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The Cherry Orchard 

A Comedy in Four Acts! 

CHARACTERS 

LIUBOV RANYEvSKAYA [Lytiba, Litiba 
Andréyevna], who owns the estate 

Anya, her daughter, seventeen years old 
vArRYA, her adopted daughter, 

twenty-four years old 
LEONID GAYEV [Lonya, Lyonya 

Andréyich], Liubév's brother 
YERMOLAI LOPAKHIN [Yermolai 

Alexéyich], a businessman 
PETYA TROF{MOV, a graduate student 

BORIS SEMYONOV-PISHCHIK, who owns 
land in the neighborhood 

CARLOTTA, the governess 
SEMYON YEPIKHODOV, an accountant 
punyAsHa [Avdotya Fyddorovna, 

Dunyahsa Kozoyédov], 
the maid 

FIRS, the butler, eighty-seven 
years old 

yASHA, the valet 
A HOMELESS MAN 
THE STATIONMASTER 
THE POSTMASTER 
GUESTS, SERVANTS 

The action takes place on Ranyévskaya's estate. 

Act | 

[A room they still call the nursery. A side door leads to ANya’s room. Almost 
dawn; the sun is about to rise. It's May; the cherry orchard is already in 
bloom, but there's a chill in the air. The windows are shut. Enter DUNYASHA 

with a lamp, and LOPAKHIN with a book in his hand. | 

LOPAKHIN The train’s finally in, thank God. What time is it? 
puNYASHA Almost two. [She blows out the lamp.| It’s getting light. 
LOPAKHIN How late is the train this time? Must be at least two hours. [He 

yawns and stretches.| That was dumb. I came over on purpose just to meet 
them at the station, and then | fell asleep. Sat right here and fell asleep. 
Too bad. You should have woke me up. 

DUNYASHA I thought you already left. [She listens.] Listen, that must be them. 
LOPAKHIN [he listens] No, they still have the luggage to get, and all that. 

[Pause] She’s been away five years now; no telling how she’s changed. She 
was always a good person. Very gentle, never caused a fuss. I remember 
one time when I was a kid, fifteen or so, they had my old man working in 
the store down by the village, and he hit me, hard, right in the face; my 
nose started to bleed. And we had to come up here to make a delivery or 
something; he was still drunk. And Liub6v Andréyevna—she wasn’t much 
older than I was, kind of thin—she brought me inside the house, right into 
the nursery here, and washed the blood off my face for me. “Don’t cry,” she 
told me. “Don’t cry, poor boy; you'll live long enough to get married.” 
[Pause] Poor boy... Well, my father was poor, but take a look at me now, 
all dressed up, brand-new suit and tan shoes. Silk purse out of a sow’s ear, 
I guess ... I’m rich now, got lots of money, but when you think about it, I 

1. Translated by Paul Schmidt. 
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guess I’m still a poor boy from the country. [He flips the pages of the book.|] 
I tried reading this book, couldn't figure out a word it said. Put me to 
sleep. 

[Pause. | 
DUNYASHA ‘The dogs were barking all night long; they know their mistress is 

coming home. 
LOPAKHIN Don't be silly. 
DUNYASHA I’m so excited I’m shaking. I may faint. 
LOPAKHIN You're getting too full of yourself, Dunyasha. Look at you, all 

dressed up like that, and that hairdo. You watch out for that. You got to 
remember who you are. 

[Enter YePIKHODOV with a bunch of flowers; he wears a jacket and tie and 
brightly polished boots, which squeak loudly, As he comes in, he drops the 
flowers. | 

YEPIKHODOV [picking up the flowers] Here. The gardener sent these over; 
he said put them on the dining room table. [He gives the flowers to DUNYA- 
SHA. | 

LOPAKHIN And bring me a beer. 
DUNYASHA Right away. 

[She goes out. | 

YEPIKHODOV It’s freezing this morning—it must be in the thirties—and the 
cherry blossoms are out already. I cannot abide the climate here. [He 
sighs.] I never have abided it, ever. [Beat]? Yermoldi Alexéyich, would you 
examinate something for me, please? Day before yesterday I bought myself 
a new pair of boots, and listen to them squeak, will you? I just cannot 
endear it. Do you know anything I can put on them? 

LOPAKHIN Will you shut up? You drive me crazy. 
YEPIKHODOV Every day something awful happens to me. It’s like a habit. But 

I don’t complain. I just try to keep smiling. 
[Enter DUNYASHA; she brings LOPAKHIN a beer. | 

YEPIKHODOvV I’m going. [He bumps into a chair, which falls over.] You see? 
[He seems proud of it.] You see what I was referring about? Excuse my 
expressivity, but what a concurrence. It’s almost uncanny, isn’t it? 

[He leaves. | 
DUNYASHA You know what? That Yepikhédov proposed to me! 
LOPAKHIN Oh? 
DUNYASHA I just don’t know what to think. He’s kind of nice. . . . He’s a real 

quiet boy, but then he opens his mouth, and you can’t ever understand 

what he’s talking about. I mean, it sounds nice, but it just doesn’t make any 

sense. I do like him, though. Kind of. And he’s crazy about me. It’s funny, 

you know, every day something awful happens to him. People around here 

call him Double Trouble. 

LOPAKHIN [he listens] That must be them. 

pDUNYASHA _ It’s them! Oh, I don’t know what’s the matter with me! I feel so 

funny; I’m cold all over. 

LOPAKHIN It really is them this time. Let’s go; we should be there at the 

door. You think she’ll recognize me? It’s been five years. 

2. Pause. 
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punyAsua [excited] Oh, my God! I’m going to faint! I think I’m going to 

faint! 
[The sound of two carriages outside the house. LOPAKHIN and DUNYASHA 

hurry out. The stage is empty. The sound outside gets louder. FIRS, leaning 

heavily on his cane, crosses the room, heading for the door; he wears an old- 

fashioned butler’s livery and a top hat; he says something to himself, but you 

can't make out the words. The offstage noise and bustle increases. A voice: 

“Here we are... this way.” Enter L1UB6V ANDREYEVNA, ANYA, and CAR- 

LoTTA, dressed in traveling clothes. VARYA wears an overcoat, and a kerchief 

on her head. GAYEV, SEMYONOV-PISHCHIK, LOPAKHIN, DUNYASHA with a bun- 

dle and an umbrella, Servants with the luggage—all pass across the stage. | 

ANyA Here we are. Oh, Mama, do you remember this room? 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA ‘The nursery! 
vARYA It’s freezing; my hands are like ice. We kept your room exactly as you 

left it, Mama. The white and lavender one. 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA The nursery! Oh, this house, this beautiful house! I 

slept in this room when I was a child.... [She weeps.| And I feel like a 

child again! [She hugs GAyev, vARYA, then GAyEv again.| And Varya hasn’t 
changed at all—still looks like a nun! And Dunydsha dear! Of course | 
remember you! [She hugs DUNYASHA. | 

GAyEv The train was two hours late. What kind of efficiency is that? Eh? 
CARLOTTA And my dog loves nuts. 
SEMYONOV-PISHCHIK — Really! I don't believe it! 

[Everyone leaves, except ANYA and DUNYASHA. | 

DUNYASHA We've been up all night, waiting. ... [She takes ANya’s coat and 
hat.| 

ANYA I've been up for four nights now. . . . I didn’t sleep the whole trip. And 
now I’m freezing. 

pUNYASHA When you went away it was still winter, it was snowing, and now 
look! Oh, sweetie, you’re back! [She laughs and hugs Anya. | I’ve been up all 
night, waiting to see you. Sweetheart, I just can’t wait—I’ve got to tell you 
what happened. I can’t wait another minute! 

ANyYA [wearily] Now what? 

DUNYASHA Yepikhddov proposed the day after Easter! He wants to marry me! 
ANYA That’s all you ever think about. ... [She fixes her hair.] I lost all my 

heigpinssee 
punYAsHA I just don’t know what to do about him. He really, really 

loves me! 

AnyYA [looking through the door to her room| My own room, just as if I’d never 
left. I'm back home! Tomorrow I'll get up and go for a walk in the orchard. 
I just wish I could get some sleep. I didn’t sleep the whole trip, I was so 
worried. 

DUNYASHA Pétya’s here. He got here day before yesterday. 
AnyA [joyfully] Pétya! 
DUNYASHA He's staying out in the barn. Said he didn’t want to bother any- 

body. [She looks at her watch.| He told me to get him up, but Varya said not 
to. You let him sleep, she said. 

[Enter vArya. She has a big bunch of keys attached to her belt.} 
vARYA Dunyasha, go get the coffee. Mama wants her coffee. 
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DUNYASHA Oh, I forgot! 

|She goes out. | 
VARYA You're back. Thank God! You're home again! [She embraces Anya.| 
My angel is home again! My beautiful darling! 

ANYA You won't believe what I’ve been through! 
VARYA | can imagine. 
AnyA | left just before Easter; it was cold. Carlotta never shut up the whole 

trip; she kept doing those silly tricks of hers. I don’t know why you had to 
stick me with her. 

vARYA Darling, you couldn't go all that way by yourself! You're only seventeen! 
AnyA We got to Paris, it was cold and snowy, and my French is just awful! 
Mama was living in this fifth-floor apartment, we had to walk up, we get 
there and there’s all these French people, some old priest reading some 
book, and it was crowded, and everybody was smoking these awful 
cigarettes—and I felt so sorry for Mama, I just threw my arms around her 
and couldn’t let go. And she was so glad to see me, she cried— 

vARYA [almost crying] I know, I know... 
AnyA And she sold the villa in Menton,* and the money was already gone, all 

of it! And I spent everything you gave me for the trip; I haven’t got a thing 
left. And Mama still doesn’t understand! We have dinner at the train sta- 
tion, and she orders the most expensive things on the menu, and then she 
tips the waiters a ruble* each! And Carlotta does the same! And Yasha 
expects the same treatment—he’s just awful. You know, Yasha, that flunky 
of Mama’s—he came back with us. 

vARYA I saw him, the lazy good-for-nothing. 
ANYA_ So what happened? Did you get the interest paid? 
vARYA With what? 
AnyA Oh, my God, my God... 
vArYA The place goes up for sale in August. 
AnYA Oh, my God. 

[LOPAKHIN sticks his head in the doorway and makes a mooing sound, then 

goes away. | 
vAryA Oh, that man! I’d like to— [She shakes her fist.] 

Anya [she hugs her] Varya, did he propose yet? [vArya shakes her head no.| 

But you know he loves you! Why don’t the two of you just sit down and be 

honest with each other? What are you waiting for? 

vAryA {| don’t think anything will ever come of it. He’s always so busy, he 

never has time for me. He just isn’t interested! It’s hard for me when I see 

him, but I don’t care anymore. Everybody talks about us getting married, 

people even congratulate me, but there’s nothing. . . . I mean, it’s all just a 

dream. [A change of tone] Oh, you've got a new pin, a little bee. = 

Anya [with a sigh] 1 know. Mama bought it for me. [She goes into her room 

and starts to giggle, like a little girl.| You know what? In Paris I went for a 

ride in a balloon! 
vAryA Oh, darling, you’re back! My angel is home again! 

3. Resort town on the French Riviera. $20; one ruble is equal to one hundred 

4. Basic unit of Russian currency, worth about _ kopecks. 
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[DUNYASHA comes in, carrying a tray with coffee things, and begins setting 

them out on the table. vArya stands at the doorway and talks to ANyA in the 

other room. | 

You know, dear, I spend the livelong day trying to keep this house going, and 

all I do is dream. I want to see you married off to somebody rich, then I can 

rest easy. And I think then I'll go away by myself, maybe live in a convent, or 
just go traveling: Kiev, Moscow... spend all my time making visits to 
churches. I’d start walking and just go and go and go. That would be heaven! 

AnyA Listen to the birds in the orchard! What time is it? 
vARYA It must be almost three. You should get some sleep, darling. [She goes 

into ANYA’s room.| Yes, that would be heaven! 
[Enter YASHA with a suitcase and a lap robe. He walks with an affected 

manner. | 

yAsHA I beg pardon! May | intrude? 
punyAsHa I didn’t even recognize you, Yasha. You got so different there in 

France. 
yASHA I’m sorry—who are you exactly? 
punyAsHA When you left, I wasn’t any higher than this. [She holds her hand 

a distance from the floor.| 'm Dunydsha. You know, Dunydsha Kozoyédov. 
Don’t you remember me? 

yASHA Well! You sure turned out cute, didn’t you? |He looks around care- 
fully, then grabs and kisses her; she screams and drops a saucer; YASHA leaves 
in a hurry.| 

vARYA [at the door, annoyed| Now what happened? 
DUNYASHA [almost in tears| I broke a saucer. 

vARYA [ironically] Well, isn’t that lucky! 

Anya lentering| Somebody should let Mama know Pétya’s here. 
vARYA I told them to let him sleep. 
AnyYA [lost in thought] Father died six years ago, and a month later our little 

brother, Grisha, drowned. Sweet boy, he was only seven. And Mama 
couldn't face it, that’s why she went away, just went away and never looked 
back. [Shivers.] And I understand exactly how she felt. I wish she knew that. 

| Pause. | 

And Pétya Trofimov was Grisha’s tutor. He might remind her... 
[Enter Firs in his old-fashioned butler’s livery. He crosses to the table and 
begins looking over the coffee things. | 

FIRS ‘The missus will have her breakfast here. [He puts on a pair of white gloves.| Is 
the coffee ready? [To puNyAsHA, crossly] Where's the cream? Go get the cream! 

DUNYASHA Oh, my God, I’m sorry... . 
[Hurries off. | 

FIRS [he starts fussing with the coffee things] Young flibbertigibbet . . . [He 
mumbles to himself.| They're all back from Paris. . . . In the old days they went 
to Paris too .. . had to go the whole way in a horse and buggy. [He laughs. ] 

vARYA Firs, what are you talking about? 
FIRS Beg pardon? [ Joyfully| The missus is home! Going to see her at last! 
Now I can die happy. . . . [He starts to cry with joy. ] 

[Enter LIUB6V, GAYEV, LOPAKHIN, and SEMYONOV-PISHCHIK, who wears a 
crumpled linen suit. As GAyEv enters, he gestures as if he were making a 
billiard shot. | 
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LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA How did it go? I’m trying to remember. . . . Yellow ball 
in the side pocket! Bank shot off the corner! 

GAYEV And right down the middle! Oh, sister, sister, just think... when you 
and I were little we used to sleep in this room, and now I’m almost fifty- 
one! Strange, isn’t it? 

LOPAKHIN ‘Time sure passes. ... 
GAYEV [beat] Say again? 
LOPAKHIN I said, time sure passes. 
GAYEV [looking at LopAKuIN| Who's wearing that cheap cologne? 
AnyA I’m going to bed. Good night, Mama. [She kisses her mother. | 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA = Oh, my darling little girl, my baby! Are you glad you're 

home? I still can’t quite believe I’m here. 
ANYA Good night, Uncle. 
GAYEV [he kisses her] God bless you, dear. You're getting to look so much 

like your mother! Litiba, she looks just like you when you were her age. She 
really does. 

[ANYA says good night to LOPAKHIN and P{SHCHIK, goes into her room, and 
closes the door behind her. | 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA She's tired to death. 
PiSHCHIK Well, that’s such a long trip! 
vARYA Gentlemen, please. It’s almost three; time you were going. 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA [laughs] You're the same as ever, Varya. [Hugs and 

kisses her.| Just let me have my coffee, then we'll all be going. 
[Firs puts a pillow beneath her feet. | 

Thank you, dear. I’ve really gotten addicted to coffee; I drink it day and 
night. You old darling, you! Thank you. 

vAryA [Il just go make sure they've got everything unloaded. 
[Goes out. | 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA [| can’t believe I’m really here! [Laughs.] I feel like jump- 
ing up and waving my arms in the air! [Covers her face with her hands.] It’s 
still like a dream. I love this country, really I do, I adore it. I started to cry 
every time I looked out the train windows. [Almost in tears| But I do need 

my coffee! Thank you, Firs, thank you, darling. I’m so glad you're still alive. 
FIRS Day before yesterday. 
GAyeEv He doesn’t hear too well anymore. 
LOPAKHIN Time for me to go. I have to leave for Harkow” at five. I’m really 

disappointed; I was looking forward to seeing you, have a chance to talk. . . . 

You look wonderful, just the way you always did. 

pisucuik [breathes hard] Better than she always did. That Paris outfit... . 

She makes me feel young again! 

LOPAKHIN Your brother here thinks I’m crude, calls me a money grubber. 

That doesn’t bother me; he can call me whatever he wants. I just hope you'll 

trust me the way you used to, look at me the way you used to. . .. My God, 

my father slaved for your father and grandfather, my whole family worked for 

yours; but you, you treated me different. You did so much for me I forgot 

about all that. Fact is, I... | love you like you were family . . . more, even. 

5. Kharkov, city in present-day Ukraine. 
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LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA I can't sit still; I’m just not in the mood! [Gets up excit- 

edly, moves about the room.| I'm so happy I could die! I know I sound 

stupid—go ahead, laugh. .. . Dear old bookcase. . . . [Kisses the bookcase. | 

My little desk... 
cAyEv Did I tell you Nanny died while you were away? 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA [sits back down and drinks her coffee| Yes, you wrote 

me. God rest her. 
GAyEV Stasy died too. And Petrtisha Kos6i quit and moved into town; he 

works at the police station. [Takes out a little box of hard candies and puts 

one in his mouth. | 
pisHcHIK Daéshenka—you remember Daéshenka? My daughter? Anyway, she 

sends her regards. . . . 
LOPAKHIN. Well, I'd like to give you some very good news. [Looks at his 

watch.] Afraid there’s no time to talk now, though; I’ve got to go. Well, just 
to make it short, you know you haven't kept up the mortgage payments on 
your place here. So now they foreclosed and your estate is up for sale. At 
auction. They set a date already, August twenty-second, but don’t you 
worry, you can rest easy. We can take care of this—I’ve got a great idea. 
Now listen, here’s how it works: your place here is fifteen miles from town, 
and it’s only a short drive from the train station. All you've got to do is clear 
out the old cherry orchard, plus that land down by the river, and subdivide! 
You lease the plots, build vacation homes, and I swear that'll bring you in 
twenty-five thousand® a year, maybe more. 

GAYEV What an outrageous thing to say! 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Excuse me...Excuse me, I don't think I quite 

understand. ... 
LOPAKHIN You'll get at least twenty-five hundred an acre! And if you start 

advertising right away, I swear to God come this fall you won't have a sin- 
gle plot left. You see what I’m saying? Your troubles are over! Congratula- 
tions! The location is terrific; the river’s a real selling point. Only thing is, 
you ve got to start clearing right away. Get rid of all the old buildings. This 
house, for instance, will have to go. You can’t get people to live in a barn 
like this anymore. And you'll have to cut down that old cherry orchard., 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Cut down the cherry orchard? My dear man, you don’t 
understand! Our cherry orchard is a landmark! It’s famous for miles around! 

LOPAKHIN The only thing famous about it is how big it is. You only get cher- 
ries every two years, and even then you can’t get rid of them. Nobody buys 
them. It’s just not a commercial crop. 

GAyEV Our cherry orchard is mentioned in the encyclopedia!” 
LOPAKHIN [looks at his watch] We have to think of something to do and then 

do it. Otherwise the cherry orchard will be sold at auction on August twenty- 
second, this house and all the land with it. Make up your minds! Believe me, 
I've thought this through; there isn’t any other way to do it. There just isn’t. 

Firs Back in the old days, forty, fifty years ago, they used to make dried 
cherries, pickled cherries, preserved cherries, cherry jam, and sometimes— 

6. Roughly equivalent to $500,000 today (all Encyclopedic Dictionary (1890-1906), an 
references to money are in rubles). authoritative 86-volume reference work pub- 
7. Probably a reference to the Great Russian _ lished by F. A. Brockhaus and I. A. Efron. 
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GAYEV Oh, Firs, just shut up. 
FIRS —sometimes they sent them off to Moscow by the wagonload. People 

paid a lot for them! Back then the dried cherries were soft and juicy and 
sweet, and they smelled just lovely; back then they knew how to fix them... . 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA . Does anybody know how to fix them nowadays? 
FIRS Nope. They all forgot. 
PISHCHIK Tell us about Paris. What was it like? Did you eat frogs? 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA | ate crocodiles. 
PiSHCHIK Crocodiles? Really! I don’t believe it! 
LOPAKHIN You see, it used to be out here in the country there were only 

landlords and poor farmers, but now all of a sudden there are summer 
people moving in; they want vacation homes. Every town you can name is 
surrounded by them—it’s the coming thing. In twenty years they'll expand 
and multiply! Right now maybe they're only places to relax on the weekend, 
but I bet you eventually people will put down roots out here, they'll create 
neighborhoods, and then your cherry orchard will blossom and bear fruit 
once again—and even bring in a profit! 

GAYEV [indignantly] That’s outrageous! 
[Enter vARYA and YASHA. | 

vARYA Mama, a couple of telegrams came for you. [Takes a key and opens 
the old bookcase; the lock creaks.| Here they are. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA ‘They’re from Paris. [She tears them up without opening 
them.| I’m through with Paris. 

GAYEV Litiba, have you any idea how old this bookcase is? Last week I pulled 
out the bottom drawer, and there was the date on the back, burned right 
into the wood. A hundred years! This bookcase is exactly a hundred years 
old! What do you say to that, eh? We should have a birthday celebration. 
Of course, it’s an inanimate object, any way you look at it, but still, it’s 
a... well, it’s a...a bookcase. 

pisHcHik A hundred years old! Really! I don’t believe it! 
GAyEV Yes, yes, it is. [He caresses the bookcase.| Dear old bookcase! Wonder- 

ful old bookcase! I rejoice in your existence. For a hundred years now you 
have borne the shining ideals of goodness and justice, a hundred years have 
not dimmed your silent summons to useful labor. To generations of our 
family [Almost in tears] you have offered courage, a belief in a better future, 

you have instructed us in ideals of goodness and social awareness. . . . 

| Pause. | 
LOPAKHIN. Right. Well... 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Oh, Lonya, you're still the same as ever! 

GAyEv [somewhat embarrassed] Yellow ball in the side pocket! Bank shot off 

the center! 

LOPAKHIN Well, I’ve got to be off. 

yASHA [gives Liun6v a pillbox] Isn’t it perhaps time for your pills? 

pisHcHik No, no, no, dear lady! Never take medicine! Won't do any good! 

Won't do any harm either, though. Watch! [Takes the pillbox, dumps the 

contents into his hand, puts them in his mouth, and swallows them with a 

swig of beer.| There! All gone! 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA [alarmed] Are you out of your mind? 

pisucuik I have just taken all your pills for you. 
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LOPAKHIN What a glutton. 
[Everybody laughs. | 

Firs He was here over the holidays, ate half a crock of pickles.... 

[Mumbles. | 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA What's he mumbling about? 
vArya He’s been going on like that for the last three years. We're used to it 

by now. 
yASHA He’s getting senile. 

[Enter carLottra, in a white dress with a lorgnette on a chain. She starts to 

cross the room. | 

LOPAKHIN Qh, excuse me, Carlotta, I didn’t get a chance to say hello yet. 

[Tries to kiss her hand. | 
CARLOTTA [takes her hand away] | let you kiss my hand, first thing I know, 

you'll want to kiss my elbow, then my shoulder . . . 
LOPAKHIN This isn’t my lucky day. 

[Everybody laughs. | 
Carlotta, show us a trick! 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Yes, do, Carlotta—show us a trick! 
cARLOTIA Not now. I’m off to bed. 

| Leaves. | 

LOPAKHIN Well, I'll see you in three weeks. [Kisses LtuBOv’s hand.] Goodbye 
now. I’ve got to be off. [To GAyvEv] Goodbye. [Hugs pisHcutK.] So long. 
[Shakes hands with vArya, then with Firs and yAsua.| I sort of hate to leave. 

[To L1uB6v] Think over what I said about subdividing the place. You decide 

to do it, let me know, and I'll take care of everything. I’ll get you a loan of 
fifty thousand. Think it over now, seriously. 

vARYA [angry] Will you please just go? 
LOPAKHIN I’m going, I’m going. 

| Leaves. | 

GAyeEv What a bore. Oh, excuse me, pardon; I forgot—that’s Varya’s boy- 
friend. He’s going to marry our Varya. 

vARYA Uncle, will you please not talk nonsense? 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Oh, but Varya, that’s wonderful! He’s a fine man! 
PiSHCHIK One of the finest, in fact... the very, very finest... My Dash- 

enka always says...she says...she says a lot of things. [Snores, but 
immediately wakes up.| Dear lady, yes, always respected you, hmm... . You 
think you could lend me, say, two hundred and forty rubles? Mortgage pay- 
ment, you know, due tomorrow . . . 

vARYA [terrified] We can’t; we don’t have any! 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA I’m afraid that’s the truth. We haven’t any money. 
PISHCHIK I'll get it somewhere. [Laughs.| I never give up hope. There was 

that time I thought I was finished, it was all over, and all of a sudden— 

boom! The railroad cut across some of my land and paid me for it. You'll 
see, something will turn up tomorrow or the next day. Dashenka will win 
two hundred thousand in the lottery; she just bought a ticket. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Well, the coffee’s gone. We might as well go to bed. 

8. Gayev uses the French word pardon (excuse me); it was typical for upper-class Russians in 
the 19th century to speak French to one another, 
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FIRS [takes out a clothes brush and brushes GAYEV’s clothes; scolds him| You've 
got on the wrong trousers again. What am | supposed to do with you? 

vARYA [softly] Anya’s asleep. [Quietly opens the window.| The sun's coming 
up; it’s not as cold as it was. Look, Mama, what wonderful trees! Smell the 
perfume! Oh, Lord! And the orioles are singing! 

GAYEV [opens another window] The whole orchard is white. You remember, 
Litiba? That long path, stretched out like a ribbon, on and on, the way it 
used to shine in the moonlight? You remember? You haven't forgotten? 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Oh, my childhood! My innocence! I slept in this room, | 
could look out over the orchard, when I woke up in the morning I was happy, 
and it all looked exactly the same as this! Nothing has changed! [Laughs delight- 
edly.| White, white, all white! My whole orchard is white! Autumn was dark 
and drizzly, and winter was cold, but now you're young again, flowering with 
happiness—the angels of heaven have never abandoned you. If only I could 
shake off this weight I've been carrying so long. If only I could forget my past! 

GAYEV Yes, and now they’re selling the orchard to pay our debts. Strange, 
isn’t it? 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Look! There ...in the orchard... it’s Mother! In her 
white dress! [Laughs delightedly.| It’s Mother! 

GAYEV Where? 
vARYA Oh, Mama, for God’s sake . . . 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA It’s all right; | was just imagining things. There to the 

right, by the path to the summerhouse, that little white tree all bent 
over... it looked just like a woman. 

[Enter TROFiMov. He is dressed like a student and wears wire-rimmed glasses. | 

What a glorious orchard! All those white blossoms, and the blue sky— 
TROFiMOvV  Liubév Andréyevna! 

[She turns to look at him. | 

I don’t mean to disturb you; I just wanted to say hello. [Shakes her hand 
warmly.]| They told me to wait until later, but I couldn't. . . . 

[LruBOv stares at him, bewildered. | 

vARYA It’s Pétya Trofimov. . . . 
TROFiMov Pétya Troffimov—I was your little boy Grisha’s tutor... . Have I 

really changed all that much? 
[LruB6v embraces him and begins to weep softly. | 

GAyeEv [embarrassed] Litiba, that'll do, that'll do. . . . 

vARYA [weeps] Oh, Pétya, I told you to wait till tomorrow. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Grisha... my little boy. Grisha...my son... 

vArYA Oh, Mama, don’t; it was God’s will. 

TRoFimov [ gently, almost in tears] There, there .. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA [weeps softly] My little boy drowned, lost forever... 

Why? What for? My dear boy, why? [Quiets down.| Anya’s asleep, and here 

I am carrying on like this. .. . Pétya, what's happened to you? You used to 

be such a nice-looking boy. What happened? You look dreadful. You've got- 

ten so old! 
TROFiMov Some lady on the train called me a high-class tramp. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA You were only a boy then, just out of high school, you 

were adorable, and now you've got glasses and you're losing your hair. And 

haven’t you graduated yet? [Goes to the door.| 
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TROFiMov I suppose I’m what you'd call a permanent graduate student. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA [kisses GAYEV, then vArYA] ‘Time for bed. You've gotten 

old too, Leonid. 
pisucnik [follows L1uBév] Time for bed, time to go... Ooh, my gout! I'd 

better stay the night. Now, dear, look, look... Liubév Andréyevna, 

tomorrow morning I need .. . two hundred and forty rubles. . . . 
GAyEV He never gives up, does he? 
PiSHCHIK Two hundred and forty rubles; my mortgage payment due. ... 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Darling, I simply have no money. 
pisHCHIK But, dear, I'll give it right back... . It’s such a trivial amount. . . . 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Oh, all right. Leonfd will get it for you. Leonid, you give 

him the money. 
GAyEv I should give him money? That'll be the day. 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA We have to give it to him; he needs it. He'll give it 

back. 
[Exit LIUBOV, TROF{MOV, P{SHCHIK, and FIRS. GAYEV, VARYA, and YASHA remain. | 

cAyEv_ She still thinks money grows on trees. [To yAsHA] My good man, will 
you leave us, please? Go back to the barn, where you belong. 

yASHA [smiles] Leonid Andréyich, you're the same as you always were. 
GAYEV What say? [To vAryA] What did he just say? 
vARYA [to YASHA] Your mother came in from the country to see you. She’s 

been sitting in the kitchen for two days now, waiting. 
yAsHA Oh, for God’s sake, can’t she leave me alone? 

vARYA You are really disgraceful! 
YASHA ‘That’s all I need right now. Why couldn’t she wait till tomorrow? 

[Goes out. | 

vARYA Mama hasn’t changed; she’s the same as she always was. If it were up 
to her, she’d give away everything. 

GAYEV Yes... . [Pause] Someone gets sick, you know, and the doctor tries one 

thing after another, that means there’s no cure. I’ve been thinking and think- 
ing, racking my brains, | come up with one thing, then another, but the truth 
is, none of them will work. It would be wonderful if somebody left us a lot of 
money, it would be wonderful if we could marry off Anya to somebody with 
a lot of money, it would be wonderful if we could go see Anya’s godmother in 
Yaroslavl,’ try to borrow the money from her. She’s very, very rich. 

vARYA [weeps] If only God would help us! 
GAYEV Oh, stop crying. She’s very, very rich, but she doesn’t like us. Because 

in the first place, my sister married a mere lawyer instead of a man with a 
title. ner 

[ANyA appears in the doorway. | 

She married a lawyer, and then her behavior has not been—how shall I put 
it-—particularly exemplary. She’s a lovely woman, goodhearted, charming, 
and of course she’s my sister and I love her very much, and there are exten- 
uating circumstances and such, but the fact is, she’s what you’d have to 
call a. ..a loose woman. And she doesn’t care who knows it; you can feel 
it in every move she makes. 

9. Russian city northeast of Moscow. 
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vARYA [whispers] Anya’s here. 
GAYEV What say? [Pause] Funny, I must have gotten something in my eye: I 

can't see too well... . Did I tell you what happened Thursday, when I was 
at the county courthouse? 

[ANYA comes into the room. | 
vARYA Why aren't you asleep? 
ANyA I tried. I couldn't sleep. 
GAYEV Kitten... [Kisses ANnya’s cheek, then her hands.| My dear child... 

[Almost in tears] You're more than just my niece, you're my angel, you 
know that? You’re my whole world, believe me, believe me... . 

AnyA I believe you, Uncle. And I love you; we all love you... . But, Uncle 
dear, you should learn not to talk so much. The things you were saying 
just now about Mama, about your own sister... What were you saying all 
that for? 

GAYEV I know, I know. .. . [Covers his face with her hand.] It’s awful, I know. 
My God, a few minutes ago I made a speech to a piece of furniture. . . . It was 
so stupid! The thing is, I never realize how stupid I sound until I’m done. 

vARYA She's right, Uncle. You just have to learn to keep still, that’s all. 
Anya If you do, you'll feel much better about yourself, you know you will. . . . 
GAYEV I will, I will, I promise. [Kisses ANya’s and vArya’s hands.]| I'll keep still. 

Only right now I have to talk a little more. Business! On Thursday I was at 
the county courthouse; there was a group of us talking—just this and 
that—and it turns out I might be able to arrange a promissory note for 
enough money to pay off the mortgage. 

vARYA If only God would help us! 
GAYEV. I’m going in on Tuesday, lll talk to them again. [To vArya] Don’t 

whine! [To Anya] Your mother will talk to Lopakhin; he can’t refuse to help 
her. And you, as soon as you're rested, you go to Yaroslavl, go talk to your 
godmother. There. We'll be operating on three fronts at once; we're sure to 
succeed. We will pay off this mortgage, I know we will. . . . [He pops a hard 
candy into his mouth.] | swear by my honor, | swear by anything you want, 
the estate will not be sold! [Excitedly] 1 swear by my own happiness! Here, 
you have my hand on it. You may call me .. . dishonorable, call me any- 
thing you will, if I ever let this estate go on the auction block! I swear by my 
entire existence! 

Anya [her calm mood has returned; she is happy| You're so smart, Uncle! 

You're such a wonderful man! [Hugs GAyEv.] Now I feel better! So much 

better! I’m happy again! 
[Enter Firs. | 

FIRS [reproachfully] Leonid Andréyich, why aren't you in bed, like decent 

God-fearing people? 
cAvev I’m coming, I’m coming. You go to bed, Firs. I can get undressed by 

myself. All right, children, nighty-night. We can talk about the details tomor- 

row, now it’s time for bed. [Kisses Anya and vArya.| I am a man of the eighties, 

you know. People don’t think much of that era now, but I can tell you frankly 

that I have had the courage of my convictions and often had to pay the price.! 

1. When Alexander III (1845-1894) became tsar in 1881, he initiated repressive measures to 

combat liberal and revolutionary elements in Russian society. 
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But these local peasants all love me. You have to get to know them, that’s all. 

You have to get to know them, and— 
ANYA Uncle. You're at it again. 
vARYA Just be quiet, Uncle. 
Firs [angrily] Leonid Andréyich! 

cAyEV I’m coming, I’m coming. ...Go to bed now. Yellow ball in the side 

pocket! Clean shot! 
[Goes out; Firs follows him, limping. | 

Anya I feel much better. I don’t much want to go to Yaroslavl, I don’t like my 
godmother, but I feel better now. Thanks to Uncle [Sits down. | 

vArYA We've got to get some sleep. I’m going to bed. Oh, there’s something 
came up since you left. You know we've got all those old retired servants 
living out back—Paulina, old Karp, and the rest of them. And what hap- 
pened, they started inviting people in to spend the night. Well, it’s annoy- 
ing, but I never said a thing. Then what happened was, they started telling 
everybody all they were getting to eat was beans. Because I was so cheap, 
you see. It was that old Karp was doing it. So I said to myself, All right, 
that’s the way you want it, all right, just wait, and I sent for him [Yawns], 
and in he comes, so I say, Karp, you're such an idiot—[Looks at Anya.] Anya! 

[Pause. | 

She’s asleep. [Lifts Anya by the arms.| Come on, time for bed. ... Come on, 
let’s go... . [Leads her off.] My angel fell asleep! Come on. . . . [They start out.] 

[In the distance, beyond the orchard, a shepherd plays a pipe. TROFiMOV 
enters, sees ANYA and VARYA, stops. | 

vARYA Shh! She’s asleep. .. . Come on, darling, let’s go... . 
AnyA [softly, half asleep] 1 was so tired... . All those bells ... Uncle dear... 

and Mama. Uncle and Mama. 
vARYA Come on, darling, come on.... 

[They go off into Anya’s room. | 

TROFIMOV [deeply moved] My sunshine! My springtime! 
Curtain. 

Act 2 

[An open space. The overgrown rain of an abandoned chapel. There is a 
well beside it and some large stones that must once have been grave mark- 
ers. An old bench. Beyond, the road to the Gdyev estate. On one side a 
shadowy row of poplar trees; they mark the limits of the cherry orchard. A 
row of telegraph poles, and on the far distant horizon, on a clear day, you 
can just make out the city. It’s late afternoon, almost sunset. CARLOTTA, 
YASHA, and DUNYASHA are sitting on the bench; YePtKHODOV stands nearby, 
strumming his guitar; each seems lost in his own thoughts. CARLOTTA wears 
an old military cap and is adjusting the strap on a hunting rifle. | 

CARLOTTA |meditatively] I haven't got a birth certificate, so | don’t know how 
old I really am. I just think of myself as young. When I was a little girl, Mama 
and my father used to travel around to fairs and put on shows, good ones. 
I did back flips, things like that. And after they died this German woman 
brought me up, taught me a few things. And that was it. Then I grew up and 
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had to go to work. As a governess. Where I’m from... who Lam. . . no idea. 
Who my parents were—maybe they weren't even married—no idea. [Takes 
a large cucumber pickle out of her pocket and takes a bite.| No idea at all. 

[Pause. | 
And I feel like talking all the time, but there’s no one to talk to. No one. 

YEPIKHODOV [plays the guitar and sings] 

“What do I care for the rest of the world, 
or care what it cares for me... ”2 

Very agreeable, playing a mandolin. 
DUNYASHA That's not a mandolin, it’s a guitar. [Takes out a compact with a 

mirror and powders herself. | 
YEPIKHODOV When a man is madly in love, a guitar is a mandolin. [Sings.] 

“As long as my heart is on fire with love, 
and the one I love loves me.” 

[YASHA sings harmony. | 
CARLOTTA Oof! You people sound like hyenas. 
DUNYASHA But it must have been just lovely, being in Europe. 
yASHA Oh, it was. Quite, quite lovely. I have to agree with you there. [Yawns, 

then lights a cigar. | 
YEPIKHODOV ‘That’s understandable. In Europe, things have already come to 

a complex. 
yASHA [beat] I suppose you could say that. 
YEPIKHODOV I’m a true product of the educational system; I read all the 

time. All the right books too, but I have no chosen directive in life. For me, 
strictly speaking, it’s live or shoot myself. That's why I always carry a loaded 
pistol. See? [Takes out a revolver. | 

cARLoTIA All done. Time to go. [Slings the rifle over her shoulder.] You're a 
very smart man, Yepikhédov, and a very scary one. Ooh! The women must 
adore you. [Starts off.] They’re all so dumb, these smart boys. Never anyone 
to talk to... Always alone, all by myself, no one to talk to... and I still 
don’t know who I am. Or why. No idea. 

[Walks slowly off.] 

YEPIKHODov I should explain, by the way, for the sake of expressivity, that 

fate has been, ah, rigorous to me. I am, strictly speaking, tempest-tossed. 

Always have been. Now, you may say to me, Oh, you're imagining things, 

but then why, when I wake up this morning—here’s an example—and | 

look down, why is there this spider on my stomach? Detrimentally large 

too. [Makes a circle with his two hands.| Big as that. Or take a beer, let's 

say. I go to drink it, what do I see floating around in it? Something highly 

unappreciative, like a cockroach. 

[Pause. | 

Have you ever read Henry Thomas Buckle?? 

[| Pause. | 

2. Words from a popular turn-of-the-century A History of Civilization in England (1857— 

ballad. 61), considered daringly freethinking and 

3. English historian (1821-1862) who wrote materialistic. 
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May I design to disturb you, Avd6tya Fyédorovna, with something I have 

to say? 
DUNYASHA _ So say it. 
YEPIKHODOV  Preferentially alone. [Sighs.| 

pUNYASHA [embarrassed] All right... . Only first get me my wrap; it’s by the 

kitchen door. It’s getting kind of damp. 
YEPIKHODov Ah, I see. Yes, get the wrap, of course. Now I know what to do 

with my gun. 
[Takes his guitar and goes off, strumming. | 

yASHA Double Trouble. He’s an idiot, if you ask me. [Yawns.| 

pUNYASHA I hope to God he doesn’t shoot himself. 
[Pause. | 

I get upset over every little thing anymore. Ever since I started working for 
them here, I’ve gotten used to their lifestyle. Just look at my hands. Look at 
how white they are, just like I was rich. I’m different now from like I was. 
I’m more delicate, I’m more sensitive; everything upsets me... . It’s just 
awful how things upset me. So if you cheat on me, Yasha, I may just have 
a nervous breakdown. 

yAsHA [kisses her] Oh, you little cutie! Just remember, though: a girl has to 
watch her step. What I’m after is a nice girl. 

puNYASHA I really love you, Yasha, I really do. You’re so smart, you know so 
many things. ... 

[Pause. | 

YASHA [yawns| Yeah. ...But my theory is, a girl says she loves you, she’s not 
a nice girl. 

| Pause. | 

Nothing like smoking a cigar out here in the fresh air. . . . [Listens.] Some- 
body’s coming. ... It’s them... . 

[DUNYASHA hugs him impulsively. | 
YASHA Go on back to the house. Go back the other way, make believe 

you've been swimming down by the river, so they don’t think we've 
been ... we've been getting together out here like this. I don’t want them 
to think that. ; 

punyAsHa [a little cough] That cigar smoke is giving me a headache... . 
[Goes out. | 

[yAsua sits beside the chapel wall. Enter Lius6v, GAYEV, and LOPAKHIN. | 

LOPAKHIN You have to make up your mind one way or the other; time’s run- 
ning out. There’s no argument left. You want to subdivide or don’t you? 
Just give me an answer, one word, yes or no. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Who’s been smoking those cheap cigars? [Sits down. ] 
GAyEV Everything’s so convenient, now that there’s the railroad. We went 

into town just to have lunch. Yellow ball in the side pocket! What do you 
say—why don’t we go back to the house, eh? Have ourselves a little game . . . 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA  Let’s wait till later. 
LOPAKHIN — Just one word! [Imploringly] Why don’t you give me an answer? 
GAYEV [yawns] ‘To what? 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA |rummages in her purse] Yesterday | had a lot of money, 

today it’s all gone. My poor Varya feeds us all on soup to economize, the 
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poor old people get nothing but beans, and I just spend and spend.... 
; [Drops her purse; gold coins spill out.] Oh, I've spilled everything. .. . 

YASHA Here, allow me. [Picks up the money. | 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA = Oh, please do, Yasha: thank you. And why I had to go 

into that town for lunch—that stupid restaurant of yours, those stupid 
musicians, those stupid tablecloths; they smelled of soap. ... Why do we 
drink so much, Ly6nya? And eat so much? Why do we talk so much? The 
whole time we were in the restaurant, you kept talking, and none of it 
made any sense. Talking about the seventies, about Symbolism.* And to 
who? The waiters! Talking about Symbolism to waiters! 

LOPAKHIN Yes. 
GAYEV [makes a deprecating gesture] I’m incorrigible, I suppose... . [To 

yASHA, irritably| What are you doing here? Why are you always underfoot 
every time I turn around? 

yAsHA [laughs] Because every time I hear your voice it makes me laugh. 
GAYEV Either he goes or I do! 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Yasha, please. . . just go ’way, will you? 
YASHA [gives LIUBOV her purse] I’m going. Right now. [Barely containing his 

laughter| Right this very minute... 
[Goes out. | 

LOPAKHIN You know who Derigénov is? You know how much money he has? 
You know he’s planning to buy your property? They say he’s coming to the 
auction himself. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Who told you that? 
LOPAKHIN Everybody in town knows about it. 
GAyEV The old lady in Yaroslavl promised to send money. . . . But when, and 

how much, she didn’t say. 
LOPAKHIN How much will she send? A hundred thousand? Two hundred? 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Ten or fifteen thousand. And we're lucky to get that 

much. 
LOPAKHIN Excuse me, but you people . . . I have never met anyone so unbusi- 

nesslike, so impractical, so...so crazy as the pair of you! Somebody 

tells you flat out your land is about to be sold, you don’t even seem to 

understand! 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA But what should we do? Just tell us what we should do! 

LOPAKHIN I tell you every day what you should do! Every day I come out 

here and say the same thing. The cherry orchard and the rest of the land 

has to be subdivided and developed for leisure homes, and it has to be done 

right away. The auction date is getting closer! Can’t you understand? All 

you have to do is make up your mind to subdivide, you'll have more money 

than even you can spend! Your troubles will be over! 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA  Subdivide, leisure homes . . . excuse me, but it’s all so 

hopelessly vulgar. 
GAyEV I couldn't agree more. 

4. Symbolism was an unsettling artistic move- _ century; they emphasized evocative images 

ment, launched by French poets Stéphane and sounds rather than logic or facts. “The 
zi 

. ” . . . 

Mallarmé and Paul Verlaine in the late 19th seventies”: a time of peasant unrest in Russia. 
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LOPAKHIN You people drive me crazy! Another minute, I'll be shouting my 

head off! Oh, I give up, I give up! Why do I even bother? [To GAYEV] You're 

worse than an old lady! 
GAYEV What say? 
LOPAKHIN I said you're an old lady! [Starts to leave. | 

LIUBOV ANDREYEvNA [fearfully] No, no, no, please, my dear, don’t go. Please. 

I'm sure we'll think of something. 
LOPAKHIN What's there to think of 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Please. Don’t go. Things are easier when you're 

aroundsaah 
|Pause. | 

I keep waiting for something to happen. It’s as if the house were about to 
fall down around our ears or something. . . . 

cAyev [meditatively| Yellow ball in the side pocket . .. Clean shot down the 

middle. 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA We're guilty of so many sins, | know— 
LOPAKHIN Sins? What are you talking about? 
GAYEV [pops a hard candy into his mouth| People say I’ve eaten up my entire 

inheritance in candy. [Laughs.| 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA All my sins . . . I've always wasted money, just thrown it 

away like a madwoman, and | married a man who never paid a bill in his 
life. He was an alcoholic; he drank himself to death—on champagne. And 
I was so unhappy I fell in love with another man, unfortunately, and had an 
affair with him, and that was when—that was the first thing, my first punish- 
ment, right down there, in the river, my little boy drowned, and I left, | went 
to France, I left and never wanted to come back, I never wanted to see that 

river again, I just closed my eyes and ran, forgot about everything, and that 
man followed me. He just wouldn't let up. And he was so mean to me, so 
cruel! | bought a villa in Mentén because he got sick while we were there, 
and for the next three years | never had a moment's peace, day or night. He 
tormented me from his sickbed. I could feel my soul dry up. And last year I 
couldn’t afford the villa anymore, so I sold it and we moved to Paris, and 
once we were in Paris he took everything I had left and ran off with another 
woman, and | tried to kill myself. It was so stupid, and so shameful! Finally 
all I wanted was to come back home, to where I was born, to my daughter. 
[Wipes away her tears.| Oh, dear God, dear God, forgive me! Forgive me my 
sins! Don’t punish me again! [Takes a telegram from her purse.| This came 
today, from Paris. . .. He says he’s sorry, he wants me back. . . . [Tears wp the 
telegram.| Where's [Listens.| . .. where’s that music coming from? 

GAyEv That’s our famous local orchestra. Those Jewish musicians, you 
remember? Four fiddles, a clarinet, and a double bass. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Are they still around? We should have them over some 
evening and throw a party. 

LOPAKHIN [listens] 1 don’t hear anything. [Sings to himself. | 

“Ooh-la-la. . . 
Just a little bit of money 
makes a lady very French. . .”° 

5. Satirical reference to Russian efforts to imitate Parisian culture since the time of Tsar Peter 
the Great (1672-1725). 
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[Laughs.] 1 went to the theater last night, saw this musical. Very funny. 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA I doubt there was anything funny about it. You ought to 

stop going to see playacting and take a good look at your own reality. What 
a boring life you lead! And what uninteresting things you talk about. 

LOPAKHIN Well... yeah, there’s some truth to that. It is a pretty dumb life 
we lead.... 

[Pause. | 

My father was a... he was a dirt farmer, an idiot, never understood me, 
never taught me anything, just got drunk and beat me up. With a stick. 
Fact is, I’m not much better myself. Never did well in school, my writing’s 
terrible, I’m ashamed if anybody sees it. I write like a pig. : 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA My dear man, you should get married. 
LOPAKHIN Yes.... Yes, I should. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA And you should marry our Varya. She’s a wonderful 
girl. 

LOPAKHIN She is. 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Her people were quite ordinary, but she works like a 

dog, and the main thing is, she loves you. And you like her, I know you do. 
You always have. 

LOPAKHIN Look, I’ve got nothing against it. |... She’s wonderful girl. 
[Pause. | 

GAYEV They offered me a position at the bank. Six thousand a year. Did I tell 
your 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Don't be silly! You stay right here where you belong. 
[Enter FIRS, carrying an overcoat. | 

FIRS Sir, sir, please put this on. It’s getting damp. 
GAYEV [puts it on] Firs, you're getting to be a bore. 
FIRS That so? Went out this morning, didn’t even tell me. [Tries to adjust 

GAYEV’s clothes. | 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Poor Firs! You've gotten so old! 
FIRS Beg pardon? 
LOPAKHIN She said you got very old! 
Firs I’ve lived a long time. They were trying to marry me off way back before 

your daddy was born. [Laughs.] By the time we got our freedom back,° I 

was already head butler. I had all the freedom I needed, so I stayed right 

here with the masters. 
[Pause. | 

I remember everybody got all excited about it, but they never even knew 

what they were getting excited about. 

LOPAKHIN Qh, sure, things were wonderful back in the good old days! ‘They 

had the right to beat you if they wanted, remember? 

Firs [doesn’t hear] That’s right. Masters stood by the servants, servants 

stood by the masters. Nowadays it’s all mixed up; you can’t tell who’s who. 

cAyveEv Shut up, Firs. . . . | have to go into town tomorrow. A friend promised 

to introduce me to someone who might be able to arrange a loan. Some 

general. 

6. Tsar Alexander II emancipated the serfs in 1861. 
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LOPAKHIN ‘That's never going to work. Trust me, you won't get enough even 

for the interest payments. 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA He’s imagining things. There’s no general. 

[Enter ANYA, VARYA, and TROFIMOV. | 

GAyEvV Here come our young people. 
AnyA Mama’s resting. 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA [tenderly] Here we are, dears, over here. |Kisses ANYA 

and varya.| If you only knew how much I love you both. Come sit here by 

me... that’s right. 
[They all sit down. | 

LOPAKHIN Our permanent graduate student seems to spend all his time 
studying the ladies. 

TROFiMOV. Mind your own business. 
LOPAKHIN Almost in his fifties, he’s still in school. 
TROF{MOV Just stop the silly jokes, will you? 
LOPAKHIN Qh, the scholar is losing his temper! 
TROFiMOV Will you please just leave me alone? 
LOPAKHIN [laughs] Let me ask you a question: You look at me, what do 

you seer 
TROFiMOV. When I look at you, Yermolai Alexéyich, what I see is a rich man. 

One who will soon be a millionaire. You are as necessary a part of the evo- 
lution of the species as the wild animal that eats up anything in its path. 

[Everybody laughs. | 
vARYA Forget biology, Pétya. You should stick to counting stars. 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA | want to hear more about what we were talking about 

last night. 
TROFiMOV What were we talking about? 
cAyEV About human dignity. 
TROFimov We talked about a lot last night, but we never got anywhere. You 

people talk about human dignity as if it were something mystical. I suppose 
it is, in a way, for you anyway, but when you really get down to it, what have 
humans got to be proud of? Biologically we’re pretty minor specimens— 
besides which, the great majority of human beings are vulgar and unhappy 
and totally undignified. We should stop patting ourselves on the back and 
get to work. 

GAYEV You still have to die. 
TROFIMOV. Who says? Anyway, what does that mean, to die? Maybe we have 

a hundred senses, and all we lose when we die are the five we’re familiar 
with, and the other ninety-five go on living. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Qh, Pétya, you’re so smart! 
LOPIKHIN [with irony] Oh, yes, very. 

TROFiMOov Remember, human beings are constantly progressing, and their 
power keeps growing. Things that seem impossible to us nowadays, the day 
will come when they're not a problem at all, only we have to work toward that 
day. We have to seek out the truth. We don’t do that, you know. Most of the 
people in this country aren’t working toward anything. People I come in con- 
tact with—at the university, for instance—they’re supposed to be educated, 
but they're not interested in the truth. They're not interested in much of 
anything, actually. They certainly don’t do much. They call themselves intel- 
lectuals and think that gives them the right to look down on the rest of the 
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world. They never read anything worthwhile, they're completely ignorant 
where science is concerned, they talk about art and they don’t even know 
what it is they're talking about. They take themselves so seriously, they’re full 
of theories and ideas, but just go look at the cities they live in. Miles and miles 
of slums, where people go hungry and where they live packed into unheated 
tenements full of cockroaches and garbage, and their lives are full of violence 
and immorality. So what are all the theories for? To keep people like us from 
seeing all that. Where are the day-care centers they talk so much about, and 
the literacy programs? It’s all just talk. You go out to the parts of town where 
the poor people live, you can’t find them. All you find is dirt and ignorance 
and crime. That’s why I don’t like all this talk, all these theories. Bothers me, 
makes me afraid. If that’s all our talk is good for, we'd better just shut up. 

LOPAKHIN _ I get up at five and work from morning to night, and you know, my 
business involves a lot of money, my own and other people’s, so I see lots of 
people, see what they're like. And you just try to get anything accomplished: 
you'll see how few decent, honest peopie there really are. Sometimes at night I 
can’t sleep, and I think: Dear God, you gave us this beautiful earth to live on, 
these great forests, these wide fields, the broad horizons . . . by rights we should 
be giants. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA. What do you want giants for? The only good giants are 
in fairy tales. Real ones would scare you to death. 

[Upstage, YEPIKHODOvV strolls by, playing his guitar. | 
[Dreamily| There goes Yepikhdédov. .. . 

AnyA [dreamily| ‘There goes Yepikhédov. . . . 
GAyvEV The sun, ladies and gentlemen, has just set. 
TROFIMOV Yes. 
GAYEV [as if reciting a poem, but not too loud| O wondrous nature, cast upon 

us your eternal rays, forever beautiful, forever indifferent. ... Mother, we 
call you; life and death reside within you; you bring forth and lay waste— 

vArYA [pleading] Uncle, please! 
AnyA Uncle, you’re doing it again. 
troFimov We'd rather have the yellow ball in the side pocket. 

GAYEV Sorry, sorry. I'll keep still. 
[They all sit in silence. The only sound we hear is old Firs mumbling. Sud- 

denly a distant sound seems to fall from the sky, a sad sound, like a harp 

string breaking. It dies away.] 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA What was that? 
LOPAKHIN Can't tell. Sounds like it could be an echo from a mine shaft. But 

it must be far away. 

cAyvev Or some kind of bird. . . like a heron. 

TROFiMov Or an owl. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA [shivers] Makes me nervous. 

[Pause. | 

Firs It’s like just before the trouble started. They heard an owl screech, and 

the kettle wouldn’t stop whistling. . . . 

chyev Before what trouble? 

Firs The day we got our freedom back. 

ause. 
LIUBOV erie an My dears, it’s getting dark; we should be going in. [To 

Anya] You've got tears in your eyes, darling. What's the matter? [Hugs Anya. | 
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AnyA Nothing, Mama. It’s all right. 
TROFIMOV Someone's coming. 

[Enter a HOMELESS MAN in a white cap and an overcoat; he's slightly 

drunk. | 

HOMELESS MAN. Can anyone please tell me, can I get to the train station this 

way? 
cAyvEv Of course you can. Just follow this road. 
HOMELESS MAN. Much obliged. [Bows.] Wonderful weather we're having. . . 

[Recites.] “Behold one of the poor in spirit, just trying to inherit a little of 
the earth. ...”” [To vArya] Listen, you think you could spare some money 

for a hungry man? 
[vArRyA is terrified; she screams. | 

LOPAKHIN [angrily] | Now hold on just a minute! 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA [panicked] Here... here... take this. [Fumbles in her 

purse.| Oh, I don’t seem to have anything smaller. Here, take this. [Gives 
him a gold piece. | 

HOMELESS MAN Very much obliged! 
[Goes out. | 

[Everybody laughs. | 
vARYA Get me out of here! Oh, please get me out! Mama, how could you! 
We can’t even feed the servants, and you go and give him a gold piece! 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA — | know, darling, I’m just stupid about money. When we 
get home I'll give you whatever I’ve got left; you can take care of it. Yermo- 
lai Alexéyich, can you lend me some money? 

LOPAKHIN Of course. 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA My darlings, it really is time to go in. Varya dear, we've 

just gotten you engaged. Congratulations. 
vARYA [almost in tears] Mama, that’s nothing to joke about! 
LOPAKHIN Amelia, get thee to a nunnery!® 
GAyEV Look how my hands shake. I don’t know if I could play billiards 

anymore. ... 
LOPAKHIN Nymph, in thy horizons be all my sins remembered!” 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Please, let’s go. It’s almost suppertime. 
vArYA He scared me half to death. I can feel my heart pounding. 
LOPAKHIN But keep in mind, the cherry orchard is going to be sold. On 

August twenty-second! You hear what I’m saying? You've got to think about 
this! You've got to! 

[They all go off except ANYA and TROFiMOV. | 

AnyA [laughs] I’m so glad that tramp scared Varya off. Now we can be 
alone. 

TROFIMOV  Varya’s afraid we're going to fall in love; that’s why she never leaves 
us alone. She’s so narrow-minded; she simply can’t understand that we are 

7. Reference to Jesus’s Sermon on the Mount: — Ophelia of spying for her father and sends her 
“Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is off with “Get thee to a nunnery!” (3.1.22). 
the kingdom of heaven.... Blessed are the 9. Lopakhin transforms a line from Hamlet: 
meek, for they shall inherit the earth” (Mat- “Nymph, in thy orisons, / Be all my sins 
thew 5.3, 5). remembered” (3.1.91—92). 
8. Hamlet, in Shakespeare’s play, suspects 
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above love. Our goal is to get rid of the silly illusions that keep us from being 
free and happy. We are moving forward, toward the future! Toward one bright 
star that burns ahead of us! Forward, friends! Come join us in our journey! 

AnyA [claps her hands] Oh, you talk so beautifully! 
[Pause. | 

It’s just heavenly out here today! 
TROFIMOV Yes, the weather's been really good lately. 
AnyA I don’t know what it is you’ve done to me, Pétya, but I don’t love the 

cherry orchard anymore, not the way I used to. I used to think there was no 
place on earth like our orchard. 

TROFiIMOV This whole country is our orchard. It’s a big country and a beauti- 
ful one; it has lots of wonderful places in it. 

[Pause. | 

Just think, Anya: your grandfather, and his father, and his father’s fathers, 
they owned the people who slaved away for them all over this estate, and 
now the voices and faces of human beings hide behind every cherry in the 
orchard, every leaf, every tree trunk. Can’t you see them? And hear them? 
And owning human beings has left its mark on all of you. Look at your 
mother and your uncle! They live off the labor of others, they always have, 
and they've never even noticed! They owe their entire lives to those other 
people, people they wouldn't even let walk through the front gate of their 
beloved cherry orchard! This whole country has fallen behind; it'll take us 
at least two hundred years to catch up. The thing is, we don’t have any real 
sense of our own history; all we do is sit around and talk, talk, talk, then we 
feel depressed, so we go out and get drunk. If there’s one thing that’s clear 
to me, it’s this: if we want to have any real life in the present, we have to do 
something to make up for our past, we have to get over it, and the only way 
to do that is to make sacrifices, get down to work, and work harder than 
we've ever worked before. Do you understand what I mean, Anya? 

AnyA The house we live in isn’t our house anymore. It hasn’t ever been, 

really. And I'll leave it all behind, I promise you I will. 
TROFiMOV_ Yes, you will! Throw away your house keys and go as far away as 

you can! You'll be free as the wind. 
Anya [radiant] I love the way you say things! 
TROFiMOV You have to understand me, Anya. I’m not thirty yet, I’m still 

young; I may still be in school, but I’ve learned a lot. Winter comes, some- 

times I get cold and hungry, or sick and upset, I don’t have a cent to my 

name; things work out or they don’t. .. . But no matter what, my heart and 

soul are always full of feelings, all kinds . . . I can't even explain them. And 

I feel happiness coming, Anya, I can feel it. | can almost see it— 

Anya [dreamily| Look, the moon’s rising. 

[The sound of yeptkHOpov’s guitar, still playing the same mournful song. The 

moon rises. Somewhere beyond the poplar trees, vArya can be heard calling. | 

vArYA [off | Anya! Anya, where are you? 

TROFiMov. Yes, the moon is rising. 

[Pause. | “s 

It’s happiness, that’s what it is: it’s rising, it's coming closer and closer, I 

can hear it. And even if we miss it, if we never find it, that’s all right! Some- 

one will! 
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vArya [off] Anya! Anya, where are you? 
tRoFimov [angrily] That Varya! Why won’t she let us alone! 

Anya Don’t let her bother you. Let’s take a walk by the river. It’s so nice 

there. 
TROFiMOV All right, let’s go. 

[They leave. The stage is empty. | 
vAryA [off] Anya! Anya! 

Curtain. 

Act 3 

[A sitting room, separated from the ballroom in back by an archway. The 
chandeliers are lit. From the entrance hall comes the sounds of an orches- 
tra, the Jewish musicians GAyEV mentioned in Act 2. Evening. In the ball- 
room, everyone is dancing a grande ronde. SEMYONOV-PISHCHIK'S voice is 
heard calling the figures of the dance: “Promenade a une paire!”' The 
dancers dance through the sitting room in pairs in the following order: 
PISHCHIK and CARLOTTA, TROF{MOV and LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA, ANYA and the 
POSTMASTER, VARYA and the STATIONMASTER, etc. VARYA is in tears, which 

she tries to wipe away as she dances. The final pair includes DUNYASHA. As 
the dancers return to the ballroom, pisHcuik calls out: “Grande roude, 

balancez!” and “Les cavaliers a genoux et remercier vos dames.”* FIRS in 
his butler’s uniform crosses the stage, carrying a seltzer bottle on a tray. 
PISHCHIK and TROFIMOV come into the sitting room. | 

PiSHCHIK I’m prone to strokes, already had two of ’em, I really shouldn’t be 
dancing, but you know what they say: When in Rome. Besides, I’m really 
strong as a horse. Speaking of Romans, my father—what a joker he was—he 
used to claim our family was descended from the emperor Caligula’s 
horse—you know, the one he made a senator?? [Sits down.| The only prob- 
lem is we have no money. [His head nods, he snores, then immediately wakes 
up.] So the only thing I ever think about is money. 

TROFiMOV Your father was right. You do look a little like a horse. 
pisHcuHik Nothing wrong with horses. Wonderful animals. If I had one; I 

could sell it... . 
[From the adjacent billiard room come the sounds of a game. vARYA appears 
in the archway. | 

TROFIMOV [teases her] Mrs. Lopaékhin! Mrs. Lopakhin! 
vArYA [angrily] High-class tramp! 
TROFIMOV Yes, I’m a high-class tramp, and I’m proud of it! 
vARYA [bitterly] We've hired an orchestra! And what are we supposed to pay 

them with? 
[Goes out. | 

1. “Promenade with your partner!” (French). 3. The mad emperor Caligula (12-41 c.r.) 
2. “Make a large circle, swing with your arms! _ brought his favorite horse into the Roman sen- 
Gentlemen, kneel and thank your ladies!” ate to make it a senator. 
(French). 
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TROFIMOv [to pisHcHik] All the energy you've used trying to find money to 
pay your mortgage, if you’d spent that energy on something else, you could 
have moved the world. 

PISHCHIK Nietzsche,* you know, the philosopher—a great thinker, Nie- 
tzsche, a man of genius, one of the great minds of the century—now 
Nietzsche, you know, says, in his memoirs, that counterfeit money’s just as 
good as real... . 

TROFimoy _ I didn’t know you’d read Nietzsche. 
PISHCHIK Well... actually, Dashenka told me. And I’m desperate enough. 

I'm ready to start counterfeiting. I need three hundred and ten rubles, day 
after tomorrow. All I’ve got so far is a hundred and thirty... . [He feels in 
his pockets anxiously.] It’s gone! My money’s gone! [Almost in tears] I’ve lost 
my money! [Joyfully] Oh, here it is! It slipped down into the lining of my 
coat! God, I’m all in a sweat! 

[Enter LiuBOv and CARLOTTA. | 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA [she hums a dance tune| Why is it taking so long? 
What’s Leonid doing all this time in town? He should be back by now. 
[Calls to puNyAsHA in the ballroom.| Dunyasha, tell the musicians they can 
take a break. 

TROFIiMOV » They probably postponed the auction. 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA I suppose it was a mistake to hire an orchestra. Or to 

have a party in the first place. Oh, well... what difference does it make? 
[Sits down and hums quietly. | 

CARLOTTA [hands pisHcuik a deck of cards| Here’s the deck. Pick a card, any 

card. ... No, no, just think of one. 

PisHcHik All right, I’m thinking of one. 
CARLOTTA Good. Now shuffle the deck. Very good. Now give it to me. 

Observe, my dear Pishchik! Eins, zwei, drei!? Now look in your jacket 
pocket, and you will find your card. 

PiSHCHIK [takes a card from his jacket pocket] ‘That's it, the eight of spades! 
[Amazed] Really! I don’t believe it! 

carLotta [holds out the deck to rrorimov] Quick, what’s the top card? 
TROFiMov The top card? Oh...uh... the queen of spades. 
caRLOoTIA Correct! [To pisHcatk] Now which card’s on top? 

pisHCcHIK Ace of hearts! 
caRLoTtA Correct! [Claps her hands, and the deck disappears.| Well, isn’t 

this a lovely day we're having? 
[A mysterious woman's voice answers; it seems to come from the floorboards: 

“A lovely day indeed. I couldn't agree more.” 
Whoever you are, I adore you! 

[The voice: “I adore you too!” 

MASTER [applauds] Bravo! A lady ventriloquist! 

piSHCHIK [amazed] Really! I don’t believe it! Carlotta, you are amazing! I’m 

completely in love with you! 

4. Friedrich Nietzsche (1844-1900), influen- 5. “One, two, three!” (German). 

tial German philosopher. 
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caRLoTTA In love? [Shrugs her shoulders.] What do you know about love? 

Guter Mensch aber schlechter Musikant.° 

TROFiMOv [slaps PiSHCHIK on the shoulder] You're just an old horse! 

carLotta All right, everybody, watch closely! One more trick! [Takes a lap 

robe from a chair.| See, what a lovely blanket! I’m thinking of selling it. 

[Shakes out the lap robe and holds it up.| Who wants to buy? 
P{SHCHIK [amazed] Really! I don’t believe it! 
caRLoTrA Eins, zwei, drei! [Quickly raises the lap robe.| 

[Anya appears behind the lap robe; she curtsies, runs to her mother and 

kisses her, then runs back into the ballroom. General applause and cries of 

delight. | 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA [applauding| Bravo! Bravo! 
CARLOTTA Now one more! Eins, zwei, drei! 

[She raises the lap robe; vAryA appears; she takes a bow. | 

PISHCHIK Really! I don’t believe it! 
cARLOTTA  That’s all. The show is over. 

[Throws the lap robe to pisucuik, takes a bow, goes through the ballroom 

and out. | 

P{SHCHIK [goes after her] Enchanting! What a woman! What a woman! 
[Goes out. | 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Leonid still isn’t back from town yet. I don’t understand 
what could be taking him so long! It’s got to be all over by now: either the 
estate has been sold or they've postponed the auction. Why does he have to 
keep us in suspense like this? 

vARYA [tries to comfort her] Uncle bought the estate, I’m sure he has. 

TROFIMOV [ironically] Oh, I’m sure. 

vARYA Anya’s godmother sent him a power of attorney to buy the estate in 
her name; she agreed to take over the mortgage. She did it for Anya. So 
God has helped us. Uncle has saved the estate. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA ‘The old lady in Yaroslavl sent us fifteen thousand to 
buy the place in her name—she doesn’t trust us—but that’s not even 
enough to pay the interest. [Covers her face with her hands.| My fate . . . my 
entire life . . . It’s all being decided today. 

TROFIMOV [teases vARYA] Mrs. Lopdkhin! Mrs. Lopdkhin! 
vArYA [angrily] And you’re a permanent graduate student! Who’s been sus- 

pended twice! 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Don’t get so angry, Varya; he’s only teasing you. What's 
wrong with that? And what's wrong with Lopdkhin? If you want to marry 
him, do; he’s a nice man. Interesting, even. If you don’t want to marry him, 
don’t; nobody’s forcing you. 

VARYA It’s not a joking matter, Mama, believe me. I’m serious about him. He 
is a nice man, and I like him. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA ‘Then go ahead and marry him! I don’t understand what 
you're waiting for! 

vArYA Mama, I can't propose to him myself! For two years now everybody's 
been telling me to marry him, everybody, but he never mentions it. Or he 

6. “A good man but a bad musician” (German); that is, an incompetent (from the poet Heinrich 
Heine). 
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jokes about it! Look, I understand, he’s busy getting rich, he doesn’t have 
time for me. Oh, if I had just a little money—I don’t care how much, even 
a couple of hundred—I’d get out of here and go someplace far away. I'd go 
join a convent. 

TROFIMOV Now, there’s an exalted idea! 
vArYA [fo TROF{Mov] » I thought students were supposed to be smart! [Her tone 

softens; almost crying.| Oh, Pétya, you used to be so nice-looking, and now 
youre getting old! [To LiuB6v, in a normal tone] It’s just that I need something 
to do all the time, Mama, it’s the way I am. I can’t sit around and do nothing. 

[Enter YASHA. | 

yAsHA [barely controlling his laughter] Yepikhddov broke a billiard cue! 
[Goes out. | 

vARYA What is Yepikhédov doing here? Who asked him to come? And what's 
he doing playing billiards? I just don’t understand these people. . . . 

[Goes out. | 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Pétya, don’t tease her like that; you can see she’s upset 
already. 

TROF{MOV Oh, she’s such a busybody, always poking her nose into other 
people’s business. She hasn’t left Anya and me alone the whole summer; 
she’s afraid we’re having a . . . an affair. What business is it of hers? Besides, 
it’s not true. I’d never do anything so sordid. We're above love! 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA And I, I suppose, am beneath love. [Upset] Why isn’t 
Leonid back yet? I just want to know: has the estate been sold or not? The 
whole disaster seems so impossible to me, I don’t know what to think, or 
do. . .. Oh, God, I’m losing my mind! I want to scream, or do something com- 
pletely stupid ... Help me, Pétya! Save me! Say something, say something! 

TROFiIMOV Whether they sell it or not, does it make any difference really? 
You can’t go back to the past. Everything here came to an end a long time 
ago. Try to calm down. You can’t go on deceiving yourself; at least once in 
your life you have to look the truth straight in the eye. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA What truth? You seem so sure what’s truth and what 
isn’t, but I’m not. I’ve lost any sense of it. I’ve lost sight of the truth. You’re 
so sure of yourself, aren’t you, so sure you have all the answers to every- 
thing, but darling, have you ever really had to live with one of your answers? 
You're too young. Of course you look into the future and see a brave new 
world, you don’t expect any difficulties, but that’s because you know noth- 
ing about life! Yes, you have more courage than my generation has, and 
better morals, and you're better educated, but for God’s sake have a little 

sense of what it’s like for me, and be easier on me. Pétya, I was born here! 

My parents lived here all their lives; so did my grandfather. I love this 

house! Without the cherry orchard my life makes no sense, and if you have 

to sell it, you might as well sell me with it. [She embraces rrorimov and 

kisses his forehead.] And it was here my son drowned, you know that... . 

[Weeps.] Have some feeling for me, Pétya, you're such a good, sweet boy. 

TROFiMov I pity you. [Beat] I do, from the bottom of my heart. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA You should have said that differently, just a little differ- 

ently... . [Takes out her handkerchief; a telegram falls to the floor.| You can’t 

imagine how miserable I am today. All this noise, and every new sound 

makes me shake. I can’t get away from it, but then when I’m alone in my 
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room I can’t stand the silence. Don’t judge me, Pétya! I love you like one of 

my own family; I'd be very happy to see you and Anya married, you know I 

would, only, darling, you must finish school first! You have got to graduate! 

You don’t do anything except drift around from place to place—what kind 

of life is that? It’s true, isn’t it? Isn’t that the truth? And we have to do 

something about that beard of yours; it’s so scraggly. ... . [Laughs.] You've 

gotten so funny-looking! 
TROFiMOV [picks up the telegram] 1 have no desire to be good-looking. 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA The telegram’s from Paris. I get a new one every day. 

One yesterday, now again today. That madman is sick again and in trou- 
ble... . He wants me to forgive him, he wants me back .. . and I suppose I 
should go back to Paris to be with him. Now see, Pétya, you're giving me 
that superior look, but darling, what am I supposed to do? He’s sick, he’s 
alone, he’s unhappy, and who has he got to look after him? To give him his 
medicine and keep him out of trouble? And I love him—why do I have to 
pretend I don’t, or not talk about it? I love him. That’s just the way it is: I 
love him. I love him! He’s a millstone around my neck, and he'll drown me 
with him, but he’s my millstone! I love him and I can’t live without him! 

[Grabs TRoFimov's hand.] Don’t judge me, Pétya, don’t think badly of me, 
just don’t say anything, please just don’t say anything... . 

TROFI{MOV [almost in tears] But for God’s sake, you have to face the facts! He 
robbed you blind! 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA No, no, please, you mustn’t say that, you mustn’t— 
TROFiMOV He doesn’t care a thing for you—you're the only person who 

doesn’t seem to understand that! He’s rotten! 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA | gets angry but tries to control it] And you, you're what? 

Twenty-six, twenty-seven? Listen to you: you sound like you’d never even 
graduated to long pants! 

TROFiMOV That’s fine with me! 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA You're supposed to be a man; at your age you ought to 

know something about love. You ought to be in love yourself! [Angrily] 
Really! You think you’re so smart, you're just a kid who doesn’t know the first 
thing about it, you’re probably a virgin, you're ridiculous, you’re grotesque— 

TROFiMOV [horrified] What are you saying! 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA “I’m above love!” You're not above love; you've just 

never gotten down to it! You're all wet, like Firs says. At your age, you 
ought to be sleeping with someone! 

TROFiMOV [horrified] What a terrible thing to say! That's terrible! [He runs 
toward the ballroom, covering his ears.| That's just horrible... . | can’t listen to 
that; I’m leaving. [Goes out, but reappears immediately.] All is over between us! 

[Goes out into the entrance hall. | 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA [calls after him] Pétya, wait a minute! Come back! I was 

just joking, Pétya, don’t be so silly! Pétya! 
[A great clatter from the entrance hall; someone has fallen downstairs. ANYA 
and vARYA scream. | 

What happened? 
[Anya and vAryA suddenly howl with laughter. | 

Anya [runs in, laughing] Pétya just fell headfirst down the stairs! 
[Runs out. | 
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LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Oh, what a silly boy! 
[The svationmaster in the ballroom gets on a chair and begins declaiming 
the opening lines of “The Magdalen” by Alexei Tolstoy.”| 

STATIONMASTER “The splendid ballroom gleams with gold and candles, 
a crowd of dancers whirls around the room; 
and there apart, an empty glass beside her, 
behold the fallen beauty, the lost, the doomed. 

Her lavish gown and jewels make all eyes wonder, 
her shameless glance bespeaks a life of sin; 
young men and old cast longing glances at her 
see, how her fatal beauty draws them in!” 

[Everyone gathers to listen, but soon the orchestra returns and the strains of a 
waltz are heard from the entrance hall. The reading breaks off, and everybody 
begins to dance. TROFiMov, ANyA, and vARYA come in from the entrance hall. | 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Pétya. .. oh, darling, I’m so sorry... . You sweet thing, 
please forgive me. ... Come on, let’s dance. [Dances with TROFimov. | 

[ANyA and vArYA dance together. Firs enters, leans his walking stick against 
the side door. vAsua appears and stands watching the dancers. | 

yASHA What’s the matter, pops? 
FIRS I don’t feel so good. The old days, we had a dance, we had generals and 

barons and admirals; nowadays we have to send out for the postmaster and 
the stationmaster. And they’re none too eager to come, either. Oh, I’m get- 
ting old and feeble. The old master, their grandfather, anybody got sick, he 
used to dose ’em all with sealing wax. Didn’t matter what they had, they all 
got sealing wax. I’ve been taking sealing wax myself now for nigh onto 
twenty years. Take some every day. That’s probably why I’m still alive. 

yAsHA You're getting boring, pops. [Yawns.] Time for you to crawl off and die. 
Firs Oh, you... you young flibbertigibbet. [Mumbles.] 

[TRoFimov and LiuB6v dance through the ballroom, into the sitting room. | 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Merci.® I need to sit down and rest a bit... . [Sits.] ’'m 

so tired. 
[Enter ANyA. | 

Anya [upset] There was a man in the kitchen just now, he said the cherry 

orchard’s already been sold! 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Who bought it? 
Anya He didn’t say. And he’s gone now. [Dances with TRorimov; they dance 

off across the ballroom. | 
yAsHA That was just some old guy talking crazy. It wasn’t anybody from 

around here. 
rirs And Leonid Andréyich still isn’t back. All he had on was his topcoat; 

you watch, he'll catch cold. He’s all wet, that one. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA I'll never live through this. Yasha, go out and see if any- 

body knows who bought it. 

7. Russian writer (1817-1875), a distant rela- _ len, a play about a prostitute. 

tive of Leo Tolstoy, and author of The Magda- 8. “Thank you (French). 
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YASHA It was just some old guy. He left long ago. [Laughs.| 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA [somewhat annoyed] What are you laughing at? What's 

so funny? 
yAsHA That Yepikhédov. What a dope. Old Double Trouble. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA _ Firs, suppose the estate is sold—where are you going to go? 

Firs I'll go wherever you tell me to. 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA What's the matter? Your face looks so funny... . Are 

you sick? You should go to bed. 
Firs Yes... [Smirks.] Yes, sure, go to bed, and then who'll take care of 

things? I’m the only one you've got. 
yAsHA Liubév Andréyevna, there’s a favor I have got to ask you; it’s very 

important. If you go back to Paris, please take me with you. Please! You've 
got to! I positively cannot stay around here. [Looks around, lowers his voice. | 
You can see for yourself this place is hopeless. The whole country’s a mess, 
nobody has any culture, it’s boring, the food is lousy, and there’s that old 
Firs drooling all over the place and talking like an idiot. Please, take me 
with you—you ve just got to! 

|Enter PISHCHIK. | 

PisHCHIK Beautiful lady, what about a waltz? Just one little waltz! [LIuB6v 
crosses to him.| You dazzler, you! And what about a loan, just one little 
loan, just a hundred and eighty, that’s all I need. [They begin to dance.| Just 
a hundred and eighty... 

[They dance off into the ballroom. | 

YASHA [sings to himself] “Can’t you see my heart is breaking. . .” 
[In the ballroom, a figure appears dressed in checkered trousers and a gray 
top hat, jumping and waving its arms. We hear shouts of “Bravo, Carlotta!” 

DUNYASHA [stops to powder her nose] The missus told me to dance—there’s 
too many gentlemen and not enough ladies—so I did, I’ve been dancing all 
night and my heart won't stop beating, and you know what, Firs? Just now, 
the postmaster, you know? He said something almost made me faint. 

[The orchestra stops playing. | 
FIRS What did he say? 
DUNYASHA ‘That I was like a flower. That's what he said. 
YASHA [yawns] What does he know about it? 

[Goes out. | 

DUNYASHA _ Just like a flower. I’m a very romantic girl, really. I just adore that 
kind of talk. 

FIRS You're out of your mind. 
[Enter YEPIKHODOV. | 

YEPIKHODOV [to DUNYASHA] Why are you deliberating not to notice me? You 
act as if I wasn’t here, like I was a bug or something. [Sighs.] Ah, life! 

DUNYASHA Excuse me? 
YEPIKHODOV Of course, you may be right. [Sighs.] But if you look at it, let’s 

say, from a...a point of view, then you're the faulty one—excuse my 
expressivity—because you led me on. Into this predictament. Look at me! 
Every day something awful happens to me. It’s like a habit. But I can look 
disaster in the face and keep smiling. You gave me your word, you know, 
and you even— 

DUNYASHA Do you mind? Let’s talk about it later. Right now Id rather be left 
alone. With my dreams. [Plays with a fan.] 
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YEPIKHODOV Every day. Something awful. But all I do—excuse my 
expressivity—is try to keep smiling. Sometimes I even laugh. 

[Enter vArya from the ballroom. | 
VARYA [fo YEPIKHODOv] Are you still here? | thought I told you to go home. 

Really, you have no consideration. [To puNyAsHa] Dunyédsha, go back to the 
kitchen! [To yEPIKHODov] You come in here and start playing billiards, you 
break one of our cues, now you hang around in here as if we'd invited you. 

YEPIKHODOV Excuse my expressivity, but you have no right to penalize me. 
vARYA I’m not penalizing you, I’m telling you! All you do here is wander 

around and bump into the furniture. You're supposed to be working for us, 
and you don’t do a thing. I don’t know why we hired you in the first place. 

YEPIKHODOV [offended] Whether I work or not or wander around or not or 
play billiards or not is none of your business! You do not have the know-it- 
all to make my estimation! 

VARYA How dare you talk to me like that! [In a rage] How dare you! What do 
you mean, I don’t have the know-it-all? You get yourself out of here right 
this minute! Right this minute! 

YEPIKHODOV [apprehensively| 1 wish you wouldn't use language like that— 
vARYA [beside herself| Get out of here right this minute! Out! [He goes to the 

door; she follows him.] Double Trouble! I don’t want to see hide or hair of you, 
I don’t want to lay eyes on you ever again! [YEPIKHODOV goes out; from behind 
the door we hear him screech: “Tl call the police on you!”] Oh, you coming back 
for more? [Grabs the stick that Firs has left by the door.| Come on... Come 

on... Come on, I'll show you! All right, all right, you asked for it—[Swings the 
stick; the door opens, and she hits LoPAKHIN over the head as he enters. | 

LOPAKHIN ‘Thanks a lot. 
vARYA [still angry, sarcastic] Oh, I’m so sorry! 
LOPAKHIN  S’all right. Always appreciate a warm welcome. 
vArYA I don’t need appreciation. [Walks off, then turns and asks gently.| I 

didn’t hurt you, did I? 
LOPAKHIN No, I’m fine. Just a whopping big lump, that’s all. 

[Voices from the ballroom: “Lopaékhin! Lopakhin's here! He’s back! Lopaékh- 
in’s hack!” People crowd into the sitting room. | 

PiSsHCHIK The great man in person! [Hugs LOPAKHIN.] Is that cognac I smell? 
It is! You’ve been celebrating! Well, so have we. Join the party! 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA It’s you, Yermolai Alexéyich. Where have you been all 
this time? Where’s Leonid? 

LOPAKHIN He’s coming; we took the same train. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA What happened? Did they have the auction? Tell me! 

LOPAKHIN [embarrassed, afraid to show his joy| The auction was all over by 

four this afternoon, but we missed the train. We had to wait for the nine- 

thirty. [Exhales heavily.] Oof! My head is really spinning. . . . 

[Enter GAyEv; he holds a wrapped package in one hand, wipes his eyes with 

the other. | 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA  Ly6nya, what's the matter? Ly6nya! [Impatiently, begin- 

ning to cry] For God's sake, what happened! cane 

GAYEv [weeps and can’t answer her; makes a despairing gesture with his free 

hand and turns to Firs] Here, take these . . . some anchovies . . . imported. 

I haven’t eaten a thing all day. You have no idea what I've been through! 

[The door to the billiard room is open; we hear the click of billiard balls and 
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yASHA’s voice: “Seven ball in the left pocket!” GAyEv’s expression changes; he 

stops crying.] I’m all worn out. Firs, come help me get ready for bed. 

[Goes through the ballroom and out; Firs follows him. | 

piSHCHIK What about the auction? Tell us what happened! 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Is the cherry orchard sold? 
LOPAKHIN | It’s sold. 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Who bought it? 
LOPAKHIN — | did. 

[Pause. LIUBOv is overcome; she would fall, if she weren't standing beside a 

table and the armchair. vArya takes the keys from her belt, throws them on 
the floor, crosses the room, and goes out. | 

I did! I bought it! No, wait, don’t go, please. I’m still a little mixed up about 
it, I can’t talk yet....[{Laughs.] We get to the auction, and there’s 
Derigdnov, all ready and waiting. Leonid Andréyich only had fifteen thou- 
sand, so right away Derigdnov raises the bid to thirty, that’s on top of the 
balance on the mortgage. So I see what he’s up to, and I bid against him. 
Raise it to forty. He bids forty-five. I bid fifty-five. See, he was raising by 
five, and I double him, I raise him ten each time. Anyway, finally it’s all 
over, and I got it! Ninety thousand plus the balance on the mortgage.’ And 
now the cherry orchard is mine! Mine! [A loud laugh] My God, the cherry 
orchard belongs to me! Tell me I’m drunk, tell me it’s all a dream, I’m mak- 
ing this up—[Stomps on the floor.| And don’t anybody laugh! My God, if my 
father and my grandfather could be here now and see this, see me, their 
Yermolai, the boy they beat, who went barefoot in winter and never went to 
school, see how that poor boy just bought the most beautiful estate in the 
whole world! | bought the estate where my father and my grandfather slaved 
away their lives, where they wouldn’t even let them in the kitchen! My God, 
I must be dreaming—I can’t believe all this is happening! [Picks wp vARya’s 
keys; smiles gently.] See, she threw away her keys; she knows she isn’t run- 
ning the place anymore. . . . [Jingles the keys.| Well, that’s all right. 

[The orchestra starts tuning up again. | 

That’s it, let’s have some music—come on, I want to hear it! Everybody 
come watch! Come on and watch what I do! I’m going to chop down every 
tree in that cherry orchard, every goddamn one of them, and then I’m going 
to develop that land! Watch me! I’m going to do something our children 
and grandchildren can be proud of! Come on, you musicians, play! 

[The orchestra begins to play, LiuB6v curls up in the armchair and weeps 
bitterly. | 

LOPAKHIN [reproachfully| Oh, why didn’t you listen to me? You dear woman, 
you dear good woman, you can’t ever go back to the past. [With tears in his 
eyes| Oh, if only we could change things, if only life were different, this 
unhappy, messy life . . . 

PISHCHIK [takes his arm; quietly] She's crying. Come on, we'll go in the other 
room, leave her alone for a while. Come on. . . . [Leads him into the ballroom. | 

LOPAKHIN What’s the matter? Tell the band to keep playing! Louder! [Ironic] 
It’s my house now! The cherry orchard belongs to me! I can do what I want 

9. The winning bid for the estate was equivalent to nearly $2 million today—about twice what 
Lopakhin had offered to lend Liubév and her family to save the estate (act 1). 
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to! [Bumps into a small table, almost knocking over a candlestick.| Don’t 
worry about that: I can pay for it! I can pay for everything! 

[Goes out with pisucuik. | 
[The sitting room is empty except for L1UBOv, who sits lightly clenched and 
weeping bitterly. The orchestra plays softly. Suddenly Anya and tRoriMov 
enter. ANYA goes and kneels before her mother. trorimov remains by the 
archway. | 

ANYA Mama! Mama, you’re crying. Mama dear, I love you, I'll take care of 
you. The cherry orchard is sold, it’s gone now, that’s the truth, Mama, 
that’s the truth, but don’t cry. You still have your life to lead, you're still a 
good person. . .. Come with me, Mama, we'll go away, someplace far away 
from here. We'll plant a new orchard, even better than this one, you'll see, 

Mama, you'll understand, and you'll feel a new kind of joy, like a light in 
your soul. ... Let’s go, Mama. Let’s go! 

Curtain. 

Act 4 

[The same room as Act 1. The curtains have been taken down, the pictures 

are gone from the walls, and there are only a few pieces of furniture shoved 
into a corner, as if for sale. The place feels empty. By the doorway, a pile of 
trunks, suitcases, etc. The door on the right is open; we hear Anya and 

vARYA talking in the room beyond. LOPAKHIN stands waiting. Beside him, 
YASHA holds a tray of glasses filled with champagne. Through the door we 
see YEPIKHODOV in the front hall, fastening the straps on a trunk. The sound 
of murmured voices offstage; some of the local people have come to say 
goodbye. GAyEv's voice: “Thank you all, good people, thanks, thanks very 
much for coming.” | 

YASHA It’s some of these poor yokels, come to say goodbye. I’m of the opin- 
ion, you know, these people around here . . . ? They're okay, but they're. . . 
they’re just a bunch of know-nothings. 

[The murmur of voices dies away. L1uBOV and GAYEV come in from the 
entrance hall; she has stopped crying, but she is shaking slightly, and her 
face is pale. She cannot speak. | 

GAyEv You gave them all the money you had, Litiba. You can’t do that! You 
can’t do that anymore! 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA I couldn’t help it! I just couldn’t help it! 
[They both go out. LOPAKHIN follows them to the door. | 

LOPAKHIN Wait, please. How about a little glass of champagne, just to cele- 

brate? I forgot to bring some from town, but I got this one bottle at the 

station. It was all they had. 
[Pause. | 

No? What’s the matter, don’t you want any? [Comes back from the door.| If 

I’d known that, I wouldn’t have bought it. I don’t feel like any myself. 

[vAsuHa carefully puts the tray down on a chair. | 
Go on, Yasha, you might as well have one. 

yasHa Bon voyage! And here’s to the girls we leave behind! [Drinks.] This is 

not your real French champagne, I can tell. 
LOPAKHIN Cost me enough. 
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| Pause. | 

It’s cold as hell in here. 
yASHA ‘They figured they were going away today anyway 

to heat the place. [Laughs.| 

LOPAKHIN What's with your 
yAsHA I'm laughing because everything worked out just the way I wanted. 

LOPAKHIN — It’s October already, but the sun’s out; it feels like summer. Good 

weather for home builders. [Looks at his watch, then at the door.| Listen, 

everybody, you got forty-six minutes till train time! And it’s twenty minutes 

from here to the station, so you better get a move on. 
[Enter rRoFimov from outside; he’s wearing an overcoat. | 

TROFiMov It must be time to go. The carts are here. Where the hell are my 
galoshes? I’ve lost them somewhere. [At the door| Anya, where are my 
galoshes? I can’t find them anyplace! 

LOPAKHIN I’m off to Harkov. I'll be taking the same train as you. Off to 
Harkov, spend the winter there. I’ve been hanging around here too long, 
doing nothing; I can’t stand that. I got to keep working, otherwise I don't 
know what to do with my hands; if they're not doing something, they feel 
like they don’t belong to me. 

TROFiMOV So. We're leaving, and you're going back to your useful labors in 
the real world. 

LOPAKHIN Have a glass of champagne. 
TROFiMOV No, thanks. 
LOPAKHIN So you're off to Moscow? 
TROFiMOV Yes. I'll go into town with them today, and then leave tomorrow 

for Moscow. 
LOPAKHIN Sure. I'll bet all those professors are waiting for you to show up, 

wouldn't want to start their lectures without you! 
TROFiMov Mind your own business. 
LOPAKHIN How long you say you've been at that university? 
TROFIMOV Come on! Think up something new, will you? You're getting bor- 

ing. [Pokes around, looking for his galoshes.| You know, we probably won't 
ever see each other again, so you mind my giving you a little advice? As a 
farewell present? Don’t wave your arms around so much. Bad habit. And 
this development you're putting in out here—you think that’s going to 
improve the world? You think your leisure home buyers are going to turn 
into yeoman farmers? That's a lot of arm waving too. Well, what the hell. I 
like you anyway. You've got nice hands. Gentle and sensitive. You could 
have been an artist. And you're like that inside too—gentle and sensitive. 

LOPAKHIN [hugs him] Goodbye, boy. Thanks for everything. Here, let me 
give you a little money. You may need it for the trip. 

TROFiMOV. What for? I don’t need money! 
LOPAKHIN What for? You don't have any! 
TROFiMOV I do too. Thanks all the same. I got paid for a translation I did. I 

have money right here in my pocket. [Worried] I just wish | could find my 
galoshes! 

vARYA [from the next room| Here they are! The smelly things ... [Throws a 
pair of galoshes into the room.| 

TROFiMov What are you always getting mad for? Hmm... These aren’t my 
galoshes. 

they decided not 
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LOPAKHIN This past spring I planted a big crop of poppies. Three hundred 
acres. Sold the poppy seed, made forty thousand clear. And when those 
poppies were all in flower, what a picture that was! So look, I just made 
forty thousand, I can afford to loan you some money. Why turn up your 
nose at it? Because you think I’m just a dirt farmer? ; 

TROFIMOv So your-father was a dirt farmer. Mine worked in a drugstore. 
What does that prove? 

[LOPAKHIN takes out his wallet. | 
Forget it, forget it. Look, you could give me a couple of hundred thousand, 
I still wouldn’t take it. I’m a free man. And you people, everything you 
think is so valuable, it doesn’t mean a thing to me. I don’t care whether 
you're rich or poor; you've got no power over me. I can do without you, I 
can go right on past you, because I am proud and I am strong. Humanity is 
moving onward, toward a higher truth and a higher happiness, higher than 
anyone can imagine. And I’m ahead of the rest! 

LOPAKHIN You think you'll ever get there? 
TROFiMov I'll get there. 

|Pause. | 

I'll get there. Or I’ll make sure the rest of them get there. 
[From the orchard comes the sound of axes; they've started chopping down 
the cherry trees. | 

LOPAKHIN Well, boy, goodbye. Time to go. You and I don’t see eye to eye, 
but life goes on anyway. Whenever I work real hard, round the clock prac- 
tically, that clears my mind somehow, and for a minute I think maybe I 
know what we're all here for. But God, boy, think of the thousands of peo- 
ple in this country who don’t know what they’re doing or why they're doing 
it. But... I guess that doesn’t have much to do with the price of eggs. They 
told me Leonid Andréyich got a job at the bank, six thousand a year. He 
won't last; he’s too lazy. 

Anya [at the door] Mama asks you to please wait until she’s gone before you 
start cutting down the orchard. 

TROFimov I agree. That isn’t very tactful, you know. 
[Goes out into the front hall. | 

LOPAKHIN All right, all right, I'll take care of it. God, these people... 
[Goes out after him. | 

AnyA Have they taken Firs to the nursing home? 
yAsHA | told them about it this morning. So I imagine they have. 
Anya [to YEPIKHODOV, who crosses the room] Yepikhddov, could you please go 

and make sure they've taken Firs to the nursing home? 

yAsHA [offended] I already told them this morning! Why keep asking? 

YEPIKHODOv The aged Firs, in my ultimate opinion, is beyond nursing. They 

ought to take him to the cemetery. And I can only envy him. [Sets a suitcase 

down on a cardboard hathox and crushes it.) There. Finally. Wouldn't you know, 

[Goes out. | 

yAsHa [snickers] Old Double Trouble. 

vAryA [from the next room| Have they taken Firs to the nursing home? 

AnyA They took him this morning. 
vArya Then why didn’t they take the letter for the doctor? 

AnyA They must have forgotten. We'll have to send someone after them 

with it. 
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vArYA Where’s Yasha? Tell him his mother is here; she wants to say goodbye. 

yASHA [with a dismissive gesture] What a bore! Why can’t she just leave me 

alone? 
[punyAsna has been drifting in and out, fussing with the baggage; now that 

she sees YASHA alone, she goes to him.| 

punyASHA Oh...oh, Yasha, why won't you even look at me? You're going 

away... you're leaving me behind... . [Starts to cry and throws her arms 

around his neck. | 
yAsHA What are you crying about? [Drinks some champagne.| Six days from 

now, I'll be back in Paris. Tomorrow we get on the express train, and we're 
off! And that’s the last you'll ever see of me! I can’t hardly believe it myself. 
Vive la France!' | can’t live around here anymore; it’s just not my kind of 
place. They're all so ignorant, and I can’t stand that. [Drinks more cham- 
pagne.| What are you crying about? If you'd been a nice girl, you wouldn't 
have anything to cry about. 

DUNYASHA [powders her nose in a mirror] Don’t forget to send me a letter 
from Paris. Because I loved you, Yasha, I really did. I’m a very sensitive 
person, Yasha, I really am— 

yASHA Watch it, someone’s coming. [He starts fussing with the luggage, whis- 
tling quietly. | 

[Enter LtUBOV, GAYEV, ANYA, and CARLOTTA. | 

GAYEV We should be going. We're already a little late. [Looks at yAsHa.] Who 
smells like herring? 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA We've only got ten minutes; then we absolutely must 
start out. [Glances around the room.| Goodbye, house! Wonderful old 

house! Winter's almost here, and come spring you'll be gone. They'll tear 
you down. Think of everything these walls have seen! [Kisses ANYA with 
great feeling.| My treasure, look at you! You're radiant today! Your eyes are 
shining like diamonds! Are you happy? Really happy? 

AnyYA Oh, yes, Mama, really! We're starting a new life! 
GAyYEV She's right—everything worked out extremely well. Before the cherry 

orchard was sold we were at our wit’s end—remember how painful it 
was?—and now everything’s finally settled, once and for all, no turning 
back, and see? We've all calmed down. We're even rather happy. I’m going 
to work at the bank, I’m about to become a financier! Yellow ball in the 
side pocket ... And you look better than you have in a long time, Lytiba; 
you do, you know. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA I know. My nerves have quieted down. You're quite right. 
[Someone holds out her hat and coat. | 

And I sleep much better now. Take my things, Yasha, will you? It’s time to 
go. [To Anya] Darling, we'll see each other soon enough. I’m off to Paris—I 
kept the money your godmother in Yaroslavl sent to buy the estate. [A hard 
laugh] Thank God for the old lady! That ought to get me through the win- 
ter at least.... 

AnyA And you'll come back soon, won’t you? You promise? I'll study hard 
and get my diploma, and then I'll get a job and help you out. We can read 

1. “Long live France!” (French). 
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together the way we used to, can’t we? [Kisses her mother's hands.] We'll 
spend long autumn evenings together; we'll read lots of books and learn all 
about the wonderful new world of the future. . . . [Dreamily| Don’t forget, 
Mama, you promised... . 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA _ I will;my angel, I promise. [Embraces her. | 
[Enter LOPAKHIN. CARLOTTA hums a tune under her breath. | 

GAYEV Carlotta must be happy; she’s singing! 
caRLoTrTa [picks up a bundle that looks like a baby in swaddling clothes] 

Here’s my little baby. Bye, bye, baby... 
[We hear a baby’s voice: “Wah! Wah!” 

Shh, baby, shh, shh... good little children don’t cry. . . . 
[Again: “Wah! Wah!” | 

I feel so sorry for the poor thing. [Hurls the bundle to the floor.| You will 
find me a job, won't you? I can’t go on like this anymore. 

LOPAKHIN Don’t worry, Carlotta; we'll take care of you. 
GAYEV  Everybody’s just thrown us away. Varya’s leaving. . . . All of a sudden 

we're useless. 
CARLOTTA How can I live in that town of yours? There must be someplace I 

can go.... [Hums.| What difference does it make... ? 

[Evtter PISHCHIK. | 

LOPAKHIN Here comes the wonder boy. 
PIiSHCHIK [panting] Ooh, give me a minute . . . I’m all worn out. Good morn- 

ing, good morning, good morning. Could I get a drink of water? 
GAYEV [sarcastic] You're sure it isn’t money you want? You'll all have to 

excuse me if I remove myself from the approaching negotiations. 
[Goes out. | 

PiSHCHIK I’m so glad to see you all.... Dear lady... I’ve been a stranger, I 
know. [To LopAKHIN] And you're here too. Delighted, delighted, a man I 
admire, always have.... Here. Here. This is for you. [Gives LOPAKHIN 

money.] Four hundred. And I still owe you eight hundred and forty. 
LOPAKHIN [a bewildered shrug| I must be dreaming. Where did you get 

money? 
PISHCHIK Wait a minute; let me cool off. Well, it was an absolutely extraor- 

dinary thing. These Englishmen showed up, they poked around on my 
land, found some kind of white clay.... {To LruB6v] Here ... Here’s the 
four hundred. You've been so kind . . . so sweet . . . [Gives her money.| And 
you'll have the rest before you know it. [Takes a drink of water.] You know, 
there was a young man on the train just now, he was saying... there was 

this philosopher, he said, who wanted us all to jump off the roof. “Jump!” 

he said. “Jump!” That was his whole philosophy. [Amazed] Really! I don’t 

believe it! Give me some more water... . 
LOPAKHIN What Englishmen are you talking about? 
pisHcHik I gave them a lease on the land, the place where the clay is, a 

twenty-four-year lease. And now excuse me, but I’m off. Lots of people to 

see, pay back what I owe. I owe money all over the place. [Takes a drink of 

water.] Well, I just wanted to say hello. I'll come by again on Thursday. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA But we're leaving for town today. And tomorrow I’m 

going back to Paris. 
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PiSHCHIK What? [Astonished] Leaving for town? Oh, my... Oh, of course; 

the furniture’s gone. And all these trunks. I didn’t realize. [Almost in tears] I 

didn’t realize. Great thinkers, these English. ..God bless you all. And be 

happy. I didn’t realize. Well, all things must come to an end. [Kisses LIUBOV's 

hand.| I'll come to an end myself one of these days. And when I do, | want you 

all to say: “Semy6nov-Pishchik . . . he was a good old horse. God bless him.” 

Wonderful weather we're having. Yes. . . . [Starts out, overcome with emotion, 
stops in the doorway and turns.| Oh, by the way, Dashenka says hello. 

[Goes out. | 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Now we can go. There are just two things still on my 

mind. The first is old Firs. [Looks at her watch.| We've still got five 

MILES 2 re 
AnyA Mama, they took Firs to the nursing home this morning. Yasha took 

care of it. 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA ... And then there’s our Varya. She’s used to getting 

up early and working around here all day long, and now she’s .. . out of a 
job. Like a fish out of water. Poor thing—she’s so nervous, she cries, she’s 
losing weight . . . 

[Pause. | 

You know, Yermoldi Alexéyich—well, of course you know—I’d always 
dreamed... always dreamed she'd marry you; you know we all think it’s a 
wonderful idea. ... [Whispers to ANyA, who nods to CARLOTTA; they both 
leave.| She loves you, you like her. . . . | don’t know why, I just don’t know 
why the two of you keep avoiding the issue. Really! 

LOPAKHIN — | don’t know why either. It’s all a little funny. Well, I don’t mind. 
If there’s still time, I'll do it.... All right, basta,” let’s just get it over with. 
But I don’t know, I don’t think I can propose without you— 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Of course you can. All it takes is a minute. I'll send her 
rightin 2 

LOPAKHIN We've even got some champagne all ready. [Looks at the tray of 
empty glasses.| Or at least we did. Somebody must have drunk it all up. 

[yYASHA coughs. | 
Guzzled it down, I should say. 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Wonderful! We'll leave you alone. Yasha, allez!? I'll go 
call her. [At the door] Varya, leave that alone; come here a minute, will 
you? Come on, dear! 

[Goes out with YASHA. | 

LOPAKHIN [looks at his watch| Well... 
[Pause. A few stifled laughs and whispers behind the door. Finally vArya 
enters. | 

vARYA [examines the luggage; takes her time| That's funny, I can’t find them... . 
LOPAKHIN What are you looking for? 
vARYA I packed them myself, and now I don’t remember where. 

| Pause. | 

LOPAKHIN What...ah... where are you off to, Varya? 
vARYA Me? I’m going to work for the Ragulins. I talked to them about it 

already; they need a housekeeper. And look after things, you know. .. . 

2. “That’s enough” (Italian). 3. “Go on!” (French). 
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LOPAKHIN All the way over there? That's fifty miles away. 
| Pause. | 

Well, looks like this is the end of things around here. . . . 
vARYA [still examining the luggage| Where are they... ? Or maybe I put 

them in the trunk. You're right: this is the end of things here. The end of 
one life— 

LOPAKHIN I’m going too. To Harkov. Taking the same train, actually. I’ve got 
a million things waiting for me. I’m leaving Yepikhédov, though. Hired him 
to take charge here. 

vARYA You hired who? 
LOPAKHIN Last year this time it was snowing already, remember? Today it’s 

still sunny. Nice day. A little chilly, though . . . It was freezing this morn- 
ing; must have been in the thirties. 

vARYA I didn’t notice. 
[Pause. | 

Anyway, the thermometer’s broken. 
[Pause. A voice from outside calls: “Lopakhin!”| 

LOPAKHIN [as if he'd been waiting for the call] I’m coming! 
[Goes out. | 

[vARYA sits down on the floor, leans her head on a bundle of dresses, and 

cries. The door opens; LiuBOv enters carefully. | 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Well? 

[Pause. | 

We have to go. 
vARYA [already stopped crying, wipes her eyes| Right, Mama, we have to go. I 

can get to the Ragtilins’ today, if I don’t miss the train. 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Anya, get your coat on. 

| Enter ANYA, GAYEV, CARLOTTA. GAYEV wears a winter overcoat. Servants and 

drivers come in to pick up the luggage. YEPIKHODOV directs the operation. | 
Well, we're ready to start. 

Anya [joyfully] Ready to start! 
GAyEv My dear friends, my very dear friends! On this occasion, this farewell 

to our beloved house, I cannot keep still. I feel | must say a few words to 
express the emotion that overwhelms me, overwhelms us all— 

AnyA [pleads] Uncle, please! 
vARYA That’s enough, Uncle. 
GAyEVv [crushed] All right . . . Yellow ball in the side pocket . . . I'll keep still. 

[Enter TROFiMov, then LOPAKHIN. | 

TROFiMov Ladies and gentlemen, time to go! You'll be late! 
LOPAKHIN Yepikhddov, get my coat. 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Let me stay a little minute longer. I never really noticed 

these walls before, or the ceilings. I want a last look, one last long look. . . . 

GAvEv I remember when I was six, I was watching out that window, right 

over there. It was a holy day, Trinity Sunday,’ I think, and I saw Father on 

his way to church... . 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Have we got everything? 

LOPAKHIN I guess so. [To YEPIKHODOv, who helps him on with his coat| You 

keep an eye on things, Yepikhédov. 

4. Also known as Pentecost, a Christian holy day occurring on the seventh Sunday after Easter. 
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YEPIKHODOV [loud, businesslike tone| You can count on me, Yermolai 

Alexéyich! 
LOPAKHIN Why are you talking like that all of a sudden? 

YEPIKHODOov | just had a drink—water. . . . It went down the wrong way. 

YASHA [with contempt] Dumb hick! 
LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA We're all going away. There won't be a soul left on the 

place.... 
LOPAKHIN But wait till you see what happens here come spring! 

[vArya grabs an umbrella from the luggage, as if she were going to hit him. 

LOPAKHIN pretends to be terrified. | 
vARYA Don’t get excited. It was just a joke. 
TROFiMOv. You've all got to get moving! It’s time to go! You'll miss your train! 
vAryA Here’s your galoshes, Pétya, behind this suitcase. [With tears in her 

eyes| Smelly old things. . . 
TROFiMOV [puts them on] It’s time to go! 
cAyev [deeply moved, afraid he'll start crying] Yes, the train . . . mustn’t miss 

the train .. . Yellow ball in the side pocket, white in the corner... 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Let's go! 
LOPAKHIN Everybody here? Nobody left? [Closes and locks the door, left.| 

Got to lock up; I’ve got a few things stored here. All right, let’s go! 
AnyA Goodbye, house! Goodbye, old life! 
TROFiMov No, hello, new life! 

[Goes out with ANyA. | 

[vArYA looks around the room again; she’s not eager to go. YASHA goes out 
with carcotta and her little dog. | 

LOPAKHIN So. Until next spring. Come on, let’s go, everybody. Goodbye! 
[LiuBOv and GAyEV are left alone. It’s as if they'd been waiting for this 
moment. They throw their arms around each other and burst out crying, 
but try to keep the others outside from hearing. | 

GAYEV [in despair] Ohh, sister, sister... 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA Oh, my orchard, my beautiful orchard! My life, my 
youth, my happiness, goodbye! Goodbye! Goodbye! 

[Anya’s voice, joyful: “Mama!” TROFiMov's voice, joyful, excited: “Yoo-hoo!”) 

These walls, these windows, for the last time . .. And Mama loved this room. . . 
GAyEv Oh, sister, sister... 

[AnyA: “Mama!” TRoFimov: “Yoo-hoo!”] 

LIUBOV ANDREYEVNA We're coming! 
[They leave. | 

[The stage is empty. We hear the sound of the door being locked, then the 
carriages as they drive away. It grows very quiet. In the silence, we hear the 
occasional sound of an ax chopping down the cherry trees, a mournful, 

lonely sound. Then we hear steps. Enter Firs from the door, right. He wears 
his usual butler’s livery, but with bedroom slippers. He’s very ill. | 

FIRS [goes to the door, tries the handle| Locked. They’re gone. [Sits on the 
sofa.| They forgot about me. That's all right; I'll just sit here for a bit... . 
And Leonid Andréyich probably forgot his winter coat. [A worried sigh] I 
should have looked. . . . He’s still all wet, that one. . . . [Mumbles something 
we can’t make out.| Well, it’s all over now, and I never even had a life to 
live. .. . [Lies back.] I'll just lie here for a bit... . No strength left, nothing 
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left, not a thing... Oh, you. You young flibbertigibbet. [Lies there, no lon- 
ger moving. | 

[In the distance we hear a sound that seems to come from the sky, a sad 
sound, like a string snapping. It dies away. Everything grows quiet. We can 
hear the occasional sound of an ax on a tree. | 

Curtain. 

The Lady with the Dog! 

I 

People were telling one another that a newcomer had been seen on the prom- 
enade—a lady with a dog. Dmitri Dmitrich Gurov had been a fortnight in 
Yalta,* and was accustomed to its ways, and he, too, had begun to take an 
interest in fresh arrivals. From his seat in Vernet’s outdoor café, he caught 

sight of a young woman in a toque, passing along the promenade; she was fair 
and not very tall; after her trotted a white Pomeranian. 

Later he encountered her in the municipal park and in the square several 
times a day. She was always alone, wearing the same toque, and the Pomera- 
nian always trotted at her side. Nobody knew who she was, and people referred 
to her simply as “the lady with the dog.” 

“If she’s here without her husband, and without any friends,” thought 
Gurov, “it wouldn't be a bad idea to make her acquaintance.” 

He was not yet forty but had a twelve-year-old daughter and two sons in 
high school. He had been talked into marrying in his second year at college, 
and his wife now looked nearly twice as old as he did. She was a tall woman 
with dark eyebrows, erect, dignified, imposing, and, as she said of herself, a 
“thinker.” She was a great reader, omitted the “hard sign”? at the end of words 
in her letters, and called her husband “Dimitry” instead of Dmitry; and though 
he secretly considered her shallow, narrow-minded, and dowdy, he stood in 
awe of her, and disliked being at home. He had first begun deceiving her long 
ago and he was now constantly unfaithful to her, and this was no doubt why 
he spoke slightingly of women, to whom he referred as the lower race. 

He considered that the ample lessons he had received from bitter experience 
entitled him to call them whatever he liked, but without this “lower race” he 
could not have existed a single day. He was bored and ill-at-ease in the com- 
pany of men, with whom he was always cold and reserved, but felt quite at 
home among women, and knew exactly what to say to them, and how to behave; 
he could even be silent in their company without feeling the slightest awkward- 

ness. There was an elusive charm in his appearance and disposition which 

attracted women and caught their sympathies. He knew this and was himself 

attracted to them by some invisible force. 
Repeated and bitter experience had taught him that every fresh intimacy, 

while at first introducing such pleasant variety into everyday life, and offer- 

1. Translated by Ivy Litvinov. ing the reform of the Russian alphabet, omit- 

2. A fashionable seaside resort in the Crimea. _ ted the hard sign after consonants in writing; 

3. Certain progressive intellectuals, anticipat- here, however, it is an affectation. 


