


CHARACTERS

Andréy Prézorov
Olgay
Misha } his sisters
Irina
Natasha, his fiancée, later his wife
Kulygin, Masha’s husband, a high-schooldteacher
Vershinin, colonel, battery commander
Baron Ttzenbach, first lieutenant
Solyény, captain
Chebutykin, army doctor
Fedétik, second lieutenant
Réhde, second lieutenant
Ferapént, janitor at the County Council, an old man

vs’ el y-y = nurse
Anfisa the Prézorovs Clgh[ -year old
’

ACT ONE

The Prézorov house. A big living room, Separated by columpns from
a dining room in the rear. It is noon; the weather 15 sunny and
bright. In the dining room, the table i being set for lunch,

Olga wears 4 ‘dark-blue high-school teacher’s dress; she stands or
walks abous, correcting blue books. Misha wears a black dress; she
1s seated reading, with her hat on her lap. Irina wears 4 white dress;
she stands lost in thoughs.

And the clock struck that morning just the same way. (Pause) |
remember when they carried Father’s coffin out, there was 4
band playing; it was 2 military funeral, and at the cemetery they
fired rifles over the grave. He was a general, a brigade comman.
der. I thought there should have been more people, but it was
raining, raining hard, and then jt started to snow.

IRINA: I don’t want to think about jt.

(Baron Ttizenbach, Chebutikin, and Solyény appear in the dining
room.) '
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CHEBUTYKIN: The hell you say!
TUZENBACH: You're right, it’s all a lot of nonsense.

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

OLGA: Mdsha, don’t whistle like that! Really! (Pause) 1 spend the
whole day at school, and then I do extra tutoring in the evenings,
and my head aches all the time; and I get so depressed sometimes,
it’s as if I'd gotten old all of a sudden. Four years at that high
school, and every day I feel as if a little more life and strength was
slipping away from me. There’s only one thing that keeps me
going—

IRINA: Moscow! Going back to Moscow! Selling this house and
everything and going back to Moscow . . .

OLGA: Yes. Going back to Moscow, as soon as we can.

(Chebutjkin and Tdzenbach laugh.)

IRINA: Brother of course will be a scientist; he certainly can’t go on
living here. Only there is a problem about poor Mésha. . . .
OLGA: M4sha can come spend the summers with us, every year.

(Mdsha whistles under her breath.)

IRINA: Well, I hope everything will work out. (Looks out the window)
The weather is wonderful today. I don’t know why I feel so good!
This morning I remembered it was my birthday, and all of a sud-
den I felt wonderful; I thought about when I was little, when
Mama was alive—I kept thinking the most wonderful things!

OLGA: You do look lovely today—you seem really beautiful. And
Miésha is beautiful too. Andréy would be better-looking, but he’s
gotten awfully heavy; it doesn’t look good on him. And I've got-
ten old. I've lost far too much weight; I'm sure it’s all because of
the girls at the high school—they keep making me so angry. But
today is Sunday, I can stay home, my head doesn’t ache, and I feel
much younger than I did yesterday. Well, that’s all right, it’s
God’s will, but sometimes I think if I'd gotten married and could
stay home all day long, that would be better somehoyy. (Pause) I

would have loved my husband.

TUZENBACH: (To Solyény) Nothing you say makes any sensel I can’t
take it anymore. (Comes into the living room) 1 forgot to tell you.
Our new commanding officer is coming to pay you a visit today.
Colonel Vershinin. (Sits down at the piano)

OLGA: Really? We’d be delighted.
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IRINA: Is he old?

T )
UZENBACH: No, not at all. Maybe forty, forty-five at the most.

(Starts to play quietly) H . ’
He just talks at{ot. y) He seems very nice. Definitely not stupid.

IRINA: Is he interesting?

TUfENB]['\ClH: I. suppose so. iny he has a wife, a mother-in-law, and
wo little girls. And it’s his second marriage. Everywhere he’goes

h}ll(e a scgoolgirl, she uses very highfalutin language, talks philoso-
p j/, and spends a lot of time trying to kill herself—mostly in
order to annoy her husband, so far as [ can tell. T would have left 4

woman like that ] 3
Aboua e at long ago, but he just hangs on and complains

(Solyony comes into the living room with Chebutikin.)

SOI;X;?HI\;YI: CIaIclalrilftonlﬁf ligt ﬁdfty gounds with one arm, but with two
+ @ hundred and fifty pounds, even more. What d

conclude from that? T j i o

one, Efut three times as ?tjf)xtlw,oorrnce\rflejll‘;g?:: I fvice as srong as
CHI;;BL'JTYKIN: (Reading his newspaper as he walks) “To prevent fallin

aur;i two ounces of naphtha in half a bottle of alcohol. Shake and

E:tel aily. f (Writes in a listle notebook) Well, let’s just make a

i € note o th.at! ( Tc? Solyény) All right now, as I was saying, you

ake a cork, stick it in the bottle, then you get a little glass ?pipe

and stick it through the cork . >
everyday baking S%da '€ .COF - Then you take a pinch of ordinary,

IRINA: Ivin Roménich! Dear Iva ini

CHEBUTYKIN: What is it, child, w?mioilsnii,néce};!resﬁ

IRfI;IA.t;II“eH me why I fee] so happy today! I feel as if | had sails flying
N the wind, and the sky over me was bright blue and full of
whlte’ birds. . . . Why is that? Do you know why? I

CHEBUTYKIN: (Kissing both her hands tenderly)You}:;'e my little white

fvsménifcﬁ ' I do know, everything. Man must work, work in the
o Cﬁ; of his brow.' No matter who he is, that’s the whole point of
s life. And all his happiness. How wonderful it must be to get
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man, a horse or something, as long as you work—anything’s bet-
ter than waking up at noon and having breakfast in bed and then
taking two hours to dress. What an awful life that is! I want to
work the way I want cold drinks in hot weather. And if I don’t
do that from now on, get up and go to work, then don’t you ever
have anything more to do with me, Ivin Romaénich.

CHEBUTYKIN: (Tenderly) I won’t, I promise. . ..

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

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

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

CHEBUTYKIN: Not me.

TUZENBACH: You don’t count.

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

CHEBUTYKIN: (Laughing) 1 never have done anything, ever. Once I
graduated, I never did another lick of work, I ngver read a single
book. All I read are newspapers. (Takes another newspaper out of
his pocket) For instance, I read in the papers, let’s say, about a
writer named Dobrolytbov, so I know he exists, but God only
knows what he wrote; I don’t.

(Somebody knocks on the floor from below.)

h |

ﬁ
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Somebody wants me downstairs; I m

ka:k' * JLlftg[ ¢ me 1 min
lc‘“a) t

IRINA: I think he’s dreame
TUZENBACH: You're rj

ust have a visitor. I’l] be right
-« .. (Hurries out, combing his

d up another surprise.

ght. Did you see the | i

- : e look on his

d <‘ent outf You are about to recejve a birthday pr

I NA: That’s so embarrassing. oy
LGA: It really is terrible. He’s always overdoing things

S “B 0 l l y l 1 1 l l l
M SH. \: €side t e’sea t €re stan satr Ce, and on t at tr (S} go €n
Cllaln. “e alld on that tree a gOldC

face as he

e n chain ...” (Stands and hums
OLGA: You’re not very cheerful today, Mésha.
(Mésha

keeps humming and puts on her hat.)
‘ Where are you going?

MASHA: Home.

IRINA: That’s rude,

;Zz;:liB?c’H o .'Leaving a birthday party!
¢ It's all right, Pll be back later on. Goodbye, darling. (Kisses
d : ppy. Wheg Father was alive

going for a walk.
ngNA: (Upset) But what’s the matter . . . ?
. éf;\o I\(I Tea\r_;ully) I'know what you mean, Misha

leastYS.0 hlimsetn a Lnan talks philosophy you get philosophy, or at

e pal ; Ty, but when a woman talks philosophy o’r t
Lo s »allyou get is wee, wee, wee, wee, all the way ho ’ "
SOLYOI\}Y r11\<I:l eﬁgctly what is that supposed to mean? g

, - Nothing. “Said the dog to the f] 't K

MASHA: (To Olga, angrily) Oh, stop crying.’ea’ e

(Enter Anfisa, and Ferapént with a birthday cake.)

C . L% 1 0 (
ANF iSA. ome on 1n. Come on, come — 'y
9 Oll, it's a 1 I‘lght our feet are

ay cake. A present from Protopépov

clean. (To Irina) 1t’s a birthd

over at the council office
IRINA: Thank you, .
FERAPONT: What?

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

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

FERAPONT: What?

ANFisA: Come on, old man, come on, come on.

(She goes out with Ferapént.)

MAsHA: I don’t like that Protop6pov, or whatever his name is. You
shouldn’t have invited him.

IRINA: I didn’t.

MASHA: Good.

(Chebutjkin comes in; he is followed by an orderly carrying a huge
silver tea service. There is a general reaction of surprise and embar-

rassment.)

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

IRINA: Ivan Romanich, how could you?

TUZENBACH: (Laughing) What did I tell you!

MASHA: Ivan Romanich, you really are disgraceful!

CHEBUTYKIN: My dears, my little girls, you are all I have, you are
dearer to me than anything else in the world. I'm sixty years old,
I’m an old man, a lonely, broken-down old man. The only decent
thing left in me is my love for you; if it weren’t for you, I wouldn’t
have gone on living. (To Irina) Darling, I ... my sweet litle girl,
I've known you since the day you were born . . . I carried you when
you were a baby . .. I was in love with your sainted mother . ..

IRINA: But why such expensive presents?

CHEBUTYKIN: (Almost in tears; angrily) Expensive presents! Well,
that’s just ... (To the orderly) Take it away. (Mimicking her)
Expensive presents!

(Anfisa enters from the hall.)

ANFiSA: There’s a colonel just arrived, dears. Never laid eyes on him
before. He’s already got his coat off and everything. Rinie dear,
you be nice to him. Mind your manners now. (Leaving) And it’s
long past lunchtime already. ... Oh, Lord . ..

TUZENBACH: It’s probably Vershinin.

(Enter Vershinin.)

Lieutenant Colonel Vershinin!

"OLGA: I thought I remembered ever

IRINA: We expect to

THREE SISTERS

6

VERSHININ: (To Misha and Iy, o
be here at LS rina) .HOW do you d_oP I'm delj

grown! » delighted, believe me, Well, well! Hz‘lf l;,tsg,‘fo

(S

IRINA: ’ i
VERSH;XX;? t( ]);Zzu 51; dovyn. hoF .It’s very nice of you to come
ROl p{: I3/’)t Ihm (gehghted, really delighted! B.ut there’
i g do,n i tHere. I remember three sisters, three F rels
P e ccall your faces, but I remember perfectly: ou
g vhrolzlorov, h.ad three little girls. I saw you w)llthy our
TUZENBACH: v » well, how time does fly! i
e * Alexdnder Ignitych is from Mosco
A: Moscow! You're from Moscow? o
VERSHININ: Yes indeed. '

your face I think I remempbe
’ €r. ...
;\;I{?;Hfﬁ:,F unny, I don’t remember yours.
A: Olgal Olga! (Shouting into the dining room) Olga

( Olga comes into the living room.)

;
come here!

Colonel Vershinin is from Moscow

VERSHININ: You must be O]
: ga Sergéyevna, th
. Marfa, - And you are Irina, the yzun est et
LGA: You’re from Moscow? o E

VERSHINHQ. ies, l went to S(]l{)()l n VI() COwW al[(l l)e an “ly Service
S g
q 4 4 )
gOtte‘n III) own COllnllaIld llel e’ as sou see. I dOIl t IEII]erIlb cr
5 ou llldl b ld uall 5 B all I Ielllel]lbel 18 tllat t‘hel € were tlll ce Of ) ou.
l ]l] €€ sister S. I re llel vVer y W ell W hell I ClOSC Illy
]

ybody, but . . .

VERSHININ: Perhaps you remember my ful

s I name—Alexander Igna-
IRINA: Alexinder Ion4 g ‘
G gndtych, you're from Moscow. . . . What 2 sur-

OLGA: We’ i
GA: We're moving back there, you know

be there by autumn.

A
born e S It’s our hometown, we were

-.OnOld Basmany Street . . .
(They both laugh delightedly.)

emember! Olga remember—they used to tel] ys ‘
!
!
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about “the lovesick major”? You were a lieutenant then, and you
were in love with someone, and they used to tease you about

being a major. . ..

VERSHININ: (Laughing) Yes, yes, that’s right. The lovesick major, yes . ..

MASHA: You didn’t have a mustache then. ... Oh, you’ve gotten
old. ... (Almost in tears) You've gotten so old!

VERSHININ: Yes, when they called me the lovesick major, I was
young and I was in love. Now I’'m not.

OLGA: But you really don’t look so bad. I mean, you’ve gotten old,
but you're not really . . . old.

VERSHININ: Well, I’'m almost forty-four. (Beat) How long has it been
since you left Moscow?

IRINA: Eleven years. Masha, what’s the matter? Don’t cry—you’re so
silly. (Almost in tears) You’ll make me start.

MASHA: I'm all right. What street did you live on?

VERSHININ: On Old Basmdany Street.

OLGA: So did we. . . .
VERSHININ: Then for a while I lived on Nemétsky Street. I used to

walk from there to the barracks. You have to cross a big bridge to
get there; the water makes a noise underneath you. If you're
lonely, it makes you feel awful. (Pause) But the river you've got
here is wonderful! Wide, strong . ..

OLGA: Yes, but it gets cold here. It’s cold, and there are mosquitoes. . . .

VERSHININ: Oh, come now, this is a very good climate, very healthy,
very Russian. The woods, the river ... And you've got birch trees.
Wonderful, uncomplicated birch trees. They’re my favorite tree.
Life here must be very good. But it’s funny, the nearest railroad
station is eighteen miles away. And nobody seems to know why.

SOLYONY: Well, I know why.
(Everybody looks at him.)

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

(An awkward silence.)

TUZENBACH: Very funny, Vassily Vassilich.

.
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MASHA: It’s funny: I'm beg
same thing will happen
VERSHININ: Try
nothing you can do about it Things that seem ; ;

serious and significant thin i

S... i ,
all be forgotten— o they gwon, the time WI.H come when they
(Pause) And the interesting thing i
whaF will be considered import.

inning to forget what she looked Jjke The

» 0o capital punishme L
much suffer; ng.... 0L, no invasions, but there’s still so
SOLYONY: Wee
i » Wee, wee ... The baron doesn’t live on food |j
us; he just lives on philosophyy ood like the

TUZENBACH: T, A » Wee, wee, wee, wee
s (To e
S T dgy wr/;,zzmm) --.and the suffering observable every
: vould seem to indicar ' E
attained a certain moro] Clevaio e that society has already
VERSHIN,IN: Yes, yes, of course, =
CHEBUTYKIN: You just said

(4 violin is Played offfitage.)

'MASHA: That’s our brother Andréy playing

IRINA: He’s the family intellectua. He’ll probabl

was in the service, but his son has d

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

i\ VERSHININ: I knew your mother.
' CHEBUTYKIN: She was a wonderful woman, God rest her.

{ IRfNA: Mama is buried in Moscow.
OLGA: In N6vo-Dévichy Cemetery.
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always scrubbed clean, clean, clean! Andréy can’t be in love—I
don’t believe it. He does have some taste, after all. He’s just teasing
us, that’s all; he’s acting silly. I heard someone saying yesterday
she’s supposed to marry Protopépov, the chairman of the County
Council, and I certainly hope she does. (Goes to the side door)

Andréy, come here a minute! Just for a minute, dear.

(Andréy enters.)
OLGA: This is my brother, Andréy Sergéyich.

VERSHININ: Vershinin.
ANDREY: How do you do? (Wipes his perspiring face) You're the new

battery commander?
OLGA: Can you believe it, Colonel Vershinin is from Moscow.
ANDREY: Are you? Well, congratulations; now my sisters won’t let
you alone.
VERSHININ: I think I've already managed to bore your sisters.
IRfNA: Look at this picture frame Andréy gave me for a present.

(Shows him the frame) He made it himself.
VERSHININ: (Looking at the frame and not knowing what to say) Yes,

well, it certainly is . ..
IRfNA: And this other frame over on the piano—he made that too.

(Andréy makes a deprecating gesture and starts off.)

OLGA: Andréy’s our intellectual and he plays the violin and he can
carve almost anything in wood. He’s our genius. Andréy, don’t
go! He’s always doing that; he wants to be alone. Come on back!

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

MAsHA: Come on, come on!

ANDREY: Please, don’t.. . .
MASHA: He’s so funny! We all used to call Alexdnder Ignétych the

lovesick major, and he never got mad.

VERSHININ: Never!

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

IRINA: Or the lovesick scientist!

OLGA: He’s in love! Andréy’s in love! Ba

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

CHEBUTYKIN: (Going up behind Andréy and grabbing him around the
waist) “It’s love that makes the world go round . .. 1” (Laughs; still

has his newspaper)
ANDREY: Will you all please stop it. (Wipes his face) I couldn’t sleep all
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night, and I feel sort of fun
1 . ny today—a little
n upset, |
i Epie?}il:li Illlgtxlb four z;lnd then I got into bed bu[t)I just%:; i; ! saIt
about things, and all of 3 sud:tle Ly
t.
ﬁ:lc.lett};i bed}rloom was full of light. . . . As longr;s l;?n:un s
aal ough the summer, I want to translate this b Vi
e 1s book from the
VERSHININ: You read English?
ANDREY: .
Vengeaizs.ltl’\s/l); f?ther, God rest him, educated us with
=ty afte.r h dl'l‘r(liny—and I guess it’s sort of silly too—but .
e g:)tten ki(; g 16:f 111 started putting on weight, and in just a y);OU
] of heavy. It’s almost as if my ing
gsrilfa i?j aIftlir all that education. My father nlqr:l}c,ieb (s)jZe ‘::rte letm'lg
bt new French, German, and English, and Ia’ e
MASHA.W\;/ htal:an. But a lot of good it does us! : P
this; N a: ls1 Stel};f(;;nt of klx\ljowing three languages in 4 town like
; xury. No, not even a luxury: j¢’
e el ury; it’s an unneces-
=2 g ¢ a sixth finger. We know a lot that’s unneces-
VERSHININ:
don};ﬂi\lh.inVl:’etﬂ! (meg/z.c) You know a lot that’s unnecessary! [
ere exists—I don’t think there conig exist—a tg‘;v
— n

life will swallow
you up. But you ol .

h you won’t simply disa . .
ple lii{e oiay, ﬁ( A then twelve, and so on, until finall iy
L “fg' it wi }i)e in the majority. In two or three huillclljre (:j-
Man meeds 3 life The o bte il S ke wstonishing

: : at, and if we don’t have ; :
wait f R ave it t

1t for it, dream of i, prepare for it, and that’s th};ere‘::orrln ;Set

_unnecessary!
MASHA: (Taking off her hat) 'm staying for lunch.

IRINA: (Sighing) Y
R g) You know, you really ought to write al] that

(Andréy has left unnoticed by now. )
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TUZENBACH: You say life on earth will eventually be beautiful and
wonderful. That's true. But in order for us to have a share in all
that, even at this.point, we have to get ready for it, we have to
work. . ..

VERSHININ: Yes. (Gets up) What a lot of flowers you’ve got! (Looks
around) And a beautiful house. I envy you. All my life I've lived
in dumpy apartments with two chairs and a sofa, and the stove
always smokes. And the one thing I've always wanted was a lot of
flowers like this. . .. (Rubs his hands) Oh, my! Well . ..

TUZENBACH: Yes, we have to work. Oh, I know you're all thinking:

Listen to the German getting sentimental again, but I'm really

Russian, honestly I am; I don’t even speak German. And my

father was baptized in the Russian church.

(Pause.)

VERSHININ: (Walking around) Sometimes I think what it would be
like to start life all over again, and do it deliberately. The life we’d
already lived would be a kind of rough draft, and the new one
would be a clean copy! And I think each of us would try not to
repeat the same mistakes, at least try to arrange a new environ-
ment, find a room like this to live in, with flowers in it and lots of

£ light! I have a wife and two little girls, and my wife is not a well
1 woman, and what with one thing and another, if I could start life
‘ over again, believe me, I certainly wouldn’t get married.

(Enter Kulygin.)

KULYGIN: (Going up to Irina) Dearest sister, allow me to congratu-
late you on this happy occasion and to convey to you my heart-
| felt wishes for good health and whatever else a girl of your age
I may desire—properly desire, that is. And allow me to present
' you with this little book as a small token of my esteem. (Gives
her a book) It’s a history of the first fifty years of our local high
school. T wrote it myself. A mere trifle, written in an idle hour,
but I want you to be sure to read it anyway. Ladies and gentle-
men, good afternoon! (To Vershinin) Kulygin. I teach at the local
: high school. (To Irina) This little book contains the names of all
those who have graduated from our high school over the last
fifty years. Feci quod potui, faciant meliora potentes. (Kisses
Mdsha)
IRfNA: But you gave me the same book as a present last Easter.
KULYGIN: (Laughing) No! Well, then, give it back. Or better yet, give
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nothing better to do,

VERSHININ: Thank
you. (Gets read b i

: gotten to know each other ag:ixf e i e
IRI;SA: ?re you leaving? Oh, don’t! s

A: You must stay and h .
OLGA: Do, really; please! e
VERSHININ: (Bowz'ng) I seem to hav

] - And the wind

with the rugs. ... p’ J today,

10 an excellent frame of mind, Més}%;, we’Irgn g‘(])?;)é' lzgptiy tfcl)d:g’,
. ¢ head-

R outing for the teachers

MASI:IA: I'm not going.
ﬁzlggin}r’l 1(H;tlrt) Miésha dearest why not?
(Il e - .
ell you later. . . . (Angrily) All right, all righe, I'l] g0, only

please just leave me alon
| e ... (M '
KULYGIN: And he’s invited us all( b;cvl:xtf)wayﬁom g

1 . R A S 4 3
place. Despite his Precarious health, that?ﬁgg 3(1)2:1‘:: ;)ngtat fll;s
; est to be

nality. A remarkable man, really

(A violin is heard offstage.)

OLGA: Ladjes and
cake!
KULYGIN:

gentlemen, lunch s served! And the birthday

2 1
g . g H St y I
O a dcal est Ol a deal est 5 ester da WOr ke(i fl om

|
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early morning until eleven at night; I was tired. And today I feel
very happy. (Goes to the dinner table) Dearest . . .

CHEBUTYKIN: (Folding his newspaper, putting it in his pocket, and
combing his beard) Birthday cake? Wonderful!

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

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

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

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

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

MASHA: Oh, fine, don’t go, as easy as that. ... What a miserable god-
damn life! (Goes into the dining room)

CHEBUTYKIN: (Going with her) Now, now . ..

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

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

SOLYONY: Wee, wee, wee, wee . . .
KULYGIN: (Happily) Your health, Colonel! I am a pedagogue by pro-

fession, but here I'm just one of the family, Masha’s husband.

She’s a wonderful woman, a wonderful woman. . ..
VERSHININ: I’ll have a little of this dark vodka. . . . (Drinks) Your

health! (To Olga) 1 feel very much at home here. ...
(Only Irina and Ttizenbach are left in the living room.)

IRINA: Mésha really feels awful today. She was only eighteen when
she married him, and she thought he was very intelligent. Not
anymore. He’s a nice man, but he’s not very intelligent.

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

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

TUZENBACH: What are you thinking about?

IRINA: Oh, nothing. I don’t like that Soly6ny. I'm afraid of him. He
says the stupidest things. . . . b

TUZENBACH: He’s strange. I feel sorry for him. He makes me mad
sometimes, but mostly I just feel sorry for him. I think he’s
really very shy. When there’s just the two of us, he’s good com-
pany and quite intelligent, but whenever he’s in a group he gets
crude and vulgar, he always tries to start a fight. Don’t go yet;

——
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a W . . >
'ust tlle two Ot us. ' hat are y()u t]llllkl]lg ab()ut. 1 ause Y ()][,re
t ent; s €ars Old’ I m not thil‘ty yet. I hink hO(VV mu)ch t i

we’ve got ahead
R ug C ead of us, days and days, all of them full of my love

IRINA: Nikolsj Lvévich, don’t talk to me about love

(JZENBAC . 7 ')
I H: (]\’0[ llStéﬂlﬂg) I haVC Such a dCSirc to liVe Il 1na a]ld to
{

work and fight for something, and my love for yc;u makes that

desire even stronget. You're so beauti 1

= I\?Z .biflouutlful! l(.?ea.t) What are you thl;rt:lilil:;gy:kl:oﬁ]t?kc s
T};ree Sist:zs i (; is 1S'O beaut’lful. But suppose it isn’t? Look at us
o f;ﬂ] u; ife hasn’t been so beautiful; it’s choking us u .
Ehr e o w;e;is. There, now I'm starting to cry. [ rcall;)
- The - (Wipes /z’er eyes and smiles) We have to work
el W.e don{el?;c())r‘lv we hre gnhappy and think life js so awfui
families who thought they Ylve\?(:rlltl;:ief: ;L(Z'l:v ot

(Enter Natdsha; she wears 4 pink dress with a green belt.)

NATASHA: They’re alread i
. ) y eating. . . .1 :
b y guess I'm late. . . .
h:l ’;{iy 0117{2 front of the r/mrror and fixes herself up) Welle at leagftops
ratulat'ay. et ]rzna). Irina Sergéyevna, happy bir’thda ! Cmy
% p ;,’(:tlsgoh;Z?! (Gives {zer a hug and several q]j"uxiz/z .kzk;[.:)-
uest:
Bironih o i you?; guests, I feel sort of embarrassed. . .. Hello,

OLGA: (Coming ; .
: 8 1110 the living room) Well. if it i<n’ =
How are you, my sweet? 2 »ifitisn’t Natdlya Ivénovna.

(] hfy c’xc‘/langt’h&f&f.)
N TASE 4 C g t su :l ab g IZ ) ) )
j -GA [ » O » none :i [h(l[, t's ““ ]L st fIICIldS' 2] Sel el (LClLCiJ "zt]

voice, a bit shocked) A )
! green belt! Darl R
NATASHA: Why? Is it bad luck of someth;fllg} B

OLGA: No it > .
... 1t just doe :
looks a bit odd, that’s asl?t look right with that dress ..

NATASHA:‘ ,([n a whiny voice) But wh
fean, it's more, you know, greenssk

. well, it

y? It isn’t really so green—I

(She follows Olga ; o
ga into the d, .
table; the living room is em;tyz.’)zmg room. Everyone is now at the
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KULYGIN: Irina dearest, here’s hoping you find a suitable fiancé. It’s
about time you got married.

CHEBUTYKIN: Here’s hoping Natilya Ivdnovna finds herself a
boyfriend too.

KULYGIN: Natdlya Ivdnovna already has a boyfriend.

MASHA: (Banging her plate with a fork) I'll have another little glass of
that wine. Well, we only live once, by God, and sometimes you
win, sometimes you lose.

KULYGIN: You get an F-minus in conduct.

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

SOLYONY: Cockroach juice.

IRINA: (Crybaby voice) Oh! That’s disgusting!

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

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

IRINA: Of course.
NATASHA: They’re very informal around here.
CHEBUTYKIN: “It’s love that makes the world go round .. .” (Laughs)

ANDREY: (Angry) Will you all please stop it! Aren’t you tired of it yet?
(Feddtik and Rohde enter with a big basket of flowers.)

FEDOTIK: Oh, they’re already having lunch.
ROHDE: (In a deep, loud voice, with exaggerated r’s) Lunch? Yes, it’s
true, they are already having lunch!
.FEDOTIK: Wait a minute! (Takes a picture) There! Now one more . . .
everybody hold still! (Takes another picture) There! Now you can

all move!

(They take the basker of flowers and go into the dining room,
where everyone greets them noisily.)

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

FEDOTIK: That’s all right, Irina Sergéyevna, you don’t have to hold
still, it’s all right! (Takes a picture) You look very interesting
today. (Takes a top out of his pocket) Oh, I forgot. A present for
you, a top. It makes an amazing sound. . ..

IRINA: Oh, it’s divine!

MASHA: “Beside the sea there stands a tree, and on that tree a golden
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chain . .. i
and on that chain an educated cat goes around and

around and around .. .” (Tearfyll .
can’t get it out of my hea(g. .e.a';fu ¥) Why do I keep saying that? [

KULYGIN: There are thirteen of us at the table!
ROHDE: (In a loud voice) Surely,
such silly superstitions?

(Laughter.)

KULYGIN: i
YGIN: If there are thirteen at table, that means two of them are

in love. Ivin Rom&p; .
you. . . . omanich, I certainly hope nobody’s in love with

 (Laughter.)

CHEBUTYKIN: ‘m j
Ni;;(l;III\I‘;’Oh, not me; I'm just an old boozer. But look at
ya Ivanovna: what do you suppose she’s got to blush about?

ladies and gentlemen, you are above

(Everybody laughs loudly; Narish z
g b it i/,) asha gets up and runs into the living

ANDREY: It’s all right, don’t i i
At g1, don't pay any attention to them! Wajr. . Don’t
NA:V?S}I;U; g rgl 0 §mbarrzrsef(_i. I just don’t know what's the matter
| » they just make fun of me all the time, | know it
pollllte to lea\ie the table like that, but I just couldn’t z‘t):lrifisi?olt
- really couldn ... (Hides her face in her hands) ’
ll)If;Yh OCI)Ih, t(l:larlfllng, pleas;:, please don’t get upset. They’re only jok
) Jonestly they are; they all mean well. Darling. they’ ice
people; they love me and they | . Gekigl o B
. y love you too. Come h
the window—the ’ ey
peow ycantsee us over here. . .. (Looks around
II;IS;I)“;ZI:AOIE s ]ust’ that I'm not used to these social oclzasioz:. .)
darh'r'lg (’1 gf:]),ltl re :o young],35<l) young and beautiful! Darling, oh
; get upset. Believe me, believe W
good. ’I feel’so full of love and I'm so proud. . meOh .tl{efeins’(z
lss‘c]:eus..lﬁon t worry, they can’t see us. I don’t know h’ow nycll in
With you, or when, or why— just don’t understand any of

I111:1. Darlin%,lylou’re $0 sweet and so ordinary I want you to
arry me! i =
beforz. ne ove you, I love you. . .. I've never loved anybody

(lefy kl..f.f Two
: officers enter AR .
ment.) offie , see them /(z.mng, and stop in amaze-

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

dark.

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

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

lamps aren’tlit. . ..
ANDREY: (Coming in with a book in his hand) What's the matter,

Natésha?

NATASHA: I was just looking to see if the lamps were lit. Tonight’s
carnival; the maid’s all in a tizzy. You got to keep your eyes on
them so nothing happens. Last night after midnight I was going

through the dining room and there was this candle burning. T

never could find out who did it. (Puzs down the candle) What time
is it?

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

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

ANDREY: He’s all right, Natésha. The baby’s all right.

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

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

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

ANDREY: (Hesitantly) Well, whatever my sisters say. It’s their house;
it’s up to them.
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NA;FASHA; It’s theirs too; I'll tell them too. They’re so sweet (Ger
0 go) I told them to get you some yogurt for supper. D(;ctor ::;};

you shouldn’t eat anythin i
' ything except yogurt, otherwise you’
ever going to lose weight. (Sz0ps) Bébik’s cold. I'm wgrrieile hm’)t
g}(l)mlgdto catch }f()ld in that room of his, he could you know? V;S
should move him into another room unt] the i
: the warm h
comes. For instance, Irina’s room is 1 i e
co X Just right for a baby’ :
(1:!; ; dry anfi gets hth/elsun all day long. We should tell hery Z;é’:ﬁlé
move in with Olga until then. . . . She’ e
A i - -+ - ohe’s never here during the
> Stre just spends the night here. .
how come you never talk to me? Rt
:I:?I’REY: Nothmg; I'was just thinking. . .. What is there to say?
ASHA: Yeah. ... There was something else I wanted to tel]

you. ... Oh, yes. Ferapént fi .
has to talk o you, pont from the council is here; he says he

ANDREY: (Yawning) Tell him to come in. i

(Natdsha goes out. Andréy ‘sits by the candle she has left and reads

b p . ;
: ;s foq/i}; Ferapont comes in. He is wearing an old tattered over-
at with the collar turned up and his scarf tied over his ears. )

Hello, old man. What's up?
FERAPONT: Chairman sent over a b
(G him o oo ond o ot a book and some papers. Here.
ANDREY: Thanks. That’s fine. Why d;
clready afor cight e y did you come by so late? It’s
FERAPONT: What?
:;111;?;\:1 ;L?ﬁerg I s.ai}cll, you came by late. It’s already after eight
¢ Ihats right. I came by a while ago, j il 1
’ : . g0, 1t was still light,
g:lllﬂdtrll1 t }etfme mt: ﬁald you were busy. That’s what tfiey gidt
1, that's fine: if he’s busy he’s busy. I’ i ‘
(Thinks Andf.*éy asked him something) Wha);P T
ANlt)}l:iYC:,s f;)thmg.. (L%oksltl/;zrouglz the book) Tomorrow’s Friday
meeting, but I'll go in anywa t hi :
It’s a bore around here (Pa Funny Hfe o] T { 1o
) o use) How funny life is! Today I
nothing to do, I was bored, I p; s bo S
» 2 Was bored, I picked up this book—my old ]
ILotes from the unversity—and I started to laugh. . . . 1\)/71;7) GOZCtF rr‘s
:oc’secre.tary (?f the County Council, the same council that ’Pro-
po}ll)ov is chalrman of; I'm the secretary, and the highest honor [
éan ope for is to become a full member! Me, a member of the local
Uﬁ{mty Council, and every night I dream I'm a professor at the
wversity of Moscow, a famous scientist, the pride of Russial

-
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FERAPONT: I dunno. ... Can’t hear too well. .

ANDREY: If you could hear, I wouldn’t be telling you all’thls. I bave
to talk to someone. My wife doesn’t understand me; I'm a,lfrald of
my sisters, [ don’t know why. ... ’m always afraid they-ll laugh
at me, make me feel ashamed. . .. I don’t drink, I don’t like bars,
but I'd love to be in Moscow right now, sitting at a table at Tés-
tov’s or the Grand Moscow.

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

ANDREY: In Moscow you can sit in a restaurant full of peopl'e, and
nobody knows you and you don’t know anybody, but still you
don’t feel like a stranger. In this town you know everybody and
everybody knows you, but you’re always a stranger. . . . A stranger,
and alone. i

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

ANDREY: What's it for?

FERAPONT: I dunno. This fella was tellin’ us.

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

FERAPONT: Nope. Things just didn’t work out that way. (Pause)
Mind if I go?

ANDREY: Sure. Take care of yourself.

(Ferapont goes out.)

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

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

(He stretches and goes slowly to his room. Offstage a nurse sings a
lullaby to the baby. Enter Mdsha and Vershinin. While they talk,
the maid lights the lamps and candles in the room.)

MASHA: I don’t know. (Pause) I don’t know. Of course, habit can be
very strong. For example, after Father died it toqk us a long time
to get used to the fact that we didn’t have orderlies anymore. BL}I :
I think I'm being fair about it, even allowing for habit. Maybe it’s
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different in other places, but in this town the most respectable, the
best brought up, and the best educated people are in the military,

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

MASHA: (Looking at the clock) It ought to be ready in a minute. I got
married when I was eighteen, and I was afraid of my husband
because he was a teacher, and I was barely out of school. I used to
think he was terribly wise, intelligent, and important. Now Dve
changed my mind. Unfortunately

VERSHININ: Yes. Well , . .

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

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

MASHA: Why?

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

MASHA: You’re a bit depressed yourself today.

VERSHININ: Maybe. I didn’t have any lunch. I haven’t eaten a thing
since this morning. My daughter wasn’t feeling well, and when-

ever something is the matter with my two little girls I always get
very upset; it kills me to think of the mother they’ve got. God, you
should have seen her this morning! What a fool she is! We started
fighting at seven this morning, and at nine I slammed the door
and left. (Pause) I never talk about these things. It’s funny, you're

the only one I complain to about it. . . . (Kisses her hand) Don’t be
angry with me. You’re absolutely all I've got.
(Pause.)

MASHA: Listen to the noise in the chimney. Right before Father died,
the wind made a noise in the chimney. Just like that.

VERSHININ: Are you superstitious?

MASHA: Yes.
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VERSHININ: That’s strange. (Kisses her hand) You’re a strange, won-
derful woman. Strange and wonderfu], I can see your eyes shin-
ing in the dark,

MASHA: (Moving t0 another chair) There’s more light over here.

VERSHININ: T love you, I Joye you, I love your eyes, the way you
move, I dream about you. ... You strange, wonderful woman!

again, please. . . . (Half to herself) No, 80 on, say it; what differ-
ence does it make? (Makes an exasperated gesture) It doesn’t
make any difference. Someone’s coming; talk about something
else. . ..

(Irina and Tizenbach enter through the dining room.)

TUZENBACH: [ have 2 triple family name—Baron Ttzenbach-Kréne.-
Altschauer—but I'm Russian just like you; T was baptized in the
Russian church. There’s very little German left in me, except for
patience—stubbornness, I guess it seems to you. I walk you home
every night.

IRINA: I’'m 50 tired.

TUZENBACH: And every evening I'll show up at the telegraph office
and walk you home, 1 promise, for the next ten of twenty years,
until you chase me away. ... (Notices Mdsha and Vershinin, delight-
edly) Oh, it’s you! Hello!

carnival people coming tonight?

MASHA: Yes.

IRINA: (Sitting down in a4n armchair) I've got to get some rest. I'm
worn out. o

TUZENBACH: (With 4 smile) Whenever you get off work you look so
little, so helpless. . . .

(Pause.)

IRINA: I'm tired. I hate the telegraph office. I hate it.

MASHA: You've lost weight. (Whistles softly) It makes you look
younger; your face is like 2 boy’s.

TUZENBACH: That’s because of the way she wears her hajr.

(A knocé on the floor Jrom beloy, )

The dOCt(l)l'} s knocking. (To Tiize,
you? I havep’, 8ot the Strength—’

(Tézenbacy knocks on, 1he floor.)

tll_]{: gobcet Orrightdui Igsten, we have got ¢, do sométhing. Last night
and Andréy were Playing carqg h
lost agajp, Somebody gy 6y los hundred ol =
- Sor y said Andréy Jost two h
MASHA: Mpat/zetzc) What can we do abouyt j¢ r?ov:fl?dred e

IRINA: Two weeks ago he lost, i December he]

bach) You knock, dear, will
M worn oy, |,

> March, Apyj], May . almost hajf , year!
INg 1s not to Jet Natésha fing out he’s Jost 4] that

IRINA: [ don’t think she €ven careg,

( C/zebut)%z’n enters, combz'ng his beard He pas
@ nap afier dinney. He sits dowy, at the
@ newspaper pyy of his Pocket.)

MASHA: Here pe comes. Has he Paid his ren¢?

IRINA: (Lauglzzhg) No. Not £ i
TR iy therz.r the last cight months, [ guess he forgor,

€45 just gotsen up from
dining room table and Zakes

(Everybody laughs; Pause,)

IRINA: Why are You so quiet, Alexdnder Ign4rych?
don’t k .

CHEBUTYKIN: Please come here, Venez iy

(Iring crosses and sy down at the table.)

Ican’t 4o without you.

(Iring lays ouz 4 &ame of soljtase, )
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VERSHININ: Now what? If we’re not going to have tea, let’s talk.

TUZENBACH: All right, let’s. What about?

VERSHININ: What about? Let’s make up things. For instance, let’s
talk about what life will be like after we’re gone, say in two hun-
dred or three hundred years.

TUZENBACH: Well, after we're gone, people will travel around in fly-
ing machines, theyll wear different-style jackets, maybe they’ll
discover a sixth sense and expand our perceptions, but life won’t
change. It will still be hard and happy and mysterious. Three
hundred years from now, people will still go around complaining,
“Oh, life is so hard,” and they will still be afraid to die, the same
as they are now.

VERSHININ: (Thinking a bit) No! How can I make myself clear? I
believe that everything in the world will change, little by little; it’s
already changing right before our eyes. In two or three hundred
years . .. well, in a thousand, maybe—the number of years isn’t so
important—a new and a happier life will begin. Of course, we'll
never see it, but we are working toward it right now. We work

for it, we suffer for it, we create it, in fact. And that’s the whole
point of our existence. That’s what happiness is, I think.

(Mdsha laughs softly.)

TUZENBACH: What are you laughing about?

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

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

(Fedétik and Réhde appear in the dining room; they sit down and
hum softly. Fedotik strums a guitar.)

TUZENBACH: According to you, we can’t even dream of happiness!
But what if I'm happy already?
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VERSHININ: You’re not.

U H ] ;
I ZENBACH. Wal{zng a dt’P?C’Cﬂtlﬂg ge.cture and laugﬁiﬂg) ObViO ly
us

we are on opposite sides of
] of the fence. i
convince you? R ) o

(Mdisha laughs softly. He shakes a finger at her.)

CC;(; ;l;zilsagdtlaugh !' (To VTrx/u’m'n) Not just in two or three hun

: » but even in a million years, life will still be s
’ ) i th

(1)t \: ;llv:ays beﬁp. It doesn’t change, it always stays the sameeiialrll;: iatl:

s Ou\;vs, l\;v ich are none of your business, or at least y01’1’ll never

e vzl gt they are. Birds that migrate—cranes, for instance—

j = ); l-:;m hy, and no matter what thoughts they may be thinkin

lfnowmgough ts or sx;:all thoughts, they keep on flying withoft?

Wwhere or why. They fly, and they will al

ter what great philosoph i s ot
' ‘ phers may arise among them: th

philosophy if they want, but they ca . o

s n never st i
MASHA: But there has to be some nzleaning u?rlts i

TUZENBACH: Meaning?
: g? Look out the window: it’ g
any meaning in that? OW: 1t's snowing. Is there

(Pause.)

MAiI(;I;;:e 1 lﬁlrigli a ]f?son has to believe in something, or has to look for
0 believe in, otherwise his life is em ,
' pty, empty. . . .
to live and not to know why the cranes fly, why childreﬁl};re b(J)lrlrSlt

Why there are stars.in d
the sky Either
: i 5 . you know the re
you're ahve, or nothmg makes any difference ason why

(Pause.)

VERSHININ: Still, it’s too bad youth doesn’t last.

MASHA: You kn < 1. )
bocl ow what Gégol said: Ladies and gentlemen, life is a
TUZENBACH: And I sa
With you anyway . .

. Cﬂdlﬂ rom t/ze n 1 i
UT . f ewspa 6’1’) BalZaC was marr led n

y: Ladies and gentlemen, arguing is a bore!

(Irina hums to herself)

Let’s just make a little n
€t's ote of that ’ }
ried in Berdichev. (Goes back 10 his pZ;:r)(Wma) s

IRINA: (Laying out anoth tai
o Berdkhevf’r game of solitaire, thoughtfully) Balzac was

-




284 THE PLAYS OF ANTON CHEKHOV

TUZENBACH: Well, the die is cast. Marfa Sergéyevna, did you know
I'm resigning from the military?

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

TUZENBACH: What difference does it make? (Gezs up) I'm not very
good-looking—what kind of military man is that? Anyway, it
doesn’t make any difference, really it doesn’t. . . . I'm going to
work. At least once in my life 'm going to work so hard T’ll come
home at night and fall into bed all worn out and go right to sleep.
(Goes into the dining room) Working people must sleep very well.

FEDOTIK: (To Irina) I was down on Moscow Street today and I bought
these for you at Pyzhikov’s. Crayons. And a little knife . . .

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

FEDOTIK: And I got a knife for myself too. . . . Look. Here’s one
blade, and another one, and another one, and this is for cleaning
your ears, and this is a pair of scissors, and this is for cleaning your
nails . ..

ROHDE: (Loud voice) Doctor, how old are you?

CHEBUTYKIN: Me? Thirty-two.

(Laughter.)

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

(He lays out the game. They bring in things for tea. Anfisa busies
herself with the tea; soon Natdsha comes in and busies herself at the
table as well. Solyény comes in, says hello to people, and sits down
at the table.)

VERSHININ: Listen to that wind!

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

IRINA: Look, the solitaire is coming out. That means we’ll get to
Moscow. S

FEDOTIK: No it isn’t. See, you've got an eight on a two of spades.
(Laughs) That means you won’t get to Moscow.

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

ANFISA: (To Mdsha) Masha dear, tea’s ready.

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

T*
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IRfNA: Nana!

ANFISA: Coming!

NATASHA: (To Solyény) Little babies understand everything you say.
“Hi, B6bik,” I said. “Hello, darlin’.” And you should have seepn
the way he looked at me. Oh, I know what you think—I’'m just
his mother—but it’s more than that, believe you me. He’s an
extraordinary child.

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

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

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

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

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

IRINA: Solyény ate it.

TUZENBACH: He ate it all?

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

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

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

VERSHININ: (Quietly) My wife has taken too many pills again. I have
to go. I'll go out this way. It’s all very unpleasant. (Kisses Mdsha’s
hand) My dearest, you wonderful woman . .. I'll just go out qui-
etly. ... (Leaves)

ANFfSA: Now, where’s he going? I just gave him his tea! Really, I
never saw the likes. . . .
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MASHA: (Flaring up) Go away! You just stand there bothering me all
the time. ... (Goes with her teacup to the table) I'm sick and tired
of that old woman. ...

ANFiSA: Now what’s gotten into her? My Lord!

ANDREY’S VOICE: Anfisa!

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

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

IRINA: Miasha, you’re being mean.

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

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

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

NATASHA: (Sighing) Masha dear, why do you always use language like

“that! You have a very attractive personality, and I'm sure you could
make a real nice impression on social occasions, I'll tell you quite
frankly, if it weren’t for those vulgar words of yours. Je vous prie,
pardonnez-moi, Marie, mais vous avez des maniéres un peu grossiéres.

TUZENBACH: (Choking back a laugh) Give me ... oh, give me ...
there . .. I think there’s some cognac. . .

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

IRINA: Where did Alexdnder Ignétych go?

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

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

Have a drink.
(They drink.)

I’ve got to play the piano tonight; all night, probably—just silly

stuff. Well, that’s all right.
SOLYONY: What do you mean, be friends? Who said we were ene-

mies?
TUZENBACH: You always make me feel as if something had gone

wrong between us. You’re kind of strange, you must admit. . ..
SOLYONY: (Reciting) “1 am strange, we all are strange! Forget thy
wrath, Aléko!”
TUZENBACH: Aléko? Who’s Aléko?

—

‘.*
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(Pause.)

SOL;{ONY[:) Whenever, I ’m alone with someone, I feel all right, just ordj
sae;rz,loltlt ;vhen. (Ii n;l In a group I feel depressed and shy ;nd I ) li

of stupid things. But still, ’'m more honest and , o
- lot of other people. A ot of others, And I can prove ?tn e
ZI;:giBACfI:I: fI1 kn(?w I get mad at you a lot—you’re always trying to
pick a fight with me whenever we’re out anywhere—but I stil]

like you anyway. Wh i 1
. aydrir);k,,! at the hell. I feel like getting drunk tonight,

SOLYONY: Let’s have a drink.
(They drink.)

I don’t have anythin i
c thing against you, Baron. But I have th
Lérmontov. (Quietly) 1 even look a little like Lérmontoxe/.s.o UI;&){

least that’s what people sa 1 i
il }ll;ndf) Y- ... (Takes out his bottle of cologne and

TU?E;E?SS; It’r;l r;signing from the service. Bastal I've been think-
it for . ]
to go to work. tve years, and I finally decided to do it. 'm going

SOLYONY: (Reciting) “Forget thy wrath, Aléko! F orget thy dreams . . .”

While th . Ll
[(am Pz)e tney talk, Andréy comes in with his book and sits near a

TUZENBACH: I'm going to work.

CHEBUTYKIN: (Going into the living room with Irina) And it was a real

CaucaSlaIl dlnIlCI, too: wc llad onion sou alld a meat dls}l Called
% %E z p

EEZS;ONSE: C/zeiic\}m.c/za’ isn’t meat; it’s a kind of onjon
UTYKIN: No, no, angel. Ch { isn’ .
: - Chekhartmd isn’t an onion; it’

dish, made with lamnb, R
(SZOHI].;;ONS,{: And I'm telling you cheremsha is an onion.
SOLYCI)JTY.KIN: Al;ld I m'tellmg you chekhartmd is a meat dish.
CHEBUI.\IIX. And I'm telling you cheremshi is an onion.

. CYKIN: What am ,I arguing with you for? You were never in
SOLYONY&!}(’:asus and you've never eaten chekhartmd)

: L've never eaten cheremshi becaus ; i
el

SAGlih can’t stand it. It tastes
AND. : ] . i
o ;ﬁ;ﬂ(f:p\g«;ﬁng) Thtzlllt s enough! Will you two please stop it?

3 €n are the carnival people coming? .
IRINA: 7 promised oo
They should be here now; they promised to come around nine
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TUZENBACH: (Hugging Andréy and singing) “Akh, vy séni, mdyi séni,

séni névye moyi ...~ A= L T )
ANDREY: (Dancing and singing) “Séni névye, klenévye . . .
CHEBUTYKIN: (Dancing) “Reshdchatye!

(Laughter.)

TUZENBACH: Goddamn it, let’s have a drink. Andy, let s dnr}k to
being friends. And I'll go with you, Andy, to the university in
Moscow. .

SOLYONY: Which one? There are two universities in Moscow.

ANDREY: There’s only one university in Moscow.

; i two.
SOLYONY: And I'm telling you there are .
ANDREY: I don’t care if there are three. The more the merrier.

SOLYONY: There are two universities in Moscow!

”

(Booing and hissing.)

There are two universities in Moscow: the old .universny an? the
new university. And if it bothers you all to listen to me, 1l my
words offend you, I don’t have to say anything. I can even leave

the room. ... (Goes out) . '
TUZE:JI;ZCH: Bravo, bravo! (Laughs) All right, lac!les and gentlemep,
hére we go! I am about to play! That Solyény is a clown. ... (Sis

down at the piano, plays a waltz) ' .
MASI?:: ( Waltzfng by herself) The baron is drunk, the baron is drunk,

the baron is drunk!
(Enter Natdsha.)
NATASHA: (To Chebutjkin) Ivin Roménich!

. ) oy etly.
She whispers something to Chebutjkin, then goes out quie
E'hebut)ﬂ(ii taps Tdzenbach on the shoulder and whispers some-

thing; he stops playing.)

IRINA: What’s the matter? .

CHEBUTYKIN: It’s time for us to go. Good night now.

TUZENBACH: Good night. It’s time tohgo. oy .

IRINA: Excuse me—but what about the carnival people:

ANDREY: (Embarrassed) They’re not coming. Well, you see, deal",
Natasha says that Bébik isn’t feeling well, and so . . . Look, I don’t
know—what difference does it rpal.ie.?’ o -

IRINA: (Shrugging her shoulders) Bobik isn t feeling well! .

MASHA{ Weﬁ?r s:)gmetimes you win, sometimes you lose. If they kick

THREE SISTERS 289

us out, then I guess we go. (To Irina) Bébik isn’t sick, she is! In
the head! (Points a Jfinger at her head) That cheap little . .

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

FEDOTIK: What a shame! I was really counting on spending the
evening, but if the baby is sick, of course . . . I'll bring him a little
present tomorrow. . . .

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

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

(We hear: “Goodbye!” “Good night!” Tdhzenbach’s happy laugh.
Everybody leaves. Anfisa and the maid clear the table and turn out
the lamps. The nurse is singing somewhere. Andréy, in an overcoat
and hat, and Chebutjkin enter quietly.)

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

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

' CHEBUTYKIN: Maybe so, but loneliness is worse. No matter how you

rationalize it, my boy, loneliness is an awful business. Although

when you get right down to it, actually—what difference does it
make?

ANDREY: Come on, let’s go.

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

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

CHEBUTYKIN: Oh.

ANDREY: Tonight I’'m not going to play cards; I'm just going to sit
and watch. I don’t feel very well. What are you supposed to do for
pains in your chest, Ivan Rom4nich?

CHEBUTYKIN: Don’t ask me. I don’t know, my boy; I can’t remember.
ANDREY: Let’s go out the back way.

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

IRINA: (Entering) Who is that?
ANFISA: (In a whisper) The carnival people!

(The doorbeil.)
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IRINA: Tell them there’s nobody home, Nana. And say we’re sorry.

(Anfisa leaves. Irina wanders about the room, thinking; she is
upset. Enter Solydny.)

SOLYONY: (Bewildered) There’s no one here. . . . Where did every-
body go?

IRfNA: They went home.

SOLYONY: That’s funny. Are you alone?

IRINA: Yes. (Pause) Good night.

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

IRINA: Good night! Please go.

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

IRINA: (Coldly) Stop it, Vassily Vassilich!

SOLYONY: This is the first time I've ever talked about my love for
you. (Puts his hand on his forehead) Well, maybe it doesn’t make
any difference. I can’t force you to be nice to me, I know that.
-+ But no happy rivals ... None. I swear by all that’s holy, any
rivals, I will kill them.

(Natdsha crosses the room with a candle. )

NATASHA: (Glancing in at one door, then another, and passing the door
10 her husband’s room) Andréy ... Oh, let him read. (Sees Solyény)
Oh! Excuse me, Vassily Vassilich, I didn’t know you were here;
I’m not dressed. . . .

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

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

IRINA: Is Bébik asleep?

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

IRINA: (Not understanding) What?

(The sound of sleigh bells outside.)
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NATASHA: You and Olga wil] have one room, and Bébik goes in your
rgom.“]ust for a while. He’s such a darlin’, This morning saiyd t
him, “Bébik,” T said, “you’re mine! All mine!” And he ; 0
looked at me with those big eyes of his. e

(The doorbel] rings.)
That must be Olga. She’s 5o late!
(The maid comes g'n'};and whispers something in Natdsha’s ear. )

Protopépov? What a crazy man! Protopépov is outside; he
wants me to go for a sleigh ride with him. (Laughs) Men are so

funny. ... Well, maybe just a little one, fift i
(To the maid) Tell him I’ll be right out., el R
(The doorbell,) ; I

Now who is it? Well, #har must be Olga.

(She leaves. The maid hurries ous; Iring sits thinh;
n 0 s thinking. Enter Kuly-
&, Olga, and behind them Vershinin.) king. Enter uly

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

VERSHININ: .That’s funny. I only left abour 2 half hour ago, and the
were waiting for the carnjval people. ’ ’

IRINA: Everybody left.

KULYG{N: Did Mi4sha leave? Where did she go? And why is Pro-
topopov waiting outside? Who’s he waiting for?

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

KULYGIN: Well, Miss High-and-Mighty!

OLGfA: The meeting just ended. I'm in agony. Our headmistress is
mck and I have to substitute for her. And my head, my head is
gchlng so. ... .(Sz't.c down) Andréy lost two hundred rubles play-
Ing cards last night. . . . The whole town is talking about it.

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

c:"m’t 80 home right now—what do you say?
KULYGIN: I'm tired: f ‘m t i '
i m tired; I can’t. (Stands) 'm tired. Did my wife go
IRINA: Probably.
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KULYGIN: (Kisses Irina’s hand) Goodbye. Tomorrow and the day after
are holidays. Have a pleasant rest! (Goes) T would dearly love a
cup of tea. I'd been counting on spending an evening with enter-
taining company. . . . Well. . . . O, Jallacem hominum spem!
Accusative of exclamation.

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

(He leaves with Kulygin, whistling.)

OLGA: My head aches so. Andréy lost . .. the whole town is talk-
ing. ... T’m going to bed. (Starss off) I've got the day off tomor-
row. ... Oh, God, how pleasant! Tomorrow off, and the day
after too . .. But my head aches so. (Leaves)

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

(Out in the street, someone is playing an accordion. The nurse
sings. Natdsha crosses the room in a Jur coat and hat; the maid fol-
lows her.)

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

(Leaves)
IRINA: (Alone, longing) I want to go to Moscow! Moscow! Moscow!

CURTAIN.

ACT THREE

Olga and Irina’s room. Beds right and left, behind screens. It is
after two in the morning. Fire alarms are heard in the distance;
they have been going for some time, and it's obvious that no one in
the house has been to bed yet. Mdsha lies on the sofa, dressed in
black as usual.

Enter Olga and Anfisa.

ANFiSA: They’re sitting downstairs in the hallway right ftow. ... 1
told them to come on up. “Come on up,” I said. “You can’t
just sit there like that.” And they’re crying their eyes out. “We
don’t know what happened to Papa,” they said. “Maybe he got
burned up.” Can you believe it? And there’s some more peo-
ple out in the yard; they don’t hardly have any clothes on,
either. . ..

D — |
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OLGA: (Taking a dress our of the closet) Nana, take that gray one
and that one too . .. and the blouse too ... and take this ski.I:t.
Nana. ... What a terrible thing, my God! The whole of Kirsénov’
Street must have burned. ... Take this one ... and this. (Pjje,

us; we can’t just let them 80 home. And poor Fedétik lost every-
thing; his place burped to the ground. . . .

ANFisa: Olga dear, you better get Ferapént. I'll never manage all this
myself.

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

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

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

(Enter Ferapént.)

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

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

OLGA: Go on, go on, getout. ...

FERAPONT: All right, 'm goin’, . ..

OLGA: Nana dear, give it all away. We don’t need any of it, Nana;
give it all away. . .. I’'m so tired I can hardly stand. . .. We can’t
let the Vershinins 80 home. The girls can sleep in the living

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

OLGA: Don’t talk Ronsense, Nana. Nobody’s going to send you away.

ANFISA: (Leaning against Olga) My little girl, my little darling, I do
what I can, I work al] the time. . . . I know I'm not what I used to
be, everybody says send her away, but where am I supposed to
go? Where? I'm old, 'mold, P'mold . . .

OLGA: Nana, why don’t you sit down. . . . Poor love, you’re worn out!
(Helps her sit down) You just rest, darling. You’re so pale!

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

OLGA: (Not listening to her) You really can’t see the fire from this
roomy; it’s quieter here,

NATASHA: Yes. ... T must be a mess, (Looks in the mirror) Who said I
was putting on weight? It’s not true! Not a bit! And Ma4sha’s asleep;
she must be worn out, poor thing. ... (To Anfisa, coldly) Don’t you
dare sit down when I'm around! Get up! And getout of here!

(Anfisa goes ous; pause.)

Why you keep that old woman around I will never understand.

OLGA: (Stunned) Excuse me, I don’t understand either. . ..

NATASHA: You just spoil her! She doesn’t do a thing! She’s a peasant,
she should be living on a'farm. I like things nice and neat around
the house, I don’t want things sloppy! (Pazs Olga’s cheek) Poor
sweet thing, you're tired! Our headmistress is all tired outl When
my little Sophie grows up and starts high school, I'll haye to start
being scared of you.

OLGA: I'm not going to be headmistress.

NATASHA: Yes you are, Olga. It’s all settled. -

OLGA: I refuse. I can™, I just don’t have the strength for it. (Takes 4

drink of water) You were so rude to Nana just now. . . | Forgive
me, I'm in no condition for scenes like that. . . . I’'m even a little
faint. . .

NATASHA: (Upset) I'm sorry, Olga, 'm sorry. I didn’t mean to upset
you.

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

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

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

OLGA: The least little vulgarity, an indelicate expression, and I get
terribly upset. . . . i
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NATASHA: I know I say things I shouldn’t, dear, I know, byt you
have to agree she could golive on a farm..

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

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

OLGA: Then let her sleep.

NATASHA: (Astonished) What do you mean, let her sleep? She’s 2
servant, isn’t she? (Abmost crying) 1 just don’t understand you,
Olga. I have two nurses for the children, we have a maid and a
cook. ... What do we need that old woman for? What for?

(Fire alarms in the distance. ) '

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

NATASHA: We've got to come to some agreement, Olga. Once and for
all. You’re at the high school, I'm at home. Your job is teaching,
mine is running this house. And if I tell you something about the
servants, then I know what I'm talking about. I know what I am
talk-ing a-bout! And 1 don’t want to sce that stupid old woman
around here tomorrow! (Stamps her foot) And don’t you dare
argue with me! Don’t you dare! (Calms down a little) Really, if
you don’t move down to the basement apartment, we are always
going to be fighting like this. It’s terrible.

(Enter Kulygin.)

KULYGIN: Where’s M4sha? We should have gone home long ago.
They say the fire’s dying down. (Yawns and stretches) They only
lost one block, but it was so windy, at first they thought the whole
town would burn down. (Sizs down) I'm tired. Olga dearest . . . I
sometimes think if [ hadn’t married Masha [ would have married
you, Olga. You’re a wonderful woman. . . . I'm so tired. (Listens
Sor a bit)

OLGA: What’s the matter?

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

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

(Olga goes upstage with Natdsha. Chebutjkin enters; he walks
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straight as if he were sober, crosses the room, stops, looks around,
goes over to the washstand, and starts to wash his hands.)

CHEBUTYKIN: (Sullen) The hell with ’em all ... the hell with ’em.
They think I'm a doctor and I know how to cure people, but I
don’t know anything. I forgot everything I knew, I don’t remem-
ber a thing. Not a thing.

(Olga and Natdsha go out; he doesn’t notice. )

The hell with ’em. Last Wednesday I went out to Zisyp to take
care of a sick woman. She died, and it's my fault she died. My
fault... Maybe I knew something twenty-five years ago, but now
I can’t remember a thing. My head is empty, and so is my heart.
Maybe I'm not even human. . . . Maybe I don’t even exist . . .
maybe it’s all my imagination. (Starts to ¢ry) Oh, I wish I didn’t
exist! (Stops crying. Sullen, as before) What the hell ... Two days
ago I went to the club, they were all talking about Shakespeare
and Voltaire; I never read ’em, but I pretended like I did. So did
all the rest of ’em. They all pretended. Made me sick! I kept
thinking about that woman who died on Wednesday, I kept
thinking about everything, and I got feeling ugly and twisted and
mean. . .. So I went out and got drunk.

(Irina, Vershinin, and Trizenbach enter; Thzenbach has on brand-
new civilian clothes, very stylish.)

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

VERSHININ: If it weren’t for the troops, the whole town would have
burned! Terrific, every one of them! (Rubs his hands with satisfac-
tion) Good boys! Just terrific!

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

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

IRINA: Everybody’s just sitting around downstairs; nobody wants to
leave. Even that Solyény of yours is down there.... (To
Chebutjkin) Doctor, you ought to go to bed. o

CHEBUTYKIN: S’all right. Thanks a lot. (Combs his beard)

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

TUZENBACH: They’ve been after me to organize a benefit concert for
the people who were burned out.
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IRfNA: Here? Who could you get?

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

KULYGIN: Beautifully! .

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

TUZENBACH: Nobody in this town understands music, not a single
soul, but I do, and I tell you she has talent.

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

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

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

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

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

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

IRINA: And we’re leaving too!

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

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

IRINA: That was Mama’s clock.

CHEBUTYKIN: Maybe. Mama’s. All right, so it was Mama’s. Maybe I
didn’t even break it. Maybe it just looks like it’s broken. Maybe
we don’t even exist; maybe it just looks like it. I don’t know any-
thing, and nobody else knows anything either. (At the door) What




298 THE PLAYS OF ANTON CHEKHOV

are you all looking at? Nat4sha’s having a little affair with Pro-
topdpov, but you can’t see that. You just sit there, and you can’t
see that Natdsha is having a little affair with Protopépov. (Sings)
“Don’t you like this little fig I'm giving you . . .” (Leaves)

VERSHININ: Well ... (Laughs) This is all really very strange, isn’t it?
(Pause) When the fire started, I ran right home; as soon as I got
there, I realized our house was safe and sound, but my two little
girls were standing in the doorway. All they had on was their
underwear, their mother was gone, there were people running
everywhere, horses, dogs barking, and on those little girls’ faces
was a look of horror, fear, anxiety, I don’t know what all—it
wrung my heart to see them like that. My God, I thought, what
will those little girls have to go through during their lifetime! I
picked them up and brought them here, but all I could think of
was what they would have to go through before they die.

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

And when my little girls were standing there in their underwear,
with no shoes on, and the street was all red from the fire, and the
noise was terrible, I thought: This is the way things used to hap-
pen years ago—a surprise enemy attack, arson and looting . ..
And yet of course there’s really an enormous difference between
then and now, isn’t there? And after a little time goes by, say two
or three hundred years, people will look back on our life with
horror, or they’ll laugh, and the things we do today will seem
strange and complicated and impractical. And oh, what a life
that will be then! (Laughs) Excuse me, I'm talking too much
again; it’s just the mood I'm in. (Pause) You’re all asleep. Well,
I'll keep talking anyway. What a life that will be! Just think:
right now there are only three people like you in this town;
another generation and there will be more, and then more and
more, and a time will come when the whole world will have
changed because of you, and everyone will live like you do, and
finally even you will become part of the past, and people will be
born who are better than you.... (Laughs) I'm in the strangest
mood today. I feel an urge to live, to do something wild! (Sings)
“Lyubvi vse vésrasty pokdrny, yeys poryvy blagotvérny . . .7
(Laughs)
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MASHA: Tram-tam-tam . . .
VERSHININ: Tram-tam . .|
MASHA: Tra-ra-ra? (
VERSHININ: Tra-tg-14. (Laughs) |

|

(Enter Fedorik.)

FEDOTIK: (Dancing) It’s all burned up! Everything’s gone! It’s all ‘
burned up!

(Laughter.) b

IRINA: What’s so funny about it? [s everything burned?

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

(Enter Solyony.) '

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

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

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

SOLYONY: They said it’s stopped. Now, I find that extremely funny, {
that the baron can come in here and I can’t. (Takes out his cologne ’
bottle and rubs some on his hands)

VERSHININ: Tram-tam-tam. I

MASHA: Tram-tam. ‘

VERSHININ: (Laughing; to Solyény) Let’s go downstairs. J

SOLYONY: Very well. We’ll just make a little note of this, (Looking at
Tiizenbach) Wee, wee, wee, wee . . . i

(He goes out with Vershinin and Fedotik.) | !|

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

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

MASHA: Nikol4i Lvévich, will you please get out?

TUZENBACH; (Laughing) Are you here? I didn’t see you. (Kisses




300 THE PLAYS OF ANTON CHEKHOV

Irina’s hand) Goodbye, I'm going. ... When I look at you now,
Irina, I remember a while back, on your birthday, how alive you
were, laughing and talking about going to work. . . . ‘What a
happy life I dreamed of then—and where is it? (Kisses her hand)
You have tears in your eyes. Go to bed; it’s already daylight; it’s
morning. . .. Oh, if only I could sacrifice my life for you!

MASHA: Nikol4i Lvévich, get out! Really, you are the limit. . . .

TUZENBACH: I'm going. (Leaves)

MASHA: (Lying down) Are you asleep, Fyédor?

KULYGIN: What?

MASHA: You should go home,

KULYGIN: M4sha dearest, my sweet M4sha . .

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

KULYGIN: I'm going right now. ... My dear wife, my wonderful wife
-+ Ilove you, my only—

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

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

MASHA: And I’m bored. [ am bored, bored, bored! (Straightens up and
speaks, sitting there) There’s one thing I can’t get out of my head; it
feels like someone nailed it there. | mean Andréy—he took out a
mortgage on this house, and his wife got all the money, and this
house isn’t just his, it belongs to the four of us! He must know
that, if he’s got any decency left.

KULYGIN: Why bring it up, M4sha? It doesn’t affect you. Andréy
owes money all over town; I feel sorry for him.

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

KULYGIN: You and I are not poor. I work, I teach at the high school, I
give private lessons in my spare time. . .. I'm a plain, honest man.
Omnia mea mecum porto, as they say.

MASHA: I don’t want anything, but the injustice of it revolts me.
(Pause) Go on home, F yé6dor.

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

IRINA: Andréy has gotten so petty, so slow, and so old, living with
that woman. He used to want to be a scientist, and yesterday he
was bragging that he’d finally become a member of the County
Council. He’s a member, and Protopépov is the chairman. . ..
The whole town is talking and laughing, and he’s the only one
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body went to see the fire, but not him. He just sits in his room and
pays Do attention to anything; he just plays his violin, (On edge)
Oh, it’s awful, it’s awful, awfull (Cries) 1 can’t stand it. I cap’t
stand it anymore! | can’t, I can’t)

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

Throw me out, Please, get rid of me! | can’t stand it anymore!
OLGA: (Frz'g/ztened) What’s the matter? Darling, what’s the matter?
IRINA: (Sobbing) Where is it? Where did it al] go? Oh, my God ;ny

God! I've forgotten everything; my head is al] mixed up. . .. [ éan’t

remember the Italian word for window, or ceiling. . ;

getting things; every day I forget more and more, and life goes by
and it won’t ever come back and we’re never going to Moscow
never, never, .I can see it all now—we’re nhever going to get

there. . . I’{n almost twenty-four, I've been working all this time,
and my bram has .shrlveled up; I've lost my looks, I've gotten old,
a.nd nothing, nothing! There’s no satisfaction in any of it, and the

stand why I'm still aljve, | should have killed myself long ago.

OLGA: Don’t cry, my little girl, don’t cry. ... It tears me apart,

IRINA: I’m' not crying, I'm not. . . . I¢’s all right. . . . There, see, I'm
Dot crying anymore. It’s a]] right, it’s all right!

OLGA: Dearest, let me talk to you, as your sister, as a friend. [f you
want my advice, marry the baron.

(Irina weeps quietly.)

Af:ter all, you respect him, you value his friendship. . .. I know

€'s not very good-looking, bur he’s 5 good man, an honest
man.... People don’t marry for love; they marry because
they fe supposed to. At least I think they do. I would have mar-
tied without love, [t wouldn’t have made any difference who it
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IRINA: I kept waiting for us to move to Moscow. I knew I'd meet my
true love there; T used to dream about him. But you see it was all a
lot of nonsense. . . .

OLGA: (Hugging her sister) Oh, darling, I know, I know. When the
baron resigned from the service and first came to see us in his
civilian clothes, he was so plain-looking I started to cry.... And
he asked me what I was crying about, and what could 1 tel] him?
But if God brings the two of you together, I would be very happy.
You see, things are very different from what you thought, very
different.

(Natdsha enters with a candle in her hand. She walks silently
across the room in a straight line Jrom right to lefz.)

MASHA: (Sitting) You’d think she started the fire herself,
OLGA: M4sha, you are so silly. You are the silliest person in this fam-
ily! ... I'm sorry; excuse me.

(Pause.)

MASHA: My dear sisters, I want to confess something. I want to bare
my soul. I want to confess something to you, and then I never
want to say another word about it ever again. I want to tell you
everything right now. (Quierly) 1t’s my secret, but you should
know it anyway ... T can’t keep it to myself anymore. (Pause) I'm
in love, I'm in love ... I love that man, the one you saw just
now.... Well, that’s it: I love Vershinin.

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

MASHA: What can I do! (Puts her hands 10 her head) At first I thought
he was strange, then I started feeling sorry for him .. . then I fell
in love with him: in love with his voice, with the things he says,
with all his problems, with his two little girls . ..

OLGA: (Behind the screen) I'm not listening. I don’t care what you’re
saying; I'm not listening.

MASHA: Oh, Olga, you’re the silly one. 'm in love! It’s fate, I guess—
I mean it’s just my luck. And he loves me. ... It’s all so funny.
Don’t you think so? Doesn’t it strike you funny? (Takes Irina’s
hand, draws her close) Oh, my darling, we'll get through life some-
how, no matter what happens to us.... When you read about
these things in books, it all seems terribly silly and predictable,
but when you fall in love yourself, you realize nobody knows any-
thing about it, everyone has to figure it out for herself, My dear

THREE SISTERS 303

sisters, there. I’ve told you. Now I' will never say another word
about it. The rest is silence.

(Enter Andréy, then Ferapént.)

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

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

ANDREY: In the first place, when you speak to me, you call me Sir
and not Andréy Sergéyich.

FERAPONT: Sir. The firemen want to know can they go through the
yard to get to the river; they can’t keep goin’ around and around
like they been.

ANDREY: All right! Tell them all right.

(Ferapént leaves.) :
What a bore. Where’s AOlga?
(Olga motions Jrom behind the screen.)

I came to ask you for a key to the cupboard. I lost mine. I know
you’ve got that little one.

(Olga gives him a key in silence. Irina goes behind her screen;
pause.)

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

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

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

(Vershinin’s voice: “Tram-tam -tam.”)

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

OLGA: Please, Andréy. Let it go until tomorrow. . . . (Goes behind her
screen) It’s time to go to bed.

_
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ANDREY: No, I'm going to say what I came for, and then T’lI go.
Right this minute. In the first Place, you've got something against
my wife, Natdsha, and I've noticed it since the day I got married,
Natisha is a lovely person, honest and straightforward and well
brought up. In my opinion. I love my wife and I respect her, you
understand? I respect her and I want to make sure the rest of you
respect her too. I repeat, she is a lovely person, and all your
remarks and attitudes—well, excuse me, but you’re just being
stuck-up. ... (Pause) In the second place, you all seem mad at me
because I'm not a scientist or a professor or something. But [ have

career. I'm a member of the County Council and I'm proud of it,
if you want to know. . . . (Pause) In the third place—1I still have
something more to say—I mortgaged this house, and I didn’t get
your permission. It’s my fault and I'm sorry and I ask you to for-

(Pause.)

KULYGIN: (At the door) Isn’t Masha here? (Nervously) Where is she?
That’s funny. . . . (Leaves)

ANDREY: You’re not listening. Natsha is a fine, honest woman.
(Walks up and down in silence, then stops) When [ got married, [
thought that we’d all live happily together . . . happily. ... But oh,
my God ... (Starts 20 cry) Oh, my dear sisters, my darling sisters,
don’t believe me, don’t believe me. . . . (Leaves)

KULYGIN: (At the door, nervously) Where’s M4sha? Isn’t she here?
This is very disturbing.

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

IRINA: Olgal Somebody’s knocking.

OLGA: It’s the doctor. He's drunk. -

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

OLGA: That’s just a rumor.

IRINA: We'll be left here all alone, ... Olga!

OLGA: What?

T
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IRINA: Olga dear, I do respect the baron, [ do, he’s a wonderfy] man
I'will marry him, I promise, only please let’s 80 to Moscow| | b
you, please! There’s no place in the world like Moscow! I e go
Iga! Please! ]

CURTAIN.

“ACT FOUR

The old garden of the Prézorov house. A long walk lined wirh fir

trees, leading to the river. Across the river is a forest, At the right is

stand on the porch, saying goodbye to Fedotik and Rohde, who are
coming down the steps; both officers are in Jield uniform.

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

IRINA: Till we meet again!

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

KULYGIN: Who knows? (Wipes his eyes and smiles) Even I'm starting
to cry. i

IRINA: We may meet again sometime.

FEDOTIK: What, in ten or fifteen years? But we won’t hardly recog-
nize each other, and we’]] be very nervous and embarrassed.
(Takes a picture) Hold it! Just one more time,

ROHDE: (Hugging Tdzenbach) No, we'll never see each other
again. ... (Kisses Irina’s hand) Thank you for everything; thank
you so much!

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

TUZENBACH: | hope we do meet again. But you be sure and write us;
don’t forget.
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ROHDE: (Looking around the garden) Goodbye, trees! (Shouts) Hey!
Hey! (Pause) Goodbye, echo!

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

FEDOTIK: (Looking at his watch) We've got less than an hour.
Solyény’s the only one from our battery going on the barge; the
rest of us go with the men. There are three batteries going today
and three more tomorrow—and after that peace and quiet will
settle down upon the place once again.

TUZENBACH: As well as god-awful boredom.

ROHDE: Where’s Maria Sergéyevna?

KULYGIN: Mésha’s somewhere out here in the garden.

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

ROHDE: Goodbye. I'd better g0, otherwise I'll start crying. (Hugs
Tizenbach and Kulygin, and Fkisses Iring’s hand) We had such a
wonderful time here. . . .

FEDOTIK: (To Kulygin) Here’s a little souvenir: a little book with a
little pencil attached. . . . We'l] go this way, down by the river. . . .

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

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

(In the garden, Fedtik and Rohde meer Misha and say goodbye;
she goes off with them.)

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

CHEBUTYKIN: They forgot to say goodbye to me.

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

CHEBUTYKIN: I must have forgot. Anyway, I'll see them two days
from now; I'm leaving tomorrow. Hmm . . . only one day left. But
next year I retire, and then I'll come back here and spend the rest
of my days with you. Just one more year, and I get my
pension. ... (Puts one newspaper in his pocket and takes out another)
I'll come back here and reform my life. I'll be so reserved, so
T€. .. so respectable—a real model of retirement.

IRINA: You certainly ought to reform your life, my dear. Anything
would help.

CHEBUTYKIN: You’re right. I think so too. (Sings softly) Ta-ra-ra
boom-de-ay, it’s gonna rain today . . .

KULYGIN: Iv4dn Roménich, you’re unreformable! Unreformable!
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CHEBUTYKIN: Maybe I should take lessons from you, Then 14 4,
better, eh?

IRINA: Fyédor shaved his mustache off. I can’t bear it

KULYGIN: So?

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

KULYGIN: What do you mean? It’s perfectly normal, a modus viveng;
Our headmaster shaved his mustache, so when I was promoted [
shaved mine. Nobody likes it, but that makes no difference to me
whatsoever. I'm'quite happy. With 2 mustache or without a mus.
tache, I am still a happy man.

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

IRINA: Iv4dn Romanich dear, I'm really worried. What happened yes-
terday on the boulevard? ;

CHEBUTYKIN: What happened? Nothing. Just a lot of nonsense.
(Reads his paper) What difference does it make?

KULYGIN: What [ heard was, Solyény and the baron met op the
boulevard near the theater . . |

TUZENBACH: Please! That’s enough, for God’s sake . . .

(Makes a gesture of impatience and 8oes into the house.)

KULYGIN: . . . near the theater, and Solyény started teasing the baron,
and he couldn’t take it anymore and said something insulting . . .

KULYGIN: ... and they say that Solyény is in love with Irina and
that’s why he can’t stand the baron. Well, it’s understandable.
Irina’s a wonderful girl. She’s very much like my Misha, both
very thoughtful. Only your personality is easier, Irina. Of course,
Misha has a very good personality too. I love her, I really do.

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

IRINA: (S/zz'z/erz'ng) Everything scares me today. (Pause) I'm all ready
to leave; I just have to finish packing after lunch. The baron and I
are getting married tomorrow, and then we go away to the brick
factory, and the day after, I start teaching, and that’s when our
new life begins. God, I hope it all works out! When | passed the
exams for my teaching certificate, I practically cried. ... (Pause)
The cart is coming to pick up my things. . ..

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

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

KULYGIN: That’s enough out of you. (Sighs) Well, the troops are leav-
ing today, and then everything will be back the way it used to be.
Whatever people say, Mésha is a wonderful woman, an honest
woman. [ love her and thank God for her. People turn out differ-
ently. ... There’s a clerk in the local tax office, Kézyrev his name
is; we went to high school together. He never graduated because
he couldn’t understand the uz consecutivum construction. He’s ter-
ribly poor, not well at all, and whenever I see him I say, “Hello
there, ut consecutivum!” “Yes,” he says “ut consecutivum, that’s
right,” and then he coughs. I've been lucky all my life. 'm happy,
I've even got a certificate of merit, and now I teach the uz consecs-
tivum to others. Of course, I'm intelligent, more intelligent than

“most, but that won’t necessarily make you happy. . . .

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

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

KULYGIN: Has the headmistress gotten home yet?

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

IRINA: No. We sent for her. If you only knew how hard it’s been for
me, living here alone without Olga, now that she has an apart-
ment near the high school. She’s headmistress and she’s busy all
day long, and I’m here by myself; I have nothing to do, I'm bored,
and I hate that room 'm in. . . . I made up my mind: if I can’t go
to Moscow, then that’s the way it has to be; it’s fate. There’s noth-
ing you can do about it. . . . Nikol4i Lvévich proposed to me, and
Taccepted. He’s a good man; it’s amazing how good he is. And all
of a sudden I felt happy, less depressed, and T felt like working
again. Only last night something happened—nobody will tell me
what, but I feel uneasy about it. . . .

CHEBUTYKIN: Nothing happened. Just a lot of nonsense.

- ———————
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NATASHA: (At the window) The headmistress is herel
KULYGIN: Here’s the headmistress. Let’s go.

(He and Iring £o into the house. )

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

(Ma’sza comes up; in the distance, Andréy wheels the baby car-
riage. ;

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

CHEBUTYKIN: So what?

MASHA: (Sz'ttz'ng down) Nothing. (Pause) Did you love my mother?

CHEBUTYKIN: Very much.

MASHA: Did she love you?

CHEBUTYKIN: (After a pause) That I can’t remember. 4

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

CHEBUTYKIN: He’s not here yet.

MASHA: When you only get your happiness in bits and pieces and
then lose it anyway, like me, you begin to get bitter about it. You
don’t care what you say anymore. (Touches her breast) 'm full of
anger inside.

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

Look at our little brother, Andréy: all his hopes are gone. A thou-
sand people raise a bell, they spend all kinds of money and effort
and all of a sudden it falls and goes smash. All of 4 sudden.
Nobody’s fault. Just like Andréy.

ANDREY: [ wish they’d quiet down in there. What 4 racket.

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

ANDREY: For good?

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

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

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

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

MASHA: Whose third duel?

CHEBUTYKIN: Solyény’s.

MASHA: What about the baron?

CHEBUTYKIN: What about the baron?

(Pause.)

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

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

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

That’s him. That’s Skvortsév calling. He’s the second. He’s wait-
ing for me.

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

CHEBUTYKIN: It only looks that way. There’s nothing here, we’re not
here, we don’t even exist, it just looks like it. What difference
does anything make?

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

ANDREY: Our house is emptying out. The officers are Boing away,
you're going away, Irina’s getting married. I'll be here all by
myself.

CHEBUTYKIN: What about your wife?

(Ferapont enters with some papers.)

r

THREE SISTERS 311
oo . e .
r:SEY. 1\/{))17 wife? My w1’fe 1S ... my wife. She’s honest, she’s
' pectable ... well, she’s a good woman, but somewhere dee
own inside her there’s something blind and vicious and meanp
b

SOIIlCtlIIlCS ShC dlsgusts me so much I get Sle to my Stomach,
a]ld ] can't u]ldel Stalld VVllat 1 e . W y . y
t was ll I IOVC ]lel‘ OI VVh

v . “f.
CHEBUTYKIN: (Standing) My boy, I'm leaving tomorrow, we may

right? Put on your hat pick u 1
; A P your stick, and get out of h
Don’t look back. And the farther away you get, theg better.o i

(Solyony, uizt(z two officers, crosses the garden upstage; when he
sees Chebutikin he crosses toward him. The officers continue on )

SOLYONY: Doctor. Ti ’ i
A octor. Time to go. It’s already twelve-thirty. (Greess
CHEBUTS;_KIN: I'm coming. I'm sick and tired of you people, every
one of you. (To Andréy) If anybody wants me, Andréy, tell them
I'll be rl"‘ght’ back. ... (Sighs) You people . .. ’
SOLYONY: “Said the dog to the flea, don’t jump on me.” (Begins to

walk oﬁ‘ with him) What's the matter with you, old man?
CHEBUTYKIN: Leave me alone! .

SOLYONY: Not feeling well?
CHEBUTYKIN: You go to helll
SOLY.ONY:.NO need to get upset; I'm just going to have a little fun
with !um. AllT want to do is wing him like a woodcock (Takes
out his cologne bottle and rubs some on his hands) That n"lakes ca
whole bottle today, and they still smell. My hands smell like a
corpse. (Pause) Right. ... How does Lérmontov’s poem go?
But every rebel secks a storm, as if a storm will bring hglm

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

”»

me.

H o 5 L a . g .
[(-[ e;!)exzts with Solyény. Shouts in the distance: Yoo-hoo! Hey!

FERAPONT: Papers to sign . ..

ANDREY: (Trritated) 1eave me alone! F ’
(Pu{he.f the baby carriage) " For Gods sake leave me alone!

D
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FERAPONT: You got papers, you gotta get ’em signed.

(He goes off after Andréy. Enter Irina, and Teizenbach wearing a
straw hat. Kuljgin crosses the garden, shouting, “Mdshal Yoo-

hoo!”)

TUZENBACH: He must be the only man in town who’s glad the sol-
diers are going.

IRINA: You’re probably right. (Pause) Our town is emptying out.

TUZENBACH: Listen, dear, I'll be back in a few minutes.

IRINA: Where are you going?
TUZENBACH: I have to goand . .. I promised them I'd see them off.

IRINA: That’s not true. Nikol4i, why are you acting so funny today? .

(Pause) What happened yesterday by the theater?

TUZENBACH: (An impatient gesture) I'll be back in an hour. (Kisses her
hand) My beloved . .. (Looks directly at her) T have loved you for
five years, and I still can’t get used to the fact; you seem more and
more beautiful to me. You have such wonderful hair! Such eyes!
Tomorrow I'll take you away from here, we’ll work, we’ll be rich,
my dreams will all come true. You’ll be happy. There’s just one
thing wrong: you don’t love me.

IRINA: T can’t. T'll be your wife, I'll ... I'll do what I’m supposed to
do, I'll be faithful, but I don’t love you. I'm sorry. (Cries) I've
never been in love. I used to dream about love, I used to dream
about it all the time, but now my soul is like a piano that’s been
locked up and the key’s lost. (Pause) You look so upset.

TUZENBACH: I didn’t get much sleep last night. I’ve never been
frightened in my life. I've never been afraid of anything, yet now
I can’t sleep—I'm tormented by the thought of that lost key. Say
something. (Pause) Say something to me. . . . '

IRINA: What? It’s so quiet here; these old trees just stand in the
silence. (Leans her head on his breast)

TUZENBACH: Say something to me. . . .

IRINA: What do you want me to say? What?

TUZENBACH: Anything . . .

IRINA: Oh, stop it! Stop it! ta

(Pause.)

TUZENBACH: It’s funny how the stupidest little things in life can seem
so important, all of a sudden and for no reason. Oh, let’s not talk
about it! I feel happy. It’s almost as if  were seeing these trees for
the first time in my life; they all seem to be looking at me and

_
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waiting for something. What beaurify
. . . ul trees the are!
beautiful the [ife around them ought to be, Y arel And how

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

I must go; I'll be Jate This tree is dead, but it s¢:

: 30; ) » but it still m i
wind with Fhe others. I feel like that: if die, I meaczl‘ie;’llln stt}ill?
be part of life somehow. . . Goodbye,'my darling. (Kisses her

hand) Th ,
calen)dar. - pap’er'r’s you gave me are on my desk, under the

IRINA: I'm coming with you,
TUZENBACH: (Worried ! 2
- Irma? zed) No, nol (Walks off quickly, bus SLops near the
IRINA: What?
TUZENBACH: (Not knowing whar 1o s, idn’
\ y) I didn’t have any ffe i
morning. Ask them to fix me some, will you? A

( Walks off quickly. Irina stands thinking for a moment, then wan-
ders into {/ze 8arden and sits i 4 swing. Andréy comes in with the
baby carriage, Jollowed by Ferapént.)

FERAPONT: Andréy Sergéyic ’ ’ i
T didn’tywritegd};e Il:l, they’re not my Papers. They’re official

ANDREY: Oh, whatever happened to the Past, when I was youn
and happy and intelligent, when | dreamed wonderfu] dream%
aqd .thoug.ht great thoughts, when my life and my future were
shmmg with hope? What happened to it? We barely begin to
live, and all of 5 suddfen we’re old and boring and lazy and use-

15 Just like all the others: they eat, drink, sleep, and then the
1€ ... more of them are born, and they eat, drink and sleey

too, and then because they’re bored they gossip tiley drinkp

they gamble, they sue each other, the wives chea; on the hus.

you want?
FERAPONT’: What? Papers! Gotta get’em signed.
ANDREY: I'm sick and tired of you. -
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ANDREY: The present is awful, but when I think of the future, I feel
better; in the distance a light begins to break, I can see freedom;
my children and I will be free from laziness, from drinking too
much, from eating too much every Sunday, from too many naps
after dinner, from living like insects . . .

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

ANDREY: (Full of tenderness) My dear sisters, my wonderful sisters!
(Almost crying) Masha, dear M4sha . . .

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

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

ANDREY: (Embarrassed) T'll be quiet.

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

ANDREY: All right, I'll look through them and sign what I have to,

and you can take them back to the office.

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

NATASHA: (Inside) Boébik, how do you say Mama? Oh, sweet thing!
And who’s that? That’s Auntie Olga! Say Hello, Auntie Olga!

(Street musicians, a man and a girl, come into the yard. They play
a violin and a harp. Vershinin, (jlga, and Anfisa come out on the
porch and listen for a while. Irina comes up.)

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

(The musicians bow and exit.)

Poor people. (To Irina) Rinie, hello! Oh, my dear, what a life,
what a lifel We're at the high school, Olga and ne, in one of the
faculty apartments. The Lord is taking care of my old age. I never
lived so good, ever. It’s a big apartment, rent-free, and I’ve got a
room and a bed of my own! All rent-free! And when I say my
prayers and go to sleep at night ... My Lord! I'm the happiest
woman in the world!

VERSHININ: (Looking at his watch) Olga Sergéyevna, we're leaving

?
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right away. I have to 0. (Pause) 1 wish you all
3 th
' best. ... Where’s Maria Sergéyevna? i e
IRINA: She’s in the garden somewhere, I’ll go find her.
VERSHININ: Please. I have to hurry.
ANFISA: I'll go look too. (Shouts) Miésha! Yoo-hoo!

(She and Irina 80 off into the garden, calling.)

VERSHININ: Well, everything comes to an end. Now 1t’s time to sa
goodbye. (Looks at’his watch) The town gave us a sort of farewel}l’
lunch, champagne, the mayor made a speech, and I ate and lis-
tened, but my heart was here, I kept thinking of you. (Look
around the garden) I'm going to miss this place. . :

OLGA: Do you think we’ll ever see each other again? -

VERSHININ: Probably not. (Pause) My wife and my two little girls will
;:;:13/ c<z)r111 l::jnf).tf.u;r month or so; if they need any help, do you think

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

VERVf,?rININ: \IVel;k. d Tl;ank you for everything. F orgive me if things

€ ... I talked a lot—too i
i ey o ;nel_l(:h’ I know. Forgive me for that

OLGA: (Wiping her eyes) Why doesn’t that M4sha hurryup...?

VERSHININ: What else can I tell you by way of farewell? Sha.li ;ve talk
a htFle more? (Laughs) Life isn’t easy. Sometimes it must seem
stupid and hopeless, but we have to remember that it is gettin
constaptly .brighter and better, and I don’t think the time is far of%
when it will be completely bright. (Looks at his watch) T've reall
got to go. Mankind is Passionately seeking something, and even)-,
tually we’ll find it. I just hope we find it soon. (Pause’) We must
find a way to join love of work to love of higher things, mustn’t

we? (Looks at his watch) Well, now I
5 tgo....
OLGA: Here she comes, e

(Enter Mésha. )
VERSHININ: I came to say goodbye. . . .

( Olga moves a little distance away, in order not to hinder their
lea ve-taking.)

i
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MASHA: (Looking him in the face) Goodbye . . .
(A prolonged kiss.)

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

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

quickly)
OLGA: Now, now, Masha! Stop, dear . ..
(Enter Kuljgin.)
KULYGIN: (Embarrassed) It’s all right, let her cry, it’s all right. ...
Masha dearest, my sweet Mésha ... You're my wife, and I'm
happy, no matter what happened.... I'm not complaining; I

haven’t a single reproach to make to you—Olga is my witness. . . .
Let’s start life over again just the way it was before. I'll never say
a single word about this, never. . . .

MASHA: (Holding back her sobs) “Beside the sea there stands a tree,
and on that tree a golden chain . . . a golden chain. ...” I'm going
crazy. ... “Beside the sea . . . a golden chain.”

OLGA: Calm down, M4sha, calm down. Give her a drink of water.

MASHA: I won’t cry anymore.

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

(A muffled shot is heard in the distance.)

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

(Irina comes in.)

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

MASHA: (Angrily) 1 won’t go in there. (Sobs, but stops immediately) 'm
not going into that house. . . .

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

(Pause.)

_
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KULYGIN: Yesterday I took this away from one of th
eb
1(' ff{"a/{eﬁ oz(t;t a fake beard and mustache and puts it on) OIyts lztoicsh?ol,
ike ¢t ti Vet
f'um-,y.e erman teacher. (Laughs) Doesn’t it? Those boys are sq
MASHA: It really does look like your German.
OLGA: (Laughing) It really does.

(Mdsha cries.)

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

(Enter Natisha.)

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

[Sizfdje: Kulygin and screams; he laughs and takes off the fake

Oh,‘ you.... You gave me a scare! (To Irina) T've gotten used to
h’avmg you around, you know that; it won’t be easy seeing you go.
I’'m having them move Andréy into your room . . . and his violin;
he can screech away in there! And little Sophie gets his roomf
She’s just the sweetest thing! Such a darlin’ little baby; this morn-

ing she looked right at me with those big eyes of hers and said:
“Mamal” '

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

NATASHA: That means tomorrow I’ll be here all by myself. ( Takes a
deep breath) First thing 'm going to do is have them cut down all
these old trees, especially that dead one. It’s so ugly and scary
especially after dark. (To Irina) Sweetie, that belt doesn’t do a,
thing ff)r you. Not a thing. You need something more stylish
something with a little color in ir. . . . And then I'm going to havé
tl}em plant lots and lots of flowers, all over the place, so it'll smell
nice and pretty. . .. (Angrily) Who left this fork out here? (Goes
mto the house, calling to the maid) 1 want to know who left this

fork' out here! Do you hear me? Shut up when I'm talking to
you!

KULYGIN: She does get mad.

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

MASHA: Our men. They’re going away. Well . . T hope they have a
pleasant trip. (To her husband) Let’s go home. Where’s my hat
and my coat?

KULYGIN: I took them inside. . . . I’ll get them right away. (Goes into
the house)

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

CHEBUTYKIN: Olga Sergéyevnal

OLGA: What? (Pause) What?

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

OLGA: (Horrified) It’s not true!

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

MASHA: What happened?

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

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

CHEBUTYKIN: The baron was killed in the duel.

IRINA: T knew it, I knew it. . . .

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

(The three sisters stand close to one another.)

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

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

OLGA: The music sounds so happy, so positive, it makes you want to
live. Oh, dear God. The day will come when we’ll go away for-

—Tﬁ
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ever too. People will forget all about us they’ll
. 3 f
looked like and what our voices sounded like a);ld h(z)rvgveI;What 1S
there were, but our suffering will turn to joy for the pe

joyfpl, it almost seems as if 4 minute more, and we’d kpoy,
we live, why we suffer. If only we knew. [f only we knew!

(The music :g‘;:ows softer and softer; Kuljos. 1
, grou s Ruiygin, happy, smyp;
b.rmgs out Mdsha’s hat and coat; Andréy wheels another babyl ;Zfl
riage, with Bobik.) )
CHEBUTYKIN: (Singing Softly) Ta-ra-ra boom-de-ay, it’s gonna rajp
today -+« (Reads his newspaper) What difference does it make?
What difference does it make? / .

OLGA: If only we knew! If only we knew!
CURTAIN.

THREE SISTERS: NOTESs

Page 259. Irina’s birthday. The Russians traditionally celebrated 2 name day
the feast of the saint a person is named after, A name-day party is the social,
equivalent of our birthday party.

Page 262. “A writer named Dobrolyabov.” Nikol4 Dobrolytibov (1836-1861)
was the chief literary critic of the influential journal Sovreménnik (The Con-

doesn"t‘ knc?W what he wrote is a good indication of the doctor’s shallowness,
Page 263. Be‘51de the sea...” Here and throughout the play, Masha quotes the
first two lines frotp Ruslan and Liudmilla, 2 well-known fairy-tale poem by

when the sound of the spinning top makes M4sha repeat the lines, I haye
addec! the next two lines of the poem, since they explain why the ﬁ’rst two
stick in her head. Pushkin’s poems have always been widely known and
memorized, and most educated Russians, hearing the first two lines, would
automatically supply the two that follow. The educated cat, going ,around
In circles on a chain, is clearly M4sha’s image of herself,

Page 263. “Said the dog to the flea, don’t jump on me.” Solyény quotes here
from a fable by Ivan Krylov. Literally, the lines are: “He didn’t catch his
breath before the bear jumped on him.” They rhyme, and the main point
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symbol for Solyény and Russian society. But Chekhov had used this quote
before; a character in a story goes around spouting these lines, and about
him Chekhov notes: “He had an irritating habit; in the middle of a conver-
sation he would pronounce loudly some phrase or other that had nothing to
do with what he was talking about.” Chekhov is concerned here with a
speech characteristic, not with symbols.

Page 264. “A silver servicel How awfull” A Russian tea service consists of an
urn designed to keep water hot, called a samovar, a teapot that is kept
warm on its top, and perhaps a tray. So much “Russianness” is attached to
samovars in America that we often miss Chekhoy’s point: this is the kind
of elaborate present offered at bridal showers or silver wedding anniver-
saries, and it seems especially inappropriate for the doctor to offer it to a
young girl. A fancy American silver tea service—tray, teapot, sugar, and
creamer—would probably make the point clear for an American audience
and save the prop people the job of tracking down a samovar.

Page 266. “In Névo-Dévichy Cemetery.” Né6vo-Dévichy is a famous cemetery
in Moscow. Chekhov himself is now buried there.

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

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

Page 283. “You know what Gogol said.” The line is from a Gogol short story
with a long name, “The Tale of How Ivin Ivénovich Had a Fight with
Ivén Nikoférovich.”

Page 283. “Balzac was married in Berdichey.” Balzac did, in fact, get married
in what was then part of the Russian Empire.

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

Page 286. “Je vous prie . . .” Natasha says, in rather stilted French, “I beg of you,
excuse me, Mésha, but your manners are a little unrefined.” In her next
speech she goes on to say, in even worse French, “It seems my Bobik no
longer sleeps.”

Page 286. “I am strange, we all are strange! Forget thy wrath'bAléi(o!” Solyény
quotes correctly from Alex4nder Griboyédev’s play Woe Jfrom Wit, then
makes a garbled reference to Aléko, the hero of Pushkin’s poem “Gypsies.”

Page 287. “I have .the soul of Lérmontov.” The poet Mikhail Lérmontov
(1814—1841) was the great Russian example of the Byronic hero and met his
carly death in a duel. While this remark might foreshadow the duel in Act
Four, it’s important to recall Chekhov’s remark about these lines: “Solyény
thinks he looks like Lérmontov, but of course he doesn’t. It’s all in his head.”

THREE SISTERS
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Page 287. “A meat dish called chethartma. . . -Cheremshi i
Both Solyény and Chebutykin are correct in their use' .0?' lt{li:d
words. Chekhartmi is a meat dish, and cheremhy isakind of onisz Georgian

: ..” This is a well-known Russian folk :0
words mean literally: “Oh, my little front porch, my new front g
maple wood and latticework . . » pye they’re no more signiﬁcporCh o
“Polly wolly doodle al] the day” is in English. e
Here’s the tune and a phonetic rendering of the words:

of Oniop,*

L4
No-VEE-Yeh, KLEH'NO-VEE'YER, REH- SHAW-CHA-TEE - YeH

Page 292. “O, fallacem hominum spem!” means: “Oh, mistaken hope of men!”
Page 297. “In vino veriga” means: “There is truth in wine.” '
Page 298. “Don’t you like this little fig...” The doctor sings this line, but the
actor will have to make up his own tune. One of the actors at the }\/Ioscow
Art Theater wrote to Chekhov asking him about thjs line. Chekhoy
answered: “Chebutykin should sing only the words ‘Don’t you like this lit-
tle fig 'm giving you.’ They’re from an operetta I heard a whjle ago at the
Hermitage Theater, I can’t remember the name. . . . He shouldn’t sing an
more than that, otherwise he’]] spoil his exit.” ’
Page. 299. “Lyubvi vse vsrasty pokérny, yeys porjvy blagotvérny . . » Vershinin
sings two lines from Tchaikovsky’s opera Eugene Onegin. They mean liter-
ally: “Love js appropriate to any age, its delights are beneficent.” They are
from tbe famous aria sung by Prince Gremin in Act Three; any complete
recording of the opera has it, and it is often included in basso recitals
Here’s a transliteration: '
“Lyub-vee syeh voz-ras-tee Pa-kor-nee, yeh-yau pa-ree-vee bla-got-vor-nee . . »
Page 299, “Tram-tam-tam .. » Olga Knipper, who first Played Mésha, wrote
Chekhov to ask what these lines mean. He wrote back: “Vershx’nin pro-
nounces the words rram-sam-saz, as a kind of question and you as a kind of
answef, and this seems to you such an original joke that you say your tram-
fam with a laugh . ., you should say tram-tam and start to laugh, but not
out loud, just a little, almost to yourself.” ,
Page 300. “Omnia mea mecum porto” means “All T own is what I carry with me.”
Page 308. “I won’t ever have to hear her play that ‘Maiden’s Prayer’ again.”

Natasl:a is playing a nineteenth-century parlor favorite: “La Prigre d’'une
Vierge” by Baranowski,
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Page 311. “But every rebel seeks a storm ...” Soly6ny recites (he misquotes
slightly, as usual) from Lérmontov’s famous poem “The Sail.”

Page 314. “Il ne faut pas faire du bruit, la Sophie est dormée déja. Vous étes un

ours.” Again, in Natasha’s bad French: “Stop making noise, Sophie is asleep

already. You sound like a bear.”
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