Bihar Board Class 12 English Notes Chapter 11 A Marriage
Proposal

ANTON CHEKHOV (1860-1904), dramatist and short story writer of Russia, was a doctor by
profession. He began his literary career by writing comic sketches. He lived in Russia during
the rule of the czars, or emperors. His works present an accurate picture of the Russia of his
day. They also explore the depths of human emotion. Chekhov introduced to the stage the
realistic problems of common people. His works often show a comic attitude towards the
behaviour expected from the elite of that time. Even his saddest plays contain humour. His
comedies are based on recognizable human weaknesses. Hence, they portray human life in a
sensitive way. His important works include Uncle Vanya(1900), The Three Sisters (1901),
and The Cherry Orchard (1904). He had a considerable influence on twentieth century
drama. George Bernard Shaw paid tribute to him in Heartbreak House (1919). The present
comedy A Marriage Proposal’ presents characters who cause their own discomfort.
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A MARRIAGE PROPOSAL

CHARACTERS
STEPAN STEPANOVICH CHOOBOOKOV: a land owner
NATALIA STEPANOVA: his twenty-five year old daughter

IVAN VASSLIEVICH LOMOV: their neighbour, a healthy and well-fed, but terribly
hypochondriac landowner

The action takes place in the drawing room of CHOOBOOKOV’S country house
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A MARRIAGE PROPOSAL
Scene 1
(CHOOBOOOKOV and LOMOV. The latter enters, wearing tails and white gloves)

(AIH1d 3R AHIG| S T Y= T §, IS 3R e G&i Ug- gu)

CHOOBOOOKOV (going over to welcome his guest): Why, of all people! My old friend, Ivan
Vassilievich! How nice to see you! (shakes hand.) This really is a surprise, old boy .... How are

you?
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LOMOV: Very well, thank you. And may I ask how you are?

AHIg: Tgd 3T, 4=udTg | 3R T H U@ qohdl & fob 31T & §?

CHOOBOOOKOV: Not bad at all, old friend, with the help of your prayers and so on ....
Please have a seat .... Now, really, it’s not very nice of you to neglect your neighbours, my
dear boy. And what are you all dressed up for? Morning coat, gloves, and so on! Are you off
on a visit, old boy?
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LOMOV: No, I'm just calling on you, my esteemed neighbour.
;T8 § Rt sl gom W1 §, TR O skt

CHOOBOOOKOV: But why the morning coat, old friend? Thus isn’t New Year’s Day!
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AGH1a: Afdh g BT HIC FT, [T GRA? 9 YHR ¢ ITd &1 fe gl 3!

LOMOV: Well, you see, the fact of the matter is ... (Takes his arm.) I've burst in on you like
this, Stepan Stepanovich, my esteemed neighbour, in order to ask a favour of you. I've
already had the honour more than once of turning to you for help and you’ve always, so to



speak, uh! ... but forgive me, my nerves ... I must have a sip of water, dear Stepan
Stepanovich. (Drinks some water.)
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CHOOBOOOKOV (aside): He’s after money. Fat chance! (to LOMOV) What is it, my dear
fellow?
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LOMOV: Well, you see, my Stepan dearovich, uh! I mean dear Stepanovich ... uh!

I mean, my nerves are in a terrible condition, which you yourself are so kind as to see. In
short, you're the only one who can help me, although, of course, I've done nothing to deserve
it and ... and I don’t even have the right to count on your help...
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CHOOBOOOKOV: Now, now; don’t beat about the bush, old friend. Out with it! ... Well?
AGDId: 34, 3(F; ATS! S IR T Td IR, G G | FUISH Td, FaAT3il! ... Haf?

LOMOV: All right, here you are. The fact of the matter is, I've come to ask for your daughter
Natalia’s hand in marriage.

AHIg: 31 §, TH I81 ol | Ta a1 T8 § fob T STUT ot AdTiordl &1 Te! BT g1Y AN ST |

CHOOBOOOKOV (overjoyed): My dearest friend! Ivan Vassilievich. Could you repeat that —
I'm not sure I heard right!
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LOMOV: I have the honour of asking-

qAIHE: g3 U8 &1 T §-



CHOOBOOOKOV (breaking in): My oldest and dearest friend... I'm so delighted and so on ....
Yes really, and all that sort of thing. (hugging and kissing him): I've been yearning for this for
ages. It’s been my constant desire. (sheds a tear.) And I've always loved you like a son, you
wonderful person, you. May God grant you love and guidance and so on, it’s been my most
fervent wish ... but why am I standing here like a blockhead? I'm dumbstruck by the sheer joy
of it, completely dumbstruck. Oh, with all my heart and soul .., I'll go get Natasha, and so on.
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LOMOV (deeply moved): Stepan Stepanovich, my esteemed friend, do you think I may count
on her accepting me?
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CHOOBOOOKOV: Ahandsome devil like you? How could she possibly resist? She’s madly in
love with you, don’t worry, madly, and so on... I'll call her right away.
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Scene 11

LOMOV (alone): It’s so cold ... I'm shaking all over, like before a final exam. The important
thing is to make up your mind. If you think about it too long, or waver, talk about it too
much, and wait for the ideal woman or for true love, you’ll never marry ..... Brr! It’s cold!
Natalia Stepanovna is an excellent housekeeper, she’s not bad-looking, and she’s got some
education ... What more could I ask for? Oh, I'm so nervous; I can hear a buzzing in my ears.
(Drinks some water.) It would be best for me to get married ... first of all, 'm thirty-five years
old already, and that, as they say, is a critical age. And then, I have to start leading a steady
and regular life .... I've got a heart condition, with palpitations all the time ... I've got an awful
temper and I'm always getting terribly wrought up... Even now, my lips are trembling and my
right eyelid is twitching.... But the worst thing is when I try to sleep. The instant I get to bed
and start dropping off, something stabs me in my left side — Ungh! And it cuts right through
my shoulder straight into my head-Ungh! Ijump like a lunatic, walk about a little, and then I
lie down again, but the moment I start to doze off, I feel it in my side again — ungh! And it
keeps on and on for at least twenty times ...
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Scene 111

(NATALIA STEPANOVNA and LOMOV) (FdTferdT T UHIeT 3R diHa)

NATALIA (entering): Ah, it’s you. And Papa said a customer had come for the merchandise.
How do you do, Ivan Vassilievich!

AT (V=T HRd gU): 318, T8 gH &1 | 3R UTaT A FHgT {h Ueh Ageh AT b folg ST AT 31
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LOMOV: How do you do, my esteemed Natalia Stepanovna!
AHIG: 3T HY §, AT 3SR Tdrferar L urie!

NATALIA: I'm sorry about my apron and not being dressed ... We're shelling peas for drying.
Where've you been yourself? Have a seat.... (They sit down.) Would you like a bite of lunch?
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LOMOV: Thank you so much, but I've already eaten.

AHIg: Sgd-9gd Y=IdIg, dfd- § Ugd g AT gHhI § |

NATALIA: Well, then have a cigarette ... The matches are over here.... The weather’s
magnificent today, but yesterday it rained so hard that the men couldn’t do a thing all day
long. How much hay did you get done? Can you imagine, I was so greedy that I had the whole
meadow mown, and now I regret it, I'm sacred that all my hay may rot. I should have waited.



But what’s this? I do believe you’re wearing a morning coat! How original! Are you going to a
ball or something? Incidentally you're getting quite handsome.... But honestly, why are you
all dolled up?
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LOMOV (nervously): You see, my esteemed Natalia Stepanovna..... the fact is I've made up
my mind to ask you to listen to me ..... Naturally you’ll be surprised and even angry, but I...
(aside): God, it’s cold!
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NATALIA: What is it? (pause) Well?
Tarferan: a8 T 82 (FRmm) 32

LOMOV: I'll try to be brief. You are well aware, my esteemed Natalia Stepanovna, that for a
long time now, in fact since my childhood, I have had the honour of knowing your family. My
late aunt and her husband, whose estate as you know I inherited, always held your father and
your late mother in utmost esteem. The Lomov family and the Choobookov family have
always maintained extremely friendly, one might even say, intimate relations, Furthermore,
as you know, my property borders on yours. Perhaps you will be so kind as to recall that my
Ox Meadows run along your birch forest.
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NATALIA: Excuse me for interrupting you. You said “my Ox Meadows” .... Are they yours?
TATCHT: 3! TR B P oY & B | ST FHgl “HTs e HiSIor ... T d 3T g2

LOMOV : Of course ....



NATALIA: Oh, come now! The Ox Meadows belong to us, not you!
TATfeRIT: 318, 31d 313! ey HISIS gHR B, 30 Tai!

LOMOV : Oh no! They’re mine, dear Natalia Stepanovna.

g : 3R T 1 A R B, O Tanfera R urie|

NATALIA: That’s news to me. How did they ever get to be yours?

TaTferar: I8 WX fow @eR 81 3 Hi 3iusdh v §7?

LOMOV :What do you mean? I'm talking about the Ox Meadows that are weriged in between
your birch forest and the Burnt Marsh.
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NATALIA: Exactly ..... They’re ours.

AdrferdT: foepd ... ITAR B

LOMOV : No, you're mistaken, dear Natalia Stepanovna — they’re mine.

A : &1, A TTed o, g Tanferar Rurie - 3 W E

NATALIA: Do be reasonable, Ivan Vassilievich! Since when have they been yours?
Faferan: Ifed o, 3a aIRifafad! 4 a9 30 52

LOMOV : Since when? They’ve always been ours, as far back as I can remember.
AT : HI Y ? I AT EAR IR €, 98T a J 1S ¢ |

NATALIA: Excuse me, but this is too much!

TAIerT: & R, Wb U8 dgd SaTel 8!

LOMOV : You can look at the documents, dear Natalia Stepanovna. At one time, there were
some quarrels about the OX Meadows, you're quite right. But now, everyone knows they’re
mine. Why argue about it? If you will permit me to explain: my aunt’s grandmother lent
them to your paternal great-grandfather’s peasants for an indefinite period and free of



charge in rerun for their firing her bricks. Your great grandfather’s peasants used the
Meadows free of charge for some forty years and began thinking of them as their own .. and
then after the Emancipation, when a statute was passed.
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NATALIA : You've got it all wrong! Both my grandfather and great-grandfather regarded
their property as reaching all the way to the Burnt Swamp — which means that the Ox
Meadows were ours. What’s there to argue about? -I don’t understand. How annoying!

ATICrT « TH T TTeTd TH! TR GTaT 3R URGIGT aH1 3 S0+ Juftl &1 9idt gU gaed ddb Ugad
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LOMOV : I'll show you the documents, Natalia Stepanovna.
AN : FAIferaT WUTHeT, & T g fGard |

NATALIA: No; you're joking or trying to tease me..... What a surprise! We’ve owned the land
for practically three hundred years and now suddenly we’re told it’s not ours! I'm sorry, Ivan
Vassilievich, but I just can’t believe my ears. Those Meadows don’t mean a thing to me. The
whole area probably doesn’t come to more than forty acres, it’s worth about three hundred
rubles; but I'm terribly upset by the injustice of it all. You can say what you like, but I simply
can’t stand injustice.
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LOMOV : Please listen to me, I beseech you. Your paternal great-grandfather’s peasants, as I
have already had the honour of telling you, fired bricks fiir my aunt’s grandmother. Now, my
aunt’s grandmother, wishing to do them a favour in return.
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NATALIA : Grandfather, grandmother, aunt..... I don’t know what you’re talking about! The
Meadows are ours, and that’s that.

-I(‘II%EH-II : GTCToN, aTdY, A.... g2 el UdT 319 5 IR § o1 # I8 §! 91 & HGH AR §, 3R
de el

LOMOV : They’re mine!
g ARG

NATALIA : They're ours! You can keep arguing for two days, you can put on fifteen morning
coats if you like, but they’re ours, ours, ours! .... I don’t desire your property, but I don’t care
to lose mine .... Do as you like!

dTferT : 3 BHR §! 31U &l 1 I 989 HRdl X§ Ahd &, 31U TTg dl Use Jag & PIc Ug- ddhd
g, Afth d R, §AR, TR & ... T 3MTUH! YURI &1 55T 181 8, Aich1 Yol 301 TiH P URAT8

LOMOV : I don’t need the Meadows, Natalia Stepanovna, but it’s the principle of the thing. If
you want, I'll give them to you.

AT : G HISIS &1 SRexd T8l §, e WIS, e g a1d &1 RGid g | 3FR gH d1el
N IT T < ol

NATALIA : It would be my privilege to give them to you, they’re mine!... All this is rather odd
to put it mildly. Ivan Vassilievich. Up till now we’ve always considered you a good neighbour
and friend. Last year we let you borrow our threshing machine, and as a result we couldn’t
finish our own grain until November, and now you're treating us like Gypsies. You're giving
me my own land. Excuse me, but that’s not a neighbourly thing to do! To my mind, it’s
impertinent, if you care to —

Tarfera : g8 TR forg Fiyma &1 a1d gl for & I8 Sl ¢ ¢, AR G.... T Teb &1 J HgT AT
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LOMOV: Are you trying to tell that I'm a landgrabber? Madam, I've never seized anyone
else’s property, and I won’t allow anyone to say I have .... (Hurries over to the carafe and

drinks some water) The Ox Meadows are mine!
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NATALIA: That’s not true. They’re ours.
TARrT: T8 < 61 o | 4 ARG
LOMOV: They’re mine.

NIGICACEN % I

NATALIA: That’s not true. I'll prove it to you! I'll send my men over to mow them this
afternoon.

AT T8 9 el ¢ | T X ST ATfSd Bt H 30 TR BT 371 TR 36 Ple &
ferg g

LOMOV: What?

NIEICHCRIE

NATALIA: My men will be there this afternoon!

TaTfera: TR SEHT STl GUex I8t sl

LOMOV: I'll kick them out!

aHg: § 3% aTex fAdrd g

NATALIA: You won'’t dare!

AaTerT: TR fermd =gt grih

LOMOV (clutching at his heart): The Ox Meadows are mine! Do you hear! Mine!
g (3P fod TR 81 ThRd gU): 9 WSS TR &1 g g 38 8l TR

NATALIA: Stop shouting! Please! You can shout your lungs out in your place, but I must ask
you to control yourself here.

TToraT: Toee T e HRI! HWT! 31U 30 BWhal & U T8 IR e Tavd g, Afd 93t
31O TgT e &) FafEd 3 & fog g1 grm|

LOMOV: Madam, if it weren t for these awful, excruciating palpitations and the veins
throbbing in my temples, I'd speak to you in a totally different way! Shouting): The Ox
Meadows are mine.
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NATALIA: Ours!

TaTferaT: HRT!
LOMOV: Mine!
?ﬁ'm_d: fRT!

NATALIA: Ours!

dTferdT: BHRI!

LOMOV: Mine!

SIGICEAEN

Scene IV

(Enter CHOOBOOKOV) (J&ehid Yo foba )

CHOOBOOKOV: What’s going on? What’s all the shouting about?

gD I4: FT I 381 8?2 T8 Id [ IR H e 381 82

NATALIA: Papa, please tell this gentleman whom the Ox Meadows belong to us or him.
TR : T, Wil 59 Tl & odT Sifold {3 3HTag HisIS fohdent 8 §ART O1 3T

CHOOBOOKOYV (to LOMOV): Why, the Meadows belong to us, old friend.

gD 1T (AHIG H): T, I & HeM AR 5, IR aRd |

LOMOV: But for goodness’ sake, Stepan Stepanovich, how can that be? Can’t you be
reasonable at least? My aunt’s grandmother lent the Meadows to your grandfather’s peasants
for temporary use and free of charge. His peasants used the land for forty years and got in
the habit of regarding it as their own, but after the Land Settlement —

AHIg: Afp= HaTs & fae, Wi Ui, I8 H2 81 ol o2 T 3 HH I HH Ifad 78l 8l
gha? T3 =l &t ard} 3 Sreureft IuhinT & forg 8iR qud H 31U aTel & bt &) a1 &1 HeH
feam| I fhamt 3 ATeiy T dob STHIA T SITAT haT 3R I U1 A= i 3Ted 8l 7S,
difobT YfH daIa%d o &G -




CHOOBOOKOV: Excuse me, old boy... You're forgetting that our peasants didn’t pay your
grandmother and so on precisely because the Meadows were disputed and what not .... But
now every child knows that they’re ours. I guess you’ve never looked at the maps.

ANDIT: ATH BT, ¢ ASDb... AT Y I8 & [ AR 1 7 MU GTe] &l YT el (bl
T 3R 33 RE 31 ¢ FI M faarfed & SR et ... AP s R AT a8 fh 3
AR &1 42 1§ b 3o oy g Y At S g

LOMOV: I'll prove they’re mine!
qHa: T Fiferd e o 9 IR 6!

CHOOBOOKOV: You won'’t prove a thing, my boy.

AIghId: TH $S Hlfad gl HRIT, IR ASH |
LOMOV: I'll so prove it!
dHg: # 39 ifad &R g

CHOOBOOKOV: My dear boy, why carry on like this? You won’t prove a thing by shouting.I
don’t want anything of yours, but I don’t intend to let go of what’s mine. Why should I? If it
comes to that, dear fried, if you mean to dispute my ownership of the Meadows, and so on,
I'd sooner let my peasants have them than you. So there!

Igehia: TR TR AP, VY R} Terd 82 qH [Ieeer o Aifad T 17 3 TR 58 el
MR, AfHA o TR 8 I Bl BT IR ReT el 8 | H 2 3FR g a1 31t &, B acft g8, afe
3T WSS & TR W W fIgTe 1184 8, 3R 53 @vE, § 3 Il ol Sieg 9 Sieg, 3o
30 UT M| 3ferd I8!

LOMOV: I don’t understand. What right do you have to give away other people’s property?
qE: T 75T THLH | 3TUH! GERI &I WU o &1 T SITIHR 32

CHOOBOOKOV: Allow me to decide whether or not I've got the right. Really, young man, I'm
not accustomed to being spoken to in that tone of voice, and what not. I'm old enough to be
your father, and I must ask you to calm down when you speak to me, and so forth.

AgPHIa: Y2 T8 00 B DI 3A ¢ fob TR Uy IfYHR § 1 18T | add H, gadh, H Iq WR |
T B DT S Ta1 g, AR 1 81| H 1T fUd a7 & o ST a1 81 T §, 3R 519 311
T 910 HRd ©, a G AT X 19 & fore Fgm =gy, 3anfe |

LOMOV: No! You're treating me like an idiot, and laughing at me. You tell me that my
property is yours, and then you expect me to remain calm and talk to you in a normal

fashion. That’s not a very neighbourly thing to do, Stepan Stepanovich. You're no neighbour,



you’re a robber baron.

AHIG: e TH IR 1Y TH 995 B dig HaeR B I8 8, AR T R I8 81| 31U o Fa1d
fo Y TYufy et B, 3R fAR 3y Iwfie Hvd © for & id I8 SR 3o’ 9= a-tes 4 &1
W‘é@?@?ﬁﬁﬂ,%ﬁ%ﬁ@%ﬁﬁquﬁél I PIS ISR T &1, gH
Uh |

CHOOBOOKOV: What? What did you say, my good man?
e 1d: FT? T T Hgl, TR 3w TGHT?

NATALIA: Papa, have the men mow the Ox Meadows right now!
rfer: Ty, 1 gsl ol 3yt e HISIS ury dhie & ot Sl

CHOOBOOKOYV (to LOMOV): What did you say, sir?

AIgehId (CTHId 1): FIHH, 39 R DHEl?

NATALIA: The Ox Meadows are our property, and I won’t let anyone else have them. I won't,
I won’t, I won't!

STCITerT: 3fTer HISIo §HRY HUf 8, 3R H bt 3R b1 Iefeb Ur <761 14§71 | H 761 e, |
TR e, H ST B!
LOMOV: We'll see about that! I'll prove to you in court that they’re mine.

TG B9 3P IR J S/ T U] Serad H wifad & G fb IR E |

CHOOBOOKOV: In court? My good man, you can take it to court, and what not. Go right
ahead! I know you, you've just been waiting for a chance to litigate, and so on. You're a
quibbler from the word go. Your whole family’s nothing but a bunch of pettifoggers. All of
them!

AgDHIa: SfaTerd H? TR 3y SATH!, 3T S fETad H o o Adhd &, SR FT -Te1 | et S 3
3T ST E, 37T 3+t Hepararsit & Hid 1 Uelal B R 8, 3l | 319 T Teg I IR 2|
3T YR1 URAR USTHIR & S b SHaTdT 3R $© 7l o | 37 IH B!

LOMOV: I must ask you not to insult my family. The Lomovs have always been law-abiding
folk. None of them was ever hauled into court for embezzlement the way your uncle was..

AT : G THY g1 dligU fob TR URAR &7 SUHT 7 &3 | Hld §ORM W DI 1 UTe Hi-
T AT B 1 S0 B forelt Y Y 31muss = Y dRE e & foru SreTerd # uwr gl favam A

CHOOBOOKOV: Every last one of them was insane.




gD Id: 70 T G SR YN 7|
NATALIA: Every last one of them, every last one!
TaTierdT: 39 1 8 SRR, 8 TR

CHOOBOOKOV: Your grandfather drank like a fish, and the whole country knows that your
youngest aunt, Nastasia, ran off with an architect, and what not

AGHIG: AT GTeTot § AT BI dRg TRTE UT, 3R TRT S S § [ 3! Tad Bict 3T,
TATRIAT, U aRgBR & 1Y U T3, 3R 1 T8l

LOMOV: And your mother was a hunchback! (clutching at his heart): There’s a twitching in
my side .... My head’s throbbing.... Oh, God ... Water!

;3R TR Al e A (ITd fod IR 1Y TR g): T I A TH WIS 5 ... WIRR
YSH G T ... W ... TN

CHOOBOOKOV: And your father was a gambler and he ate like a pig!
AgDIT: 3R TR a1 T F3M & 3R 98 3R BI aRg W A

NATALIA: And no one could beat your aunt at scandalmongering.

TR 3R 3Mues! =T &l TieTarsl § ®rs el g1 Jebdl UT|

LOMOV: My left leg’s paralysed ... And you're a schemer .... Oooh! My heart! .... And it’s no
secret to anyone that just before the election you ... There are stars bursting before my eyes
..... Where’s my hat?

QIHTE: TRT S1 TR AhaRRd 81 T §.... 3R qH U ¢d gl... He! A 7! ... iR 78 feadt a g
Tt & o T1a T 3 Ugd 3MTY... AR} 31 & 9 RIdR Be W@ | ... AR &l gl g2

NATALIA: Vermin! Liar! Brute!
ATerT: HIg! YT SR!

CHOOBOOKOV: You're a spiteful, double-dealing schemer! So there!

CHOOOBOKOV: 3(TJ U g¥YUf, GIgX HagR dTd YSIABNR] o! SH(CTE agl!

LOMOV: Ah, my hat .... My heart. Where am I? Where’s the door? Oooh! ... I think I'm dying
.... My foot’s totally paralysed. (Drags himself to the door.)

AHIG: 38, AR ATt ... TR1 e | H Fel §2 <xATSl Hgl 82 He! ... Y3 AT ¢ fb H IR ETE ...
NIRRT RE AT T8 | (e P! gl db Wi Adi g 1)




CHOOBOOKOV: (calling after him): And don’t ever set your foot in my home again!

AGHIT: (I TS IHRA §U): R T TR A fOhr 1t 31g=1 TR A &

NATALIA: Go to court! Sue us! Just wait and see! (Lomov staggers out.)

TTTerT: HIC ST 8H R HheH HRI! ¥, TAWR BRI 3R @l (A ST g 1)
Scene V

(CHOOBOOKOYV and NATALIA STEPANOVNA)

(TEPIA 3R FIferdr LUHIe)

CHOOBOOKOV: He can go straight to hell, damn him!(Walks about, all wrought up.)
JgH14: 98 W& R H o bl &, NGHR 81(TAA1 8, TS TQT1)

NATALIA: Isn’t he the worst crook? Catch me trusting a good neighbour after this!

;}rﬁm:wa‘s’w% WIS FSHTR T8 87 3P 918 H U 3 USRI TR HRINT %d gU UH s

CHOOBOOKOV: The chiseler! The scarecrow!

dgepIa: B foeen

NATALIA: The monster! He not only grabs other people’s property, he calls them names, to
boot.

TAIRHT: &R T8 - Had 3T ANl B AU Bl §8U Al &, T8 G PR P fo1T I AHI 4
JHRAT 5 |

CHOOBOOKOV: And that clown, that .... freak had the colossal nerve to ask me for your
hand in marriage, and so on. Can you imagine? He wanted to propose.

AGHIT: 3R TE SN, TE ... TIdh! & U 311 gt fewd 2 b 98 gerd 2l o Smuast g1y
A, 3| 3T BT B bd g2 I8 UUIST BT ITgdl YTl

NATALIA: Propose?

AATCTT: URTa?
CHOOBOOKOV: Exactly! That’s what he came for. To propose to you.

g Ia: faegpel! It & forT 31T UT| 3MTUh! YUIS R & ferw |




NATALIA: Propose? To me? Why didn’t you say so?

FTferaT: URdTa? G GH? ST U1 Il Tg] dhal?

CHOOBOOKOV: And he got all dolled up in a morning coat. That pipsqueak. That upstart.
AGHIG: 3R 98 Jd $S Y98 & DIc | o 71| I JAgAl. I8 U |

NATALIA: Propose? To me? Ohhh!(collapses into an armchair and wails): Bring him back.
Get him. Ohh! Get him!

TR URATd? Jol TH? NEER!(FH H TR faay ol 8): 39 araw arsf| 399 e | aiig!
I e

CHOOBOOKOV: Get whom?

EICCACAICRIRRE ISR

NATALIA: Hurry up, hurry! I feel sick. Bring him back. (hysterical).

TR STea! HRY, Seat BRI H SHR Heqy $HR 61§ | 39 auy arsf| (fReRaa |

CHOOBOOKOV: What is it? What’s wrong? (Grabbing his head) This is awful. I'll shoot
myself. I'll hang myself. They’ve worn me out.

AgPHId: TE T g2 FTITAd 82 (STDT RR THSHR) g HIHS ¢ | H Je B! et AR |
I T ST | I8 o WR1E HR AT gl

NATALIA: I'm dying! Bring him back!
oo ¥ TR QT §! 39 a0y ama

CHOOBOOKOV: Alright. Stop yelling! (Runs out)

AgH1a: ol g | FIear §g B! (FER gre-n)
NATALIA (alone, wailing): What’ve we done? Bring him back! Bring him back!

TFaTferaT (3fdett, A §U): FHEA T T g2 I Ay @rsf! I AT s

CHOOBOOKOV (running in): He’s coming and all that, goddamn him. Ughh! You talk to
him, alone. I really don’t feel like ...

BT (GISd §U): I8 31T IBT | 3R I8 T4, I fITHR 81 3! TH I a1 &, vl | Gl I
T 3] ol avIal...

NATALIA (wailing): Bring him back!



aTierT RId gU): 39 a1y a3t

CHOOBOOKOV (shouting): He’s coming, I tell you. Oh God! What did I ever do to deserve a
grown-up daughter? I'll cut my throat. I swear, I'll cut my throat. We insulted and abused
him, and it’s all your fault!

dIqeb1d (FereelTd §Q): @8 311361 &, H 3! STl § | 819 W] Ueb SIS et o elideb B & forg
T ot ot faame & 9T TTel hTe G| W HaH WA §, H SO e BIe gl | §H 39l
3 foraT 3R el &, 3R I8 9§ TR TTad !

NATALIA: My fault? It was yours!

Farferr: T TTelcl? I8 rReRT Al

CHOOBOOKOV: Now I'm the culprit! (LOMOYV appears at the French doors.
AgDIa: d H R1e 5! (AHE IR ararsl R Udhe gial |
CHOOBOOKOV exists.)

wigebId HISE §1)

Scene VI

(NATALIA and LOMOV)
(FTdTferaT 3R SHI)

LOMOV: (entering, exhausted) What horrible palpitations .... my foot’s gone numb.... there’s
a jabbing in my side..

AHIG: (TR HRd G, YT g3 T HIFS USH 6 ... RIIR YA S T8 ...

NATALIA: My apologies, Ivan Vassilievich, we got so worked up ... I do recall now that the
Ox Meadows are actually your property.

TAIRHT: &1 X, SAH AT, §H ST HMH PR IP & ... Jol 3fd TS g (o 3y HISIel arad
H 3uet Hufi gl

LOMOV: My hear’s palpitating .... The Meadows are mine .... There are starts bursting in my
both eyes. (They sit down.)

AT : TR G USH @1 6.... T & M W E.... B a1 318l & e al g1 (@ 93 )

NATALIA: We were wrong.



Tarferar: 89 Tad |

LOMOV: It’s the principle of the thing .... I don’t care about the land, it’s the principle of the
thing-

qIHIG: I8 a1d &1 RIGId §... I3 STHH &1 URdTe el 8, I8 die &1 fRIgid 8-

NATALIA: Exactly, the principle .... Let’s talk about something else.

Aarferr: foepd, Rigid ... $ IR I HRA g |

LOMOV: Particularly since I have proof. My aunt’s grandmother let your paternal great-
grandfather’s peasants —

ATHIG: TIHR od o TR U1 99d 6 | X1 ARA &1 gret A R WRaTel & (b & o faam —
NATALIA: All right, all right .... (aside): T don’t know how to go about it ... (to

AT 316 &, BIF § ... (T RW): G -Te! Udl [ 3qH IR H S ST § ... (A & fag)
LOMOV) Will you start hunting soon?

AHIT) &7 3T SIeg o1 [RABR BHRAT E B Gil?

LOMOV: Yes, for grouse, Natalia Stepanovna. I think I shall begin after the harvest. Oh, have
you heard what bad luck I had? My hound Guess — you know the one — he’s gone lame.

Ha: 8, Rrerd & fore, Farferan RurieT | g2 T 8 {6 ad & 918 Y& | 371,
T TA AT © o TRT o g m? 112 8T8 S T — 3110 39 OfFd & — 98 el &l T /|

NATALIA: What a pity! How did it happen?
TATTCTT: T HEHAUN G! T§ ol goT?

LOMOV: I don’t know he must have twisted his leg, or else some other dog bit him.... (sighs)
My very vest hound, not to mention the money! Why, I paid Mironov a hundred and twenty-
five rubles for him.

AHIG: g3l el TaT b I8 701 OR gHT fort G, aRA1 g GuRT ol 39 SHIc... T, T4
PRI BT 39 fo1E U T U=y o &1 YFTa foa|

NATALIA: You overpaid him, Ivan Vassilievich.
FTferT: 319 39 3Hf¥d YT fobar, ga aryferfdd |

LOMOV : I don’t think so. It was very little for a wonderful dog.




I : G U1 61 Il | I8 Ueb 3gHd ol o fel agd HH Tl

NATALIA : Papa bought his dog Leap for eighty-five rubles, and Leapis vastly superior to
your Guess!

AT : AT = 30 Hl oG B gk & ad H WRiel, 3R Tt 3 1 I 9gd 98!

LOMOV : Leap’superior to Guess? Oh, come now, (laughs) Leap superior to Guess!

AN : S Y dgaR SART? 3018, 3fd 31371, (§9d gU) Y Y dgcR Tl HTISH!

NATALIA : Of course he is! I know that Leap is still young, he’s not a full-grown hound yet.
But for points and action, not even Volchanietsky has a better dog.

ATeraT : 91 98 8! T UdT § fob &ty 3t oft gar g, o snft guf o e erds =8t g 1 aifeH
3 3R Wﬁ%%ﬁ, Volchanietsky lﬁ@é@ﬁ?ﬁﬁ%l

LOMOYV : Excuse me, Natalia Stepanovna, but you're forgetting that he’s pug-jawed, which
makes him a poor hunting dog.

AHIG : &1 6, FdTTerdT RUTHIGT, Al 31T HYd IR & o 98 WI-Sies aTall §, Sl 39 T TRig
RHR FAT TR |
NATALIA : Pug-jawed? That’s news to me.

TR : WI-Sieg? I8 R AU @SR B

LOMOV : I can assure you, his lower jaw is shorter than his upper jaw.

A : § 3ueh! Ay fEamdr €, S9! Fae JasT 39% SRl Jes I Blel gl
NATALIA : Have you measured it?

TaTferaT : T MY Y AT ?

LOMOV : Indeed, I have. He’ll do for pointing, of course, but when it comes to retrieving, he
can hardly hold a cand —

MG : IR B, IR U § | 98 Ff¥d U Y SR A o (o8 HT, Tifch ofd 39 G: UTed =
D F1d 31Tl B, O 98 VUG 81 Uh &S UHS bal § —

NATALIA : First of all, our Leap is a pedigreed greyhound — he’s the son of Harness and
Chisel, whereas your Guess is so piebald that not even Solomon could figure out his breed ....
Furthermore, he’s as old and ugly as a broken down nag.



Ad1erdT : &9 Ugdl, SHRI WU Uh GRTadl YBT3 S & — 98 89 3R &1 1 ¥l g, STdid 3TUH]
T AT Hiaes @ fob o™ v ST 7% &1 Ual Ta! Ol 9ol ... SHP 3(aTal, I8 U ¢ gu
& U H ggT 3R JaRd g +1d AT

LOMOV : He may be old, but I wouldn’t trade him for five of your Leaps .... The very idea!
Guess is a real hound, but Leap... Why argue? It’s ridiculous .... Every huntsman’s assistant
has a dog like your Leap. At twenty-five rubles he’d be overpriced.

G : 98 §&1 81 Tohdl 7, Afdh- H IR Ui Sl & o BT AR gl BTl ... gt faaR
8! AT € U 31cl FRIGRI Hl1 &, Afch] SAN... FI 989 Hi? I8 TRANUG & ... B RIBR &
e & U 30! ST oIl $l 8idl ¢ | TN o ad R a8 31feie Jead™ gh|

NATALIA : You seem to be possessed by some demon of contradiction, Ivan Vassilievich.
First you fancy that the Ox Meadows are yours, then you pretend that Guess is a better
hound than Leap. If there’s one thing I don’t like it’s a person who says the opposite of what
he thinks. You know perfectly well that Leap is a hundred times better than .... than that
stupid Guess of yours. Why do you insist on denying it?

STATferaT : U1 T & fob 1T TR SFAfdRIY &1 g &1d 3a amiIiaad ¢ | G 310 Hed-] R
& [ ooy TSI SuehT &, Ay 31U f@maT vd § foh 719 iy ¥ 98k B19S 6| SR &g U
1 & S g2 TN 781 © 1 98 & 98 Sl Gradl & S [quRid Hedl ¢ | 3Md yefl-wifd S § fo
Y 30 I JAHHT 4R STl I W AT I8R ... 3T U SRABR - W SR 1 &l 52

LOMOV : You obviously must think, Natalia Stepanovna, that I'm either blind or mentally
retarded. Can’t you see that your Leap has a pug jaw?

QI : AR TUTIGT, ST WY U F W1 a1eq o & a1 ot sfe g a1 AHiis &9 9
fafere €1 3 3y 8t <@ I foh 3 offa Hf 01 SeraT 82

NATALIA : That’s not true.
TdTferT : I8 99 el o

LOMOV : A pug jaw.

g : T T S S|

NATALIA : (screaming): That’s not true.

rferr : (RIeard §0) : 98 9d el g |
LOMOV : Why are you screaming, Madam?
A : 7S, 31Ty foea &1 1 62



NATALIA : Why are you talking such rubbish? It’s exasperating! Your Guess is just about
ready to be put out of his misery, and you compare him to Leap.

T : g7 Ui IH A o1 R X8 81 ? T8 TP - aTal g! SHUHT I 39D g9 3 18R
e & U R §, 3R 3 IS T g A Hd & |

LOMOV : Excuse me, but I can’t keep on arguing like this. My heart’s palpitating.
AT : & B, Al H 3T dE 989 oTR} el W qohdT | IRT foa Usd @R |

NATALIA: I've noticed that the sportsmen who argue most don’t understand the first thing
about hunting.

arferan: H4 3@ § b o fFIars) ged e 989 3d ©, 4 RIGR & IR H ugall o1d gl IHld
gl
LOMOYV : Madam, pleeeease, keep quiet.... My heart’s bursting... (shouts): Keep quiet!

G : B, Wite, 9U 3@)... IR1 f3d Be 3T §.... (Faedrd gu): gu <ah

NATALIA : I won’t keep quiet until you admit that Leap is a hundred times superior to your
Guess!

Hﬁﬁg:ﬁﬁ&%gﬁé’fé@ﬁww 31T I8 WHR el R add b ¢iT 3maes 79 J I T
IR B!

LOMOV : He’s a hundred times inferior. Someone ought to shoot him. My temples ... my

eyes ... my shoulder ...

CIHIE - 98 9 1 6 & | fohl 1 G Tedl AR Gt =g T | R iR, A 3. AR abeT...

NATALIA : No one has to wish that idiotic mutt of yours dead, because he’s just skin and
bones anyway.

TFaferan : foadt Y 1 TR ST G Ho & g B! HTHAT 8! B! AT, Fifeh a8 % oft Rk
CEIREIREERI]

LOMOV : Keep quiet! I'm having heart failure!

MG : gU ! | gl e &1 fawherd g1 %G1 &!

NATALIA : I will not keep quiet!

FaTferar : § g9 et g !

Scene VII



CHOOBOOKOV (entering): What’s going on now?
YD1 (YR Bl GU): 319 FT 51 35T 87

NATALIA: Papa, tell me, honestly and sincerely: which is the better dog — our Leap or his
Guess?

TATTCTT: AT, G831 SAMGRT ¥ 3R SHMGRT I Fd13fl: DI 91 HIT 98k & — SART AT a1 I9HT
9?2

LOMOV: Stepan Stepanovich, I beseech you , just tell me one thing: is your Leap pug-jawed
or isn’t he? Yes or no?

G W Rarifd, H o fardt Hd1 €, 99 931 U a1d Sarsil: 7 39T dd W-ses
g a1 -IgT? g AT g1

CHOOBOOKOV: So what! Who cares? He’s still the best hound in the country, and what not.
dAgepia: al T frd USt g2 g ot off 1 & e o1 ISR Bt ©, SR 1 g |

LOMOV: And my Guess isn’t better? Tell the truth.

AHIG: 3R TRT SHH 98k -Te! 8?2 Id Farsi|

CHOOBOOKOV: Don’t get all worked up, old boy .... Let me explain .... Your Guess does have
a few good qualities. .... He’s pure-bred, he’s got solid legs, he’s well put together, and what
not. But if you must know, my good man, your dog’s got two basic faults: He’s old, and his
muzzle’s too short.

DT TS DHTH A P, §¢ ASD .... T A QT .... IH T H $S 3 U g ... T8 IS
T &1 8, IUP U1 31 IR §, I8 33 aRg A T 1Y 8, 3R FT g | Al R SHTUeh! el
BT AT, TR 3wy SATGHY, 3TIh Hl & & §HATS! &Y 8- 98 931 8, AR IUHT YU 9gd Jlel |

LOMOV: Excuse me; my heart’s racing madly.... Let’s examine the facts.... Please, don’t

forget that when we were hunting in the Mapooskin Fields, my Guess ran neck and neck with
the count’s dog Waggy, while your Leap lagged behind by half a mile.

AHIG: &M HY; BRI fod UNTal &1 oRE GIS BT |... 33T aA| DI offd HY... HUT, T8 Ad Y[l
% 519 89 AYRPH- Biegy H RIGR R I3 A, 0 TTS T A 13T & ST avft b W1 TG 3R T
qISTS, Safeh 3ATUT Ty e I8 T | et Hid |

CHOOBOOKOV: That was because the count’s assistant struck him with his riding crop.

e 1d: VT 3T T ifeh T & TgrId 3 I U GARI dTell ad I TR 47|



LOMOV: Naturally. All the other dogs were chasing the fox, but yours started running after
sheep.

G WIHTde =0 Y| d1hT il o AMTS! b1 Uil IR Tg 3, A TR Ul & Ul URH
|

CHOOBOOKOV: That’s a lie! My dear boy, I fly off the handle easily, so, please let’s stop
arguing. The man whipped him because people are always envious of everyone else’s dogs.
Yes, they're all filled with spite! And you sir, are no exception. Why, the minute you notice

that anyone else’s dog is better than your Guess, you instantly start up something or other ...
and what not. I've got the memory of an elephant!

AGDHI4: T8 IS 8! TR WR TSP, H 3! ¥ 80 F 3 Sl §, Al HUdl 989 HRAT6g HR g |
39 3fTeHl 7 IV DS AR I AT A R & Bl 4 s bR 1 8T, I I g 1R gu B!
3R 310 HEIey, P13 3UdIE el ¢ | T, S 81 31T e B & {3 fardt 3iR &1 il 3 7
JIERE, T RAPS 158 L& PR A § ... AR FT a1 | G U g1 $1 TG 371 7S !

LOMOV: And sodo I.
AAg: IR H i

CHOOBOOKOV (mimicking him): “And so do I” ... and what does your memory tell you?
LOMOV: My heart’s palpitating.... My foot’s paralysed ... I can’t anymore... NATALIA
(mimicking): “My heart’s palpitating ...” What kind of hunter are you anyway? You ought to

NPT (ITD! THd B gU): “3R H T S HaAT g ... 3R MU AT 3HTUH!
FdTal g2 AHIg: TR fod USh @18, MR A dPharg... H 31 3R Tl I bdl... Tarier
(A% d Bd §U): “TRT G 4SS TeT8...” a8 it 311U fordy e & RIGRY §? 3! AfSal o1

CHOOBOOKOV: That’s right, what kind of hunter are you? If you've got palpitations, stay
home; don’t go wobbling around the countryside on horseback. It wouldn’t be so bad if you
really hunted, but you only tag along in order to start arguments or meddle with other
people’s dogs, and what not. We’d better stop, I fly off the handle easily. You, sir, are not a
hunter, and that’s that.

AgHIa: T8 Te! 8, 3MU fhyg ave & RIGRY §? 3AR 3MUH! GeRTEC &1 @l 5, dl ;R W a1 I|; O
1 Ui TR <81 & IRI 3R T gHI | T8 I §R1 51 8111 AT 310 IRad H RIGR HRd 8, A
31T Fad g & B T 3 A b Hail b 1Y SXET B P fo1g S R §, 3R 1 78|
JER BN b 81 3 oMy, H ST ¥ g0 U 38 ST § | 3114, 1AM, Rt 781 §, sk a9
ESGINL




LOMOV: And you are, I suppose. The only reason you go hunting is to flatter the count and
carry on your backstabbing little intrigues .... Oh, my heart!.... You schemer!

AHIg: 3R gH 81, 99 AT 8 | IR IR S &1 THHTE HRUI T8 § fob 319 I & araedt &
3R SO Tt T FR1 9T arell BICH-BICT Aol IR 9 ... 3118, TR faql... g0 TSdaaR!

CHOOBOOKOV: Mg, a schemer. (shouting): Shut up!

AgDIa: H, T AoHeR | (R gU): g @

LOMOV: Schemer!

HIg: YSUAD !

CHOOBOOKOV: Upstart! Pipsqueak!

g4 UeTe! e !

LOMOV: You old fogy! You hypocrite!

NIEIGE dH @ ?{&IT“[ Gl dH Urg Sl

CHOOBOOKOV: Shut up, or I'll blast you with a shot gun like a partridge.

AgDIa: JU I8!, AT H e U IR DI e U Tie 71 & 1Y fawpie R |

LOMOV: The whole country knows that — Oh, my heart! — your late wife used to beat you ..
My leg., my temples ... I see stars .... 'm falling, falling.

THIG: T SR ST § 1o — i, TR fa! - qR fadwa Ul g died 2., A et TR HfeR...
R e . AR PR,

CHOOBOOKOV: And your housekeeper henpecks you all over the place!
CHOOBOOKOV: 3{R 30Ut FIehRIHT MUk §R SI7Te Y <l !

LOMOV: There, you see .... my heart’s burst! My shoulder’s torn off .... Where’s my shoulder?
.... 'm dying! (collapses into armchair) Get a doctor! (faints)

AHIG: T8T, qH < ... TRT f3d e T BR1 &1 e T IR HUT Hel 82 ... § AR QT 8! (T
7 IR 71T ) Sidex &1 garsil! (§81=0)

CHOOBOOKOV: Pipsqueak. Weakling. Windbag. I feel sick. (drinks some water) I feel sick.

TIqprd: e | HHR| fdge| & R Heqw HR T g1 (IS U tiar ) # iR 7eqd &R
wETE|




NATALIA: What kind of hunter are you anyway? You don’t even know how to sit in a saddle!
(to her father): Papa! What’s the matter with him? Papa! Look, Papa!(screams) Ivan
Vassilievich! He’s dead!

Tarterar: o off 3110 fore aRE & ISR 82 3y g8 +ff 781 o1d fob S13t H ol do1 ]! (3TH
O 0): ITam I I T 91 g2 T <, (e gU) A ariifcifad! 98 1R g1 g

CHOOBOOKOV: I feel sick! .... I can’t breathe! .... Air!
Agepia: T AR Teqy R QT g! ... H 9 I8! o Ihd! ... §a!

NATALIA: He’s dead! (tugs at LOMOV’s sleeves) Ivan Vassilievich! Ivan Vassilievich!
What’ve we done! He’s dead. (collapses into easy chair) Get a doctor. (She becomes
hysterical.)

TR 98 TR g1 §! (A Pt TR UR 1) 391 anfyferad a9 arfifafaen g9
foram a8 IR gH1 3| (MH HI H IR ST §) Siaex § el | (a8 fexd iR g1 it §1)

CHOOBOOKOV: Oh! .... What is it? What’s wrong?

AGDIG: 3ME! .... T§ FT 8? FTITAd 82

NATALIA (moaning): He’s dead .... He’s dead!

AdTferT (FR18d §U): I8 R IHT | ... 8 AR T 3!

CHOOBOOKOV: Who’s dead? (glancing at Lomov): He really is dead! Oh, my God! Get some
water! Get a doctor! (holds a glass to Lomov’s mouth) Go ahead and drink!.... He won’t drink
.... L guess he’s dead and so on .... Why does everything have to happen to me? Why didn’t I
cut my throat? What am I waiting for? Give me a knife! Give me a gun! (Lomov stirs.) He’s
reviving, I think.... Drink some water! .... That’s right.

AGDIG: B AR 82 (AHIG B 3R ¢Wd gU): 98 Tagd TR IH1 ¢! 919 Y T[9! AT Tt araiit
TP SIdeR UTd H! (@G & 4 H T My 3@ 8) o da! iR Ui aflt..... 98 et uiwwmr ... g
T ¢ fob 98 TR g1 & 3R S %8 ... T & R 1Y 1 gl g2 T U1 7 34f Tal pbler?
T3 frae! SaoR 82 H31 U 919 &l go U g <! (g fearar 8 1) 98 Yeiiad 81 @l §,
T AAre... ASTuH dan ... Tt S §

LOMOV: Stars .... fog .... where am I?
AHG: AR ... P ... H BRI g2

CHOOBOOKOV: You two’d better hurry up and get married.... Dammit! She accepts ....
(joins Lomov’s hand with Natalia’s) She accepts .... My blessings and so forth..... Just do me a

favour and leave me in peace.



I 1d: SgaR BRI fob JH &Il Sleg] DRI 3R T hR ... [UFHR 5! 98 IR Bl B ...
(ATTerT & ATy TG &1 8T FaNdt §) a8 WeR Bl § ... BR1 3MRfiale SfiR ol ... s9 g3
R TS TgUH I 3R T3 Wi 3 B8 &

LOMOV: What? (getting up) Who?

cHIG: FT? (I3 P12

CHOOBOOKOV: She accepts. Well ? Kiss her and ... the two of you can go straight to hell.
AGHIT: I8 WIHR Bl ¢ | ST ? I FAT 3R ... TH a1 WY TR T o Thd g

NATALIA (moaning): He’s alive .... I accept, I accept ...

AT (BR18d §U): T OfAd § ... H PR HRAT §, H WHR IRATE ...
CHOOBOOKOV: Kiss and make up.

AIgpIa: JHT 3R TR B |

LOMOV: What? Who? (kisses Natalia) Enchante .... Excuse me, but what’s going on? Oh yes,
I remember .... My heart .... stars .... 'm very happy, Natalia Stepanovna. (kisses her hands)
My leg’s paralysed ....

AHIG: TP D2 (& AT HAY ... &H Hx, Al FATBIET8? SN 8T, GJ AC | .... BRI
ﬁ?l% Ry ... & 9gd G §, e RuHIe | (39 g4l &) IHdT §) TRT IR AHaRRd 8l
a1

NATALIA: I .... 'm very happy, too ....

Farterar: H.... ¥ o ST G §....

CHOOBOOKOV: That’s a load off my back .... Whew!
CHOOBOOKOV: I8 TR fd R 5.... 18!

NATALIA: But .... all the same, why don’t you finally admit that Guess isn’t as good as Leap.
Fdrferar: dfb .... 39 @, oMU RR H Ig I I8 AFd b 79 oy o1 331 61 g

LOMOV: He’s much better.

qIHIg: 98 9gd dgaR & |

NATALIA: He’s worse.

dTferaT: 98 JeaR &



CHOOBOOKOV: The launching of marital bliss! Champagne!
gD Id: JAIEH 37 BI Y& SA! AU

LOMOV: He’s better.

AAd: 98 SedR g

NATALIA: Worse! Worse! Worse!

AT 399 I IEaR! el §R1! TG 11!
CHOOBOOKOV (trying to outshout them): Champagne! Champagne!
CHOOBOOKOV (3 fReai & 1fRrer o 281 8): et Ao





