiatk. THRIE—DEEYE, RMNEITHAILEFXEY., B, X! K&
MRERZ NEHRRL, BEFEBIRIKR T .

I’m tired. | hate the telegraph office, | really do.

| have to find another job. The things | wanted, the things | dreamed of —are not at the
telegraph office. It’s labor, without poetry, without meaning.

Last night the doctor and Andre were out at the club gambling again. They say Andre lost 200

rubles, he lost again two weeks ago. If he’d just go ahead and lose everything, maybe we could
leave this town. Oh, God! | dream of Moscow every night. I’m like a crazy person.
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MASHA: [virtual]
We can’t let Natasha find out about all the money he’s lost.

IRINA: [live]
WARAIRTEFIE,  (XF Vershinin) {REABBALER?

| can’t imagine that she cares. (to Vershinin) Why are you so quiet?

VERSHININ: [live]
AHNE. HBBRR, BREAEGFRRE—MR, SRS TIZFRA. ...

I don’t know. I’d like some tea. Half my life for a cup of tea! | forgot to eat this morning....

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Irina Sergeyevnal

IRINA: [live]
(e

What is it?

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Come here. Venez ici.

I’'m lost without you.

VERSHININ: [live]
BESAZORIZR, BBEA A ANSRITICEHEZIE,

Well, if the tea isn’t coming, we might as well philosophize.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
About what?

VERSHININ: [live]
tbamii, AL TR, 3STR=8%F, £EF2SEAHEMN.

For instance, life as it will be [live]d after we’re gone, in two or three hundred years.
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TUZENBACH: [virtual]

Well, after we’re gone, people will most likely fly in balloons,

wear a different cut of coat and discover a sixth sense.

But life will essentially be just the same.

It’s difficult, and happy, and full of mystery.

A thousand years from now, people will still be sighing, just as we do: Oh, life is hard!
All the same, they will fear death. And try to avoid dying. Just as we do now.

VERSHININ: [live]

KIS H ER—EER, —K—RitER, WNEELmm, il EEHENE, &
ERWEE. =B8F. SE2—T5F MR, FEINAEE, MR, FIINEES
ARMAETE, AIREAISKMEN TENEEMEE. FILIF— 15— FKAi]
AETHECIEAMFRIAE. XARKNEFNER, HEEBER: XZ2HKII=E.

| think everything in the world changes, little moment by little moment, while we’re watching
life go by, it’s changing, imperceptibly. In two or three hundred years—or a thousand—a new
life, a happy life, will begin, and we won’t be part of it, but it’s what we [live] for, now. We're

working—we’re suffering—for it, without realizing it, we’re building it. And that’s the purpose
of our being here at all; you might say: that alone is our happiness.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
What’s funny?

MASHA: [virtual]
I don’t know. | started laughing this morning and now | can’t stop laughing.

VERSHININ: [live]

BHeKBLR— EXRZHENELTF T — HERESEIRAL, DHER!
BT EHBEERE, BRNZREE.

BRI, T, BIIF.

MEEE=E, BEBREIHKIIEKFAN,

My hair is turning gray—any minute now I’ll be an old man—and still | know so little, so very
little.

Happiness isn’t ours to have, nor should it be.
All we can do is work, and work, and work,
and if any happiness comes of it, we’ll leave it for those who come long after us.
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TUZENBACH: [virtual]
According to you, we shouldn’t even dream of happiness!

VERSHININ: [live]
NaY--
IX%EO

No.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]

Obviously we don’t see eye to eye.

Two or three hundred years, it’s immaterial. Even in a million years, life will be exactly the
same. Life is unchanging, it remains constant, follows its own laws—laws that aren’t any of our
business that we’ll never understand.

Birds who migrate—cranes—they fly on and on—no matter what thoughts, big or small,
wander into their heads.

They fly, not knowing why or where.

Even if one or two birds become a philosopher, still they fly.

MASHA: [virtual] VO
But there must be meaning.

TUZENBACH: [virtual] VO
Meaning... Look: it’s snowing. What is the meaning of snow?

MASHA: [virtual] VO

| think a person has to believe in something,

or search out some kind of faith;

otherwise life is empty, nothing.

How can you live not knowing why the cranes fly,
why children are born, why there are stars in the sky...

VERSHININ: [live]

AERATIEKITFR.

Too bad we can’t stay young.
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ANFISA: [live]
Iril? Irina, FEZFH, (X3 Vershinin) EEXA, BAR. FiRk, 2N, BT
1RI9R=F.

Iri!? Irina, tea’s ready. (to Vershinin) Tea is served, your Excellency. Forgive me, dear, I’ve
forgotten your name.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
The die is cast. Masha, I’m resigning from the military.

MASHA: [virtual]
| heard. Too bad. | hate civilians.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
I’m going to start working. For once | want to work so hard that when | come home at night,
dead tired, | can pour myself into bed and fall right to sleep. Real laborers must sleep soundly.

NATASHA: [live]
EERDE/ N, ERH2EIREBET. ik "{R%F, Bobik! {R&r, LOHFEN! “ 1t
HBPEEER, BRATRINAYHRM. ...

Babies who are still breast-feeding understand absolutely everything. Hello, Bobik,” | said.
“Hello sweetheart!” And he gives me this look—this incredible look...

SOLYNONY: [live]
WRMMEFRNZT, RSCHERuadR BRI T

If that child were mine, | would fry him up in a frying pan and eat him.

NATASHA: [live]
BABRLEE! IRHFRIA!
What a rude, badly brought up man!
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VERSHININ: [live]

BIJLR, BE 7T —MNEESKEN—ARIC. tIETHUESE, FRMEEMESN. S
TTERERMEFEIN S, FRITEEHRHME, Rnsi. SMEEEKAIE
=, E/IRNESEHATKE! B, R, HABRERBE vET! 2E2MR/ME
ERERL, (REAREEREHRL. & BIIKnLEREFEE, FIREHhE, [E
E.

The other day | was reading this diary of some French politician, he was convicted of fraud, and
wrote it in prison. He talks with such rapture, such delight, about the birds he saw through his
prison window. When he was a politician, he never noticed the birds! But, of course, after he’s
out of jail, he stops noticing the birds! If you [live]d in Moscow, you would cease to see Moscow

once you actually [live]d there. See: we can never have happiness itself. We can only wish for it,
long for it.

ANFISA: [live]
B—HERE, KE.

A letter came for you, sir.

VERSHININ: [live]
HEY? (BdEk) BEL. () B.... FFER, Masha?

For me? (takes the letter) From my daughter. (reads). Yes, of course. (Calling out for Masha) ---

Excuse me, Masha?..

VERSHININ: [live]

KBHE—T., BABRT., BEXE......
I’ll just slip out. | won’t have tea.

It’s always the same old story.

MASHA: [virtual]
What happened?

VERSHININ: [live]
BAKNIRSERT., BwmEx, HEBHE, RASKH. XEEET. =20, B
Z Masha...... FIEEEFF,

My wife poisoned herself again. | must go. I’ll slip out, no one will notice. Horribly unpleasant
all of this. My good, sweet kind woman....I’ll go quietly.
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ANFISA: [live]
fb R ZBRER KM ? T KINIFERmsk! K !

Where’s he going? | just served the tea! Lord have mercy.

MASHA: (Angrily.) [virtual]

Oh, stop it.

You’re always nosing into our affairs!

I’ve had it up to here with you, old woman!

ANFISA: [live]
IREALESMH, FEN?

Why are you so offended, dear?

ANDRE!: [live]

(from off-stage) Anfisa!

ANFISA: [live]
“Anfisa” | {tEixiz =R ELTEIREE. ...

"Anfisal” He just sits there.

MASHA: [virtual] to Irina
Enough with the cards! Drink your tea.

IRINA: [live]
{RRAIE, Masha!

You’re being mean, Masha.

MASHA: [virtual]
Well, if I’m mean, don’t talk to me. Don’t touch me!

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
(laughing) Don’t touch Masha, don’t touch her!

MASHA: [virtual]

You’re sixty years old, but you act like a goddamned child.

The Three %%gyri
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NATASHA: [live]

¥EM Masha, BEARXHFNFIRNE? (MEE=00, AENXmIE, NRFEASHE
O, EHES—EZAEH, (REAFFNE) Je vous prie pardonnezmoi, Marie, mais
vous avez des manieres un peu grossieres. 2

Masha dear, why do you use language like that? You have a lovely face, and nice features, and
I’m sure you could be charming in society if it weren’t for your swearing. (pronouncing badly)
Je vous prie, pardonnez moi, Marie, mais vous avez des manieres un peu grossieres.

NATASHA: [live]

fthEE 7! WY, hSRERRG, BEMLE. HEEEMM. FFRR,

He woke up! Oh, dear, he’s a little fussy today, | hope he’s all right. I’ll go check on him. Excuse
me.

IRINA: [live]
AR E R ER 2501 ?

But where has the Colonel gone?

MASHA: [virtual]
Home. Something’s wrong with his wife.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
Vassily Vassilich, you’re always sitting alone, thinking--thinking God knows what. Look, let’s
have a truce. Let’s have some cognac.

SOLYONY: [live]
AR ALL? BIEBZEFH.

What truce? We weren’t fighting.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
You always give me the feeling there’s something off between us. You’re a strange man you
have to admit.

2 RE, WEKRRRR, B, JRIRRIELEE—~AEE.
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SOLYONY: [live]
(BFIR) "EELE, aUBIERER? AEESE, Aleko! " [5]3

III

(declaiming) | am strange, but who is not? “Be not angry, Aleko

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
Who’s Aleko?

SOLYONY: [live]

SEAHAANRIE—E, BASTEERE, MR, IREAZRIGS, KNXE
NN EE, HFEihR/UE, AIEKILITFSATRE, BEaHE. XAEELUERA,
When I’m alone with one other person, | feel fine. I’m like anyone else. But in a group, | feel

boring and shy, so | enjoy saying utter horseshit. But I’m more honest and noble than most
people. And | can prove it.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
You’re always getting on my nerves. And you pick on me in public, constantly, but still, I like
you. What the hell. No matter what else happens today, I’m going to get drunk. Let’s drink.

SOLYONY: [live]

FHIE,
Let’s drink.

BMWELBHR, BR. I2BREE —MERIPIRENFANRZE, (WOKEEEH
—HREKE, EFLif)

I never had anything against you, Baron. But | have the soul of a poet who gets killed in a duel.
(takes a bottle of cologne and sprinkles it on his hands)

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
| handed in my resignation. For five years, I’ve been dreaming about it, and finally, it’s decided:
I’m going to work.

SOLYONY: [live]
(BHIR) “AREBLES, Aleko! T, STRRVE...."
“Be not angry, Aleko! Forget, forget thy dreams...”

*EREIT (RK) FRIEF.
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TUZENBACH: [virtual]
When are the revelers coming?

IRINA: [live]
MNBERNREPE], NiZD EEKRT .

They promised to come around nine, so any time now.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
Let’s drink, Andrei. To friendship! I’ll go with you. To Moscow, to the university!

SOLYONY: [live]
B—FrKZE? EERIERFTARE.

Which one? There are two universities in Moscow.

ANDRE!: [live]
BERIRB—AE,

There’s only one university in Moscow.

SOLYONY: [live]
SRR, BMAT.

I’m telling you there are two.

ANDRE!: [live]
FERENE, MECE=MIE! BT,

Make it three! The more the merrier.

SOLYONY: [live]

RHTRIEMETARZE! |BRY, RS, ATRMRMMIAEEIRANE, RARESIFRIES,
AFAE. FHEZERS—EREE. (A&l JELE)

In Moscow there are two universities! The old and the new. But if you don’t want to listen
because | annoy you, I’ll stop talking. I’ll even go to another room. (Solyony exits)

TUZENBACH: [virtual]

Bravo, bravo! (laughs)
All right, ladies and gentlemen, let’s get started. I’m ready to play.

46



© 0N O O A WDN PP

e
— O

N N DN PR R R R R R R
N B ©O ©o N U M W

N N DN
o b~ W

N
[ep]

N
By

W W NN
_ O ©O©

w
N

W w W w w
~N o o1~ W

The Three %%gyri

A waltz begins, live the company except for Natasha dance with abandon.

NATASHA: [live]
(scolding Chebutykin for his drunkenness)

lvan Romanych!

MASHA: [virtual]
The baron is drunk, the baron is drunk, the baron is drunk!

IRINA: [live]
BAT?
What is it?

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Time for us to go. Goodnight, everyone.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
Goodnight. Time to go.

IRINA: [live]
EEF— RFESIREEEAD?

Wait—what about the revelers?

ANDREI: [live]

fitfi I~k 7. Natasha i Bobik &EFAR, FrLA...... /LR, H—REANBE.... HBA
B,

There won’t be any. Natasha says Bobik isn’t feeling well, and....the thing is, | don’t know...and |
decidedly do not care.

IRINA: [live] with a hint of sarcasm
Bobik A&FAR.

Bobik isn’t well.

MASHA: [virtual]
It isn’t Bobik who’s sick, it’s Natasha...right here! (taps her forehead with her finger) She’s a
piece of work.
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Irina exits SL
Anfisa clean up the cards, goes to the table to clean up
Andrei to DSR

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
| never managed to get married because life passed me by in a flash, and because | was crazy
about your mother, who was already married.

ANDRE!: [live]
ARZEE, ST T .

People shouldn’t get married. It’s boring.

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
True, but solitude is a terrible thing, my friend.

ANDREI: [live] (reaching for a bottle for the road)

KSR T, EKHLESILE, RREAXETR. WkERER. ShizEAES?

| won’t gamble tonight, I’ll just sit and watch. | don’t feel well. | have this shortness of breath.
What should | do for shortness of breath?

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Don’t ask me! | can’t remember, my friend. Don’t know.

......................................................................................................... [2.6)
IRINA: [live]

THEIRT?

Who is it?

ANFISA: [live]
EFRSREE!

It’s the revelers!

IRINA: [live]
oes, SR, KRERA, BRIR.

Nanny, tell them no one’s home, | hope they forgive us.
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SOLYONY: [live]
AT . BEIHEET?

No one’s here. Where is everyone?

IRINA: [live]
[EZX7T.

Gone home.

SOLYONY: [live]
B3R, BRIR—1PA?

That’s strange. You’re all alone?

IRINA: [live]
=19, Rz,
Yes. Goodnight.

SOLYONY: [live]
HERIAKFTALT, BRKEBET. IRIFHMEMAS—F freiE, MBEBEE
H...  AEREIEETH#HER, RE1R. KER, TR, LTIERER

| behaved badly, | was being stupid. You’re not like the others—you’re pure, above it all, you

can see the truth...You’re the only one who can understand me, you alone. | love, deeply and
endlessly love--

IRINA: [live]
{REME,

Go away.

SOLYONY: [live]
IRBIREREATER. (1BEMh) HHIFER! RAIREK! RRORES, a0, S=2R. 28
=! BRSNS EERIARBGIRXEE. ...

| can’t live without you. (going after her) My bliss! My soul’s happiness! Those eyes of yours,

those mysterious, stunning, almost-too-bright eyes! I've never seen another woman with eyes
anything like yours....
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The Three %%gyri

IRINA: [live]
(RRNOR) AFEiR T, Vassily Vassilich,
(coldly) stop it, Vassily Vassilich.

SOLYONY: [live]

XEHF—REFTE, BFEEEAMEXMMRLE, GERTE—ERK. (BFE
X) ¥, iRKR, BEWEAK. TRREA MR, BXHMRRE, HeTHERFRE
1BE.

It’s the first time I’ve spoken to you of love, and I’m not standing on this earth, I’m on another

planet. Well, fine. You can’t force love. But | won’t stand for any rivals.
(ominous) | swear to you by all that’s holy, I’ll kill the competition.

NATASHA: [live]
B, AFRE, Vasily Vasilych, FARBROXE, KRFEEK!

Oh, excuse me, Vasily Vasilych, | didn’t know you were here, I’m in my night-gown!

SOLYONY: [live]
EEFN, B!
Who cares. Good-bye!

NATASHA: [live]
RER7T, FEZEM. Fa8! (¥ Irina) {RAOZER MEE,

You're tired, sweetheart. Poor thing! (kisses Irina) You should get to bed earlier.

IRINA: [live]
Bobik fE 7 157?
Is Bobik sleeping?

NATASHA: [live]

[y, NIESAT. W7, FE, REFEMRK. KIS Bobik RIBIEIAISKH
2, ([FREERRESZSF. FER, REEA8ERE] Olga FBia?

He is, but not very well. By the way, dear, | wanted to talk to you. | think it’s too cold and damp

in Bobik’s nursery. But your room is just perfect for a baby. Darling, would you be a love and
move in with Olga?
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The Three %%gyri

IRINA: [live]
(RWTE) WRER?

(not understanding) Where?

NATASHA: [live]

{R#0 Olga fE—(A)f5, it Bobik EERAVGEIE. MERENNKEE. FHSKEthR:
“Bobik-wobik, {REEEH, 2EEH! " tEHAIPARTZRNRIEEEIK.

You and Olga can share a room, and for now, Bobik can have yours. He’s such an angel. Today |

said to him, Bobik-wobik, you’re mine, all mine! And he looked at me with those sweet little
eyes.

—Es2 Olga, BPAMRAEIK!
That’s probably Olga. She’s so late!

Anfisa whispers to Natasha.

Protopopov? fEYFE! Protopopov fE5MNE, £9FcHE, —R#ER, (5KX) BA
M- SEER! HMENTODH, HB—4ERER. (WNE) Skt REHE.
Protopopov? He’s such a riot! Protopopov is outside, and wants me to take a ride with him. In

his sleigh. (Laughs) Men are funny! I'll just go for fifteen minutes, a little spin. (to Anfisa) Tell
him I’'m coming.

KULYGIN: [virtual]
How do you like that! They said there would be a party!

VERSHININ: [live]
TR, BABH—T, BRSFFN., IR REEEFEESNRESE.

| just left a little while ago, maybe half an hour, and they were waiting for the revelers.

IRINA: [live]
AFREET .

Everyone’s gone.

KULYGIN: [virtual]
Masha too? Why is Protopopov downstairs waiting in a sleigh? Who’s he waiting for?

51



O© 00 N O b W N -

e =
N R O

[EY
w

e el el
© 0O N o oA

N D DN DNDDDNDNDNDN
~N o 0o~ W NN - O

W W W W wWwwwhNh N
o O A WDNPEFEP OO ©

w w
oo

The Three %%gyri

IRINA: [live]
AEEFK. EET.

Don’t interrogate me. I’'m tired.

KULYGIN: [virtual]
Well, Little-Miss-Princess.

OLGA: [virtual]
I’'m worn out. Our headmistress is sick, so I'll have to take her place. Oh, head, my head hurts,
my head... Yesterday Andrei lost two hundred roubles at cards. The whole town is talking.

VERSHININ: [live]
HHEFEITE, tE—RMIEECSSRT. FHRE,

My wife wanted to scare me and she came this close to poisoning herself. It’s all right now.

KULYGIN: [virtual]
Did my wife go home?

IRINA: [live]
HAEZIE,
She must have.

KULYGIN: [virtual]
Goodnight. | was planning to spend the evening in pleasant company—o fallacem hominum
spem!

VERSHININ: [live]
BRER: FERENRS.

“oh how treacherous the hope of men”

OLGA: [virtual]

Head hurts, head...Andrei lost. Whole town talking. I'm going to bed. Tomorrow’s a holiday.
Oh, God, how lovely that will be!l Tomorrow I’'m free, the day after I'm free. My head hurts, oh,
head.

IRINA: [live]
ABET . iRA T,
Everyone’s gone. No one’s left.
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NATASHA: [live] (In a fur coat and hat crossing through.)
BN LERMERR ! RHEHNE .

Home in half an hour! Ill just take the littlest ride.

IRINA: [live]
FUSIERR, FIBSHRRL, FUBIHRRY

To Moscow, to Moscow, to Moscow!

The Three %%gyri
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ACT THREE
=R

ANFISA: [live]

2], S JERSREREER T .. .. "ERIB, B3R! EiR:  AEXFEFALERRE.,
WAISRT, "FAIAE, SEIPRET, KW, BRI, © (FRERE! B
FTEEBLZA, RRERFH ...

They’re hiding under the stairs, children... “Come up now, come up”, | say, “you can’t sit there
like that”. And they cry. “Daddy, we don’t now where he is. Please God, don’t make him be all
burnt up.” Can you imagine! And in the yard, so many people, half-naked...

OLGA: [virtual]

What in the world is happening! My God!

The whole street must have burned to the ground.

The poor Vershinins are scared to death, their house is almost charred to pieces. They should
spend the night with us. We can’t let them go back home.

(to Anfisa) Give everything away. We don’t need it. Give it all away. Nana. We can’t let the
Vershinins go home. The little girls can sleep in the living room, Vershinin downstairs with the
baron, Vershinin’s wife--the living room. The doctor is drunk, of course--can barely stand—we
can’t let anyone near him..

ANFISA: [live]
Olya, ZEZEM, AELBFHAHI]! KKAR!

Olya, dear, don’t put me out of the house! Please!

OLGA: [virtual]
Oh, Nanny, what a silly thing to say, no one is putting you out of the house.

ANFISA: [live]
BIE. HTE! BRIt RTT. BIFAREER: "BitiEE! © 2Ry
HRPRE? WER? F/\+257, R\ +27......

I labor, | work! But I’'m getting weak, and | hear everyone say, “Get rid of her!” But where would
| go? I’'m over eighty, almost eighty-two...
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The Three %%gyri

OLGA: [virtual]
Sit, sit. Nanny. You’re tired, poor thing. You just rest, my good one. You’re so pale!

NATASHA: [live]

it JZRA T RERIE SR, WERREM. AHTAR? SHNER., BiBR, B
BAMIZEFEA, FAEE? XEEHRARSRIE. /) Bobik #1/)\ Sofia [RIRFEE T,
FEEHFRTAERRE. RN REEBWAFTH T, EEHPEIIA. RAEE
MTIHRE, BEER N ERTFSEIER.

| hear they want to create a charity to help the fire victims, it’s such a good idea. As a general
rule, rich people should help poor people, don’t you find? It’s the responsibility of the rich.
Bobik and little Sofia dropped off to sleep with no fuss, as if nothing in the world could ever be

wrong. So many people everywhere! The house is crammed full, | can’t move without bumping
into someone. AND there’s a terrible flu going around, I’m worried the children will catch it.

HAFEFEEREER. ARBRKHT., FEN! RARE! 33 Anfisa, ieibin)
EXEBLE, (RREARBAE? k! [RHE!

I must look terrible. People say I'm “filling out” in the middle. It’s not true! Not a bit! (To Anfisa,
cold) How dare you sit when I'm standing right here? Get up! And get out!

K2R HE, (REAKXEEBNELRE,
Why do you keep that old lady, | can’t for the life of me understand--

OLGA: [virtual]
Excuse me?

NATASHA: [live]

EXBE—RAIRE. ERRE, NMIZTHREIZT..... THXENSH! FERRKEG
RF. iRABRIABANZEEXE.,

She has no purpose at all here. She’s a peasant, she should be put out to pasture....why do you
coddle her! I like order in the house. Useless people have no place in the home.
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The Three %%gyri

OLGA: [virtual]

You were so rude to Nanny...I’m sorry | can’t stand it. | can’t even see-- black dots in front of
my eyes...

Try to understand, my dear—you might say we were raised strangely, but | will not stand for
this. The way you treated her, it makes me sick.

Even the smallest blunder, a word said without gentleness, it makes my stomach churn.

NATASHA: [live]
ARRRER: Olga, MAYRAIZIERIZ TE.

But you have to agree with me, my dear: she could go [live] in the country.

OLGA: [virtual]
She’s been with us thirty years.

NATASHA: [live]
thAgEL{E. WAEEER, MEELE.

She can’t work. She sleeps, or she sits.

OLGA: [virtual]
So let her sit.

NATASHA: [live]
1EabAR? R TA. A TR, Olga, FBMRE, B8NS, HIIBLAEMEF—
— FHEREINERE? AHA?

Let her sit? She’s a servant. | don’t understand you, Olga. | have a nurse and a wet-nurse; we
have a maid, a cook—why do we need that old lady? Why?

A fire alarm rings.

OLGA: [virtual]
This one night and | am ten years older.
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NATASHA: [live]

Olga, {REFRR, BERE, (RICEHH, BEEEXIR. WRHRAAEARE, B

A AZRRA. AR HHRAT! ... BAXE L, BVEBRERITEEL. EW

... () BNERE! FIEHRES! 3IEHK! B, MRIEAREETE, il
BV, KEZT.

Olga. You live at school, | live at home. You have your teaching, | have a house to run. And when
| say something about the servants, well then | know what I’'m saying, | know what | am
saying!...And by tomorrow morning, | don’t want to see that old bag, that old thief...(stamping
her feet)...that witch! Don’t you dare make me mad! Don’t you dare! Truly, if you don’t move
yourself downstairs, we’ll be at each other, always. It’s terrible.

KULYGIN: [virtual]

Where is Masha? The fire, they say, is burning out. Only one block burned down—at first, with
that wind blowing, it looked as though the whole town would go. I’m exhausted, Olga, my
dear... | often think if it weren’t for Masha, | would have married you. You’re so good. I’m so
tortured. (listens for something)

OLGA: [virtual]
What is it?

KULYGIN: [virtual]
The doctor’s on a bender, drinking to get drunk, to spite us. —here he comes.

KULYGIN: [virtual]
Oy, what a one! The scoundrel!

OLGA: [virtual]
He hasn’t had a drop of liquor in two years suddenly he’s completely gone.
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The Three %%gyri

CHEBUTYKIN: (Morosely) [virtual]

Devil, devils...They think I’m a doctor, can cure any disease, but | know positively nothing. I’ve
forgotten everything | knew, every goddam thing.

To hell with it! Last Wednesday | treated a woman--she died—and it’s my fault she died. Yes...|
used to know something--twenty five years ago, but now | know nothing. Nothing. My head, it’s
empty, my soul, it’s cold. Maybe I’m not even a man but a walking thing who appears to have
arms, legs...a head; Maybe | don’t exist at all, | only think | walk and sleep and eat. Oh, not to
exist! The hell with it. That woman dead on Wednesday, she came back to me, everything came
back to me...and my soul became crooked, ugly, vile...I went, | got drunk.

IRINA: [live]
K, BTIE, F2BARE.

Here, No one will come in here.

VERSHININ: [live]
SSBL TR, AREANIMERSSHIDE! BEEYVIMKF! Bk A— BERESEHRE
I&! FANIBEEIIMAF!

If it weren’t for the soldiers, the whole town would have burned down! Our brave boys! Slavs—
they are a golden people! Our boys!

KULYGIN: [virtual]
Huh? (he s slowing waking up) Masha, my Masha-mine...

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
After three. It’s getting light.

IRINA: [live]
RREERLEKT, IRABEIZE. {RAVBEBAN Vassily Vassilyitch BAMAERRER— ([
Chebutykin) E4%, {RiZEET.

Everyone’s sitting in the hall, no one’s leaving. That Vassily Vassilyitch of yours is sitting—(to
Chebutykin on screen) Doctor, you should go to bed.

KULYGIN: [virtual]

Ivan Romanych, you’re officially soused. | commend you! In vino veritas, as the ancients would
say.
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The Three %%gyri

VERSHININ: flive]
HAERITEIER, RENX N EASEAE— BARRREER=— B ARZEFEF]
T,

Yesterday | heard a rumor that our brigade is being transferred—some say Poland—others say
Siberia.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
| heard that too. What then? The town will be completely empty.

IRINA: [live]
FpR, EMNBsEFXE!

And we’ll be gone too!

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
To pieces!

KULYGIN: [virtual]
Breaking such a valuable thing! Ah, lvan Romanych, You get a minus zero for behavior!

IRINA: [live]
X 2SS A T RIRT .

That clock was Mama'’s.

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual] (speaking down into his fallen phone on the floor)

So it was Mama’s... Maybe | wasn’t breaking it, only seems like | broke it. Maybe it only seems
like we exist, but really--there is no we...

| don’t know anything, no one knows anything. What are you all looking at? Natasha is
schtupping Protopopov, and you don’t see it. You all just sit there not seeing, but Natasha is
schtupping Protopopov.
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VERSHININ: [live]

FrESIBEREET.

AXIzie, SRR, BEE—EF— BIINEFRE, IR L) LIEE]
M, AFERK. FiE NSRS, BRERAKRLI, FIAERRAIHRIREE
MERE, BEY, &8E— FEEH— —alimk. 248, B2,
HAOE, X, 38, WIEELEHARRYES? BAlE(], e, R84
F: IEHLE, REEHSOER?

How strange everything is.

When the fire began, | ran home fast as | could, got there, my two little girls were standing at
the door in their underwear, no mother in sight, the street red with fire, the noise terrible.
People running, horses running, dogs—and | look at the faces of my little girls—panic, terror
and my heart froze when | saw those faces. My God, | thought, what more will these girls have
to live through? | grabbed them, ran, thinking one thought: what more will they have to live
through in this world?

The fire alarm sounds.

HRBXE, SR EEXE, KRE, KEES.

| come here, their mother’s here, screaming, angry.

SOLYONY: [live]
(R) BT #BT!

Burned down, burned clean away! Everything.

IRINA: [live]
BHAHFRRY? &5t T?

What is there to joke about? Everything gone?

SOLYONY: [live]
— FREBAF!
Nothing left!
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The Three %%gyri

IRINA: [live]
B{REF, Vassily Vassilyitch,

Please leave, Vassily Vassilyitch.

SOLYONY: [live]
R LBETLUAR, FEifee?

Why the baron and not me?

VERSHININ: [live]
RERY, FEMZEF. KEEFET?

We should all go, really. How’s the fire?

SOLYONY: [live]

ITRREIER Y. A, WEA, BRREREFERE: AMABEILUEER, FTAE? (BHE
K, E5Lif)

They say it’s dying down. No, really, it’s very strange to me: why can the Baron be here, and not
me? (Sprinkling himself with perfume)

VERSHININ: (to Solyony) [live]
(58, X¢ Solyony) EME, ZEKTEME.

Come on, let’s go to the hall.

SOLYONY: [live]
T, . (BEEE) VWL

Very well, my dear sir. (Solyony stares at the Baron.) Cheep cheep.

IRINA: [live]
Solyony iBZEEEESHEAL! (IRiFiHh) EREET! B8 E5!

Solyony smoked the whole room up! (she looks to Tuzenbach’s screen startled) The Baron’s
asleep! Baron! Baron!

TUZENBACH: (Waking from his dream delirious) [virtual]

| am going to the brick factory, to start work...I spoke with them already...Irina you’re so pale,
so beautiful, so charming...your skin lightens the dark air, like a lamp....You’re sad, you’re not
satisfied with life. Come away with me, come away, and we’ll work together!
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MASHA: [virtual]
Nikolay Lovitch, leave.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]

I’m going... | look at you now and | remember the day of your birthday, some time ago, when
you were so full of joy, and life, rhapsodizing about labor...What a happy life appeared before
my eyes then! Where is it Irina? ...if only | were allowed to give my life for you!

MASHA: [virtual]
Nikolay Lovitch, leave! Truly.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
I’m going...

MASHA: [virtual]
Are you asleep, Fyodor?

KULYGIN: [virtual]
Huh? (he s slowing waking up) Masha, my Masha-mine...

KULYGIN: [virtual]

My wife is a good woman...| love you, my only one...

I’ve been married to you for seven years, but it feels like yesterday we took our vows. On my
word, it’s true, you’re a remarkable woman. I’m content, content, content!

MASHA: [virtual]

I’m fed up, up! I can’t get it out of my head. It’s shocking. | mean Andrei... He mortgaged this
house to the bank, his wife takes all the money, but the house isn’t his, it belongs to the four of
us!

KULYGIN: [virtual]
Nothing to do Masha, nothing to do...his debt is crushing him...God help him.

MASHA: [virtual]
In any case, it’s shocking.

KULYGIN: [virtual]
You and | aren’t poor. | work, | teach, | tutor. I’m an honest man. A simple man. Omnia mea
mecum porto, as they say.
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MASHA: [virtual]
| don’t need a single thing, it’s the injustice that makes me want to scream. Please leave,
Fyodor.

KULYGIN: [virtual]
You’re tired. Rest a little.
I’m content, I’m content, I’m content.

IRINA: [live]

BRY, Andrei BRI, IR ALERE, (RESKIR! MEEIHURH, J2F
AMERAZEECS T HIASNIENERR. Protopopov 2RI LER]...... BAVIMEEBERK
XHE, REMECHAEREN, HAEAE. WEAREBERK, BAI—PAML
EFEE, tAtAE, MEXMRAAIMESE. XARME, XFH, KR! AT,
BHAZAT! M7, AT

Really, Andrei gets smaller the more he grows up, how dried up he is around that woman! He
was going to be a professor, and yesterday he was bragging that he had finally become a full
member of the county council. Protopopov is his boss...the whole town is talking, the whole
town is laughing, and he sees nothing, knows nothing. And now, everyone’s run to help fight
the fire, and he sits alone in his room, paying no attention. He only plays the violin.

Oh, it’s horrible, horrible, horrible! | can’t, | can’t carry this anymore!.. | can’t, | can’t...

IRINA: [live]
BERHEEE, BEREEE, BEAT ...

Throw me out, throw me, | can’t any more...

OLGA: [virtual]
What is it, what is it, love?
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IRINA: [live]
ERRMRER M ? REE KN ?
HEEET ...
FROBNERIT RAL
HiE "B NEKIERHASST—
RIRELRBS T ——

He#cTy, —RU—XEEE, AR
FEa—EMARLT, &
AEBEIER—
HIEBRBRHERNT ...

Where? Where has it all gone? Where is it?
I’ve forgotten everything...

my head is foggy—
| don’t remember the Italian word for window—
or for ceiling—

I’m forgetting everything, every day forgetting, and

life leaves us and doesn’t come back, never—
never going to Moscow--
| see now that we will not go...

OLGA: [virtual]
Milaya, milaya...

IRINA: [live]

I, BIFHE.

HABEL(E, AELME.

%Y, %7,

HEBEEIRR, WEEHBUT LM,

AT R I BARAI B —4E,
HFCHskAR, BEFRIET—EFT.
ISeEBET 7

The Three %%gyri
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(A% RAHER, REBER, —RBAHE.
FEl—R—RIEE, (REtEiz S AR
ESCEENRAR. BT, MRz,

ERIERATRM .
HABET, BABRHNIMAEEE, ATARFERE CRIES,
A NEI=R

Oh, I’m so unhappy.

| can’t work, | won’t work.

Enough, enough.

First | was a telegraph clerk, now | work for the city council

and | hate every little thing they make me do.

I’m getting older, it feels like I’ve been working forever,

my brain’s drying up.

I’ve become thin, stupid and old.

There’s nothing—no reward for it—no fullness—no satisfaction--

and as time passes, you move further and further away

from a real and beautiful life, moving and moving toward some black pit.
| feel desperate, and how it is that I’m alive, how it is | haven’t killed myself by now,
| don’t understand.

OLGA: [virtual]
Don’t cry, my girl, don’t cry. | can’t bear it.

IRINA: [live]
HigER,

I’m not crying,

OLGA: [virtual]

Sweetheart, as your sister, and as a friend, if you want my advice, marry the Baron!

You respect him. You value him. True, he’s not the best looking, but he’s so decent,

so clean...People don’t marry for love, they marry for duty. At least, that’s what | think, and I’d
get married without being in love. As long as he was decent, who cares, I’d even marry an old
man.
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IRINA: [live]
K—EAZEJLREIENR, AERSEIPRKRIFKNES., RELE UMY, BHNE
A..... TBXEE=E, =,

I’ve been waiting for us to move to Moscow, where I’d meet my soul mate, I’ve already
dreamed of him,...But it turns out that was stupid, so stupid.

OLGA: [virtual]
| understand. | do. But if God joined the two of you in marriage, I’d be happy.

Natasha open door with candle and close

MASHA: [virtual]
She walks around with that candle like she was the one who started the fire.

OLGA: [virtual]
Masha, you’re stupid. The stupidest one in our family: excuse me, but it’s you.

MASHA: [virtual]
| want to make a confession, dear sisters. | can’t be silent. | love...love that man.... In a word: |
love--Vershinin.

OLGA: [virtual]
Stop it. Or go on, either way, I’m not listening.

MASHA: [virtual]
What can be done? First, he seemed strange to me, then | felt pity for him....then | fell in love
with him. | fell in love with his voice, his words--his unhappiness...And his two girls...

OLGA: [virtual]
| can’t hear you! Keep saying stupid things, it doesn’t matter, I’m not listening.

MASHA: [virtual]

Ay, you’re stupid, Olga. | love--it’s my fate. And he loves me...It’s terrifying Yes. But is it wrong?
When you read a novel, it seems that everything is clear, trite and understandable. But when
you yourself fall in love, you understand that nobody knows anything and everyone must
decide for themselves. Sweet sisters, | made my confession, now I’ll shut up...

Somehow we will live through our lives...
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Andrei enters

ANDREI: [live]

ZRASK! FPRISKT . Olga? BEHRY , {RAIBEREEAKRC. {RF] Masha &BEIX
B, IrinatBfE..... KIFTY, FAWIFREBERSTIE, — 7B T. FONEEHAEN? 37
ng?

What a crazy fire! It’s starting to die down now.

Olga? It’s time you stopped this stupidity and acting like some aloof princess. You and Masha

are here, Irina’s here...excellent, let’s come clean, once and for all. What do you have against
me? What?

OLGA: [virtual]
Leave it be, Andrei. Tomorrow we’ll have it out. (Agitated) What a terrible night.

ANDRE!: [live]
FIEENRI— (RN BHABN? EERIE.

I’m asking you now—what have you got against me? Give it to me straight.

OLGA: [virtual]
Really, Andrei, let’s leave it for tomorrow.. Time to sleep.

ANDREI: [live]

/1R Natasha, MEEEIEFBRECTKE B IS AT, Natasha {E=. ik

L. BER— ERER, ESRN. RERNET, UEE, MUREXRIABEK

HXFEEN, RMPSEEREL, BIER, BEFHIER.

MIESKREI LER, REREHRIRZESR. JERRSBRIGSHNER, Bl
XM ERSHEFA—HHEEA, RS BEASNER, RESFR, RALREIE

ZHY... BIEKIRINER, MEEFEXMER...... BFET, XBRA, HEiER
MRz, HHEREN, BHLIRTERTRIRS. ... ZhhTAfHh. BEHMAET, B
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WA T . NIEEEIE, HRBABCHHR: [RMIEEHRIME 4...... KR, FHABA
s,

Natasha R&RHE. HIHMEAIA.

HEEEREHR, LRI =R, AREB==E..... A, X!

FHZRHAM, pIARER, BIARLE.

You have something against Natasha. I’ve watched you judging her ever since our wedding day.
Natasha is a beautiful, honest, woman, direct and—noble in my opinion. | love and respect my
wife, and | demand that others respect her, as | do and all of your nitpicking, excuse me for
saying so, is sheer capriciousness.

You seem annoyed that I’m not a professor, that | don’t fill my life with science. But I’'m a
member of government and | consider my service as holy and lofty as serving science. I’m a full
member of the county council, and I’m proud of it, if you want to know...

AND YES...I mortgaged the house without asking your permission....and, in that, I’m guilty, |
know, and | ask you to forgive me. | was forced to, by these never-ending loans...Thirty five
thousand. I’m already not gambling. | gave it up, long ago, but what’s more important, what |
can say in my own defense, is that you girls receive pensions, while | don’t have any...salary, so
to speak.

Natasha is a most--excellent—honest--person.

When | got married, | thought we’d be happy ....but, oh my God...! My dear sisters, don’t
believe me, don’t believe.

He exits.
The fire alarm sounds

IRINA: [live]

SHKBE—RET......

R 7I9? EMNEEEMNKINIXBIREE T, EEMRTRTE X,

There is no peace, this night...

Did you hear? They’re taking the army away from us, sending them somewhere far away.

MASHA: [virtual]
It’s only a rumor.

‘| BEEIBIE, FEEE, FESKKIMFE, FIEEALE, —FE

68



© 00 NO Ol b W N -

el el ol el =
U~ WN PP O

The Three %%gyri

IRINA: [live]

RFEITHEAD. ... Olga!
We’'ll be left alone--Olga!

OLGA: [virtual]
Yes?

IRINA: [live]
¥EM Olga, HEREEEE, MENMRFA, BERESM, TAE, RERIIEI=
HiRl KRR, —RBX! H EEREHALEHRRIEFRT! AIE, Olga! —#EXIE!

My dear, sweet Olga, | respect the Baron; he’s a beautiful person. I'll marry him, | give my word.

Only let’s go to Moscow! | beg you, let’s go! There is nothing better on this green earth than
Moscow! Let’s go, Olga! Let’s go!
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ACT FOUR
LB

IRINA: [live]
fIET -.....

They’re gone...

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
And forgot to say goodbye to me.

IRINA: [live]

ARIE? (ATt ERID?
What about you to them?

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]

Oh, | somehow forgot. In any case, I’ll see them soon, I’ll leave tomorrow....only one more day
left. In a year they’ll give me a pension, I’ll retire, come back here and live out my century near
you. I’ll come back to you and change my life from the bottom up. Become a quiet, respectable
little thing....

IRINA: [live]
=W, (REOZSE—TMREE, B,

Well, you should change your life somehow. You really should.

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Yes, | feel that too. Singing: Tarara boom de-ay...think I’ll sit down de-yay!

KULYGIN: [virtual]
You’re incorrigible, lvan Romanitch, incorrigible...

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Be my teacher then. For you, I’ll be corrigible.

IRINA: [live]
Fyodor {858 FEf# T, FHINERNALEIREM 7!

Fyodor has shaved his moustache, | can’t look at him.
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KULYGIN: [virtual]
So what! Our headmaster shaved his moustache, and when | got promoted, | shaved mine too!
No one likes it, but | don’t care. With a moustache, without a moustache, I’m equally content.

IRINA: [live]
lvan Romanitch, FEZR/Y, FHFHEL. REREELHXEERT, BF2? &K, &
&£ T7H4E?

Ivan Romanitch, my little dove, I'm terribly worried. You were on the boulevard yesterday, tell
me, what happened?

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
What happened? Oh, nothing. Silliness. (reads his newspaper) So what.

KULYGIN: [virtual]

They say that Solyony and the Baron met yesterday on the boulevard outside the theater...
Solyony was taunting the Baron, and the Baron wouldn’t stand for it, and said something
insulting— They say Solyony is in love with Irina, and so he hates the Baron.

IRINA: [live]

SR 2B BEILIETEER.

HRRITEBEET 7, MEREHEITRERE,
BBRIEAEBEE T, PPRENISREIRE =,
RRIEHMEIFR, FaHhEE,

ARG

SEE LEnht, REEERT .

Everything scares me today, somehow.

My things are all packed.

Tomorrow the Baron and | will be married, and move to the brick factory
and the day after tomorrow I’ll start school, a new life is beginning.

Somehow God will help me!
When | passed the teacher’s exam, | cried with gratitude...

KULYGIN: [virtual]

Yes indeed, you have a good deal of idealism, but you lack seriousness. Lots of ideas; very little
seriousness. And yet, | wish you well, from my soul.
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CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]

My good one, my golden one, I’m left behind, like some migrating bird that got too old, that
can’t fly. Fly away, my girls, fly with God!

It was a big mistake, Fyodor llyitch, to shave your moustache.

KULYGIN: [virtual]

Enough! (Sighing) Well, today the officer’s leave, and everything will go on as before. | don’t
care what anyone says, Masha’s a good, honest woman and | love her and I’m grateful for my
fate. Fate is different for different people-- I’ve been lucky, all my life, and happy-- I’m an
intelligent person, maybe more intelligent than a good many, but intelligence doesn’t make
happiness, no...

Inside someone plays the piano, the Maiden’s Prayer. (a very simple, sentimental song to play)

IRINA: [live]
AR T AN T AN ES R T,
HEASENE Protopopov...... HFBERTE, BSKIKT.

Tomorrow night | won’t be hearing that dumb song on the piano any more,

and | won’t be bumping into Protopopov just sitting there in the living room. He’s stopped by
again today.

KULYGIN: [virtual]
And where is our headmistress?

IRINA: [live]

AMEXE., ETRK, FEFRE, SRITELF. B— P AEXEWEET, EEE
AUEEEERLEF RIS,

HELRE: MRIFTEFEERENR, BAREA T,

Rz, BHAamE?

—IER LHEHNER, 2.

BEEEHKET.

HEEE T, HRETS.

Not here. If only you knew how hard it is for me to be here alone without Olya. She [live]s at

that school, playing headmistress, busy with work all day long, and here I’m alone, bored out of
my mind, the walls of my room disgust me.
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I’ve made up my mind: if I’m not destined to go to Moscow, then let it be.

It’s fate, nothing to be done.
Everything is God’s will, it is.
Nikolai proposed to me.

| thought it over, | decided.

IRINA: [live]

b2 NN, FEIBINAYE ...
SPRIE), FHEOIFGRKT 3B,
HREHFFL, FHO, FER,
BNFHREEETIF. ...

He’s a good person, almost shocking, how good he is...

And suddenly it was like my soul acquired wings,
| got happier, and happier, and light--
And felt again the desire for work ....

The Three %%gyri

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual] reading the newspaper and drunkenly mumbling to himself

Tararaboomdeaye...think I’ll sit down de aye...

MASHA: [virtual]
There he sits, and sits and sits....

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
So what?

MASHA: [virtual]
Nothing...
Did you love my mother?

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Very much.

MASHA: [virtual]
And she you?

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
That | already don’t remember.
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MASHA: [virtual]

When you snatch happiness in little bits, fits and starts, and lose it, like me, you become coarse,
little by little, you become hateful. (Looking at Andrei with the baby carriage) Look at Andrei,
our brother...all hopes fallen away.

ANDRE!: [live]
JUR, REJURAREREFTHR? WIET.

When will there be quiet in this house again? What a racket.

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Soon.

ANDRE!: [live]
BNMMEBKT.  ((=im)

MFREIRBIMEARET —HE, RFEEKIE.

The whole town is disappearing.
Something happened yesterday in front of the theater; everyone’s talking.

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]

Solyony was picking on the Baron and the Baron exploded and called him a name and in the
end Solyony was obliged to challenge him to a duel.... Pop! (Laughing.) A joke is a joke, but this
is already his third duel.

MASHA: [virtual]
Whose?

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Solyony’s.

MASHA: [virtual]
And the Baron?

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
What about the Baron?
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MASHA: [virtual]
I’m confused. In any case, | say: they shouldn’t be allowed to do this. He might wound the
Baron, or even kill him.

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
The Baron is a good man but one Baron more, one Baron less—what’s the big difference? Let
them! No difference!

ANDREI: [live]
MEKG, FERSIRY, BRREXERY, mBERRUEESHRIREESM, MBER
BEFERY,

To me, taking part in a duel is quite simply immoral.

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]

Only seems that way. We’re not really here, nothing exists in this world, not even us, it only
seems that we do. Isn’t it all the same...

MASHA: [virtual]

When Vershinin arrives, tell me...
The migrating birds are off...flying...
(Looking up)

Swans or geese—

Sweet ones, happy ones!

ANDRE!: [live]

REMETST% 7 -

EEET, RBEET;

Irina ZEIEEF, FTERIMFZF—NER.

Our house will be empty.

The officers will go, you will go,
My sister will go and get married, and I’m staying in the house all alone.

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
What about your wife?
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ANDREI: [live]

ETREEFET. Mg, BRAE— tEIle— FIRtS thERHA,
iR — VNS, BE. BEFR. REIIRRARAXARR, (RERME—AILIT
FORRIERIA. FZ Natasha, BRY, FITRMAIMEREHBRETR, HREEXE, A6
HECEIRE Littt4, FEEATASEM— BiE— MBIAASIBAZLE. ...

A wife is a wife. She’s honest, decent but she has something in her that reduces her to a petty,
blind, crude little animal. | say this to you as a friend, the only person | can open my soul to. |
love Natasha, | do, but sometimes she seems to me incredibly vulgar, and then | get lost, lose
myself, | don’t understand what | love her for, or why | love her so--or--at least, loved-

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Brother, I’m leaving tomorrow, we may never meet again, so, a word of advice: put on a hat,
carry a big stick, and go—be off, go, without a glance back. And the further you get the better.

IRINA: [live]
IMERTIES 7%,

Our town will be empty now.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
Sweet girl, I’ll come right back.

IRINA: [live]
{RERTR...... Nikolai, {RERAHTARALAERS?
FERERIB/NE, BIRAREHAE?

That’s not true...Nikolai, why are you so distracted today?
What happened yesterday, by the theater?

TUZENBACH: [virtual]

Five years of loving you and I’m still not used to it,
you seem always more and more beautiful.

What beautiful, wonderful hair!

What eyes!

Only there’s one, one thing—

you don’t love me.

76



© o0 ~N o o B~ W N e

N NN NNNONN R R R RR R R R B
O B WNEF O ©WOWNOOUMWDNRO

N
(o3}

W W W N NN
N P, O © 00

w
w

w w
(G2 BTSN

IRINA: [live]

HERIEAZ!

HERINEAN, HERGEIR.
JBREE, BEHAE?

HiZIA, —EFHIRA.

B, BEEIERE HBERKRITILRMES.

ARG ZIERINE,

EERRLERE T

FEERRAR.

That’s not in my power!

I’ll be a good wife. I’ll be faithful and humble
but there’s no love, what can | do?

I’ve never been in love, never in my life.

Oh, I’ve dreamed of love, dreamed endlessly, day and night,

But my soul is like a fine piano that’s locked,
and the key is lost.
........... You look restless.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]

I’ve not slept.

There’s nothing in my life so terrible that I’m scared of it,
but that lost key is lodged in my soul--won’t let me sleep.
Say something to me...

IRINA: [live]
47 FALURTA?
What? What can | say?

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
Say something to me...

IRINA: [live]
TA? FiziitAa?
What? What should | say?

The Three %%gyri
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TUZENBACH: [virtual]
Something.

IRINA: [live]

Enough....enough!

TUZENBACH: [virtual]

What silly little things sometimes take on meaning in life, suddenly, out of nowhere. And you
know they’re little nothings, and you laugh at them, but all the same, you go on feeling them,
you can’t stop...

Oh, let’s not talk about it! | feel happy. | see, as if for the first time in my life, these firs, maples,
birch trees---and they all look back at me, curious, waiting.

What beautiful trees, and what a beautiful life should be lived under their branches!

Time to go. It’s time.

That tree is dead but it’s still moving with the others in the wind.

So, if | die, I’ll still be part of life, one way or another.

Good-bye, my dear—

The papers you gave me are on my table, under the calendar.

IRINA: [live]
LEERERER,

Take me with you.

TUZENBACH: [virtual]
(alarmed) No, no! (after a moments pause, he calls to her one last time, but knows not what to
say) Irina?

IRINA: [live]
HA?
What?

TUZENBACH: [virtual] (not knowing what to say)
Irina.
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Andrei enters with a baby carriage.

ANDREI: [live]

M, TEWRERN, FRRODEEREIBEERT? FFR. WRIR. BRARRNAdR: FeROBEAFIEIEED
ARASENNRIEHER FRAVINAEANAI AR A E A RARHE— WX T? AHALE
ZAWINIFFE, FAIBEIERR. Z0k. RIR. W5, kA, EREEZERATK?
Where did my past go, when | was young, happy and intelligent, when my dreams and thoughts
had some grace, and the present and future were lit up with hope? Why is it, that when we’ve

just started to live, we grow dull, gray, uninteresting, lazy, useless, with flattened out souls?
The present is

ANDREI: [live] cont.

PREBTOR, TRISHEESRE— B, SamER! —IREFENR, FBHE, T
&, BT, RENBER, BIRNZAIBEABLTHEST, FAINEERIEA
A%, NFEMRKRNOTEREETR, WRRHET ...

disgusting, but when | imagine the future it becomes easy, spacious, in the distance, a little
piece of light, | see freedom, how my children and | will be free from idleness, from beer, from
goose and cabbage, from epic post-prandial naps, from being sick leeches...

NATASHA: [live] (she enters the space while speaking)

EEIXAKRESIE? 2(R18? Andrei? {R&WEE Sofia B, Il ne faut pas faire du
bruit, la Sophie est dormée déja. Vous étes un ours. > (ESREEERL) Bikig, it
) LERZLERIAN!

Who's talking so loud! Is it you, Andrei? You’ll wake Sofia. Il ne faut pas faire du bruit, la Sofie

est dormie deja. Vous etes un ours. (Getting angry) If you want to talk, give the carriage to
someone else.

ANDREI: [live] (shouts back to Natasha as he exits pushing the carriage)
RS/ NER,

| am talking quietly!

Anfisa enters the space and Natasha stomps off

*EE, NEW, /) Sophie EREE Y. IREER—EFA

79



© 0O N o o B~ W N P

e e e o e =
0 N U WN RO

[ERY
©

N N DN
N P O

N
w

N NN
o o1

N
~

W NN
o © 0o

w
-

w W w
B 0N

The Three %%gyri

ANFISA: [live]

BZ, Il

ZFW, RIETERE, ENEN!
HEESHNEF, BFRE, f0lga t———

I R e R E FHRET !

EIXTFEA, NHERIE...... JIFNIBXAETAR?

BBR—FATKBEF, BFERY, FBEBECH—ERE, BB —KIVK,
EHEBUFHY! FRHEREEN B! £ EZ5H! SRBHEEEENIAT!

Irina, hello!

My child, how I live! How I live!

In a brand new government apartment, at the high school, with Olga—

God has blessed me in my old age.

From birth, sinner that | am...I've never lived like this--

A big apartment, the government pays, a whole room to myself and a little bed.

It’s all on the government! | wake up in the night—and oh Lord, oh mother of God, no one’s
happier than me.

VERSHININ: [live]
HAWSET, BHMRRET. Masha fEHBE?

We're leaving now, It’s time. Where’s Masha?

IRINA: [live]
A,
I'll find her.

VERSHININ: [live]
FRURY . BEEET .

If you would, please. | must hurry.

ANFISA: [live]

HethRBg. (W) Mashenka, IEB—IHR!
I’ll help look. (Calling) Mashenka! Yoo hoo!
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VERSHININ: [live]
—IERER T . FAIEER T BIBARHR T .

Well, everything ends. And here we are, saying good-bye.

OLGA: [virtual]
Will we ever meet again?

VERSHININ: [live]
HHFFE.
BAARAN G STERESHE— SR, MRRENAT, BENBBIRI L

Probably not.
My wife and two girls will be here for another month or so before leaving. Please, if anything
happens, or if it’s necessary to....

OLGA: [virtual]

Yes, yes of course. Not to worry.

By tomorrow; all will be a memory.

And of course, for us, a new life begins.

Nothing turns out the way we plan.

| didn’t want to be a headmistress and here | am, a headmistress.
Moscow—it’s not to be.

VERSHININ: [live]

BHEHRAI—Y. BRIRT, MRBEHARFIHS, HiERERS, KSKEST, BiE
RIRIF— AR,

BRTYER, BEATLERFRAA? HALUAFRIHEEZ...... (8) RGN, £aE
ERALUZEBASHE. BE, IRCHEASTEESMECHL? B8—X, £ams%
Bz, (BEMRIR) BizET, ERT!

NRFATTLUEESREK, MRS TIEREN, BN TSR, WIMENER
RUEK...... (BEMAIR) JRKIRIET,

Well...Thank you for everything. Forgive me, if anything wasn’t quite right, | talked too much,
much too much, forgive me for that too. Don’t think ill of me.

81



© 00 N O OB~ W NP

Ll ol
A W NBREL O

[EY
ol

N NDNNNDNEFE PP
W NP, OO o NOO

N
~

W W W W W W W wWwwDNDNDDNDDNDDN
00 N O Ol W NPEF O O 0N O O

The Three %%gyri

What more can | say to you instead of saying good-bye? | could philosophize for you... Life’s
hard. It can look so dim, so grim, but doesn’t it get clearer and more light? One day it will be
perfectly light. Time for me to go, it’s time!

If only we could add the love of wisdom to the love of labor, and the love of labor to the love of
wisdom... But my time is up.

VERSHININ: [live]
HEKRSIH......

| came to say good-bye...

MASHA: [virtual]
Good-bye....

VERSHININ: [live]
WEREE...... ERHET ...

Let me go...it"s time

KULYGIN: [virtual]

It’s all right, let her cry a little, let her...My good Masha, my kind Masha...You’re my wife, and
I’'m happy, whatever happened...I’'m not complaining...| won’t give you a single bad mark. Olga
as my witness...We'll start over again living as we used to live, and | won’t say a word, not a
single syllable...

MASHA: [virtual]

By the bending sea, a green oak tree--
Where a golden chain is bound—

Golden chain is bound... ’'m losing my mind,
Bending sea, green oak tree--

OLGA: [virtual]
Be peaceful, Masha, calm down...

MASHA: ([virtual] continuing her poetic delirium)
By the bending sea, a green oak tree,

Where a golden chain is bound

And on that tree a cultured cat

goes round and round and round--
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a green cat, a green oak
I’m mixing it all up...
It’s an unlucky life.... It’s all the same.

What does it mean, a bending sea? Why is that phrase stuck in my head?

OLGA: [virtual]
Calm yourself, Masha, there’s a good girl

IRINA: [live]
IBAI—edE, FRiE.

Let’s sit together, and let’s be quiet.

IRINA: [live]
HKBEXAEET ......

Tomorrow I’m going away...

IRINA: [live]
IZEANMEAR., %5, Masha!
What will be will be. There, Masha!

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Olga Sergeyevna!

OLGA: [virtual]
What? What?

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
Nothing....don’t know how to say this...

MASHA: [virtual]
What happened?

IRINA: [live]
SURRHAE? Bt HAHE? BFRIR!

What? Out with it. What? For God’s sake!

The Three %%gyri
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The Three %%gyri

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]
The Baron was just killed in a duel.

IRINA: [live]
EHALE, EHAE......

| knew, | knew...

CHEBUTYKIN: [virtual]

I’m exhausted. (Takes a newspaper out of his pocket)
Let them cry a little...

Tararaboomdeyay—think I’ll sit down de-yay...

Isn’t it all the same...

............................................................................................. [ 7= Epilogue]
NATASHA: [live]
Irina, {REIBRMEEF T, BEAE. RELTUMIRT, RUSBRSSBRER?
YA Andrei FBRY/MEREREWRRIFBEIZR, LLAERRERIHRIMHLME! Andrei
HEERLLLZE/N Sofia, WEERNMEEN, RFHEFTHNERF. ERMNNEN! SRt
ABXUARAS, YA "EeE! "
BTEAX, METE—AT

(Xt Irina) FEEMN, XEEHHROKEAE. 288 —Rmik. (FHFEX—REIER
B, XF, ReUAF—LE. ... 2ibFh, ENEREE! Bkt d!
(to Irina) Irina, you leave tomorrow, what a shame!
I’'ve gotten used to you, do you think letting you go will be easy on me?
| told the servants to move Andrei and his violin into your room—let him play in there!—and in
Andrei’s room we’'ll put my sweet Sofia. She’s such a divine, miraculous child. What a dumpling
pie! Today she looked at me with these eyes and said: Mamal!
Tomorrow I’ll be all alone here.
(to Irina) My dear, that belt doesn’t suit your face. It’s the height of bad tastefulness. You need
a pastel. And I'll order little flowers to be planted...everywhere, little flowers! And they’ll make
so much smell!

The band plays a march. Everyone listens.

OLGA: [virtual]
They’re leaving.
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MASHA: [virtual]
All our boys are leaving.
Let’s go home...

OLGA: [virtual]
Yes, let’s all go home. It’s time.

MASHA: [virtual]

Oh, the music!

They’re leaving us, and one left absolutely and forever.
We’re left alone to begin our lives over again.

We must live...we must live...

IRINA: [live]

B—X, 2R, BANSPEITLAERES,
— IR EER S AETT

A BIER(IIGE T,

HAVETAE, HERTE!

One day the time will come when we know why we suffer,
there will be an end to all this mystery--

but meanwhile we must live,

we must work, only work!

OLGA: [virtual]

The music is so happy, so brave, it makes you want to live!
Oh, God!

Time will pass and we’ll be gone forever, we’ll be forgotten,
They will forget our faces, our voices, how many of us there were—
but our suffering will turn into joy for those living after us.
There will be happiness, peace--on this earth,

and they will remember us later with a gentle word--

they will bless us,

we who live now.

Oh, my sisters, our life isn’t over yet.

We will live!

The music is so happy, so full of joy,

as if we’re only one moment away from knowing

The Three %%gyri
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why we live, why we suffer...
Oh to know, only to know!

The music still plays, more and more softly.

IRINA: [live]
MEAR, BWIATAEE, PMHLEE.
TIAR, REAA

To know, only to know.

Curtain

The Three %%%&EE
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