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The Cherry Orchard

by Anton Chekhov (Act Ill - Ann Dunnigan translation)

Madame Ranevskaya:

Why isn’t Leonid here? If only | knew whether the estate had been
sold or not! The disaster seems to me so incredible that | don’t even
know what to think, I’'m lost... | could scream this very instant ... |
could do something foolish. Save me Petya. Talk to me, say
something... You can see where there is truth and where there isn’t,
but | seem to have lost my sight, | see nothing. You boldly settle all
the important problems, but tell me, my dear boy, isn’t it because you
are young and have not yet had to suffer for a single one of your
problems? You boldly look ahead, but isn’t it because you neither see
nor expect anything dreadful, since life is still hidden from your young
eyes? You’re bolder, more honest, deeper than we are, but think
about it, be just a little bit magnanimous, and spare me. (Alternate
start for a shorter version) You see, | was born here, my mother and
father lived here, and my grandfather. | love this house, without the
cherry orchard my life has no meaning for me, and if it must be sold,
then sell me with the orchard... And my son was drowned here...
Have pity on me, you good, kind man. My heart is heavy today, you
can’t imagine. It’s so noisy here, my soul quivers at every sound, |
tremble all over, and yet | can’t go to my room. When | am alone the
silence frightens me. Don’t condemn me, Petya... | love you as if you
were my own. | would gladly let you marry Anya, | swear it, only you
must study, my dear, you must get your degree. You do nothing, fate
simply tosses you from place to place — it’s so strange... Isn’t that
true? Isn’t it? And you must do something about your beard, to make
it grow somehow... You’re so funny!



