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PREFACE

BEING a worker in the theatre, it will perhaps be forgiven
me if | write about Tchekov and his plays primarily from
the point of view of the producer, actor and audience.

| can make no claim to being a critic of literature, for
certainly the fact of having a distinguished writer as a father
does not entitle me to that. Therefore, as a mere actor, |
can only speak of what Tchekov means to me, and to so
many in the theatre, of all that we owe him, and try to speak
of that as simply and reverently and tenderly as possible.

It has always seemed to me more difficult to write of
something that touches one deeply and sincerely. Words, to
one's inexperienced and indexterous pen, seem so utterly
inadequate and rebellious when it comes to expressing sincere
thoughts and emotions.

A source of continuous joy to me is the fact that Tchekov's
plays have found such amazing and understanding recog-
nition from the American public—that sorely misjudged
American public—constantly accused of lack of sensibility,
taste and discretion.

To say that the three Tchekov plays produced at the Civic
Repertory Theatre in as many years have contributed im-
measurably to its growing stability, is merely to state a
fact and a very encouraging fact. When, in the first week
of its existence, the Civic Repertory Theatre produced "The
Three Sisters" (by no means the easiest of Tchekov's plays,
from the point of view of the public), | was told on all sides
of the rashness of such a presentation and even |, myself,
far from expected the instantaneous response in the form of
"sold-out" houses and public appreciation that occurred. |
had, naturally, anticipated a response from students and

lovers of Tchekov eager to se his plays projected in the
Vi .
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theatre, even imperfectly (for Tchekov's plays are, above all,
written to be played), but | was astonished at the spell cast
upon the "big" public; people who listened to the first act
with impatience and almost dismay; to the second act with
increasing interest; to the third, spellbound, and who finally
left the theatre, for some reason, probably unknown to
themselves, deeply moved, frequently in tears.

Since then we have had the joy of playing two other
Tchekov plays: "The Cherry Orchard" and "The Sea-Gull,"
invariably to packed houses. And yet it is stated frequently
that Tchekov's plays belong solely to Russia and have no
universal appeal. This has surely been proved by now a
glaring fallacy. Simply because people have names strange
to our ears, wear beards and mustaches, use samovars, ikons,
and drink vodka, instead of our more dubious liquor, that
does not in any way encroach on their universal humanity.

Surely Tchekov understood people—just ordinary people
—as no one ese in modern literature. He had the divine
power to see their faults and smile at them; to appreciate
their joys and shed a tear. He saw with his infinite tenderness
and compassion that man is neither good nor bad, happy nor
miserable, strong nor weak, but all of these things at once,
inextricably woven into the fabric of the Whole—the magical,
joyous, heartbreaking fabric of life. His plays are made out
of an overwhelming Sense of Life—"A Tragic Sense of Life"
as Unomuno so beautifully puts it—but also a Comic sense
of life. I n short, a Complete sense of life.

There is nothing in his plays of theatre-theatrical, and yet,
to a worker in the theatre, his technique and craftsmanship
are baffling. In the same sense the technique of Eleanora
Duse's acting, called by many a lack of technique, was but
the very perfection of art, concealing technique by its sheer
perfection. Try to cut a Tchekov play and, if you are sensitive
to dramatic medium, you will find it impossible. You cut a
small thread, seemingly unimportant, in thefirst act. All may
be well for a time, but in the last act you will find the other
end of that thread—its ultimate purpose—its profound
reason; and there will be a hole in your tapestry.

Tchekov's plays, although undoubtedly written to be acted,
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are of all playsthe most difficult. To expressa truth you must
have truth within yourself. In Tchekov's plays you cannot
lie. Thereisno escape. Y ou cannot express fundamental sim-
plicity by tricks. For that reason, it seems to me, a group of
people, intimately related to one another by a sincere and
affectionate attitude toward the work to be expressed, have a
better chance of projecting the true essence of Tchekov's
plays than, let us say, an all-star cast of superlative actors,
all intent on projecting themselves as individuals. This was
proved by the initial performance of "The Sea-Gull" at the
Petersburg Imperial Theatre, interpreted by many great
actors, among them Komisarjefskaya, which proved a dismal
failure as contrasted to the subsequent production at the
Moscow Art Theatre, then in its infancy and composed of
people who, without having been heralded as great actors,
had a sense of mutual love and understanding of the work,
which proved to be a triumph for both author and theatre.

While speaking of fallacies, there is that great one—to
Tchekov always most irritating—the general feeling that his
plays are depressing and pessimistic. Take Vershinin in
"The Three Sisters." A man, unhappy in his personal life,
tortured by the indifference and inadequacy of people about
him and yet his life's creed, reiterated through all personal
experiences, hislife'scry isalways, "Andyet, in reality, what
a difference there is between what is now and what has
been in the past. And when a little more time is past—an-
other two or three hundred years—people will look upon our
present manner of life with horror and derision, and every-
thing of to-day will seem awkward and heavy, and very
strange and uncomfortable. Oh, what a wonderful life that
will be—what a wonderful life! ... Can you only imagine? ...
Here there are only three of your sort in the town now, but in
generations to come there will be more and more and more;
and the time will come when everything will be changed and
be as you would have it; they will live in your way, and later
on you too will be out of date—people will be born who wilt
be better than you."

And later, in Tchekov's last play, many say his greatest,
"The Cherry Orchard," the student Trofimov has, to use his



X PREFACE

own words, "gone through so much already. As soon as winter
comes, | am hungry, careworn, poor as a beggar, and what
ups and downs of fortune have | not known." Yet, in his
transcendant idealism, he has a robust and unbroken faith
in what life can and will be: "To eliminate the petty and
transitory which hinders us from being free and happy—that
is the aim and meaning of our life. Forward! We go forward
irresistibly towards the bright star that shines yonder in the
distance. Forward! Do not lag behind, friends! .. .Here
is happiness. Here it comes. It is coming nearer, nearer;
already | can hear its footsteps. And if we never se it—if
we may never know it—what does it matter? Others will see
it after us."

How can such an idealist be called a pessimist? Surely
pessimist is the greatest contradiction to idealist. Tchekov
had a profound faith in the eventual success of Man in the
fullest sense of the word. In this one might be tempted, in"
the face of history, to call him an optimist rather than a
pessimist. =

And what a mighty and accurate vision he had of the
future. In Trofimov's wonderful lines at the end of the
second act of "The Cherry Orchard" it is as though the
Russian Revolution had been foreseen as inevitable and its
esence laid bare: "All Russia is our garden. The earth is
great and beautiful—there are many beautiful places in it.
Think only, Anya, your grandfather, and great-grandfather,
and all your ancestors were slave-owners—the owners of liv-
ing souls—and from every cherry in the orchard, from every
leaf, from every trunk there are human creatures |ooking
at you. Cannot you hear their voices? Oh, itis awful! Your
orchard is a fearful thing, and when in the evening or at
night one walks about the orchard, the old bark on the trees
glimmers dimly in the dusk, and the old cherry trees seem
to be dreaming of centuries gone by and tortured by fearful
visions. Yes! we are at least two hundred years behind, we
have really gained nothing yet, we have no definite attitude
towards the past, we do nothing but theorise or complain of
depression or drink vodka. It is clear that to begin to live in
the present we must first expiate our past, we must break
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with it; and we can expiate it only by suffering, by extraor-
dinary unceasing labour. Understand that, Anya!"

Here in America, a country of such fierce and unsdlective
action, the most frequent criticisms of Tchekov's plays are:
"What's it all about?' "Nothing happens!" "There's no
story." The very truth and simplicity of these masterpieces
often bewilder an audience fostered on purely machine-made
and unnatural dramatics. "A good, strong story" with an
exciting beginning and a satisfactory, sentimental, and often
quite ridiculous, ending. Must the machinery of this age aso
cregp into our souls and make us blind to the smple human
universa things, the magic of ordinary common joys and
sorrows? Surely we should not forget that although a million
machines are manufactured yearly, crested and understood
fully by man, that does not prevent the everlasting wonder
forever unsolved, of renewed life; flowers springing from the
earth, stars shining in the sky, tears in a child's eyes the
eageness of a dog setting out for a country ramble, the
mystery of death, of love, of birth; all these things of which
Tchekov so understandingly talks and which, scoff as we
may with our pride of material conquest, control and baffle
us in this Age of Progress as they have baffled us always in
the past and will in the future.

Tchekov will live because he is of all time, of all things.
Because he "comprehends reality from the objective heights
of a luminous temperament, and presents people as they are,
without personal bias."

EVA LE GALLIENNE
NEW YORK,
November, 1929,






THE SEA-GULL
A COMEDY IN FOUR ACTS
First performed at St. Petersburg,
October 17, 1896



CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

IRINA NIKOLAYEVNA ARKADIN (MADAME TREPLEV) {an
Actress).

KONSTANTIN GAVRILOVITCH TREPLEV {her son, a young
man).

PYOTR NIKOLAYEVITCH SORIN {her brother).

NINA MIHAILOVNA ZARETCHNY {a young girl, the daughter
of a wealthy Landowner).

ILYA AFANASYEVITCH SHAMRAEV {a retired Lieutenant,
SORIN'S Steward).

POLINA ANDREYEVNA {his wife).

MASHA {his daughter).

BORIS ALEXEYEVITCH TRIGORIN {a literary man).

YEVGENY SERGEYEVITCH DORN {a Doctor).

SEMYON SEMYONOVITCH MEDVEDENKO {a Schoolmaster).

YAKOV {a Labourer).

A MAN COOK.

A HOUSEMAID.

The action takes place in SORIN 'S house and garden. Between
the Third and Fourth Acts there is an interval of two
years.



ACT |

Part of the park on SORIN'S estate. Wide avenue leading away
from the spectators into the depths of the park towards
the lake is blocked up by a platform roughly put together
for private theatricals, so that the lake is not visible.
To right and left of the platform, bushes. A few chairs,
a little table.

The sun has just set. YAKOV and other labourers are at work
on the platform behind the curtain; there is the sound
of coughing and hammering. MASHA and MEDVEDENKO
enter on the left, returning from a walk.

MEDVEDENKO. Why do you always wear black?

MASHA. | am in mourning for my life. | am unhappy.

MEDVEDENKO. Why? {Pondering) | don't understand ...
You are in good health; though your father is not very well
off, he has got enough. My life is much harder than yours.
| only get twenty-three roubles a month, and from that they
deduct something for the pension fund, and yet | don't wear
mourning. {They sit down.)

MASHA. It isn't money that matters. A poor man may be
happy .

MEDVEDENKO. Theoretically, yes;, but in practice it's like
this: there are my two sisters and my mother and my little
brother and |, and my salary is only twenty-three roubles.
We must eat and drink, mustn't we? One must have tea
and sugar. One must have tobacco. It's a tight fit.

MASHA {looking round at the platform). The play will
soon begin.

MEDVEDENKO. Yes. Miss Zaretchny will act: it is Kon-
stantin Gavrilitch's play. They are in love with each other
and to-day their souls will be united in the effort to realise

3
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the same artistic effect. But your soul and mine have not
a common point of contact. | love you. | am so wretched |
can't stay at home. Every day | walk four miles here and four
miles back and | meet with nothing but indifference from
you. | can quite understand it. | am without means and have
a big family to keep Who would care to marry a man
who hasn't a penny to bless himself with?

MASHA. Oh, nonsense! {Takes a pinch of snuff) Your love
touches me, but | can't reciprocate it—that's all. (Holding
out the snuff-box to him) Help yourself.

MEDVEDENKO. | don't feel like it (a pause).

MASHA. HOw stifling it isl There must be a storm com-
ing. ... You're always discussing theories or talking about
money. You think there is no greater misfortune than pov-
erty, but to my mind it is a thousand times better to go
in rags and be a beggar than ... But you wouldn't under-
stand that, though__

(SORIN and TREPLEV enter on the right.)

SORIN {leaning on his walking-stick). | am never quite
myself in the country, my boy, and, naturally enough, | shall
never get used to it. Last night | went to bed at ten and
woke up this morning at nine feeling as though my brain
were glued to my skull, through sleeping so long (laughs).
And after dinner | accidentally dropped off again, and now
| am utterly shattered and feel as though | were in a night-
mare, in fact_

TREPLEV. Yes, you really ought to live in town. (Catches
sight of MASHA and MEDVEDENKO) When the show begins,
my friends, you will be summoned, but you mustn't be here
now. Y ou must please go away.

SORIN (to MASHA). Marya Ilyinishna, will you be so good
as to ask your papa to tell them to take the dog off the
chain?—it howls. My sister could not sleep again last night.

MASHA. Speak to my father yourself; | am not going to.
Please don't ask me. (To MEDVEDENKO) Come along!

MEDVEDENKO (to TREPLEV). So you will send and let us
know before it begins. (Both go out.)

SORIN. So | suppose the dog will be howling all night again.
What a business it is! | have never done as | liked in the
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country. Inold days | used to get leave for twenty-eight days
and come here for a rest and so on, but they worried me so
with all sorts of trifles that before | had been here two days
I was longing to be off again (laughs). 1V e always been glad
to get away from here But now | am on the retired list,
and | have nowhere ese to go, as a matter of fact. IVe got
to live here whether | like it or not. ...

YAKOV (to TREPLEV). We are going to have a bathe, Kon-
stantin Gavrilitch.

TREPLEV. Very well; but don't be more than ten minutes
(looks at his watch). It will soon begin.

YAKOV. Yes, sir (goes out).

TREPLEV (looking round the stage). Here is our theatre.
The curtain, then the first wing, then the second, and beyond
that—open space. No scenery of any sort. There is an open
view of the lake and the horizon. We shall raise the curtain
at exactly half-past eight, when the moon rises.

SORIN. Magnificent.

TREPLEV. If Nina is late it will spoil the whole effect.
It is time she was here. Her father and her stepmother keep
a sharp eye on her, and it is as hard for her to get out of the
house as to escape from prison (puts his uncle's cravat
straight). Your hair and your beard are very untidy. They
‘'want clipping or something.. ..

SORIN (combing out his beard). It's the tragedy of my
life. Even as a young man | looked as though | had been
drinking for days or something of the sort. | was never a
favourite with the ladies (sitting down). Why is your mother
out of humour?

TREPLEV. Why? Because she is bored (sitting down beside
him). She is jealous. She is set against me, and against the
performance, and against my play because Nina is acting in
it, and she is not. She does not know my play, but she
hatesit.

SORIN (laughs). What an ideal

TREPLEV. She is annoyed to think that even on this little
stage Nina will have a triumph and not she (looks at his
watch). My mother is a psychological freak. Unmistakably
talented, intelligent, capable of sobbing over a book, she wil\
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reel off all Nekrassov by heart; as a sick nurse she is an
angel; but just try praising Duse in her presencel O-ho!
You must praise no one but hersdf, you must write about
her, make a fuss over her, be in raptures over her extraordi-
nary acting in " La Dame aux Camélias' or the " Ferment of
Life"; but she has none of this narcotic in the country, she
is bored and cross, and we are all her enemies—we are all
in fault. Then she is superdtitious—she is afraid of three
candles, of the number thirteen. She is stingy. She has got
seventy thousand roubles in a bank at Odessa—I know that
for a fact—but ask her to lend you some money, and she will
burg into tears.

SORIN. You imagine your mother does not like your play,
and you are already upset and all that. Don't worry; your
mother adores you.

TREPLEV (pulling the petals off a flower). Loves me, loves
me not; loves me, loves me not; loves me, loves me not
(laughs). You see, my mother does not love me. | should
think not! She wants to live, to love, to wear light blouses;
and | am twenty-five, and | am a continual reminder that
she is no longer young. When | am not there she is only
thirty-two, but when |1 am there she is forty-three, and for
that she hates me. She knows, too, that | have no belief in the
theatre. She loves the stage, she fancies she is working for
humanity, for the holy cause of art, while to my mind the
modern theatre is nothing but tradition and conventionality.
When the curtain goes up, and by artificial light, in a room
with three walls, these great geniuses, the devotees of holy
art, represent how people eat, drink, love, move about, and
wear their jackets, when from these commonplace sentences
and pictures they try to draw a moral—a petty moral, easy
of comprehension and convenient for domestic use, when in
a thousand variations | am offered the same thing over and
over again—I run away as Maupassant ran away from the
Eiffel Tower which weighed upon his brain with itsvulgarity.

SORIN. You can't do without the stage.

TREPLEV. We need new forms of expresson. We need new
forms, and if we can't have them we had better have nothing
(looks at )his watch). | love my mother—I love her very
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much—but she leads a snsdess sort of life, always taken
up with this literary gentleman, her name is always trotted
out in the papers—and that wearies me. And sometimes the
simple egoism of an ordinary mortal makes me fee sorry
that my mother is a celebrated actress, and | fancy that if
she were an ordinary woman | should be happier. Uncle,
what could be more hopeess and stupid than my position?
She used to have visitors, all celebrities—artists and authors
—and among them all | was the only one who was nothing,
and they only put up with me because | was her son. Who
am |? What am 1? | left the University in my third year—
owing to circumstances "for which we accept no respons-
bility," as the editors say; | have no talents, | haven't a
penny of my own, and on my passport | am described as
an artisan of Kiev. You know my father was an artisan
of Kiev, though he too was a well-known actor. So, when
in her drawing-room all these artists and authors graciously
noticed me, | always fancied from their faces that they were
taking the measure of my insignificance—| guessed their
thoughts and suffered from the humiliation. ...

SORIN. And, by the way, can you tell me, please, what sort
of man thisliterary gentleman is? There's no making him out.
He never says anything.

TREPLEV. Heisan intelligent man, good-natured and rather
melancholy, you know. A very decent fellow. He is still a
good distance off forty, but he is already celebrated and has
enough and to spare of everything. As for his writings...
what shall | say? They are charming, full of talent, but...
after Tolstoy or Zola you do not careto read Trigorin.

SORIN. Well, I am fond of authors, my boy. At one time |
had a passionate desire for two things: | wanted to get mar-
ried, and | wanted to become an author; but | did not suc-
ceed in doing either, Yes, it is pleasant to be even a small
author, as a matter of fact.

TREPLEV (listens). | hear steps... (embraces his uncle).
| cannot live without her.. .. The very sound of her foot-
seps is lovely____ | am wildly happy (goes quickly.to meet
NINA ZARETCHNY as she enters). My enchantress—my
dream——
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NINA (in agitation). | am not late Of course | am
not late

TREPLEV (kissing her hands). No, no, no!

NINA. | have been uneasy all day. | was o frightened. |
was afraid father would not let me come___ But he has just
gone out with my stepmother. The sky is red, the moon is
just rising, and | kept urging on the horse (laughs). But |
am glad (shakes SORIN's hand warmly).

SORIN (laughs). Your eyes look as though you have been
crying___ Fie, fie! That's not right!

NINA. Oh, it was nothing.... You se how out of breath
| am. | have to go in half an hour. We must make haste.
| can't stay, | can't! For God's sake don't keep mel My
father doesn't know | am here.

TREPLEV. It really is time to begin. We must go and call
the others.

SORIN. I'll go this minute (goes to the right, singing "To
France two grenadiers." Looks round.) Once | sang like that,
and a deputy prosecutor said to me, "Y ou have a powerful
voice, your Excellency"; then he thought a little and added,
"but not a pleasant one" (laughs and goes off).

NINA. My father and hiswife won't let me come here. They
say it is so Bohemian here . .. they are afraid | shall go on
the stage.... But | feel drawn to the lake here like a sea
gull. ... My heart is full of you (looks round).

TREPLEV. We are alone.

NINA. | fancy there is someone there.

TREPLEV. There's nobody. (They kiss)

NINA. What tree is this?

TREPLEV. An em.

NINA. Why is it so dark?

TREPLEV. It's evening; everything is getting dark. Don't
go away early, | entreat you!

NINA. | must. .

TREPLEV. And if | come to you, Nina, I'll stand in the
garden all night, watching your window.

NINA. YOU can't; the watchman would notice you. Trésor
Is not used to you, and he would bark.

TREPLEV. | love you!
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NINA. Sh-h....

TREPLEV (hearing footsteps). Who is there? You, Yakov?

vyAkov (behind the stage). Yes, sir.

TREPLEV. Take your places. It'stime to begin. I's the moon
rising?

YAKOV. Yes, sir.

TREPLEV. Have you got the methylated spirit? Have
you got the sulphur? When the red eyes appear there must
be a smell of sulphur. (ToNINA) GO, it's all ready. Are you
nervous?

NINA. Yes, awfully! Your mother is all right—I am not
afraid of her—but there's Trigorin ... | fed frightened and
ashamed of acting before him...a celebrated author.... Is
he young?

TREPLEV. Yes

NINA. HOw wonderful his stories are.

TREPLEV (coldly). | don't know. | haven't read them.

NINA. It isdifficult to act in your play. There are no living
characters in it.

TREPLEV. Living characters! One must depict life not as
it is, and not as it ought to be,'but as we se it in our dreams.

NINA. Thereisvery little action in your play—nothing but
speeches. And to my mind there ought to be love in a play.
(Both go behind the stage.)

(Enter POLINA ANDREYEVNA and DORN.)

POLINA. It is getting damp. Go back and put on your
goloshes.

DORN. | am hot.

POLINA. YOU don't take care of yoursdf. It's obstinacy.
You are a doctor, and you know perfectly well that damp air
is bad for you, but you want to make me miserable; you
sat out on the verandah all yesterday evening on pur-
pose___

DORN (hums). "Do not say that youth is ruined."

POLINA. YOU were 9 absorbed in conversation with Irina
Nikolayevna ... you did not notice the cold. Own up ... you
are attracted by her.

DORN. lam fifty-five.
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POLINA. Nonsense! That's not old for a man. You look
very young for your age, and are still attractive to women.

DORN. Well, what would you have?

POLINA. All you men are ready to fall down and worship
an actress, all of you!

DORN {hums). "Before thee once again | stand." |If
artists are liked in society and treated differently from mer-
chants, for example, that's only in the nature of things. It's
idealism.

POLINA. Women have always fallen in love with you and
thrown themselves on your neck. Is that idealism too?

DORN {shrugs his shoulders). Well, in the attitude of
women to me there has been a great deal that was good. W hat
they principally loved in me was a first-rate doctor. You
remember that ten or fifteen yearsago | was the only decent
accoucheur in the district. Then, too, | have always been
an honest man.

POLINA {seizes him by the hand). Dear est!

DORN. Sh-h! They are coming.

{Enter MADAME ARKADIN arm in arm with SORIN, TRI -
GORIN, SHAMRAEV, MEDVEDENKO and MASHA.)

SHAMRAEV. In the year 1873 she acted marvellously at
the fair at Poltava. It was a delight! She acted exquisitely!
Do you happen to know, madam, where Pavel Semyonitch
Tchadin, a comic actor, isnow? His Rasplyuev wasinimitable,
even finer than Sadovsky's, | assure you, honoured lady.
Where is he now?

MADAME ARKADIN. YOU keep asking me about antediluvi-
ans. How should | know? {Sits down.)

SHAMRAEV {with a sigh). Pashka Tchadin! There are no
such .actors now. The stage has gone down, Irina Niko-
layevna! In old days there were mighty oaks, but now we
e nothing but stumps.

DORN. There are few actors of brilliant talents nowadays,
that's true; but the average level of acting is far higher than
it was.

SHAMRAEV. | can't agree with you. But, of course, it's a
matter of taste. De gustibus aut bene aut nihil.

(TREPLEV comes out from behind the stage.)
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MADAME ARKADIN (to her son). My dear son, when is it
going to begin?

TREPLEV. I n a minute. | begyou to be patient.

MADAME ARKADIN (recites from "Hamlet").

" Oh, Hamlet, speak no more!

Thou turn'st mine eyes into my very soul;
And there | see such black and grained spots
As will not leave their tinct."

TREPLEV (from "Hamlet"). ,

"And let me wring your heart, for so | shall,

If it be made of penetrable stuff."
(A horn is sounded behind the stage.)

TREPLEV. Ladies and gentlemen, we begin! | beg you to
attend (a pause). | begin (taps with a stick and recites
aloud). Oh, you venerable old shadows that float at night-
time over this lake, lull us to deep and let us dream of what
will be in two hundred thousand years!

SORIN. There will be nothing in two hundred thousand
years.

TREPLEV. Then let them present that nothing to us.

MADAME ARKADIN. Let them. We are adeep.

(The curtain rises; the view of the lake is revealed; the
moon is above the horizon, its reflection in the
water; NINA ZARETCHNY, all in white, is sitting
on a big stone.)

NINA. Men, lions, eagles and partridges, horned deer, geese,
spiders, silent fish that dwell in the water, sarfishes and
creatures which cannot be ssen by the eye—all living things,
all living things, all living things, having completed their
cycle of sorrow, are extinct For thousands of years the
earth has borne no living creature on its surface, and this
poor moon lights its lamp in vain. On the meadow the cranes
no longer waken with a cry, and there is no sound of the
M ay besetles in the lime trees. It is cold, cold, cold! Empty,
empty, empty! Dreadful, dreadful, dreadful! (a pause). The
bodies of living creatures have vanished into dust, and eter-
nal matter has transformed them into rocks, into water, into
clouds, while the soulsof all have melted into one. That world-
soul | am—1....In meisthe soul of Alexander the Great,
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of Caesar, of Shakespeare and of Napoleon, and of the lowest
leech. In me the consciousness of men is blended with the in-
stincts of the animals, and | remember all, all, all! And |
live through every life over again in myself! (Will-of-the-
wisps appear.)

MADAME ARKADIN (softly). It's something decadent.

TREPLEV (in an imploring and reproachful voice). Mother!

NINA. | am alone. Once in a hundred years | open my
lips to speak, and my voice echoes mournfully in the void,
and no one hears.... You too, pale lights, hear me not____
The stagnant marsh begets you before daybreak and you wan-
der until dawn, but without thought, without will, without the
tremor of life. For fear that life should spring up in you the
father of eternal matter, the devil, keeps the atoms in you,
as in the stones and in the water, in continual flux, and you
are changing perpetually. For in all the universe nothing re-
mains permanent and unchanged but the spirit (a pause).
Like a prisoner cast into a deep, empty well | know not where
| am and what awaits me. All is hidden from me but that
in the cruel, persistent struggle with the devil—the principle
of the forces of matter—I am destined to conquer, and, after
that, matter and spirit will be blended in glorious harmony
and the Kingdom of the Cosmic Will will come. But that will
come only little by little, through long, long thousands of
years when the moon and the bright Sirius and the earth
are changed to dust.. .. Till then—terror, terror ... (a pausg
two red spots appear upon the background of the lake). Here
my powerful foe, the devil, is approaching. | see his dreadful
crimson eyes... .

MADAME ARKADIN. There's a smell of sulphur. Is that as
it should be?

TREPLEV. Yes.

MADAME ARKADIN (laughs). Oh, it's a stage effect!

TREPLEV. Mother!

NINA. He is dreary without man——

POLINA (to DORN). You have taken your hat off. Put it
on or you will catch cold.

MADAME ARKADIN. The doctor has taken his hat off to the
devil, the father of eternal matter.



THE SEA-GULL x$

TREPLEV (firing up, aloud). The play is over! Enough!
Curtain!

MADAME ARKADIN. What are you cross about?

TREPLEV. Enough! The curtain! Let down the curtain!
(stamping). Curtain! (The curtain falls) | am sorry! | lost
sight of the fact that only a few of the elect may write plays
and act in them. | have infringed the monopoly. | . . .|
(Tries to say something more, but with a wave of his hand
goes out on left)

MADAME ARKADIN. What's the matter with him?

SORIN. Irina, you really must have more consideration for
youthful vanity, my dear.

MADAME ARKADIN. What did | say to him?

SORIN. You hurt his feelings.

MADAME ARKADIN. He told us beforehand that it was a
joke, and | regarded his play as a joke.

SORIN. All the same ...

MADAME ARKADIN. NOW it appears that he has written a
great work. What next! So he has got up this performance
and smothered us with sulphur not as a joke but as a pro-
test. ... He wanted to show us how to write and what to
act. This is getting tiresome! These continual sallies at my
expense—these continual pin-pricks would put anyone out
of patience, say what you like. He is a vain, whimsical boy!

SORIN. He meant to give you pleasure.

MADAME ARKADIN. Really? He did not choose an ordi-
nary play, however, but made us listen to this decadent de-
lirium. For the sake of ajoke | am ready to listen to delirium,
but here we have pretensions to new forms and a new view
of art. To my thinking it's no question of new forms at all,
but simply bad temper.

TRIGORIN. Everyone writes as he likes and as he can.

MADAME ARKADIN. Let him write as he likes and as he
can, only let him leave me in peace.

DORN. Jupiter! you are angry....

MADAME ARKADIN. | am not Jupiter—| am a woman
(lights a cigarette). 1 am not angry—I am only vexed that
a young man should spend his time so drearily. | did not
mean to hurt his feelings.
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MEDVEDENKO. NO one has any grounds to separate spirit
from matter, seeing that spirit itself may be a combination
of material atoms. (With animation, to TRIGORIN) But you
know someone ought to write a play on how we poor teachers
live, and get it acted. We have a hard, hard life.

MADAME ARKADIN. That's true, but don't let us talk either
of plays or of atoms. It is such a glorious evening! Do you
hear? There is singing! (listens). How nice it ig!

POLINA. It's on the other sde of the lake (a pause).

MADAME ARKADIN (o TRIGORIN). Sit down beside me.
Ten or fifteen years ago there were sounds of music and
singing on that lake continually almost every night. There
are sx country houses on the shores of the lake. I remem-
ber laughter, noise, shooting, and love affairs without end....
The jeune premier and the idol of all those sx households
was in those days our friend here, the doctor (motions with
her head towards DORN), Yevgeny Sergeitch. He is fascinat-
ing still, but in those days he was irresistible. But my con-
science is beginning to trouble me. Why did | hurt my poor
boy's fedings? | fed worried. (Aloud) Kostya! Son! Kostyal!

MASHA. I'll go and look for him.

MADAME ARKADIN. Please do, my dear.

MASHA (going to the left). Aa-oo! Konstantin Gavrilitch!
Aa-o0! (goes off). ’

NINA (coming out from behind the stage). Apparently
there will be no going on, and | may come out. Good evening!
(Kisses MADAME ARKADIN and POLINA ANDREYEVNA.)

SORIN. Bravo! Bravo!

MADAME ARKADIN. Bravo! Bravo! We admired you. With
such an appearance, with such a lovely voice, you really can-
not stay in the country; it is a sin. You must have talent.
Do you hear? It's your duty to go on the stage.

NINA. Oh, that's my dream! (sighing) But it will never
be realised.

MADAME ARKADIN. Who knows? Here, let me introduce
Boris Alexeyevitch Trigorin.

NINA. Oh, | am = glad ... (overcome with embarrass-
ment). | am always reading your ...

MADAME ARKADIN (making her sit down beside them).
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Don't be shy, my dear. He is a celebrity, but he has a sim-
ple heart. You e he is shy himsdf.

DORN. | suppose we may raise the curtain; it's rather
uncanny.

SHAMRAEV (aloud). Yakov, pull up the curtain, my lad.
(The curtain goes up.)

NINA (to TRIGORIN). It is a queer play, isn't it?

TRIGORIN. | did not understand it at all. But | enjoyed
it. You acted so genuinely. And the scenery was delightful
(a pause). There must be a lot of fish in that lake.

NINA. Yes

TRIGORIN. | love angling. There is nothing | enjoy s
much as sitting on the bank of a river in the evening and
watching the float.

NINA. But | should have thought that for anyone who has
known the enjoyment of creation, no other enjoyment can
exist.

MADAME ARKADIN (laughing). Don't talk like that. When
people say nice things to him he is utterly floored.

SHAMRAEV. | remember one evening in the opera theatre
in Moscow the celebrated Silva took the lower CI As it hap-
pened, there was sitting in the gallery the bass of our church
choir, and all at once—imagine our intense astonishment—
we heard from the gallery "Bravo, Silva!" a whole octave
lower—Ilike this: (in a deep bass) "Bravo, Silva!" The audi-
ence sat spellbound (a pause).

DORN. The angdl of silence has flown over us.

NINA. It's time for me to go. Good-bye.

MADAME ARKADIN. Where are you off to? Why 0 early?
We won't let you go.

NINA. My father expects me.

MADAME ARKADIN. What a man, really ... (kisses her).
Well, there is no help for it. | am sorry—I am sorry to let
you go.

NINA. | f you knew how grieved | am to go.

MADAME ARKADIN. Someone-ought to se you home, my
little dear.

NINA (frightened). Oh, no, no!

SORIN {to her, in an imploring voice). Do stay!
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NINA. | can't, Pyotr Nikolayevitch.

SORIN. Stay for an hour. What is there in that?

NINA (thinking a minute, tearfully). |1 can't! (Shakes
hands and hurriedly goes off.) .

MADAME ARKADIN. Unfortunate girl she is, really. They
say her mother left her father all her immense property—
every farthing of it—and now the girl has got nothing, as her
father has already made a will leaving everything to his sec-
ond wife. It's monstrous!

DORN. Yes, her father is a pretty thorough scoundrel, one
must do him the justice to say 0.

SORIN (rubbing his cold hands). Let us go too, it's getting
damp. My legs ache.

MADAME ARKADIN. They seem like wooden legs, you can
hardly walk. Let us go, unlucky old man! (Takes his arm.\

SHAMRAEV (offering his arm to his wife). Madame?

SORIN. | hear that dog howling again. (To SHAMRAEV)
Be so kind, Ilya Afanasyitch, as to tell them to let it off the
chain.

SHAMRAEV. It's impossible, Pyotr Nikolayevitch, | am
afraid of thieves getting into the barn. Our millet is there.
(To MEDVEDENKO who is walking beside him) Yes, a whole
octave lower: "Bravo, Silva!" And he not a singer—simply
a church chorister!

MEDVEDENKO. And what salary does a chorister get? (All
Qo out except DORN.)

DORN (alone). | don't know, perhaps | know nothing
about it, or have gone off my head, but | liked the play.
There is something in it. When that girl talked about loneli-
ness and afterwards when the devil's eyes appeared, | was
so excited that my hands trembled. It is fresh, naive....
Here he comes, | believe. | want to say all the nice things
| can to him.

TREPLEV (enters). They have all gone

DORN. | am here.

TREPLEV. Mashenka is looking for me all over the park.
Insufferable creature she idl

DORN. Konstantin Gavrilitch, | liked your play extremely.
It's a strange thing, and | haven't heard the end, and yet it
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made a strong impression! You are a gifted man—you must
persevere.
(TREPLEV presses his hand warmly and embraces Mm
impulsively.)

DORN. Fie, what an hysterical fellow! There are tears in
his eyess What | mean is this. You have taken a subject
from the realm of abstract ideas. So it should be, for a work
of art ought to express a great idea. A thing is only fine when
it is serious. How pale you are!

TREPLEV. S0 you tell me to persevere?

DORN. Yes.... But write only of what is |mportant and
eternal. You know | have had varied experiences of life, and
have enjoyed it; | am satisfied, but if it had been my lot
to know the spiritual heights which artists reach at the mo-
ment of creation, | should, | believe, have despised my bodily
«f and all that appertains to it and left all things earthly
as far behind as possble.

TREPLEV. Excuse me, where is Nina?

DORN. And another thing. In a work of art there ought
to be a clear definite idea. You ought to know what is your
aim inwriting, for if you go along that picturesque route with-
out a definite goal you will be lost and your talent will be
your ruin.

TREPLEV (impatiently). Where is Nina?

DORN. She has gone home.

TREPLEV {in despair). What am | to do? | want to se
her ... 1 must sseher.... | must go. ...

(Enter MASHA.)

DORN (to TREPLEV). Calm yourself, my boy.

TREPLEV. But | am going all the same. | must go.

MASHA. Come indoors, Konstantin Gavrilitch. Your
mother wants you. She isworried.

TREPLEV. Tell her that | have gone away. And | beg you
—all of you—leave me in peace! Let me alone! Don't follow
me about!

DORN. Come, come, come, dear boy.... You can't go on
like that___ That's not the thing.

TREPLEV (in tears). Good-bye, doctor. Thank you...
(goes off).
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DORN (with a sigh). Youth! youth!

MASHA. When people have nothing better to say, they
say, "Youth! youth!". .. (Takes a pinch of snuff.)

DORN (lakes her snuff-box from her and flings it into the
bushes). That's disgusting! (a pause). | believe they are
playing the piano indoors. We must go In.

MASHA. Wait a little.

DORN. What is it?

MASHA. | want to tell you once more. | have a longing to
talk ... (growing agitated). | don't care for my father ...
but | fed drawn to you. For some reason | fed with all my
heart that you are very neaxr me Help me. Help me, or
| shall do something silly, | shall make a mock of my life
and ruin it | can't go on....

DORN. What is it? Help you in what?

MASHA. | am miserable. No one, no one knows how mis-
erable | ami (Laying her head on his breast, softly) | love
Konstantin!

DORN. How hysterical they all are! How hysterical! And
what a lot of love... .Oh, the sorcery of the lake! (Ten-
derly) But what can | do, my child? What? What?

CURTAIN.



ACT I

A croquet lawn. The house with a big verandah in the back-
ground on the right, on the left is seen the lake with the
blazing sun reflected in it.

Flower beds. Midday, Hot, MADAME ARKADIN, DORN and
MASHA are sitting on a garden seat in the shade of an
old lime tree on one side of the croquet lawn. DORN has
an open book on his knee,

MADAME ARKADIN {to MASHA). Come, let us stand up.
(They both get up.) Let us stand sde by side. You are twen-
ty-two and | am nearly twice as old. Yevgeny Sergeitch,
which of us looks the younger?

DORN. YOU, of course.

MADAME ARKADIN. There! And why isit? Because | work,
| fed | am always on the go, while you stay always in the
same place and have no life at all....And it is my rule
never to look into the future. | never think about old age or
death. What is to be, will be.

MASHA. And | fed as though | had been born long, long
ago; | trail my lifealong likean endlesstrain.... And often
| have not the dightest desire to go on living (sits down).
Of course, that's all nonsense. | must shake myself and throw
it all off.

DORN (hums quietly). "Tell her, my flowers."

MADAME ARKADIN. Then | am as particular as an English-
man. | keep mysdf in hand, as they say, my dear, and am
always dressed and have my hair done comme il faut. Do |
allow myself to go out of the house even into the garden in
a dressing-gown, or without my hair being done? Never!
What has preserved me is that | have never been a dowdy,
| have never let mysdf go, as some women do... (walks

19
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about the lawn with her arms akimbo). Here | am, as brisk
as a bird. | could take the part of a girl of fifteen.

DORN. Nevertheless, | shall go on (takes up the book).
We stopped at the corn merchant and the rats... .

MADAME ARKADIN. And the rats. Read (sits down). But
give it to me, 1'll read. It is my turn (takes the book and
looks in it). And rats.... Here it is.. .. (Reads) "And of
course for society people to spoil novelists and to attract
them to themselves is as dangerous as for a corn merchant
to rear rats in his granaries. And yet they love them. And
60, when a woman has picked out an author whom she desires
to captivate, she lays siege to him by means of compliments,
flattery and favours . .." Well, that may be so with the
French, but there is nothing like that with us, we have no
set rules. Among us, before a woman sets to work to cap-
tivate an author, she is generally head over ears in love her-
self, if you please. To go no further, take Trigorin and
me

(Enter SORIN, leaning on his stick and with him NINA;
MEDVEDENKO wheels an empty bath-chair in after
tnem.)

SORIN (in a caressing tone, as to a child). Yes? We are
delighted, aren't we? We are happy to-day at last? (To his
sister) We are delighted! Our father and stepmother have
gone off to Tver, and we are free now for three whole days.

NINA (sits down beside MADAME ARKADIN and embraces
her). I am happy! Now | belong to you.

SORIN (sits down in his bath-chair). She looks quite a
beauty to-day.

MADAME ARKADIN. Nicely dressed and interesting.. ..
That's a good girl (kisses NINA). But we mustn't praise you
too much for fear of ill-luck. Where is Boris Alexeyevitch?

NINA. He is in the bathing-house, fishing.

MADAME ARKADIN. | wonder he doesn't get sick of it! (is
about to go on reading).

NINA. What is that?

MADAME ARKADIN. Maupassant's "Sur I'eau,” my dear
(reads a few lines to herself). Well, the rest isn't interesting
or true (shuts the book). | feel uneasy. Tell me, what's wrong
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with my son? Why is he so depressed and ill-humoured? He
spends whole days on the lake and | hardly ever see him.

MASHA. His heart is troubled. (To NINA, timidly) Please,
do read us something out of his play!

NINA (shrugging her shoulders). Would you like it? It's
SO uninteresting.

MASHA {restraining her enthusiasm). When he reads any-
thing himself his eyes glow and his face turns pale. He has
a fine mournful voice, and the gestures of a poet.

(There is a sound of SORIN snoring.)

DORN. Good night!

MADAME ARKADIN. Petrusha!

SORIN. Ah?

MADAME ARKADIN. Areyou adeep?

SORIN. Not a bit of it (a pause).

MADAME ARKADIN. You do nothing for your health,
brother, and that's not right.

SORIN. | should like to take something, but the doctor
won't give me anything.

DORN. Take medicine at sixty!

SORIN. Even at sixty one wants to livel

DORN (with vexation). Oh, very well, take valerian drops!

MADAME ARKADIN. |t seems to me it would do him good
to go to some mineral springs.

DORN. Well, he might go. And he might not.

MADAME ARKADIN. What is one to make of that?

DORN. Theie's nothing to make of it. It's quite clear (a
pause).

MEDVEDENKO. Pyotr Nikolayevitch- ought to give up
smoking.

SORIN. Nonsensel

DORN. NO, it's not nonsense. Wine and tobacco destroy
the personality. After a cigar or a glass of vodka, you are
not Pyotr Nikolayevitch any more but Pyotr Nikolayevitch
plus somebody ese; your ego is diffused and you fed towards
yourself as to a third person.

SORIN (laughs). It's all very well for you to argue! You've
lived your life, but what about me? | have served in the De-
partment of Justice for twenty-eight years, but | haven't
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lived yet, Ve ssn and done nothing as a matter of fact,
and very naturally | want to live very much. You'Ve had
enough and you don't care, and S0 you are inclined to be
philosophical, but | want to live, and so | drink sherry at
dinner and smoke digars and so on. That's all it comes to.

DORN. One mug look at life serioudy, but to go in for
aures at Sxty and to regret that one has't enjoyed onesdf
enough in ones youth is frivolous, if you will forgive my say-
‘ing 0.

MASHA (gets up). It mug be lunch-time (walks with a
lazy, lagging step). My leg is gone to deep (goes off).

DORN. Shewill go and have a couple of glasses before lunch.

SORIN. She has no personal happiness, poor thing.

DORN. Nonsense, your Excdlency.

SORIN. YOU argue like a man who has had all he wants.

MADAME ARKADIN. Oh, what can be more boring than this
swed country boredom! Hot, till, no one ever doing any-
thing, everyone airing their theories.... It's nice beng with
you, my friends, charming to lisen to you, but...to gt in
ghotel room somewhere and learn onés part is ever O much

etter.

NINA (enthusiastically). Delightful! | undersand you.

SORIN, Of coursg, it's better in town. You st in your study,
the footman lets no one in unannounced, ther€s a telephone
... In the dregs there are cabs and everything....

DORN (hums). "Tell her, my flowers."

(ENTER SHAMRAEV, and after him POLINA ANDRE-
YEVNA.)

SHAMRAEV. Here they are! Good morning! (kisses M A -
DAME ARKADIN'S hand and then NINA'S). Delighted to se
you in good health. (To MADAME ARKADIN) My wife tells
me that you are proposing to drive into town with her to-day.
Is that 20?

MADAME ARKADIN. Yes, we are thinking of it.

SHAMRAEV. Hm! that's splendid, but how are you going,
honoured lady? They are carting the rye to-day; all the men
are at work. What horsess are you to have, allow me to ak?

MADAME ARKADIN. What horses? How can | tell which?

SORIN. We€ve got carriage horses
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SHAMRAEV {growing excited). Carriage horses! But where
am | to get collars for them? Where am | to get collars?
It's a strange thing! It passes my understanding! Honoured
lady! forgive me, | am full of reverence for your talent. |
would give ten years of my life for you, but I cannot let
you have the horses!

MADAME ARKADIN. But if | have to go! It's aqueer thing!

SHAMRAEV. Honoured lady! you don't know what farm-
ing means.

MADAME ARKADIN (flaring up). That's the old story!
If that's 0, | go back to Moscow to-day. Give orders for
horses to be hired for me at the village, or 1'l1 walk to the
station.

SHAMRAEV (flaring up). In that case | resgn my pos-
tion! You must look for another steward (goes off).

MADAME ARKADIN. It's like this every summer; every sum-
mer | am insulted here! | won't sst my foot in the placé
again (goes off at left where the bathing shed is supposed to
be; a minute later she can be seen entering the house.
TRIG_Ol)RIN follows her, carrying fishing rods and tackle, and
a pail).

SorIN (flaring up). This is insolence! It's beyond every-
thing. | am thoroughly sick of it. Send all the horses here
this minute! '

NINA (t0 POLINA ANDREYEVNA). TO refuse Irina Niko-
layevna, the famous actresss Any wish of hers, any whim
even, is of more conseguence than all your farming. It's posi-
tively incredible!

POLIN'A (in despair). What can | do? Put yourself in my
position: what can | do?

SORIN (t0 NINA). Let us go to my sister. We will all en-
treat her not to go away. Won't we? (Looking in the di-
rection in which SHAMRAEV has gone) Insufferable manl
Despot!

NINA (preventing him from getting up). Sit still, sit still.
We will whedl you in. (She and MEDVEDENKO push the bath-
chair.) Oh, how awful it is!

SORIN. Yes, yes, it's awful. But he won't leave, I'll spesk
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to him directly. (They go out; DORN and POLINA ANDRE
YEVNA are left alone on the stage.)

DORN. People are tiresome. Your husband ought to be
simply kicked out, but it will end in that old woman Pyotr
Nikolayevitch and his siser begging the man's pardon.
You will sed

POLINA. He has sent the carriage horses into the fields too!
And there are misunderstandings like this every day. If you
only knew how it upsets me! It makes me ill; see how | am
trembling.... | can't endure his rudeness. (In an imploring
voice) Yevgeny, dearest, light of my eyes, my darling, let
me come to you.... Our time is passing, we are no longer
young, and if only we could lay aside concealment and lying
for the end of our lives, anyway ... (a pause).

DORN. | am fifty-five; it's too late to change my life.

POLINA. | know you refuse me because there are other
women too who are as near to you. You can't take them all
to live with you. | understand. Forgive me, you are tired
of me.

(NINA appears near the house; she is picking flowers.)

DofcN. No, it's all right.

POLINA. | am wretched from jealousy. Of course you are
a doctor, you can't*avoid women. | understand.

DORN (to NINA, who comes up to them). How are things
going?

NINA. Irina Nikolayevna is crying and Pyotr Nikolaye-
vitch has an attack of asthma.

DORN (gets up).i'd better go and give them both valerian
drops.

NINA (gives him the flowers). Please take these.

DORN. Merci bien (goes towards the house).

POLINA (going with him). What charming flowers! (Near
the house, in a smothered voice) Give me those flowers! Give
me those flowers! (On receiving them tears the flowers to
pieces and throws them away; both go into the house.)

NINA (alone). How strange it is to see a famous actress
cry, and about such a trivial thing! And isn't it strange?
A famous author, adored by the public, written about in all
the papers, his photographs for sale, his works translated
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into foreign languages—and he spends the whole day fishing
and is delighted that he has raught two gudgeon. | thought
famous people were proud, unapproachable, that they de-
spised the crowd, and by their fame and the glory of their
name, as it were, revenged themselves on the vulgar herd
for putting rank and wealth above everything. But here they
cry and fish, play cards, laugh and get cross like everyone
elsel

TREPLEV (comes in without a hat on, with a gun and a
dead sea-gull). Are you aone here?

NINA. Yes

(TREPLEV lays the sea-gull at her feet.)

NINA. What does that mean?

TREPLEV. | was so mean as to kill this bird to-day. | lay
it at your feet.

NINA. What is the matter with you? (Picks up the bird
and looks at it.)

TREPLEV (after a pause). Soon | shall kill myself in the
same way.

NINA. YOU have so changed, | hardly know you.

TREPLEV. Yes, ever since the day when | hardly knew
you. You have changed to me, your eyes are cold, you feel
me in the way.

NINA. You have become irritable of late, you express
yourself so incomprehensibly, as it were in symbols. This
bird is a symbol too, | suppose, but forgive me, | don't un-
derstand it (lays the sea-gull on the seat). | am too simple
to understand you.

TREPLEV. This began from that evening when my play
came to grief so stupidly. Women never forgive failure. |
have burnt it all; every scrap of it. If only you knew hoW
miserable | am! Your growing cold to me is awful, incredible,
as though | had woken up and found this lake had suddenly
dried up or sunk into the earth. Y ou have just said that you
are too simple to understand me. Oh, what is there to under-
stand? My play was not liked, you despise my inspiration,
you already consider me commonplace |nS|gn|f|cant like so
many others... (stamping). How well | understand it all,
how'| understand it! | feel as though | had a nail in my
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brain, damnation take it together with my vanity which is
sucking away my life, sucking it like a snake... (sees
TRIGORIN, who comes in reading a book). Here comes the
rea genius, walking like Hamlet and with a book too.
(Mimics) "Words, words, words." ... The sun has scarcely
reeched you and you are smiling aready, your eyes are
melting in itsrays. | won't be in your way (goes off quickly).

TRIGORIN (making notes in his book). Takes snuff and
drinks vodka. Always in black. The schoolmaster is in love
with her....

NINA. Good morning, Boris Alexeyevitch!

TRIGORIN. Good morning. Circumstances have turned out
s0 unexpectedly that it ssems we are setting off to-day. We
are hardly likely to meet again. | am sorry. | don't often
have the chance of meeting young girls, youthful and charm-
ing; | have forgotten how one feds at eighteen or nineteen
and can't picture it to mysdf, and so the young girls in
my stories and novels are usually fase. | should like to be in
your shoes just for one hour to find out how you think, and
atogether what sort of person you are.

NINA. And | should like to be in your shoes

TRIGORIN. What for?

NINA. TO know what it feds like to be a famous, gifted
author. What does it fed like to be famous? How does it
affect you, being famous?

TRIGORIN. How? Nohow, | believe. | have never thought
about it. (After a moment's thought) It's one of two things:
either you exaggerate my fame, or it never is fell at all.

NINA. But if you read about yourself in the newspapers?

TRIGORIN. When they praise me | am pleased, and when
they abuse me | fed out of humour for a day or two.

NINA. What a wonderful world! If onIY you knew how |
envy you! How different peoples lots in life are! Some can
scarcely get through their dull, obscure existence, they are
all just like one another, they are all unhappy; while others
—you, for instance—you are one out of a million, have an
interesting life full of brightness and significance. You are

happy . o
TRIGORIN. 1?7 (shrugging his shoulders) Hm___ Youtalk
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of fame and happiness, of bright interesting life, but to me
all those fine words, if you will forgive my saying so, are just
like a sweetmeat which | never taste. You are very young
and very good-natured.

NINA. Your life is splendid!

TRIGORIN. What is there particularly nice in it? {Looks
at his watch) | must go and write directly. Excuse me, |
mustn't stay ... {laughs). Y ou have stepped on my favourite
corn, as the saying is, and here | am beginning to get excited
and a little cross. Let us talk though. We will talk about my
splendid bright life_ Well, where shall we begin? {After
thinking a little) There are such things as fixed ideas, when
aman thinks days and night, for instance, of nothing but the
moon. And | have just such a moon. | am haunted day and
night by one persistent thought: | ought to be writing, I
ought to be writing, | ought... | have scarcely finished one
novel when, for some reason, | must begin writing another,
then a third, after the third a fourth. | write incessantly,
post haste, and | can't write in any other way. What is there
splendid and bright in that, | ask you? Oh, it's an absurd
life! Here | am with you; | am excited, yet every moment |
remember that my unfinished novel is waiting for me. Here
| see a cloud that looks like a grand piano. | think that |
must put into a story somewhere that a cloud sailed by that
looked like a grand piano. There is a scent of heliotrope. |
hurriedly make a note: a sickly smell, a widow's flower, to
be mentioned in the description of a summer evening. | catch
up myself and you at every sentence, every word, and make
haste to put those sentences and words away into my liter-
ary treasure-house—it may come in usefull When | finish
work | race off to the theatre or to fishing; if only 1 could
rest in that and forget myself. But no, there's a new subject
rolling about in my head like a heavy iron cannon ball, and
| am drawn to my writing table and must make haste again
togoonwritingandwriting. Andit'salwayslikethat, always.
And | have no rest from myself, and | feel that | am eating
up my own life, and that for the sake of the honey | give to
someone in space | am stripping the pollen from my best
flowers, tearing up the flowers themselves and trampling an
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their roots. Don't you think | am mad? Do my friends and
acquaintances treat me as though | were sane? "What are
you writing? What are you giving us?" It's the same thing
again and again, and it ssems to me as though my friends
notige, their praises, their enthusiasm—that it's all a sham,
that they are deceiving me as an invalid and | am somehow
afraid that they will steal up to me from behind, snatch me
and carry me off and put me in a mad-house. And in those
years, the best years of my youth, when | was beginning, my
writing was unmixed torture. A small writer, particularly
when he is not successful, seems to himself clumsy, awkward,
unnecessary; his nerves are strained and overwrought. He
can't resst hanging about people connected with literature
and art, unrecognised and unnoticed by anyone, afraid to
look anyone boldly in the face, like a passonate gambler
without any money. | hadn't seen my reader, but for some
reason | always imagined him hostile, and mistrustful. | was
afraid of the public, it alarmed me, and when | had to pro-
duce my first play it always seemed to me that all the dark
people felt hostile and all the fair ones were coldly indiffer-
ent. Oh, how awful it wasl What agony it was!

NINA. But surely inspiration and the very process of crea-
tion give you moments of exalted happiness?

TRIGORIN. Yes. While | am writing | enjoy it. And | like
reading my proofs, but...as soon as it is published | can't
endure it, and | see that it is all wrong, a mistake, that it
ought not to have been written at all, and | fee vexed and
sick about it... (laughing). And the public reads it and
says. "Yes, charming, clever. Charming, but very inferior
to Tolstoy," or, "It's a fine thing, but Turgenev's*Fathers
and Children' isfiner." And it will be the same to my dying
day, only charming and clever, charming and clever—and
nothing more. And when | die my friends, passng by my
tomb, will say, "Here lies Trigorin. He was a good writer,
but inferior to Turgenev."

NINA. Forgive me, but | refuse to understand you You
are simply spoiled by success

TRIGORIN. What success? | have never liked myself; |
disiike my own work. Theworst of it isthat | am in a sort
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of delirium, and often don't understand what | am writing.
| love this water here, the trees, the sky. | feel nature, it
arouses in me a passionate, irresistible desire to write. But |
am not simply a landscape painter; | am aso a citizen. |
love my native country, my people; | feel that if | am a
writer 1 am in duty bound to write of the people, of their
sufferings, of their future, to talk about science and the rights
of man and so on, and so on, and | write about everything.
| am hurried and flustered, and on all sides they whip me
up and are angry with me; | dash about from side to side
like a fox beset by hounds. | see life and culture continually
getting farther and farther away while | fall farther and far-
ther behind like a peasant too late for the train; and what
it comes to is that | feel | can only describe scenes and in
everything else | am false to the marrow of my bones.

NINA. YOU are overworked and have not the leisure nor
the desire to appreciate your own significance. You may be
dissatisfied with yourself, but for others you are great and
splendid! If | were a writer like you, | should give up my
whole life to the common herd, but | should know that there
could be no greater happiness for them than to rise to my
level, and they would harness themselves to my chariot.

TRIGORIN. My chariot, what nextt Am | an Agamemnon,
or what? {Both smile)

NINA. For such happiness as being a writer or an artist
| would be ready to endure poverty, disappointment, the dis-
like of those around me; | would live in a garret and eat
nothing but rye bread, | would suffer from being dissatisfied
with myself, from recognising my own imperfections, but |
should ask in return for fame .. . real, resounding fame....
(covers her face with her hands). It makes me dizzy....
Ough!

(The voice of MADAME ARKADIN from the house)

MADAME ARKADIN. Boris Alexeyevitch!

TRIGORIN. They are calling for me. | suppose it's to pack.
But | don't want to leave here. (Looks round at the lake.)
Just look how glorious it is! It's splendid!

NINA. DO you se the house and garden on the other side
of the lake?
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TRIGORIN. Yes.

NINA. That house was my dear mother's. | was bora there.
| have spent all my life besde this lake and | know every
little idet on it.

TRIGORIN. It's very delightful here! {Seeing the sea-gull)
And what's this?

NINA. A sea-gull. Konstantin Gavrilitch shot it.

TRIGORIN. A beautiful bird. Really, | don't want to go
away. Try and persuade Irina Nikolayevna to stay {makes
a note in his book).

NINA. What are you writing?

TRIGORIN. Oh, | am only making a note. A subject struck
me {putting away the note-book). A subject for a short
story: ayoung girl, such as you, has lived all her life beside
a lake; she loves the lake like a sea-gull, and is as free and
happy as a sea-gull. But a man comes by chance, ss her,
and having nothing better to do, destroys her like that sea-
gull here {a pause).

(MADAME ARKADIN appears at the window.)
MADAME ARKADIN. Boris Alexeyevitch, where are you?
TRIGORIN. | am coming {goes and looks back at NINA. TO

MADAME ARKADIN at the window) What is it?

MADAME ARKADIN. We are staying.

(TRIGORIN goes into the house.)

NINA {advances to the footlights, after a few moments’

meditation) It's a dream!

CURTAIN.



ACT HI

The dining-room in soRIN'S house. Doors on right and on
left. A sideboard. A medicine cupboard. A table in the
middle of the room. A portmanteau and hat-boxes; signs
of preparation for departure. TRIGORIN is having lunch;
MASHA stands by the table.

"MASHA. | tell all this to you as a writer. You may make
use of it. I am telling you the truth: if he had hurt himself
serioudly | would not have gone on living ancther minute. But
I have pluck enough all the same. | just made up my mind
that | would tear this love out of my heart, tear it out by
the roots.

TRIGORIN."HOw are you going to do that?

MASHA. | am going to be married. To Medvedenko.

TRIGORIN. That's the schoolmaster? )

MASHA. Yes.

TRIGORIN. | don't understand what's the abject of it.

MASHA. TO love without hope, to spend whole years wait-
ing for something.. .. But when | marry, there will be no
time left for love, new cares will smother all the old feelings.
And, anyway, it will be a change, you know. Shall we have
another?

TRIGORIN. Won't that be too much?

MASHA. Oh, cornd (fills two glasses). Don't look at me
like that! Women drink much oftener than you imagine.
Only a small proportion drink openly as | do, the majority
drink in secret. Yes. And it'salwaysvodkaor brandy. (Clinks
glasses) My best wishes! You are a good-hearted man; | am
sorry to be parting from you. (They drink.)

TRIGORIN. | don't want to go myself.

MASHA. You should beg her to stay.

31
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TRIGORIN. NO, she won't stay now. Her son is behaving
very tactlessy. First, he shoots himself, and now they say
he is going to challenge me to a duel. And whatever for?
He sulks, and snorts, and preaches new forms of art____
But there isroom for all—new and old—why quarrel about
it?

MASHA. Well, there's jealousy too. But it is nothing to do
with me.

(A pause. YAkov crosses from right to left with a port-
manteau, NINA enters and stands by the window.)

MASHA. My schoolmaster is not very brilliant, but he isa
good-natured man, and poor, and he is very much in love
with me. 1 am sorry for him. And | am sorry for his old
mother. Well, let me wish you all happiness. Don't remember
evil against me (shakes hands with him warmly). | am very
grateful for your friendly interest. Send me your books and
be sure to put in an inscription. Only don't write, 'To my
honoured friend/' but write simply, " To Marya who beongs
nowhere and has no object in life." Good-byel (Goes out.)

NINA (stretching out her arm towards TRIGORIN, with her
fist clenched). Odd or even?

TRIGORIN. Even.

NINA (with a sigh). Wrong. | had only one pea in my
hand. | was trying my fortune whether to go on the stage or
not. | wish someone would advise me.

TRIGORIN. It's impossible to advise in such a matter (-a
pause).

NINA. We are parting and . .. perhaps we shall never meet
again. Won't you please take this little medallion as a parting
gift? | had your initials engraved on one side of it...and
on the other the title of your book, “Days and Nights."

TRIGORIN. HOW exquisite!l (kisses the medallion). A
charming present!

NINA. Think of me sometimes.

TRIGORIN. | shall think of you. | shall think of you as
you were on that sunny day—do you remember?—a week
ago, when you were wearing a light dress... we were talking

.. there was a white sea-gull lying on the seat.

NINA (pensively). Yes, a sea-gull... (a pause). We can't
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talk any more, there's someone coming..., Let me have two
néifnutes before you go, | entreat you... (goes out on the
1).

(At the same instant MADAME ARKADIN, SoRIN in a dress
coat with a star of some order on it, then YAKOV,
occupied with the luggage, enter on the right)

MADAME ARKADIN. Stay at home, old man. With your
rheumatism you ought not to go gadding about (To TRI -
GORIN) Who was that went out? Nina?

TRIGOKIN.  Yes.

MADAME ARKADIN. Pardon, we interrupted you (sits
down). | believe | have packed everything. 1 am worn out.

TRIGORIN (reads on the medallion). " 'Days and Nights/
page 121, lines 11 and 12."

YAKOV (clearing the table). Am | to pack your flshmg
things too, sir?

TRIGORIN. Yes, | shall want them again. You can