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senny Lim (1989)

gse plays, along with additional
are available in the companion
fe Themes: An Anthology of Plays

ourselves May parely resemble
settie. But even if none of them
come trug, | us out of bed and into the world,

W i peare calls “the slings and arrows
of outragped each day. 1f we did not believe
things cu | {and dream that they will get waY,
way be el s could (and do) sink into stagnancy
and desa in both of these plays. people are stuck
somep\ dithey do n t want to be, doing jobs they do
not wa i do, and telerating people they do not want to
see, bul ing on to the possibility that if they try harder,
they wi ke thems! hj/es of these deadly circumstances.
Sisters, [the dream is to leave @ dead-end

ights of the big city, where magic and
opportynif its. In Bitter Cane. it is to make money in
a farawajfffountry @ d return home secure. If the nature
of dra LAl conflict, [watching these characters take
their d c | s and bymp them up against their realities is
the st i Lk theatre+ ccasionally inspiring, more often
heartdrdfiking, and jways compelling.

isters (1901)

é small town in Russia. around the turn

fy, brother and sisters:

ale heir} in charge of the family property
Iiest, unmarried, teaching
till open 10 possibility
ster, caught in 8 |oveless marriage
ont, faithful old family servants

FIGURED5.1 The realistic style of Chekhov's The Three Sisters
asks only that the audience accept the fourth-wal

doesn't venture into more unconventional territory.

Natasha, Andrey's girlfriend, later his wife
Kulygin, Masha's nusband and teacher at the same

school as Olga

Army officers stationed at the Jocal outpost:

Baron Tusenbach
Tchebutykin
Solyony

Fedotik

Roday

Vershinin
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Y opens on Irina’s
i actly a yg

|| e family p
ili‘ alterg A

can't. Anirey has taste,

Wt he is in Ove. He marrieg Na
ofa tyrant, ta

b on a fia grant affair with an,
il old servy)
i. ild, cong antly claiming h

HA: Bobik unders
illerning daar!

[\

in a skillet ang eaten him.

S are livin

tasha, ang g

king over the
other
into the cold, a

e mine, | woy

Dreams

he gradually
house,

nd, upon the birth
€ is a prodigy:

d have fried

MASHA: The Military gre in this town, at any rate,
the People who are most decent, educated, and

honoraple, -+ . But most of the People in this town
are crude and yn

OLGA: on dear
livel Th

has joineq them,

MASHA. llying down] Are You aslegp, Fyodor?
KULYGIN: Huh?

MASHA: You Ought to go home,

KULYGIN: Dear Masha, SWeet Masha.
IRINA: She’s tireq. Let her fest, Fedya,
KULYGIN: I'm going, I'm going. My Magnificent wife, |
. MYy one and only.




Iil ey! But the house doesn't belong just to him,

b it to all four of us! How could he?

KULYHEN; Well| he owes a lot of money.

MAS “ A: But it's outrageous. [She lies back down.]

KUL IN:You and | aren't poor.

MAS | A No, | dpn't need anything. It's the injustice

t il makes e furious. [pause] Go home, Fyodor!

KUt HIN: [kissing her] You're tired, rest a bit. I'll sit

i} wait for you at home. Sleep . . . [gning] I'm

8

NA | Our Andrgy has grown petty and small. He's

orfiftl up and bed since he married that woman!

Hdllltas no spark. He's stopped preparing to

befiiome a prafessor altogether. Yesterday he

| actually bragging about being on the county
‘I | cil, which is run by Protopopoff. The whole

olit's talking and laughing and he's the only

n l ho know: nothing and sees nothing. And

oli¥] even du ing the fire, he just sits in his room
nflliplays the Miolin. [nervously] It's a nightmare.

} ’ g/ | just _én’t bear any more! | can't! [sobbing
] | can't |, .

ent, | am content, | am content. [He goes

[OLGA lefitérs]

OLGAYf#/armed] What is the matter, what is it, my
derfing? |
IRIN i !- obbing] ;here‘s it all gone? Where is it?
0‘ : I: y God, y God! I've forgotten everything.
I'¥e rgotten. t's muddled in my head. | don't
! ber what the Italian word for window is, or
iling the I'm forgetting it all, life's slipping
G |= nd we will never go to Moscow. | realize that
e’'ll never go.
A: Hl my swaet love . . . .
IRIN, “ i strain/'n Igerse/f] Now | know misery. |
thpdlint that answer was work, but I'm sick of it!
Fi s it blegraph Pperator, now council secretary, and
| dejtise everything they give me to do. My brain's
driefltip. I'm gdtting thin, ugly, and old, and there’s
ng sfaction pf any kind. Life no longer has any
sandl of possiRility. Why haven't | killed myself? |
cgn'fliinderstand why . . .

OLG

p: jbbn't cry, my little girl, don't cry.

IRINA: “ not crying. I'm not. I'm sick of it. All that
is|o i ;

OLGA| ll y angel, |'m talking to you as a sister and

\
\
\
\
\
fre i, if you want my advice, marry the Baron!
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[IRINA weeps silently.] You respect and value him.
He's not good looking, but he's decent. | myself
would marry without love. I'd marry anyone who
proposed if he was an honorable man. I'd even
marry an old man. | would.

IRINA: | kept believing I'd meet the real one in Moscow.
But it's no more than a silly dream . . .

OLGA: [embracing her sister] My dear, beautiful sister.
l'understand it all. When the Baron left the military
and came to see us in civilian clothes, he seemed to
me so homely that | actually cried. He asked, “Why
are you crying?” How could | tell him! But if God
grants that he marry you, I'll be so happy.

INATASHA crosses the stage from the right door to the

left, without speaking, a candle in her hand.]

MASHA: [sitting up] She walks about as if she was the
one who started the fire.

OLGA: Masha, you old silly! You are the silliest one in
our silly family. fa pause]

MASHA: | need to confess, my precious sisters. I'll die
if | don't say it. fquietly] And you know it before |
speak it. [a pause] | love . . . that man . . . Vershinin.

OLGA: [going behind her screen] Stop it. | won't listen.

MASHA: What can | do? First | thought he was
strange, then'| felt sorry for him. Then | began to
love him . . . to'love his voice, his words, his little
girls, even his misfortunes.

OLGA: [behind the screen] I'm not listening!

MASHA: Oh, Olga, you're the silly one. I'm in love—
that's my fate. And he loves me. Is it wrong?
[taking IRINA by the hand and drawing her nearer]
You read novels and think you understand all
about love, but whenyou fall in'love yourself, you
begin to see that you know nothing. My loves, my
sisters. I've confessed to you, now I'll be silent.

I will.

IRINA: What a night! [a pause] Olga! [OLGA Jooks out
from behind the screen.] Did you hear? They're
taking the brigade away from us.

OLGA: That's only a rumor.

IRINA: We'll be all alone . . . Olgal!

OLGA: Yes?

IRINA: | respect the Baron, | value him, I'll marry him,
all right? Only let's go to Moscow! | beg you, let’s
go! There's nothing in the world like Moscow! Let's
go. Olga! Please! Let's go!

[CURTAIN]




