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The Seagull by Anton Chekhov 

Version by Brendan Murray  

NINA, Act 4 

 

NINA: 

Why do you kiss the ground I walk on? You should be spitting on my grave. I’m so tired. If I 

could just…rest. (SHE CLOSES HER EYES THEN OPENS THEM) I’m the seagull – no, that’s not 

right: I’m an actress. Yes… (TRIGORIN LAUGHS, OFF) So he’s here, is he? (BEAT) It doesn’t 

matter. He didn’t have much time for the theatre; made fun of my ambitions. It wore me 

down. The rows. The jealousy. And then the baby…All the worry. My acting went to pot. I 

didn’t know what to do with my hands; how to walk; use my voice. You’ve no idea what it 

feels like when you know you’re acting badly. I’m the seagull – no that’s not right.  Do you 

remember when you shot that seagull? Then one day a man comes along and, for want of 

anything better to do, he destroys her. An idea for a short story. No, that’s not right. What 

was I saying? Oh, yes, the theatre. But things have changed. I’m making a go of it; feel I 

finally know what to do, how it works, that I can go out there and really nail it; revel in it. Just 

being good. Coming back has helped in a way: given me a chance to walk and think and do 

you know what? I finally know, Kostya, finally understand that whatever our work – writing, 

acting – it’s not about fame or fortune or any of the things we used to dream about; it’s 

having the strength to keep going. You have to take up your cross and have faith. That’s 

what I’ve done. Then the rest doesn’t hurt so much. And when I think about my vocation, I’m 

not afraid anymore. 
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Three Sisters by Anton Chekhov 

Version by Brendan Murray  

ANDREY, Act 3 

 

ANDREY: 

I’ll go when I’ve said what I have to say. Firstly, you’ve got something against Natasha, my 

wife. From the day we got married... She’s a wonderful woman and I love and respect her - 

have you got that? - and insist that others respect her too. I repeat, she’s an honest, 

upstanding person, and all your snide remarks... well, you’re just being childish. (PAUSE) 

Secondly, you seem angry that I’m not a professor. But I'm a member of the District Council 

and I consider this just as important as any academic achievement. A member of the District 

Council, yes... (PAUSE) Thirdly... there's something else I have to say... I mortgaged the house 

without telling you... It was completely my doing and I ask your pardon. But I was in debt... 

thirty-five thousand... I'm not gambling now - I gave up cards long since - but in my defence 

I’d like to point out that you girls get an annuity while I have to earn whatever I can...  

They’re not listening. Natasha is a woman of the utmost integrity. (HE WALKS ABOUT THEN 

STOPS) When I married her, I thought we were going to be happy... All going to be happy... 

Dear God... (WEEPING) My darling sisters, don’t believe a word I say. Not a word… 
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The Cherry Orchard by Anton Chekhov 

Version by Brendan Murray  

RANYEVSKAYA, Act 2 

 

RANVEYSKAYA: 

Me? Oh, being hopeless with money... Marrying a man who left nothing but debts. He was a 

terrible drinker: died of champagne. And the next one was no better. That’s when they 

started... The punishments... My little boy... Here in the river... Drowned... I ran away – never 

coming back; never wanting to see the place again – just shut my eyes and ran. Oh, but he 

ran after me, didn’t he? Pursued me, ran me down... Then goes and gets ill. I buy a villa near 

Menton and nurse him for three years, day and night till I’m worn out and the villa has to be 

sold to pay our debts. So we go to Paris and he robs me openly. Takes up with another 

woman. I try to poison myself... Stupid, humiliating... And suddenly I have to be home. Russia. 

With my little girl... (WIPING HER EYES) God forgive me. What more do you want? (TAKING 

OUT A TELEGRAM) This came today. From Paris. Begging forgiveness. Imploring me to go 

back. (TEARS IT UP) Is that music?  
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Uncle Vanya by Anton Chekhov 

Version by Brendan Murray  

ASTROV, Act 1 

 

ASTROV: 

I’m not saying never cut down a single tree, just don’t destroy the forests. You can’t move in 

this country for the sound of axes. Millions of trees, natural habitats - of birds, wild animals - 

wiped out. Water levels falling; areas of outstanding beauty, gone forever. Why? Because 

people are too stupid, too lazy to bend down and pick up fuel from the ground. (To YELENA) 

Tell me I’m wrong. Who but an idiotic barbarian could burn so much beauty in a stove? 

Destroy what he can never recreate? We were given reason and power to make the world a 

better place but what have we done?  

The forests are disappearing, rivers running dry, animals dying, the climate ruined and the 

earth impoverished, made uglier by the day. (TO VANYA) All right, you old cynic, I know what 

you’re thinking and you might be right – who knows? - but I’ll tell you this: when I see trees 

that I’ve saved from being cut down or hear the wind in the leaves of young woodland I’ve 

planted with my own hands, it feels like I’ve done something – however small – for the 

climate and the happiness of people a thousand years from now. To plant a birch sapling 

and see it grow, green, swaying in the wind... My heart just... (MARINA IS THERE WITH THE 

VODKA) Still. Better be off. (DRINKS) Probably all pie in the sky. Bye then.  

 

 

 

 


