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First Performance





The Cherry Orchard in this version was first performed in the Olivier auditorium of the National Theatre, London, on 10 May 2011. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:




 





Varya Claudie Blakley


Trofimov Mark Bonnar


Yepihodov Pip Carter


Firs Kenneth Cranham


Stationmaster Paul Dodds


Passer-by Craige Els


Lopahin Conleth Hill


Yasha Gerald Kyd


Gaev James Laurenson


Simyonov-Pischik Tim McMullan


Dunyasha Emily Taaffe


Anya Charity Wakefield


Ranyevskaya Zoë Wanamaker


Charlotta Sarah Woodward


Ensemble Mark Fleischmann, Colin Haigh,


Jessica Regan, Tim Samuels, Stephanie Thomas,


Joseph Thompson, Rosie Thomson, Ellie Turner




 





Director Howard Davies


Designer Bunny Christie


Lighting Designer Neil Austin


Music Dominic Muldowney


Sound Designer Paul Groothuis


Choreographer Lynne Page


Magic Consultant Simon Evans 



















Characters







Ranyevskaya


landowner


Gaev


her brother


Anya


her daughter


Varya


her adopted daughter


Lopahin


a merchant


Trofimov


a student


Simyonov-Pischik


a landowner


Charlotta


a performer


Yepihodov


the estate manager


Dunyasha


maid


Yasha


butler


Firs


butler


Passer-by, Stationmaster

























THE CHERRY ORCHARD


a comedy in four acts





 



















Act One





The nursery, near dawn. Dunyasha enters carrying a candle, Lopahin a book.




Lopahin About time.


Dunyasha Two o’clock. The birds’ll start. Then it’ll be day.


Lopahin That makes the train … over two hours late.


He yawns and stretches.


Come all this way to meet them and fall asleep. I must look a fool. I wanted to go to the station. You should have woken me.


Dunyasha I thought you’d gone.


She listens.


That’s them.


He listens.


Lopahin No. They’ve got all that luggage to sort out. Ten years’ worth.


Ten years. A lot happens … abroad especially. Probably more happens abroad. Heaven only knows what she’s like now. Good still, I’m sure. I think of her as good. She was light. Lovely, God she was lovely. When I was fifteen. My father – my dead father, now dead – he had a little shop in the village back then. It wasn’t much. It wasn’t anything. A shop. A village shop. Nothing. Anyway, one time he hit me in the face. He hit me a lot. But this time it was bang on the nose. It bled. Very big hands, my father – made a proper fist. 


But the point is, this particular beating on the nose, we were here, see? I was making a delivery, father had come along drunk. He sort of … did that some afternoons. But what I remember most? Is her – Madame Andreevna – rushing over: ‘Don’t worry, little peasant.’ She was so slender, young and lovely. Lovely. She brought me in here, this very room: ‘Don’t cry, little peasant, it’ll heal before your wedding.’ She wasn’t wrong there.


Thing is, I can still feel her fingers on my face. Cupping my face. ‘Don’t be sad, little peasant.’ She said.


Peasant? That was my father through and through. Not me, though, eh? Look at me in a waistcoat and shoes. Squished in a bit, maybe, but all the same …


Oh bollocks, take all the money out of the equation? I’m just a peasant myself. Books for instance? I try. God knows I try, but the words don’t hold together in my mind. I’ve had this book on the go for months and I’ve read this one page at least a dozen times. And every time, every single bloody time, I get in a few lines, say down to here or wherever, and I think, ‘What? What?’ – If I’m not asleep, that is.


Dunyasha The dogs were restless, did you hear them? Must have known … They / can tell.


Lopahin What are you so jumpy about?


Dunyasha I just feel … I thought I might faint.


Lopahin Faint? Ladies faint. It’s not for you to go fainting. And all your little dresses? And hairdos? It’ll go to your head, and before you know it you’ve lost your place. You must remember …


There is a squeaking as Yepihodov enters, carrying flowers. He presses them on Dunyasha.


Yepihodov Better, um. The gardener sent those, said the dining room. I think. Or something. / Somewhere. 


Lopahin I’ll have a kvass while you’re at it.


Dunyasha Yes, sir.


She leaves. Yepihodov squeaks.


Yepihodov Thermometer must be wrong. There’s frost out there. Cherry trees in full bloom. Mad. I’m sorry, I cannot approve of our mad climate. I’m sorry. I won’t.


Yours are nice. These ones. I bought them yesterday. They squeak. What would you recommend? A cream? A polish? I mean, what does a gentleman do with his footwear? I was going to try hitting them with a mallet and then I thought, ‘Yepihodov, whoa, boy. Go to all this trouble to buy a new pair of boots and start hitting them with a hammer? There must be a better solution here.’ What do you do?


Lopahin I don’t really think about it / to be honest.


Yepihodov Look. Shoes? I understand. Boots. Whatever. It’s not as if a person hasn’t got enough to worry about. It’s not as if. Well, you wouldn’t complain.


Dunyasha returns and serves the kvass to Lopahin.


I’m off.


He collides with a chair.


There you go.


He squeaks away.


Dunyasha He’s madly in love with me.


Lopahin Ah.


Dunyasha Which … I’m not sure what to do. He’s a quiet man until he gets talking, then you can’t understand a thing. Mostly, what he seems to be saying, I get the feeling from it that he is a good man. The others … He loves me desperately as far as I can tell. I really do think he means well, but the others … you see? Stupid things happen to him a lot. And the others call him – they just call him ‘Bozo’ … behind his back.


Lopahin Is that them?


Dunyasha Is that them …? Oh dear. I / feel all. Woozy.


Lopahin It’s them. We should go down. She might not recognise / me. It’s been ten years.


Dunyasha I’ve gone all cold. What if I faint? Am I going to faint?


Lopahin goes, followed by Dunyasha. The stage is empty. Doors slamming. People scraping and banging their way inside.


    Firs shoots across the stage on canes, fussing and muttering – intent on some destination beyond. People are coming: ‘This way …’ ‘Oh darling … at last …’
    Anya is on. 


Anya In here. Mama? Look, see?


Ranyevskaya is followed on by Charlotta with a little dog, Varya, Gaev, Simyonov-Pischik, Lopahin and Dunyasha, with a bundle of incidental travel items – blankets, umbrellas, handbags etc.


Ranyevskaya The nursery …


Varya It’s cold. My hands are frozen. We haven’t touched your rooms. They are just as you left them, Mother. / Your rooms.


Ranyevskaya My wonderful nursery. Anya darling, when I was away, I realised this was my favourite room in all the house. We used to sleep here when we were little.


She kisses Gaev.


And now I feel all … young again. 


She kisses Varya.


And you haven’t changed, Varya – the soul of resolution.


She is kissing Gaev again.


Our resident nun. And Dunyasha?


She embraces Dunyasha.


I still see you. Blossomed into this lovely young flower.


Gaev The train was two hours late. Just to really make it clear, nothing’s changed.


Charlotta This dog, eats only nuts.


Pischik Bravo, bravo.


And they head off, leaving Anya and Dunyasha.


Dunyasha I thought you’d never come.


Anya Four nights on the road. I haven’t slept a wink. It’s freezing.


Dunyasha We weren’t to heat this room. Varya. It was such a cold winter. Easter’s come and gone. Oh, Easter. I missed you. I don’t know what to do with myself. I have to tell you, ma’am. I can’t wait another minute. Anya? / Ma’am?


Anya What? Is it? / Dear.


Dunyasha Yepihodov. The estate manager. Proposed to me on Easter Sunday? / I haven’t given him an answer yet.


Anya It’s always this. You’re still the same.


Anya kisses her quickly.


Dunyasha I don’t know what to do?


Anya I’ve lost all my pins. 


Dunyasha What would you do? He loves me. He’s like a poet and loves me desperately.


Anya has drifted over to the door to her bedroom.


Anya My room. My bed. My windows.


It’s as if I never left. Home. I’m home. Tomorrow morning I will get up and run in the garden. God, let me sleep. I haven’t slept the whole way. It was so …


Dunyasha Pyotr Trofimov / is here.


Anya Petya?


Dunyasha He’s been here three days. Sleeping in the bath house. He says he doesn’t mind. He doesn’t want to crowd us. I was going to wake him. He asked me to wake him, but Varya said I mustn’t. She said: ‘Don’t you wake –’


Varya enters with keys.


Varya Dunyasha. Coffee. For Mother.


Dunyasha Of course, ma’am.


Dunyasha leaves.


Varya I’ve been praying every day.


She moves to Anya, embraces her and caresses her.


And now you’re back. My sweet little girl is returned.


Anya Exhausted.


Varya I’m sure.


Anya Charlotta talked the whole way. Why you saddled me with Charlotta / and her tricks?


Varya You couldn’t go alone.


Anya I realised, only someone who’d never travelled could pick such an inappropriate companion. By the time we got to Paris, I was worn out from the chatter. And once we were there? She doesn’t speak a word of French, you know. German? Galore. Russian. Endlessly. But not a peep of French. And mine’s not as good as everyone said.


When I found Mama. Finally. Poor Mama. She’s not in a house, at this point. She’s in a few rooms on the fifth floor of some –


Freezing flights of narrow wooden stairs. When I first went in, the main room was … There were various French men, here and there. One wild-eyed priest with a book. It was very smoky. Varya? It was so dirty. I was suddenly just sorry for Mama. I could see her stranded in the corner. I hugged her, squeezed her to me and couldn’t let her go. Mama clung to me, / crying and begging.


Varya Don’t say. Don’t … Please.


Anya She’d already sold the holiday house near Menton. That was gone. She’s nothing left. And I haven’t a kopek either, now. We barely made it back. It’s as if she cannot understand or … We sit down to lunch at the station and she orders the most expensive thing on the menu. And champagne. And a tip for the waiters and we’re feeding Charlotta and that Yasha – her manservant, is still – He came back with us. / Treats Mama …


Varya I saw. I know.


Anya Have we paid the interest?


Varya What with?


Anya Oh God. Dear God.


Varya In August …


Anya Dear God.


Lopahin looks in the door and moos like a cow. Varya rounds. He’s gone. 


Varya Stupid. Fool.


Anya hugs her.


Anya Has he proposed yet?


Varya shakes her head.


You two / need to –


Varya There’s nothing there.


Anya You need to sit down and tell each / other how you feel.


Varya There’s no time.


Anya What are you waiting / for, then?


Varya Nothing will come of it. He’s a very busy man and really he doesn’t pay me a single minute. And that’s fine. That’s fine. Good luck to him, but it does make it difficult just to … And then everyone else is always talking weddings and congratulations and I’m the only one who can see that there is nothing there. It’s like a dream. I wander into a …


This is lovely.


Anya Mama bought it for me.


Anya drifts off, into her bedroom.


We floated above Paris in a hot-air balloon for a whole morning.


Varya Little lamb. My world traveller is back.


Dunyasha is setting up the coffee in the nursery. Varya’s attention is on Anya in her bedroom.


It is a dream here. Life. You do the everyday chores without thinking after a while, and my mind wanders. Lately I’ve thought. You’re a woman, now. Anya? If we could get you married off to some nice rich gentleman. Someone to help us with the cherry orchard for Mother. Then I would be free to travel myself. I’ve this idea of making a pilgrimage into the desert. I keep thinking about it. Just imagine? Kiev and Moscow – all the holy places. Some days I imagine it on my knees. Just buried in contemplation and prayer. A pilgrimage is my only hope.


Anya The birds are singing. What time is it?


Varya Close to three, I suppose. Time to sleep, my lamb. Weary pilgrims all.


Yasha slopes into the nursery. Dunyasha is finalising the coffee preparations.


Yasha This connects through, doesn’t it?


Dunyasha Yes. Yasha.


Yasha And who might you be?


Dunyasha You’ve changed a lot. It must have suited you, being abroad. I’m Dunyasha, Fyodor Kozoedov’s daughter. I was only little. You probably don’t remember.


He appraises her shamelessly. She lets him.


Yasha Fyodor Kozoedov.


He grabs her in a hug, she squeals and drops a saucer. Yasha leaves.


Varya What’s going on out there?


Varya is in the doorway. Anya behind her.


Dunyasha I slipped. It’s / very late.


Varya You broke a saucer. But it means good luck.


Anya We should tell Mama. About Petya.


Varya Not tonight. I don’t want anyone waking him. I don’t think we should, for Mother. 


Anya I understand her since Paris. I saw. I saw the forgiveness she craves.


Varya Let her settle / in.


Anya Varya, she had to leave, I know why now. I saw something in Paris. I understood her. She couldn’t stay on here with Grisha drowned. But now? Now, she is ready to come back.


Varya It’s only that I think tonight. A step at a time. We don’t need all the past at once. Do we?


Firs has made his way into the room. He addresses Dunyasha, who’s been busy with the broken saucer.


Firs Is the mistress’s coffee ready?


He inspects the tray.


Fool, where’s the cream?


Dunyasha I was going to.


Dunyasha hurries off.


Firs Incompetent. Preening. Back from Paris. Time was the master would go to Paris and back in a week. No stopping him.


Varya Firs, what are you going on about?


Firs Say what you like. My mistress is returned, well, well, well, and I can die easy.


Ranyevskaya, Gaev, Lopahin, and Pischik enter. As Gaev comes to rest he executes a sneaky snooker move.


Ranyevskaya Yellow off the corner, double back to the middle …?


Gaev Something like that. 


Ranyevskaya Dearest brother.


Gaev This was our room once. I slept over here. And you there. I can’t believe – It’s like I take a breath and here I am, suddenly fifty.


Ranyevskaya Ish.


Lopahin Tempus fugit.


Gaev What?


Lopahin Time … messes everything up.


Gaev Is that patchouli?


Anya I’m tired. Goodnight, Mother.


She kisses Ranyevskaya. Who takes her hands and holds her.


Ranyevskaya Gorgeous angel. Are you glad to be home? I’m wide awake.


Anya Goodnight, Uncle.


Gaev Sleep tight. You are the very image of your mother. I could be back in time, looking at you at this age. Exactly. Exactly the image.


Anya takes her leave of Pischik and Lopahin, then exits.


Ranyevskaya The travelling wore her out.


Pischik It’s a long way home.


Varya It is. Gentlemen?


Ranyevskaya Oop. Our Varya hasn’t changed a bit.


She gestures to Varya, who moves to her for a kiss.


I’ll have my coffee and then they’ll go.


Firs brings over a footstool or pillow. 


I can have my coffee, surely? My last little wickedness. I drank it twenty-four hours a day in France. God, the things they do abroad. Thank you, Firs. Sweet man.


She kisses his head.


Varya I’ll make sure everything’s come from the station.


She goes.


Ranyevskaya Is this me? Here? I want to jump up and down and wave my arms about. Pinch me, I’m dreaming. I’m home. I’m home, and God knows how much I love my home. I couldn’t look out of the carriage window for crying. Or was that rain?


A sudden laugh.


So, I have to have my coffee. And Firs? Thank you, you sweet old thing. I’m so happy that you’re still alive.


Firs The day before yesterday.


Gaev Hearing.


Lopahin It’s great. You know. I could just stand here, gazing at you. But business calls, it’s Harkov for me at five in the a.m. Two hours. Who needs sleep?


Pischik I think you’ve got younger somehow. Is it life à la mode? All this Paris and carriages and coffee. Is it coffee? Is that / what it is?


Lopahin Your brother here says that I am rude, blunt. Calls me a peasant. So be it. Let him say what he likes. Thinks. But I would only hope that you still believe in me, looking at me with those trusting eyes. Bloody hell. Yes, my father was a serf for your grandfather and father, but you. Yes you. You did so much for me and, in that, I choose to forget everything. I look at you and love you like … not a relation. Like … something more. 


Ranyevskaya I can’t sit still. I’m so. I just jump around.


She yelps and starts pacing.


I can’t be this happy. Look at me. Laugh. Laugh at me. I’m just a silly. My dear shelf.


She kisses a shelf.


My dear table. Little table.


Gaev Nanny died just after you left.


She sits and drinks coffee.


Ranyevskaya Yes. Peace be with her. Peace be with her. Varya wrote to me.


Gaev Anastasy too. A little later. Then Kosoi left us. Joined the police in town. Little things. Little changes.


He takes a tin of boiled sweets from his pocket and pops one in his mouth.


Pischik Dashenka – my daughter – sends her regards.


Lopahin I was trying to say. I want to say something to you all, but especially to you, madame. Something important. But in a way that is happy and optimistic because it is great that we are all here. At last. But then time, you see? I have to go and – there’s no time to make it all cosy sounding. Over dinner say, with a nice warm fire. Anyway.


There are debts. There are. And obviously – you probably know this – the debts must be paid. If not? Then. As we know, the cherry orchard will go to auction on August the twenty-second of this year – to pay those debts. This is not I admit the perfect time for this. But don’t you worry, my dear. Amazing lady, I have come up with a way out. Which is the optimistic bit: Listen up. Where are we? Well, the property is only three miles from the nearest town. Which town, you ask? Well, only the major junction between Petersburg and Moscow, the biggest rail station for five hundred miles, right here, on your doorstep. The solution? In a word?


Sub-divide.


Sub-divide, sub-divide. Sub-divide the cherry orchard and the land by the river into lots. Sub-divide and build holiday homes. Holidays are the future, trust me. Subdivide and people will pay for a little bit of the motherland they can call their own. A, there’s a huge seasonal rental market. B, there’ll be second-home owners and three, there are groups of owners taking a share. They’re the main avenues for now. Concentrating on that alone, I estimate I can clear you a guaranteed income of … twenty-five, thirty K a year. / Clear.


Gaev Oh Pong-o! Pooh, pooh, POOH! PONG!


Lopahin After tax.


Ranyevskaya I don’t quite understand you, Ermolai Alekseich.


Lopahin Holidays. Leisure. Here. Now. This place. Twenty-five hundred rubles per annum, per quarter-acre block. Get it on the market now and I guarantee you by autumn you won’t be able to move for holidaymakers. In a word? Thank you, Lopahin, we are rich. You people are at the perfect spot in the river here, nice deep bend, fishing, sailing, swimming. A little bit of a tidy-up over summer. Little things, little things. Take down all the old buildings, fence off around the old house. You can keep this house on a block for yourselves. Still get views to the river from the back bedrooms, chop down the cherry / orchard …


Ranyevskaya Chop down?


Do you …


Excuse me, young man but have you any idea what kind of. Rank garbage you are talking? The utter nonsense … ‘Twenty-five this on little bits of that and all marketeers in autumn. A fence here and a bend in the river there.’


Chop down our trees? If there is anything even remotely significant or of interest in this miserable little backwater, it / is our beautiful cherry orchard.


Lopahin What significance? That such a big piece of land should be so completely unproductive? Cherries? Cherries, anyone? No one eats cherries. Madame, no offence. My dear lady. No one even eats cherry jam. No one bothers with cherries and even if they did, even if they were suddenly the most popular fruit in the whole wide world, you lot are lucky to get a moth-eaten crop every second year. The fact is it’s just a whole lot of trees, blocking the way to the water, which is the pretty bit.


Gaev That. Whole lot of trees is mentioned in The Encyclopedia.


That obstacle to unencumbered water sports is considered to be of national significance.


Lopahin glances at his watch.


Lopahin You come up with a plan. I’ve got my proposal. Talk all you like about whatever you want. Go on. But know this, come the twenty-second of August this whole place will be up for sale unless you find the money to pay your debts. You decide. You decide. You all. Decide. But I’ve got a plan and I can’t see any other way out.


Firs He’s right about the cherries. Very popular. In the forties they marinated them. It was a regional specialty.


Gaev Shh. Firs.


Firs It was this kind of dried, sort of wet preserved cherry. Hugely popular in Moscow. Juicy, / sweet, aromatic. 


Gaev Yes, Firs, shh.


Firs There was a method. A secret recipe …


Ranyevskaya And what was that?


Firs No one ever said. They were delicious, / like little –


Gaev Firs. Enough. Please. Thank you.


Pischik What about Paris? Did you eat frogs?


Ranyevskaya I ate crocodiles.


Pischik Ooh-la-la.


Lopahin What it is, you see? The idea for this? Things are changing. Mark my words. In the past only aristocrats could enjoy both town and country life. For the rest of us it was one or the other. For serfs and peasants it was the fields. Maybe a shop. Maybe a shop. For labourers and tradesmen, the stinking city. That was it. No other choice. But I tell you, things are changing; working conditions, pay. Holidays. Yes. People are going on holidays. People are retiring. Whole towns are surrounded by holiday villas and apartments. And it’s growing and growing. They come to a place like this maybe for a week a year at first, but as they get older, more comfortable, they spend more time here. Your casual holidaymaker might start planting and growing and so the land will become actually productive. This whole area might support a new type of community. It may be the future. / Happy, rich, grand.


Gaev I said pong. I said PONG, you whiffy crap-artist.


Varya and Yasha enter.


Varya Before I forget, Mother.


She goes to the bookcase and takes out two telegrams.


These came for you. 


She hands them to Ranyevskaya, who looks at the envelope briefly and tears them in two.


Ranyevskaya Paris.


Gaev That door’s always been a bit. It sticks, and the drawers squeal when you. It’s noisy. Probably not considered the newest thing, see? Well, no. But that’s it – it’s old. Have you any idea how old it is? Sweetest? You must remember it. It’s always been here. Well, just last week I pulled out one of the drawers and there is a date burnt into the back panel. Turns out? This bookcase is one hundred years old. Can you believe it? / We could celebrate its jubilee. It may not have consciousness per se, yet it is charged with purpose.


Pischik The things it has seen.


Gaev is feeling the cupboard.


Gaev And there’s something. Good about it. Truly steadfast. I find its loyalty touching. It is honest, reliable. Dearest bookcase, sweetest bookcase, I praise your existence, which for over a hundred years now has been devoted to the ideals of study, of quiet endeavour, of application and dedication. This calling – your calling – to fruitful labour has never faltered in these hundred long years. Educating …


He has begun to cry.


… and illuminating our ancestors with the stamina such duties demand. All the while, filling us with faith in a better future and imparting to us ethics and the value of loyalty … a responsible position in society.


Pause.


Lopahin Well …


Ranyevskaya Dearest brother. 


Gaev Cuts it back to the middle, cannons off the red.


Lopahin I’d better go.


Yasha has fished out a few pill cases.


Yasha You could take these now.


He plops them into Ranyevskaya’s hand.


Pischik There’s no need for pills and medications, my dearest. They do neither good nor bad. Watch.


He takes the pills from her open palm. Blows on them and takes them all in one go. He chases it down with a shot of kvass.


Ta-da.


Ranyevskaya Is he mad?


Pischik I took all / the pills.


Lopahin He’ll eat anything.


Everyone laughs.


Firs Whole family’s the same. Gorging themselves on cucumbers at Easter.


Ranyevskaya What was that?


Varya He’s always muttering these days.


Yasha Senility, madame. Even affects the brainless.


Charlotta enters.


Lopahin Charlotta Ivanovna. I haven’t said my hello.


Lopahin would kiss her hand, but she snatches it away.


Charlotta Oh I know you, first it’s the hand and then it’s the elbow and before you know it a shoulder … 


Lopahin What’s wrong with me today?


Laughter.


How about a trick at least, Charlotta?


Ranyevskaya Yes. A trick.


Charlotta Not just now, darlings. I’m too tired.


And she is gone.


Lopahin I’ll get out of your hair. We need a decision. In three weeks’ time, madame.


He takes Ranyevskaya’s hand.


Till then.


He nods to Gaev and kisses Pischik on the cheek.


Goodbye.


He shakes hands with Varya, Firs and Yasha.


Goodbye. Goodbye.


He is back to Ranyevskaya.


I really don’t want to leave. I feel. Please think seriously about all that we discussed. Before. The holiday houses. I can raise the finance / if you are serious …


Varya Just leave, now. Go, if you’re so busy.


Lopahin I’m going. I’m going. It was …


He shakes it away with a nod from the door and is gone.


Gaev Aaah. Well. Anyway Varya’s going to marry him. She’s his fiancée.


Varya Please, Uncle. Don’t.


Ranyevskaya I’d be glad for you, Varya. He tries hard. 


Pischik I have a question, my dearest friend. A simple query more like. Could you …? More of a favour, really – I have to pay the interest on my mortgage tomorrow – Could you lend me two hundred / and forty rubles?


Varya We haven’t. We haven’t. Any.


Ranyevskaya Actually? We haven’t any.


Pischik I know the feeling.


He laughs.


Something will turn up. That’s my motto. Here I am nearly done for and oop? The railway goes bang through the middle of my estate and that’s money in the bank. Something always comes along. Maybe not today, well then tomorrow. Dashenka will win the lottery. She has a ticket. A ticket is all it takes.


Ranyevskaya My coffee is finished. Bed?


Firs begins scratching and brushing at Gaev’s trousers.


Firs What’s this? You’ve had the wrong trousers on all day. Heaven’s sake, sir.


Gaev Just leave me. Stop.


Varya Anya is in bed.


She opens a window, quietly.


Sun’s up, it’s not cold at all outside. Look, Mother, the cherry trees in bloom. And the fresh air? The birds – What a welcome.
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