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Ranevskaya


Liubov Andreevna, a landowner
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her daughter, seventeen years old
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her adopted daughter, twenty-four years old
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a young manservant
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a comedy in four acts

























Act One







A room which is still called the nursery. One of the doors leads into Anya’s room. Daybreak, just before sunrise. It is May but still cold, with a morning frost. Lopakhin has fallen asleep over a book. A train is approaching at a distance, slowing down. It gets closer and louder, still slowing. At its closest approach, not proximate, Lopakhin stirs, still asleep. The book falls from his lap. Still slowing but receding now, the train gives a quite distant warning whistle of imminent arrival. Lopakhin wakes, collecting himself, then cross with himself. The train is no longer heard. Dunyasha enters, surprised to see Lopakhin there.


Dunyasha I thought you’d gone to the station.


Lopakhin Thank God the train’s in at last. What time is it?


Dunyasha Nearly two. (She blows out the candle.) It’s already light.


Lopakhin So it’s, what, two hours late. More. (He yawns and stretches.) Well, what a fool I am. Came all this way specially to meet them off the train, and fell asleep sitting here. You should have woken me.


Dunyasha I thought you’d gone.


Pause.


Lopakhin (pensive) Liubov Andreevna Ranevskaya …


Pause.


I wonder what she’s like now after five years living abroad. She’s a good woman. An easy, straightforward sort of person. Once, when I was just a kid, fifteen or so, my father, he’s dead now but he used to have a shop in the village, well, he thumped me in the face, my nose was bleeding like a tap. We’d come into the yard out there – (He gestures.) – for some reason, and he was drunk. Liubov Andreevna – I can see her now, she was a skinny little thing when she was young – she brought me indoors, into this very room, it was the nursery. She takes me over to the washstand. ‘Don’t cry, little peasant,’ she says. ‘It’ll be better in time for your wedding.’


Pause.


‘Little peasant’. Son of a peasant, true enough, and here I am in a white waistcoat and fancy shoes like a pig in a parlour, only rich, with money to spend, but look twice and I’m still a peasant to a peasant. (He picks up the book.) I was reading this book, couldn’t understand a word of it. I fell asleep over it.


Dunyasha I think they’re here.


Lopakhin (listens) No, there’ll be bags to get down and all that sort of thing.


Pause.


Dunyasha The dogs were stirring all night – they know the mistress is coming.


Lopakhin Are you all right, Dunyasha? – you’re …


Dunyasha My hands won’t stop shaking. I feel as if I’m going to swoon.


Lopakhin You’re too sensitive for your own good. You dress up ladylike, and your hair, too. It won’t do. You want to remember where you come from.


Enter Yepikhodov with a bunch of flowers. He wears a jacket and brightly polished boots that squeak loudly. As he enters, he clumsily drops a few flowers.


Yepikhodov (picking up the flowers) For the dining room – the gardener sent them in.


He hands Dunyasha the flowers.


Lopakhin (to Dunyasha) And bring me some kvass, would you?


Dunyasha (going out) Yes, sir.


Yepikhodov Three degrees of frost and the cherry trees in blossom – I don’t call that a climate. I mean really, the seasons get no co-operation at all. And while I’m on the subject, I bought these boots three days ago and they squeak, see for yourself, there’s nothing to be done with them, I mean, what can I grease them with?


Lopakhin Give it a rest, you’re getting on my nerves.


Yepikhodov Every day there’s something, some misfortune. But do I complain? I do not. I’m used to it. Keep smiling, that’s me.


Dunyasha enters, and gives Lopakhin the kvass.


Yepikhodov watches her, smiling: she offers him no reason to remain.


(Drops the smile.) I’ll be off then.


He stumbles into a chair, which falls over.


There, you see! (Triumphant.) See what I mean? What a circumstancive situation if I say so myself. It’s uncanny.


Yepikhodov goes out.


Dunyasha Shall I tell you something? – He’s proposed to me, Yepikhodov has!


Lopakhin Has he!


Dunyasha I don’t know what to think. He’s normally the quiet type but now and again when he gets to talking he doesn’t make a lot of sense. He talks very nice and you can tell he means it but you can’t understand what he’s on about. I even quite like him, I think. He’s mad about me! But he’s an unlucky sort of person, things keep happening to him. The servants call him Catastrophe Corner.


Lopakhin (listening) I think they’re coming.


Dunyasha They’re here! What’s the matter with me? I’m shivering.


Lopakhin Yes, that’s them. We should go and meet them.


Dunyasha (agitated) I’m going to faint away! – I am, I’m going to faint!


Lopakhin I wonder if she’ll recognise me, it’s been five years …


Two carriages can be heard drawing up to the house. Lopakhin and Dunyasha hurry out. The stage is empty. Noises off. Firs, who has been to meet the train, hurriedly crosses the stage, leaning on a stick. He is wearing ancient livery and a top hat. He is muttering inaudibly. The noise offstage increases. Anya’s voice: ‘Let’s go through here.’ A crowd of people enter and cross the stage: Liubov Andreevna, Anya and Charlotta Ivanovna, who has a small dog on a lead, all dressed for travelling, and Varya in an overcoat and kerchief, Gaev, Simeonov-Pishchik, Lopakhin, Dunyasha with a bundle and an umbrella, and servants with luggage etc.


Anya Do you remember what room this is, Mama?


Liubov (joyfully, on the brink of tears) The nursery!


Varya It’s so cold. My hands are numb. (To Liubov Andreevna.) We’ve kept your rooms just as they were, Mama – the white room and the lavender room, do you remember?


Liubov The nursery…! My dear beautiful nursery. This is where I used to sleep when I was little … (Weeping now.) I’m a little girl again … (She kisses her brother Gaev and Varya, then Gaev again.) Varya hasn’t changed at all, you still look like a nun. And I know you, Dunyasha… (She kisses Dunyasha.)


Gaev The train was two hours late. Just think of it! They need to get themselves organised.


Charlotta (to Pishchik) This dog eats nuts.


Pishchik (amazed) Really? Fancy that!


Everyone continues out except Anya and Dunyasha.


Dunyasha We waited and waited till we thought you’d never come.


Dunyasha takes off Anya’s coat and hat.


Anya I didn’t sleep for four nights on the train. I’m frozen stiff.


Dunyasha When you set off in Lent it was all snow and ice – but now look! (Laughs, kisses her.) I’ve been waiting for you, my lovely, my precious, I have to tell you, I can’t wait another minute …


Anya (tiredly) What now?


Dunyasha Yepikhodov the clerk, straight after Easter, he proposed to me!


Anya That’s all you ever think about. (Tidying her hair.) I’ve lost all my hairpins one by one.


She is almost staggering with exhaustion.


Dunyasha I just don’t know what to think. He’s terribly in love with me.


Anya (looks through her doorway, tenderly) Oh, my room, my windows …! As though I’ve never been away. Home at last! When I wake up I’m going to go straight out into the garden. If only I could get to sleep! The whole way here I was so worried I never slept at all.


Dunyasha Trofimov’s come back.


Anya (joyfully) Petya’s here?


Dunyasha The day before yesterday. He’s asleep in the bathhouse – he’s moved in there. He says he doesn’t want to be in the way. (Looking at her pocket watch.) I ought to wake him up, but Varya said not to. Don’t you go waking him, she said.


Enter Varya. On her belt she has a bunch of keys.


Varya Mama’s asking for coffee – quick as you can, Dunyasha.


Dunyasha Coming, coming!


She goes out.


Varya Well, you’re all here at last, thank the Lord – home again. (Cuddles her.) My little one is home – my darling.


Anya You won’t believe what I’ve been through.


Varya I can just imagine!


Anya It was so cold when I left in Easter week. Charlotta talked the whole way and never left off with her conjuring tricks. Why ever did you have to stick me with her?


Varya My darling, you can’t go travelling on your own at seventeen.


Anya Anyway, we get to Paris and it’s so cold. It’s snowing. My French is hopeless. Mama’s living five floors up. So I arrive and she’s got some French people with her, some ladies, and an old Catholic priest mumbling over a book. It was horribly crowded, with everybody smoking. All of a sudden I felt so sorry for Mama, I put my arms round her head and hugged her tight, I couldn’t let go, and then she was kissing me and crying …


Varya (fighting back tears) Don’t … don’t …


Anya The villa near Menton is already sold. She has nothing left, nothing at all. I haven’t got a kopek, we only just made it to Paris. And Mama simply doesn’t take it in. In the station restaurant she ordered the most expensive things on the menu and tipped the waiters a rouble each. Charlotta’s the same. And Yasha orders for himself, it’s just awful. Yasha is Mama’s footman now, we brought him back with us.


Varya I saw him, the good-for-nothing.


Anya So, what’s happening? – Has the interest been paid?


Varya With what?


Anya Oh God, please God…


Varya The whole estate’s going to be sold by August.


Anya Oh God …!


Lopakhin looks in, moos, and disappears.


Varya (on the brink of tears) Oh, I’d like to …


Varya makes a fist. Anya embraces her gently.


Anya Varya, has he proposed yet?


Varya shakes her head.


But it’s obvious he loves you. Why can’t the two of you come to an understanding? What are you waiting for?


Varya If you want to know what I think, nothing’s going to come of it. He’s busy with his affairs, he hasn’t got time. He doesn’t take any notice of me. Well, good luck to him, I don’t want to see him, it just makes me unhappy. People keep talking about our marriage, some of them even congratulate me, but it’s all built on nothing, it’s all a fantasy. (With a change of tone.) Oh – you’re wearing a new brooch, it’s a bumble-bee.


Anya (despairing) Mama just had to buy it for me.


Anya goes into her room, talking cheerfully, a child again.


In Paris I went up in a hot-air balloon!


Varya (laughs happily) Now I know you’re back! My Anya is home!


Varya talks to Anya through the doorway.


All day long while I’m seeing to the house, I’m racking my brains. If only we could get you married off to some rich man, it would be such a weight off my mind. I could disappear into a retreat somewhere, disappear further and further, to Kiev, to Moscow, I’d go on a pilgrimage round all the holy places, I’d walk for ever, oh, what a glorious thought!


Dunyasha has returned with a coffee pot and is pouring the coffee.


Anya The birds are singing in the orchard! What time is it?


Varya It must be well after two. Bedtime for you, my pet.


She follows Anya into her room.


Yes … what a glorious thought.


Yasha enters with a rug and a travelling bag. He crosses the stage with exaggerated discretion.


Yasha May one intrude? – Just passing through.


Dunyasha Yasha, I wouldn’t have recognised you. Being abroad has changed you.


Yasha Oh yes? – and who might you be?


Dunyasha When you left I was so-high … (Indicating height from the floor.) Dunyasha, Fyodor Kozoedov’s daughter. You don’t remember!


Yasha Ah yes … and ripe for plucking!


Yasha looks around and then puts his arms around her; she shrieks and drops a saucer. Yasha hurries out.


Varya (in the doorway, irritably) What’s going on?


Dunyasha (on the brink of tears) I’ve broken a saucer …


Varya It’s good luck.


Anya (coming out of her room) We should warn Mama about Petya being here …


Varya It’s all right – I told them not to wake him.


Anya (reflectively) Six years since Papa died, and my little brother drowned in the river barely a month after, little Grisha, only seven and so pretty. It was too much for Mama. She left and didn’t look back, she just ran and ran. (Shudders.) I understand her so well. If only she knew. (Pause.) It might bring it all back, seeing Grisha’s tutor again.


Enter Firs; he’s in a jacket and white waistcoat. He goes to the coffee pot, preoccupied.


Firs The mistress will be taking her coffee in here … (Putting on white gloves.) Is it ready? (To Dunyasha, sternly.) Where’s the cream? – Wake up, girl!


Dunyasha Oh! Oh, my goodness …


Dunyasha rushes out.


Firs (dealing with the coffee pot) You noodle … (Mutters to himself.) They’ve come all the way from Paris. The master went to Paris in his coach once. (Laughs.)


Varya Firs, what are you muttering about?


Firs What is it? (Joyfully.) The mistress is home! The wait is over! I don’t mind if I die now … (Weeps with joy.) Now it’s all right to die.


Enter Liubov Andreevna, Lopakhin, Gaev and Simeonov-Pishchik. Simeonov-Pishchik is in a long, tight-fitting coat of fine cloth and loose Turkish trousers. Gaev, as he comes in, plays air billiards.


Liubov How does it go? – Let’s see – I pot the yellow into the corner pocket – and go off the cushion into the middle.


Gaev Screw shot into the top corner! We used to sleep in this room once upon a time, my little sister and I, and now I’m fifty-one years old, hard to believe.


Lopakhin Yes, time passes.


Gaev What?


Lopakhin Time. I said it passes.


Gaev It smells of cheap scent in here.


Anya I’m going to bed. (Kissing her mother.) Goodnight, Mama.


Liubov My little baby. (Kisses her hands.) Are you glad to be home? I can’t quite believe it.


Anya Goodnight, Uncle.


Gaev (kisses her face and hands) God bless you. You’re so like your mother! (To his sister.) Liuba, you were so like her at her age.


Anya gives her hand to Lopakhin and Pishchik, goes out and closes the door behind her.


Liubov She’s tired out.


Pishchik Well, a long journey, of course …


Varya (to Lopakhin and Pishchik) So, gentlemen, long past two and time to be going.


Liubov (laughs) Same old Varya. (Draws her close and kisses her.) I’ll have my coffee and then we’ll all go.


Firs puts a cushion under her feet.


Thank you, you’re a dear. I’ve got used to having my coffee, I drink it day and night. Thank you, my dear old friend. (Kisses Firs.)


Varya I’ll go and see that they’ve brought everything in.


Varya goes out.


Liubov Am I really here? Is this me? (Laughs.) I feel like dancing about and swinging my arms around. (Covers her face with her hands.) Perhaps it’s all a dream. God knows I love my country, I love it so dearly. I couldn’t see out of the train window, I was crying so much. (On the brink of tears.) Well, I must drink my coffee. Thank you, Firs, thank you, you dear old man, I’m so glad you didn’t die.


Firs The day before yesterday.


Gaev His hearing’s gone.


Lopakhin I’ve got to leave for Kharkov soon, by the early train. It’s a nuisance, I was looking forward to seeing you and having a talk – you still look as wonderful as ever.


Pishchik (breathing heavily) More than ever … dressed in the latest Paris fashions. You could tip my cart right over …


Lopakhin Your brother here thinks I’m vulgar, a jumped-up kulak, but I don’t care, he can think what he likes, all I care is that you trust me as you used to – and when you look at me with those heartbreaking eyes you see me as you always did. Merciful God – my father was a serf in your father’s time, and before that he belonged to your grandfather, but you – you alone – you were always so good to me that I no longer think about that, and I love you like my own flesh and blood … more than my flesh and blood.


Liubov I can’t sit still – my body won’t let me.


Liubov leaps up and walks up and down, in a great agitation.


I could die with happiness, I’m silly with it and you can laugh at me. Here’s my little book cupboard! (Kissing the book cupboard.) And my little table …


Gaev Nanny died while you were away.


Liubov sits down and sips her coffee.


Liubov I know, God rest her. They wrote to me.


Gaev And Anastasii died … Pyotr the squint has left – he’s in town in the police office now.


He takes a box of lemon drops out of his pocket and sucks one.


Pishchik My daughter Dashenka asks to be remembered.


Lopakhin Look, there’s something I came to tell you, something nice, to cheer you up. (Looking at his watch.) I haven’t got much time to go into it, I have to leave soon, but, well, all right, I’ll make it quick. As you know only too well, the cherry orchard is to be sold off against your debts, the auction is fixed for the 22nd of August – but you needn’t distress yourself, my dear, you can sleep easy, because there is a way out. Here’s what I’ve thought of, listen carefully. Your estate is only a dozen miles from town, the new railway branch runs alongside it, and if the cherry orchard and the land along the river was divided up into lots for leasing out for summer cottages, you’d end up with an income of at least twenty-five thousand roubles a year.


Gaev Excuse me, but what is this nonsense?!


Liubov I don’t understand what you mean.


Lopakhin People will pay at least twenty-five roubles a year for the building plots, and if you advertise now I’ll bet you anything you like that by August there won’t be a plot left, they’ll be snapped up. In a word – congratulations. You’re saved. It’s a beautiful situation, the river is deep enough for swimming –


A mis-step; he recovers instantly.


All you have to do is clear the ground, tidy it up, get rid of the old buildings, like this house which won’t have any use now, and cut down the cherry orchard!


Liubov Cut it down? My dear, I’m sorry but you don’t understand. If there’s one thing of any interest – one remarkable feature – in this whole district, it’s our cherry orchard.


Lopakhin The only remarkable thing about your cherry orchard is it’s big. But it only gives a crop every other year, and then you don’t know what to do with all the cherries, no one wants to buy them.


Gaev Our cherry orchard is mentioned in the encyclopaedia.


Lopakhin (glancing at his watch) If we don’t come up with something and make a decision, on the 22nd of August it won’t just be the cherry orchard on the block, it’ll be the whole estate. You have to face up to it. Believe me, there’s no other way out, there absolutely isn’t.


Firs In the old days, forty, fifty years ago, they dried the cherries, then soaked them, pickled them, made jam out of them, and sometimes they –


Gaev Yes, all right, Firs.


Firs Back then, the dried cherries were sent off in cartloads to Moscow and Kharkov. There was money in them back then! And your dried cherry isn’t what it used to be – they were soft and juicy, sweet, with a fragrance to them, they knew how to do it, they had the secret.


Liubov And where is the secret now?


Firs Forgotten. No one remembers it.


Pishchik (to Liubov) What was it like in Paris? Eh? Did you eat frogs?


Liubov I ate crocodiles.


Pishchik Fancy that!


Lopakhin The days when the countryside was only for landowners and peasants are over. Now it’s the time of the summerfolk and the weekend visitor. There are dachas around every town, even the smallest, and over the next twenty years or so the summer population is going to explode. So far all they do is sit on their porches and drink tea, but, who knows, they may start using their little acres to grow things, and then your cherry orchard will come into its second flowering and be gay and fruitful again …


Gaev (indignantly) What is this rubbish?


Varya and Yasha enter.


Varya There were two telegrams for you, Mama.


She selects a key and unlocks the book cupboard. She takes out two telegrams and gives them to Liubov.


Here.


Liubov They’re from Paris.


She tears up the telegrams without reading them.


I’m done with Paris.


Gaev Liuba, do you know how old this book cupboard is? I pulled out the bottom drawer last week and saw there was a date burned into it. This book cupboard was made exactly a hundred years ago. What do you think of that, eh? We might celebrate its centenary. It’s an inanimate object but look at it another way, it’s, well, it’s a book cupboard.


Pishchik (amazed) A hundred years! Fancy that!


Gaev Yes … Quite something! … (Feeling the book cupboard all over.) Dear old book cupboard! Dear, deeply respected book cupboard, I salute you! For a whole century you have devoted your existence to the highest ideals of truth and goodness – your mute appeal to the creative spirit has never faltered during all your hundred years – (On the brink of tears.) – sustaining our courage and faith in a better future through generations of our blood, and inspiring us to a social conscience for the common good.


Pause.


Lopakhin Quite.


Liubov And you haven’t changed either, dear old Lyonya.


Gaev (somewhat embarrassed) In-off into the bottom-right corner and screw back for the middle pocket!


Lopakhin (glancing at his watch) I have to get going.


Yasha (handing Liubov a pill bottle) Perhaps you’d like to take your pills now …?


Pishchik Pills? You don’t need pills, dear lady, they don’t do any good, or harm either – give them here, madam …


Pishchik takes the pills, pours them into his palm, blows on them, puts them in his mouth and drinks them down with kvass.


There!


Liubov (alarmed) You’re mad!


Pishchik All gone, swallowed the lot.


Lopakhin What a greedy pig.


Everyone laughs.


Firs When the gentleman was here in Holy Week he got through half a tub of pickled cucumbers … (Mutters.)


Liubov What’s he talking about?


Varya He’s been muttering away like that for the last three years, we’ve got used to him.


Yasha Past it.


Charlotta Ivanovna in a white dress, very thin, tightly laced, with a lorgnette hanging on her belt, crosses the stage.


Lopakhin Forgive me, Charlotta, I haven’t had a chance to say hello to you.


Lopakhin tries to kiss her hand.


Charlotta (pulling it back) If I let you kiss my hand, it’ll be my elbow next and then my shoulder.


Lopakhin I’m out of luck today.


Everyone laughs.


Show us a magic trick.


Charlotta Not now. I need my sleep.


She goes out.


Lopakhin Well, I’ll see you all again in three weeks. (Kissing Liubov’s hand.) Goodbye for now – time to go. (To Gaev.) Goodbye. (Exchanging kisses with Pishchik.) Goodbye. (Giving his hand to Varya, then Firs and Yasha.) I wish I didn’t have to leave. (To Liubov.) Think it over about the dachas and decide. Let me know, I can get you fifty thousand up front – seriously, think about it.


Varya (angrily) Oh, go if you’re going!


Lopakhin I’m off – I’m off –


Lopakhin leaves.


Gaev Vulgarian. Oh – sorry! He’s Varya’s intended, he’s her nice young man.


Varya Don’t say that, Uncle.


Liubov Oh, come along, Varya – nothing would make me happier. He’s a good man.


Pishchik A decent fellow, truth be told, one of the most … as my Dashenka is the first to say … well, she says a lot of things. (Gives a snore, then immediately wakes up again.) Be that as it may, dear lady, if you could lend me two hundred and forty roubles … I’ve got to pay the interest on my mortgage tomorrow …


Varya (alarmed) We haven’t got it! We haven’t!


Liubov Honestly, I have nothing.


Pishchik Well, it’ll turn up from somewhere. (Laughs.) I never lose hope. Just when I’m thinking here we go, all is lost, lo and behold, they build a railway over my land and the money comes in. It will come right again, you’ll see – something will turn up, if not today, tomorrow. Dashenka will win the lottery, that ticket’s worth two hundred thousand.


Liubov Well, I’ve had my coffee – so it’s time for bed.


Firs (scolding Gaev) You’ve put on your wrong trousers again. What’s to be done with you?


Varya Anya’s asleep.


She quietly opens the window. Gaev opens the other window. There is a blaze of white blossom.


The sun’s up, it’s not cold at all now. Come and see, Mama – look at the orchard, isn’t it beautiful? Oh God, breathe the air! And the starlings are singing.
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