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THE CHERRY ORCHARD by Anton Chekhov 
 
TROFIMOV 
 

All Russia is our orchard. The earth is broad and beautiful. There are many marvelous places. 
Think for a moment, Anya: your grandfather, your great-grandfather – all your forebears – they 
were the 
masters of serfs. They owned living souls. Can’t you see human faces, looking out at you from 
behind every 
tree-trunk in the orchard – from every leaf and every cherry? Can’t you hear their voices? The 
possession of 
living souls – it’s changed something deep in all of you, hasn’t it. So that your mother and you and 
your 
uncle don’t even notice you’re living on credit, at the expense of others – at the expense of people 
you don’t 
allow past the front hall… We’re two hundred years behind the times at least. We still have nothing 
– no 
properly defined attitude to the past. We just philosophise away, and complain about our boredom 
or drink 
vodka. But it’s only too clear that to start living in the present we have to redeem our past – we 
have to break 
with it. And it can be redeemed only by suffering, only by the most unheard-of, unceasing labour. 
You must 
understand that, Anya. 
Throw the keys down the well, and go. Be free as the wind. 
Have faith in me, Anya! Have faith in me! I’m not thirty yet – I’m young – I’m still a student – but 
I’ve borne so 
much already! Every winter I’m hungry, sick and fearful, as poor as a beggar. And the places I’ve 
been to! 
The places where fate has driven me! And all the time, at every minute of the day and night, my 
soul has 
been filled with premonitions I can’t explain or describe. I have a premonition of happiness, Anya. I 
can just 
see it now 

 


