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Cast of Characters
 
Arkadina (Dina) — Irina Arkadina—a famous stage actress, 45, beautiful, clever.
Trigorin — Borin Trigorin—her lover, 40, a famous writer, brilliant, impractical.
Sorin — Pjotr Nikolayevich Sorin—her brother, 60, a respected Wall Street financier, retired.
Constantine — Konstantin Gavrilovich Treplev—her son, 25, an aspiring playwright, a dreamer.
Nina — Constantine’s love, an aspiring actress, neighbor girl, 20, scattered, flakey, but kind and hopeful
Shamraev — Sorin’s estate manager. A “townie”—respected, but disapproving of the “artist” lifestyle.
Polina — Poline Andreyevna Shamrayeva—his wife. Townie girl, had ambitions, settled for life. Loves Dorn.
Masha — their daughter. Smart, biting, resigned. Would love for Constantine to notice her—doesn’t expect it to ever happen.
Medvedenko — local townie schoolteacher, loves Masha, Supports his family, a good, yet boring, man.
Dr. Dorn — Yevgeny Sergeyevich Dorn—local doctor, friend of the family. 55. Educated, well traveled, flirts with the women (has an affair with Polina)—can’t be tied down.
Yakov — works on the estate—neighborhood guy… not the brightest.
 
 
Setting
An Estate in Upstate New York
 
ACT I
(MASHA is sitting and reading in the fading light. MEDVEDENKO is trying to get her attention)
MEDVEDENKO
Why do you always wear black?
MASHA
I am in mourning for my life. 
MEDVEDENKO
For what reason? (Thoughtful) I don’t understand… You are healthy, your family, though not wealthy, has means. I have it much harder than you. I get only twenty-two cents an hour… and they also subtract for taxes, and I am not in mourning.
MASHA
Money is not the issue. Even a beggar can be happy.
MEDVEDENKO
That’s the theory, but the practice is more like this. I, my mother, and my two sisters and my brother, we live on my salary, and my salary is only twenty-two cents an hour, which ends up being about three hundred dollars each year. Don’t I need to eat and drink? Don’t I need tea with sugar? Don’t I need tobacco? Yes. So I keep hustling. Mourning—I have no time for mourning.
MASHA
The play will start soon.
MEDVEDENKO
Yes. The Play. The play that was written by Constantine, and Nina will act in it. And they are in love with each other, and today their souls will merge in the urge to create the same artistic vision. Isn’t that beautiful? (Pause) But my soul and your soul do not meet or merge at any point. I love you, I cannot sit at home and avoid my yearning. Every day I walk six miles here and six miles back, I come to my job and I am happy to see you, but I meet with only indifference from you. This is understandable. I am without means, I only make twenty-two cents an hour; I have a large family to support… Who would want to marry me?
MASHA
Nonsense. Your love... touches me, I know it’s there. But I cannot respond because… I really don’t care. It’s as simple as that. (Offers cigarette) Smoke? 
MEDVEDENKO
No. Thank you.
MASHA
You keep talking about money, money and wages and money and obligations. According to you, there is nothing worse than poverty, than not having money, but I think it is a thousand times easier to have no money, to walk around in rags and beg than to be without… Nevermind. There’s no way you’ll understand.
(Enter SORIN and CONSTANTINE)
SORIN
I never have nor never will feel like myself in the country—and I will never get used to it. Last night I went to sleep at ten, and this morning I woke up at nine with such a feeling that from a long sleep my brain stuck to my skull and all that. And after dinner, I fell asleep again by accident and now I am just all undone and feel, finally, like a nightmare…
CONSTANTINE
True, you need to live in the city. Excuse me, excuse me. Look. You will be called when it is time to start, but now you should not be here. Go away… please.
SORIN
Masha, dear girl, be so kind, ask your father to untie the dog. She barks all night. My sister could not sleep again—and one does not want to be with my sister when she has not slept. 
MASHA
You need to talk to him, I’m not going to. Please excuse me. (Exits)
MEDVEDENKO
Send someone to tell us when it’s going to start. (Follows MASHA out)
SORIN
So, again, the dog will bark all night. Here is the situation, I have never enjoyed living in the country the way I expected to. It used to be, I took a vacation from Wall Street for a few weeks and came here to relax, to get away from my life. But now I am attacked with all sorts of nonsense that I want to get out of here the moment I arrive—now my escape from my life is my life. I had always left this place with memories of pleasure, relaxed and happy… But, now I am retired, and I have no choice, I am here… Finally… Permanently. I suppose whether you want to or no, you have to live somewhere…
(Enter YAKOV in a bathing suit)
YAKOV
I’m going swimming, Constantine.
CONSTANTINE
Fine, but places in ten minutes. It’s starting soon.
YAKOV
Understood. (Exits)
CONSTANTINE
So this is our theater. This would be the “curtain,” then foreground, then background, and then empty space. No set. The view opens right to the lake and to the horizon. The curtain goes up at eight-thirty sharp, when the moon rises.
SORIN
Wonderful.
CONSTANTINE
If Nina is late, then of course the whole effect will be lost. Fuck. She should already be here. Fuck. Her father and stepmother are guarding her and it is as hard for her to escape that prison of a house.
SORIN
Why is ‘Dina in a foul mood?
CONSTANTINE
Why? She is bored. She is anxious. She is jealous. She was against me, and against the performance, and against my play, because she does not have the part but Nina does. She hasn’t even read the script, but already hates it.
SORIN
You are making this up…
CONSTANTINE
She is already annoyed, that Nina, and not she, will have attention on this tiny stage. Psychological curiosity, my mother. Undeniably talented, beautiful, smart, she’s capable of crying over a book, she memorizes entire poems by Wordsworth, Pushkin, Baudelaire, she takes care of the sick like an angel of mercy. But, holy shit, try to praise another actress in front of her! When it comes to my mother, you can praise only her, write about only her, scream, rage, obsess, adore only her and her incomparable acting, but since there is nothing to give her the same fix here in the country, she is bored and angry, all of us are her enemies, and all of us are blamed. 
SORIN
You are deciding that your mother doesn’t like your play, and are already worried, that’s all. Calm down, your mother adores you.
CONSTANTINE
(Picking a flower from a planter, he starts pulling off petals) Loves me—doesn’t love me, loves me—doesn’t love me, loves me—doesn’t love me. See, my mother doesn’t love me. Of course! My mother wants to live, to love, to wear sexy clothes, but I am already twenty-five, and I constantly remind her that she is no longer young. When I am not around, she is only thirty-two, but when I am there, she is 45, and she hates me for it. She also knows that I despise her “theater.” She loves her theater, she thinks that she serves mankind and the sacred art, but in my opinion, modern theater is a basic superstition. When the curtain rises, with the evening light, in the room with three walls, these great talents and oracles of the sacred art show how people eat, drink, love, walk, wear their skins; when from the vulgar acts and phrases they try to pull a moral—a moral that is small, acceptable, useful at home; when from a thousand variations they keep presenting me with the same, then I run and run, as Maupassant ran from the Eiffel Tower, which crushed his brain with its vulgarity.
SORIN
We can’t live without art. Without entertainment. Without theater.
CONSTANTINE
We need new forms of connection! New forms of storytelling! New forms are needed, and if we do not have them, for fuck’s sake, we are better off without anything. I love my mother, I love her very much; but she leads a ridiculous life. She runs around with this director, that producer, this writer, her name is constantly bandied about in the newspapers, and it exhausts me. Sometimes I just feel the egotism of a mere mortal. I feel sorry for myself that my mother is a famous actress, and I feel that I would be happier if she were ordinary. Uncle Sorin, what could be more desperate and more stupid? Sometimes all her guests are all famous artists and writers, designers and thinkers, and only I among them—I am a nothing, and they tolerate me only because I am her son. But who am I? What am I? I dropped out after three years of college because—well, I tell people—circumstances beyond my control—but it was simply that I have no talent. While my father may have been a well-known actor, I am just me. So, when in her presence all these artists and writers and creators deign to pay attention to me, I felt that they are merely measuring my nothingness—I guessed their thoughts and suffered from the insult…
SORIN
By the way, tell me, what kind of man is this writer-fellow of hers? I can’t figure him out. He is always so quiet.
CONSTANTINE
He is smart, down to earth, but a little, you know, melancholy. He is… decent. He’s around forty, but is already famous and respected. His writing? Well… what can I say? Charming, talented… but… after Kipling, Crane, or Henry James, you will not want to read Trigorin.
SORIN
I love literary folk. My dear boy, once upon a time, there was a time when I passionately wanted two things. One, to get married, and two, to be a literary person. I managed neither one. Yes. I think at the end of the day, it would be pleasant even to be a small literary person.
CONSTANTINE
The air changes, I hear her steps… I cannot live without her… Even the sound of her steps is wonderful… I am insanely happy. My enchantress, my dream…
(NINA enters, running)
NINA
I am not late… Please tell me I am not late…
CONSTANTINE
No, no, no…
NINA
I worried all day, I was so frightened! I was afraid that my father will not let me come… But he just left with my stepmother. The sky is red, the moon is already rising, and I urged my legs to go faster! But I’m here. And now I am alive!
SORIN
You have tears in your eyes… Hey, that’s not good!
NINA
That’s just... See, I can hardly breathe. Constantine, in half an hour I have to leave, we must hurry. I cannot, I cannot, for God’s sake, I cannot be late! My father doesn’t know I am here.
CONSTANTINE
Ok—ok—that’s fine, we need to start. I’ll go call everyone in.
SORIN
I will go get them. This very instant. (Singing) Frere Jacques, Frere Jacques, dormez vous? Dormez vous? Do you know, I started singing like this one time, and a lowly assistant manager told me, “You, sir, have a rather strong voice.” Then he thought about it and added, “But an unpleasant one.” (Exits)
NINA
My father and my stepmother would not let me come here. This place, they say, is full of liberals. They say that there is bohemian life here, that there are no morals, and they are afraid that I will get into acting. But I feel a pull, like a seagull to a lake. My heart is full of you.
CONSTANTINE
We are alone.
NINA
I think someone is there…
CONSTANTINE
There is no one.
NINA
Why is it so dark?
CONSTANTINE
It’s evening already, everything is getting darker. Don’t leave early, I beg you.
NINA
I cannot.
CONSTANTINE
What if I come to you, Nina? I will stand in your garden all night long and throw pebbles at your window.
NINA
You cannot, security will notice you. And the dogs aren’t used to you and will bark.
CONSTANTINE
I love you.
NINA
Shhh…
(YAKOV enters, damp, heading towards the house)
CONSTANTINE
Is that you, Yakov?
YAKOV
That’s right.
CONSTANTINE
(Looking at his watch) Shit. Places. It’s time. Wait—is the moon rising?
YAKOV
Isn’t it?
CONSTANTINE
Is there alcohol? Did you set up the sulphur? When the red eyes appear, it must smell of sulphur. Go, everything is ready. Are you nervous?
NINA
Yes! Your mother—she is fine, I know her—I am not afraid of her, but you have Trigorin…. I am terrified to act in
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