
CHARACTERS 

ELENA IvANOVNA POPOVA, a Ja,,downiJJg little widow with. dimp/11 ott h~ 
chttkt ' 

GRJOOMV 51'EPANOVM'Cn S:.tlJtNov, a m;ddle-agttd lattdownu 
LoK..A, Popoua's agtd jootma11 

I 

A drawing-room in PorovA's ltoust. 

Popov• iJ in det/> mourning and has her eyes fixed on "pltotograplt, Lvu 
is hara11guing h11. 

LvKA. It isn't right, madam. , , , You're just destroying )'Ourself. The 
maid and the cook have gone off fruit picking, every living being b rejoicing, 
even the cat undentand• how to enjoy herself and walk> about in the yard, 
catching rnidse.s; only )'0\l sit in this room all day, as if this was a convent, and 
don't take any plea•ure. Yes, really! I reckon it's a whole year that you haven't 
left the house! 

PoPOVA. I shall never go out. , , , Why should I? My life is already at an 
end. He is in his grave, and I have buried myself between lour walls. , , • 
We are both dead. 

LcKA. Well, there you arel Nicolai Mihailovitch iJ dead, well, it's the will 
or God, and may his soul rest in peace. . . . You've mourned him-and quite 
right. But you can't go on weeping and wearing mourning for ever. My old 
woman died too. when her time came. \Veil? I grieved over her, I wept for a 
month, and that's enough for her, but if I've got to weep for a whole 
age, well, the old woman isn' t worth it. [Sighr] You've forgotten all your 
neighbours. You don't go anyv .. •here. and you see nobody. ·we live, .so to spe.,k, 
like spiders, and never see the light. The mice have eaten my livery. It isn't as 
if there were no good people around, for the district's full of them. There's a 
regiment quartered at Riblov, and the officers arc such beauties-you can 
never gaze your fill at them. And, every Friday, there's a ball nt the camp, 
and every day the soldier's band pia)''· , . . Eh, my lady! You're young and 
beautiful, with roses in your cheek-if you only took a little pleasure. Beauty 
won't last long, you know. In ten yea"' time you'll want to be a pea·hen your· 
self among the officers, but they "'On't look at yoo, it will be too late, 

PorovA. (Willi dmrminolio•J I must ask you never to talk to me about it! 
You know that when Nicolai Mihailovitch died, life lost all iu meaning for 
me. I vowed DC\"Ct to the end of my days to cease to wear mourning, or to 
see the light .• , . You hear? Let his ghost see how well I love him. , •• Yes, 
I know it's no •ecret to )'OU that he w., often unfair to me, cruel, and , 
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and enn unfaithful, but I shall be true ti!l death, and ...,.,.., him how I ..., 
to .... '!nut, berond the gnwe, be "ill see me u I was before hls death, 

LcKA. Instead of talking like that J'OII ousht to go and ha•·e a walk In the 
gardon, or else orde:r Toby or Giact to be hamtacd and that dri•-.: 011t to 
ace 10mc or the nejghbour.s. t 

PorovA. Ohl [We•pt) 
LcxA. Madam! Dear madam! Whatls It? Blcu roul 
PorovA. He wo> so fond of Toby! lie nhvnr• used to ride on him to the 

Korchaglns nnd Vlaso\'s. How well he could rldel Wh3t grace there was in 
hls figure when he pulled at the rtins with all his streng:h! Do you r<mcmber? 
Toby, Toby! Tell them to g:•·e him an extra feed of o•tt. 

LCKA, Yes, madam. [A bell rings noilily) 
POPOVA. :s~Wooz: Who's that? Tell them th..t I rec<i•·e nobody. 
kKA.~m~. ~ 
PorovA, [L<>ob at t/11 photograph) You wiU see, Nieo/41, how I can lo•·e 

and foc&i••· •.• My Jo\·e "-::!die out\\ith me, only" hen thi> poor heort will 
ceue to be~t, [Lau~ht thr~ugh .her teart] And ar<n't you ashamed? I nm a 
~ood and vmuou> httle wtle. I ye locked myself in, and will be true to )'OU 

ullthe grtve, ~d )OU ••• aren t you "homed, )'Ou bad child? You d.ceived 
me, h:1d rows W1th me, left me lllone for week.s on end. , .. 

LuKA eni"S in cDnJtunatilm. 
LcstA. -"'•dam! ~ebody is a~lng lor )'OU. lie wanu to see )'OU .•• , 
POPOVA. But dodn t you tell hun that olnce the death of my husband I've 

>topped rec<i.-ing? 
LcS<A. I did. but he "":"ldn't e>'CD listen; II)~ that it's a ,.ery preoring Affair. 
POIOVA. I do not re·C(J\'e: 
Lux... I told him so, but the . •• the devil ••• cunes and J'U'hts himselJ 

right in . ... He's in the dining.roorn now. 
Porov•. (Annoyttf, Very well, a~k him ln •..• What rnanne"! [Exil J.ux..] 

1-~ow these peop~c a;mor '."e! Whnt doe1 he want of me? Why should he 
d11turb my peoce. [Soghs, 1'\o, I see that 1 1hall ha•·e to go into a convent niter 
all. [1'1••"llhl/11ll)'] Ye>, into a convent. , , • 

Ellt.r LuKA with SMtaNov. 
S>mtNov. [7'o Let<:'] You f~l, you're too fond of talking . . •. Ass! [Sm 

PorOVA tJI!d speaks wrth ~tspect. ~fadam, 1 ha\'C the honour to present rnr,elf, 
I am Gngory Stepanovotch Snumov, landowner and retired li<ut«W\1 of 
arti!lery! I am eompelled to <fu:t"rb )'OU on a '~ry pressing affair. 

PoPOv •• rNot giuing him her han( What do )OU Want? 
S~tDt><ov._ Y~r late husband, with whom I had the houour of beina ae­

quaonted, died m my debt for one thousand two hundred rooblcs on two bill• 
of exchange. As 1\·e got to p.ay the interest on n mortgage to.:norrow. I've 
COOle to aslt )'OU, madam, to lX'Y me ~~ rnooe.y to-day. 

POPOVA, One thouland two hundred . • , • And what was my husband in 
debt to rou /or? 

THE DEAR 

SliLI:;ov. lle \aed to ooy ""IS !rom me. 
PorovA. Sithi•g, lo LcKA] So don't )'OU forget, lAlka, to give Toby an 

extra feed ~ O>t$. fB•il L.:KA] II Nicolai Mihailoviteh died in debt to )'OU, 
th.en lsha~t ccrtaicly pay )'"OU, but )'OU mu~t excuse me to-day. as I h2,,·en·t 
any spore cash. The day after to-morrow my lteward wi:J be back from town, 
and I'll give him instructions to acttle .>~our account. but at the mome~t I 
cannot do a• you ";,b .• • . Morto\'tr, Its uactly seven montlu to·d•y llnce 
the denth of my husband, and I'm inn atnte of mind which absolutely t>revents 
me from giving money matters my nttcntlon. 

S>ttlNOV. And I'm in a M•te of mind wl•i<h, if I don't pay the intercot due 
to-morrow. wiH force me to make A graceful exit from this life feet Grtt. 
They'll take my estate! 

l'orovA. You'll ha,·c your money the day alta to-morrow. 
s ... a,..ov. 1 don't wont the money the day alter to-morrow, I want it to-day. 
PorovA. You must excuse me, I can't pay )OO. 

SlltaNov. And 1 can't Wllit t::l a!ter to-mortOW. 
PorovA. Wdl, what can I do, if I haven't the money now? 
s~mtNOV. You mean to say, )'0\1 (ft.n•t p3y me? 
PorovA. I can't. 
SMtRNOv. Jlml Is that the last word )'Ouve got to say? 
PovovA. Ye.lf, the last word. 
S>IIR!COV. The last word? Absolutely your last? 
PorovA. Absolute!)'· 
S•ua><ov. Thank )'011 so mueh. I'll make a note of it. [Shrugs hit shouldm) 

And then people want me to keep ulm! I meet a man on the ra>d, and he 
asb rne: 01Why arc )'OU ahVO.)'S so angry, Grigory Stcpanoviteh?" But how 
on earth am I not to get angry? I want the: money desperately. I rode out 
)"aterday, early in the morning, and ca:led on all my d~t:>n, and not • si113le 
one of them poid upl I was just obout dead-beat after tt all, slept, goodncu 
know; where in 10me inn, kept by • Jew, with • \'odka-barrel by my head. 
At Jan I get 'hereJ seventy ver.us from home, and hope to get sornething, tmd 
I am received by you with a H5tatc or mlnd"l How A:houldn't I gc:t nngry. 

Porov•. ! thought I distinctly said my steward will pay you when he retur.u 
from town. 

S>uaNov. I didn't come to your steward, but to you! What the devil, excuse 
my &a)-lng .a, ha\'e I to do wl:h your llewardl • . 

PorovA. Excuse me, mt 1 am not aCCUJtomed to ltste:n to IUch e:xpreM~onJ or 
to wc-h a tone or "-oice. I want to hear no more. 

S><Ull<<W. Well, the:rel "A state of mind." .•• ''Hu;band died seven 
months agol" Must I pay the interest, or mulln't I? I ask you: Mmt I pay, or 
muJI I not? Suppose your hu>band Is dead, and you've got a state of mind, 
and 1'\01\$(1\K o( that SOtt. ••• Artd your 1tewud'1 gone nway somewhere, 
dc\'il toke l>lm, what do you want me to do? Do you think I can fly away 
from my creditors in n balloon, or what? Or do you expect me to go and t•un 
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n~y heod inro a br!ck wall? I go ro Grusdev and he Isn't ar home, Yarosheo 
~tch hu hidden ~mself, I had a violent row with Kuriuin and nearly threw 
him ~~ of rhc >11ndow, Mazugo haJ >Omcthing rhe matter with hi! boweb 
and this woman has "a 5late of mind!' Not one ol the swine wants to pay mei 
Jm~ because ~·m too gentle with them, beauJC I'm a ""& just "'Calc wax in 
the" hands! In~ much too gentle with them! Well, just you walt! You'll find 
out what I'm hkc! I shan't let you play about ,.;th me, confound it! [E.•It 
PorovA] I shnll jolly well stay Iter~ u~til ~he pays! llrrl; . . How nngry I am 
to·day, how nngry I ami All my tnSide u quivering w1th anger, and r con't 
even breathe .•.• Foo, my word, I even feelalckl (Ye/11] Waiter! 

Enttr LIJKA. 
LcKA. Whot is it~ 

S"''"':'"~· Get me some kvau ~water! {Exil L"KA) What a way ro reaaonl 
A man u In dco~rote need of his money, and she won't pay It because, you 
see.. •~e It ~ot dlf~ to attend to money matrenl 0 •• That'• real silly 
lemrrunc logtc. That I why r never did like, and don't like now to h•ve to talk 
to "''O<llcn. I 'd rather sit on a barrel ol gunpo..-dcr than talk t~ a woman. Jlrrl 
o o . I feel quhc chilly-and it'a all on a<e>ount of that little bit of fluff! 1 can't 
even sc:e one ol these poetic creatures from n di.stance without brealci.ng out 
Into a cold 11vcnt out of sheer anger. I can't look at them. 

Entu LUKA with wallr. 
LIJKA. Madnm is ill and will see nobody. 

• S>uo~ov. Get out! {E~it LV teA) Ill and will see. nobody! No, It'• all right, 
)OU dGn I ~ee m<. o • o I m golnz to stay and will •Jt hen: till )'OU give me the 
mooey. Yo~ can be ill for a ~'Cek, if you like, and I'll stay here for a week. 
• · • H you re HI fa< a year-( II stay lot a )car. I'm going to get my O<vn my 
dear! You don't get at me wtth your widow's weeds and )'OUT dimpled ch~k$1 
I ,mow •,hooc dimples! [S/tqutl th;ouglt tht wi•dow) Simeon, talte them out! 
'~e aren t going away at once! I m llaying here! Tell them in the uable to 
~, .. the ~...s '?me oau! You fool, you\·c kt the ncar bone's leg get tied up 
tn. th~l rt~ns ag1.1.nt {Tt4tingly; .,Ne\-e.r mind. , .. " rn gi,·e h you. "Never 
mmd. [Go11 owoy {rom the window] Oh, h'1 bad. • . The ltcat'l frightful 
nobo~y poys up. I ~lept badly, •nd on top of cvcrythl~g else here's a bir 0 j 
fiufl tn mourning ll'lth "a state of mind." ... My head's aching . • •. ShaU 
I have some vodka, what? Yes, I think I will. {Ytlls] Waiter! 

Enter LIJKA. 
LcJU. What It it~ 
s,.,.,.ov. A alus of vodka! [Brit Lt:u) Oul! [Sits and insptets himuJn 

I mwt say I look well! Dust all over, boou dirty, unwuhed, unkempt, maw 
on my ~~tcoor .. · .. Th,c dear lady '_'lay well have taken me for a brigand. 
(Ycrw~t.s ... It, rather 1mpohte to come tnto a drMving-room in this statt, but 
II e~ t be helped. : • • I am .not here as a .Wtor, but as a creditor, and 
there s no dreu apectally preacnbed lor crtditon. , 0 • 

Entor L IJKA with the vodka. 

THB BEAR 

LIJI<A. You allow yourself to go very far, sir .• 
S>Jrawov. {ARtrilyJ What? 
I...IJJU. I ••• er • o o nothing •• o I re~lly •• , 
S:uatNOY. Wb.om are you tailing to~ Shut up! 
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LuKA. [Asid•J The dC\'il's come to stay •••• Bad luck that brought 
hint. . • • (Exil 

S>trn><ov. Oh, how angry I ami So nngry that I think I could grind tbe 
whole world to dust .. •• I even feel sick .•.. (YtiiiJ Waiter! 

Enter Porov•. 
POI'OVA. [Hu 1yu down<czst] Sir, in my solitude I have grown unaccus· 

tomed to the masculine voice, and I can't stand shouting. I must os\ )'OU 

not to disturb my peace. 
S>nR><Ov. Pay nte money, and I'll go. 
Porov •• I told )'OU perfectly plftlnly; r haven't any money to ·~re; walt 

until the day aher to~morrow. 
S>nRMOY. And 1 told )'00 perfectly pbinly I don't want the money the day 

after to-morrow, but to-day. If )'OU don't poy me t<Hlay, I'll have to hang 
rnyscll to-morrow. 

PorovA. Dut whnt can I do if r ltnven't got the mo.~cy? You're 10 strange! 
S>nRNOV. Then you won't pay me now? Eh? 
PoPOV A. I can't. , ••. 
S>ttRNOY. In that case I stay here and shall wait until I get it. [Sits down) 

You're goins to pay me t!le day after to-monow? Very well! I'll stay hue 
until the day after to·morrow. I'll sit here all the time. .. • U•mps up; I 
ask you: Have I sot to pay the int<rcsl to·morrow, ot ha\oen'r I~ Or do )'OU 
think I 'm doing thia for a joloc? 

PorovA. Please don't obout. This lm't a stable! 
S>1111Nov. I wasn't asking yoo about a atable, but whether I'd got my interest 

to pay t()>omorrow or not? 
PoPOVA. Yoo don't know how to behave before """"en! 
SwR><OV. No, I do know how to beh•ve before women! 
Porov•. No, )'OU don't! You're a rude, ill·bred maol Decent people don't 

talk to a woman like that! 
SMrt~><ov. What a business! How do you want me ro talk to you~ In French, 

or what? [LA111 his trmper and liJps) Modom•, j1 •••• prie . •• . How happy 
I am that you don's pay me. o • o Ah, pardon. I have dist-Jrbed )'011! Such 
loi'Ciy weather to-<lay! And how well )'OU look in mourning! [BDUiJ] 

PorovA. That'aailly and rude. 
S•n•><ov [TtDJiog her} Silly and rude! I don't know how to behave before 

womrn! ~(adam, in my time 1\'e seen more women than you've seen 1p3rrowsl 
Three times I've fought duels on account of women. I've reCused twelve 
women, and nine have reiUJed mel Yeo! There was a time when I played th.c 
fool, occntcd myself, used honeyed words, \\'Ore jewellery, made beautiful 
bows . ... I used to Jove. to suffer, to tiJh at the moon, to get aour, to thnw, 
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to free•e· ••. I used to love pa..,ionately, madly, every ble .. ed way, devil 
take me· I used to chatter like a magpie about emancipation, and wasted half • y • 
my wealth on tender feelings, but r1ow-you must excuse mel ou won t get 
round me like that now: 1\'e had enough! Black eyes, p:wionate eyes, ruby 
lips, dimpled cheeks, the moon, whispers, t:mid hreathing-1 wouldn't give 
a bcass farthing f~ the lot, madam: Present company always excepted, all 
y,romen, great or little. arc iru.ineere, crooked, backbiters., enviou-. liars to the 
marrow of their bones, vain, tri\•ial, merciless, unreasonable, and, as far as 
this is concemtd :raps hiJ forthead;, excuse my outspo\;enJ\W, a sparrow can 
give ten points to any philosopher in petticoats you like to name! You look 
at one of these poetic' creatures: all muslin, an ethereal demi-goddess, you 
have a million transports of joy, and you look into her Joul-and see a com· 
mon crocodile. [lfe grips the back of a ch4ir; the chair crtaks and breaks] 
But the mO$t disgusting thing of all is that t.lus crocodile for some reason or 
other jmagincs tha t its clutf d'auvre, h,s pri\'ilege and monopoly, Is its tender 
feelings. 'Vhy, confound it, hang me on that nail feet upwards, if )'OU like, 
but have you met a woman who can love anybody except a lapdog? When 
Jhe's in love, can she do anything but snivel and slobber? 'Vhile n man is suf· 
fering and making sacrifices all her love expresses itself in her playing about 
with her scarf, and trying to hook him more firmly by the n~e. You have the 
misfouune to be n woman, you know from yourself what u the nature ol 
woman. Tell tne uurhfu11r, have )'OU ever seen a woman who wu ainccrc, 
!aith!ul, and constant? You haven't: Only freaks and o:d women are faithful 
and corutantl You'll meet a cat whh a hom or a white woodcock sooner 
than a constant wom:anl 

PoPOVA. Then, according to you, who is faithful and CONtant in Jove? It 
it the man? 

SMOtNov. Ye:1, the man! 
Poi'OVA. The manl [Laughs bitterly; Men are fai thful and constant in love I 

What an ideal [With heat; What right have you to talk like thAt? Men are 
faithful and constnnt? Since we are talking about it, rn tell )'OU thnt of All 
the men 1 knew and know. the best was my late husband .... I loved him 
passionatcl)' with nll my bcit\g, 113 only a young and imagin:Hivc womrm c~n 
Jove, 1 ga\'C him my youlh, my happiness, my life, my fortune, J breathed m 
him, I worshipped him as if I were a heathen, and ..• nnd whnt then? 
This best of men ah:unele.ssly dcceh:ed me at every uep! After his death I 
found in his desk n whole dra.werful of lo\'C·lcttcrs, and when he was alive­
it's an a.w!u1 thing to remcmbed-he used to leave me alone for weeks at a 
time and make love to other women and betrar me before my very cye.s; he 
wast~d my mo~y. and mnde fun of my feelings •.•• And, in spite of oil 
that I lo,·ed him •nd was true to him • . .. And not only that, but, now that 
he i~ dead, I am st:ll true and constant to his memory. I hove shut myseU 
for ever within these four waU~-t and will wear these weeds to the very 
en.d •••• 
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s~m.NOV. [L•ughJ eontemptuously] Weeds! ... 1 don't understnnd whnt 
}'OU take me for? As i£ I don't know why you wear that blnc.k domino and 
bury yourself bellveen four walls! I should .ay I did! It'• so mt·sterious, so 
poetic! "'hen aome junker• or some tame pott g~.s past your windows he'll 
think; •'There lives the. mvs:cerious Tamara who, for the 10\·c o£ her husband, 
buried hcnelf between (Ot;r walls." \Ve know chese games: 

Po""''"· :E.<plotlint: What? How dare )<IU say all that to me? 
SloUI!.NOV. You m•y ha.·c buried you,..lf alive, but )"OU haven't forgotten to 

powder your face! 
Poi'OVA. How dare )'OU •peak to me like that? 
s~uRNO\'. PleRse don•t shout, rm not your steward! You mU$t nllow me to 

caU things by their renl nnmes. I'm not a woman, and I'm U$ed to !a)1ng 
what I tltlnk straight out! Don't you shout, either! 

PorovA. l 'nt not shouting, it's you I P lease leave me alone! 
SM:mNO\'. Pny me my money and 1'11 go. 
PorovA. I t.han't give you any money! 
Sl.URNO\', Oh, no, you will. 
PoPOV A. I ~hn_n't gh·e you n farthing, just to spite you. You leave me nlonet 
SMIR~O\'. I hn\"e not the pleasure of being either your husband or your 

fianc~, Jo pleouc don't make .scenes. [Sit( I don't like it. 
PoPOYA. (ChoAing u.i:h rag( So you sit do,o,n? 
SwtRI'<OV. I do. 
PoPOVA. I aJ.k )'OU co go nw·ayJ 
S•u•><ov. Give me my money . •.. [.-4title: Oh, how angry I am! How 

angry I am! 
P oPOV A. I don't want to talk to impudeJ\t scoundrels! Get OU[ of thi.s! rPduJ't] 

Aren't you going? :-<o? 
S).fmNov. No. 
PoPOvA. No? 
SMutNov. Nol 
PorovA, Very well then! :n,·ngs~ erater LcKA] Luka* show this gentleman out! 
Lu KA [ApprDac!les Sr.nRNovi \Vould you mind going out, &lr, ns )'Ou'rc 

asked to! You needn't .•. 
S>uRNOV. [Jumps up] Shut up! Who arc )'OU talking to? I'll chop you into 

pleces! 
Lt:KA. :clutchtr at his htart] Little fathers! .•. What peoplel .•. ~Fallt 

into a chair] Oh, I'm ill, I'm ill! I can't breathe! 
PorovA. Whcre'a Oasha? Oosba! (Shouts] Dosha! Pet.geya: Oashal (Ri•gs] 
Lt:KA. Oh! They've all gone out to pick fruit ••.. There's nobody at 

hornel I'm i:il "'atcrl 
PoPOvA. Cet out of thjs, now. 
Sxutt<ov. Can't you be moce polite? 
4 So in the ori&ln:al. 
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PorovA [CJ .. ehu h~r fists aad stamps her foot] You're a boor! A coarse 
bear! A Bourbon! A morutcsl 

SMDt:<ov. What? What did )'OU say? 
PoPOVA. I said you are a bear, a moruter! 
S>rm><ov. [AI'f>t .. eM•g her] May I ask what right you have to iruult me? 
PorovA. And suppose I am insulting you? Do )'OU think I'm afraid ol )'OU? 
S><DtNOV. And do )'OU think that just because )'OO're a pottic creature you 

can insult me with lmpunlty? Ell? We11 fight it ootl 
l.QJ<A, Little fathenl ••. What people! ••• Water! 
Su~·ov. Pistol•! 
PoPov•. Do you think I'm afraid of you jun because you h3ve 13rgc fists 

and a bull'a 1hr0.11? Eh? You Bourbon! 
S>uR>rov. We'll fight It out! I'm not going to be insulted by anybody, and I 

don't care H you arc 1\ woman, one ol the usofter sex," indeed! 
PorovA. [TryinR lo inllrrupt himJ Bcnr! Bear! Bear! 
SMm><ov, h'o about time we got rid of rhe prejudice that only men need 

pay for their insulu. Devil take it, if )'OU want equality of r·lghu )'OU can have 
it. We're going to fight it out! 

PoPOVA. With r>IJtols? Very well! 
S1ua~ov. Thlt very minute. 
POPO'JA. Thit very minute! My hwband had some pistols. , , , I'll bring 

them here. [It t•i•l• but rurn.s baek) What plearurc it wUI give me to put a 
build into your thick head! Devil rake )'OUI [Exit 

S:wta><ov. I11 brine her down like a ducltm! rm not a liulc boy or a lCilti· 
mrntal puppy; I don't care about this •-softer ~" 

LUKA, Craciom little fathers! • , , [Knu/r] Have pity on a poor old man, 
and go away from here! You've frightened her 10 death, and now you want to 
ohoot hcrl 

SmaNOV. [Nol htaring him) If she fights, well that'• equality of rights, 
emancipation, and all that! Here the aexes are equall I'll shoot her on prin· 
ciplc! But what a wornonl [l'arodyiAt A~r] "Dcv'J take yool I 'll put a bullet 
into your thidt head." Eh? How she reddened, hc>w her cheeks shone! •. • 
She a~cptcd my chollcnge! lily word, it's the fi"'t lime in my life that I've 
seen . . . 

LOKA, Go nwny, sir, and I'll always pray to Cod for )'Oul 
SMIRNOV. She Ja a wc>rnanl That's the oc>rl I can under~tandl A real wc>manl 

Not a sour-laced jtllybag, but fire, gunpowder, a rocket! I'm even IOI'Ty to 
have to kHI her I 

Lc!<A. [II' ups] Dear • , , dear rir, do go away! 
S!ollL'<O'I. I absolutely b'\c hcrl Aboolutdy! s,..., though htr ~u arc 

dimpled, I like hcrl I'm almost ready 10 let the debt go , , , and I'm not 
angry any Ianser .••. Woodctful ~>'Oman! 

Enter POPOVA with piJlols. 
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PorovA. Hcsc are the pistols •• •. But before "" fight )'Oil mun show me 
how to fire. I've J\C\'Cr held a pistol in my hands before, 

LoKA. Oh, Lord, have mercy and save her .... I'll go and find the eooch· 
man and the gardener . . . . Why has this inAiecion come on us? .. , [Exit 

Suotxov. {Examinin1 llit pistols: You see, there arc se:veral sort.t of plttols. 
•.. Thoro arc Mortimer pistols, spccia!ly made for duels, they fire a pcr­
cw.sion·cap. These are Smith and Wessoo r.-.oohocn, triple action, with ex· 
tn<:toro. .•• Thae arc uecllcnt pistols. 'They can't c:ost Ia~ than nl~ty 
roubles the p:>.ir •.•• Yoo mtnt hold the rC\'Oh-er like this. , , , :Asici•j Her 
eyes, he:r r.)cs: \\'hat an inspiring woman: 

PoPov~. Like this? 
S)fiR>rov. Yes, like thls. , , , Then you ccx:k the trigger, and take aim like 

this •.•• l'ut your head b~ck a little! Hold rour arm out properly •.•• 
Like thnt. , , , Then you preu this thing ~>ith )'our finger-and lhat'a all. 
T he great thing b 10 keep cool and aim steadily ..•• Try not to jerk your 
arm. 

PorovA. Very well. 0 0 0 It's inCOO\'Cilicnt to •hoot in a room, let'l ao into 
the garden. 

S>uMNOV, Come along then. But I warn you, I'm going to fire In the nir. 
Porov•. That's the last straw! Why? 
SMrR~OY. Because ... becauJc ... it'.s my aJTair. 
Porov•. Are )'OU afraid? Yea? Ahl No, •ir, you don't gel out of hi You 

come with mel I shan't have any peace until I've made a hole in )'OUr for .. 
head •• • that forehead which I hate so much! Arc )'OU afraid? 

S>t~tKOY. Yeo, I am afraid. 
fo>oovA. You lie! Why "'On't )'OU fight? 
SMIAHOV. Because 0 0 0 bccawc )'OU 0 0 0 because r like )'OU. 
PorovA. [Ltru:hJ: lle likes mel lie dares to say that he likes mel [l'oi•tr to 

the door) That's the way. 
S)fiANOV. [Loads th• r<uoluor in til•nce, takfS his cap and golf It> lhl door. 

Thtrl h1 llops for half a minul11 whils th4y look at eaeh olhtr in lillltCI1 lhtn 
h• htsitaliRgly atproaehtJ PoPOv•] Listen .•• , Are you still angry? l 'm 
devilishly nnnoycd, too , , . but, do )·ou undentand ••• how can 1 uprcu 
myself? , •. The fact b, )'OU see, it's like this, so to speak ...• [Shouts] 
Well, is It my fnult thA!llike you? [He snatches al the back of a elralr; thl 
chair ertalor and brtaks] Devil take it, how I'm smashing up your fun>hurcl 
I like you! Do you undentnnd? I . .. I almost love you I 

PorovA. Oct nwny from me.-I bate )'OU! 
SMOINOV. G't!, what a \\'Oman! I've never in my life seen one like hcrl I'm 

lost! Done fod Fa!len into a mO\ISttrap-, like a mousel 
Poi'OVA. Stand bade, or I'lllirc! 
Swat><OV. Fire, then! You can't UJ>decstand what happiness it "'OU!d be to 

die before those beautiful C)'CI, to he shot by a mooi>"Cr held in that little, 
\'Ch·ct hand ••.. I 'm oot of my ICDICS! Think. and make up )'OUr mind at 
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o~ btcause if I 10 out we &ha!l never see each other aaaJnl Decide now. 
•.. 1 am a landowntr, of re'pectable char~Wter, ha,·o an ineome of ten 
thousand a )Ur . . , • I can put a bullet through a coin tOJJtd into the air u 
it cornu down •• .• I own lOme fine bOIS(S. , •• Wi!l )OU be my wile? 

PoPOVA. (bulitro••tly sAotts Jur r~MMr: Let'a fipt! Lct'a 110 oo.t! 
&.,.t<oY, I'm mad .• . . I uodtr$1and nothiJ>s .••. [Ytlll! Waiter, "'aterl 
l'oPOVA. (Ydls) Let'a go out and fight! 
S)ruu<ov. I'm ofT my head, I'm in love like a boy, like a fool! :s,.,t<hll '"' 

A1111d, shl '"tams with PDinJ I lo\"e you! [KnttlJ] l love you u 1\'C never 
loved btforcl 1\c refwcd tweh'C women, nine have rcfuoc:d me, but I ne\·cr 
loved one ol thcm u I IO\·c )OU •• , • I'm weak, I'm wax, 1\e melted .• , , 
I'm on my knees like a fool, offering you my hand. •• , Sh.,me, llamel I 
haven't been In IO\'C for live rears, I'd taken a vow, and now all of a sud<kn 
I'm in IO\'C1 like n flah out of wnterl I offer )'00 my hnnd. Yu or no? Yotl 
don't want me? Very well! [Om 11p and qrll<kly I"" to 1114 door] 

PoPovA. Stop. 
$){1JU<ov. (SID/'1] Well? 
PooovA. Nothing. co away •.•• No, llop. ••• No, co away, go away! I 

hate )'011! Or no. , .. Dort't p away! Oh, i! )'011 knew how ansry 1 am, how 
angry I am! [Throws "" r~:;olwr 011 tht lob/o] llfy fmgen have swollen be· 
cause ol all thll. • • , [T••rs hu handklrtltit/ ;,. llm/'tr] What are you 
waiting for? Cet out! 

SwtaNov. Good-bye. 
Po..,VA. Ye., )U, co away! • •• [Y,I!s] \Ybere are you p .. ! Stop. , •• 

No, CO away. Oh, how MJIY 1 am: Don't come near me, don't come ncar mel 
S>IJL'<OV. (Ai'fmnehinl htr; How •"STY 1 am with m)"'Clfl I'm In love like 

a student, l'\'e bet:n on my lmca •••• [Rudtly] 1 love you I What do I want 
to fall in love with you for? To-morrow I've sot to p~y the lntcrut, and begin 
mo•~lng, and here )'OU , , , [Puts IJis dT711/ around lr•r] I shall never for&ive 
m)·self for this ..•• 

PoPOV A. Get away from mel Take your hanch away! I hate )'001 Let's co and 
light! 

A /'roloogtd kiss. E11tlf LIIKA with aR ax•. th• Gno~Wr.Jt rdlh o ra.h, 
tho CoActt WAK uith a pilchforlc, attd WottKw~N ~<.ilh PDIII. 

LoXA. {Cateh•s sitlrl of tltl PDf• kisti~ttJ Uttlc fathers! [Pou,.; 
PoPOVA. [.C..W4ri•t lur 1111] Luka, tell them In tllc atables that Toby lm't 

to ha'-e any oatt at all to-clay. 
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