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CHARACTERS

Ivan Vasilyevich Mastakov, 40-45 years old, a merchant
Pavel, 20-22 years old, his stepson

T anya, 18 years old, his stepdaughter

Zakharovna, an old servant who brought up the children
Stepanich, 60 years old, a watchman

Sophia Markovna, 83 years old, widow of an army colonel
Kharitonov, 48 years old, a merchant

Y akov, 25 years old, his nephew

A StoneMason

An Old Man

A Young Girl



ACT 1

A three-storied brick building under construction is seen
in the background. In front of it are barrels of lime, piles
of boards and building materials, a clump of trees with
broken branches. Under the trees a straight-backed bench;
on the left of the stage—a fence with a gate in it leading
into a garden. Beside the gate—a lodge with another bench
at the entrance door. On the right of the stage—trees and
bushes. Noon of a Sunday in summer. A group of stone-
masons are standing in front of the new building. Mastakov,
a sturdy dark-haired man with a smattering of grey in beard
and moustache, is addressing them. At the garden gate:
Kharitonov, a red-haired, fidgety lttle man; Yakov, his
foppish nephew; Pavel, a glum, awkward lad; Tanya,
dressed loudly and in the latest style; Zakharovna and
o Stepanich.

Kharitonov (calling to the stone-masons): Quiet,
plebs! ] 7
" Mastakov (glancing at him reproachfully) : Just a minute,
Yakim. Well, men, one job’s done with, thank the Lord, and on
Monday we’ll begin another. You worked hard and honestly
and deserve to be thanked for it. I do thank you, fellows; I do
indeed.

Kharitonov (to Pavel): There’s no spirit in his words. If
I was to thank them, now! :

Mastakov: Have you any complaints to make to me?

Stone-Masons: Oh, no. We thank you in turn. No com-
plaints.

Mastakov: Good. It wasn't only for me you worked—you
worked for yourselves as well. Your children and grandchildren
will study in this school. Future generations will enjoy the fruits
of our labour. S

Kharitonov (to Yakov): It’s the colonel’s widow put
those ideas in his head. R

Y akov: Uh-huh.

Tanya: Hush, I can’t hear what he says.

Mastakov: As a matter of fact, work is always of more
value than money. I myself come of simple folk and I appreciate
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the value of all kinds of work. (He speaks haltingly, searching for
words, and his hesitation increases as he goes on.)

Kharitonov: Why doesn’t he wind it up? They don’t un-
derstand what he’s talking about anyway.

Mastakov: And so the building of this trade school is over.
Heaven grant that the lives of our children may be better and
happier than ours. Say what you will, the fortunate are more
deserving of God’s help than the unfortunate.

Kharitonov: That’s all the colonel’s widow.

Tanya: Please stop talking!

Zakharovna: Oh, deary me!

Mastakov: And now go and have dinner. Drink to our
final success, and—well, congratulations on the finishing of this
job.

Stone-Masons (in enthusiastic chorus): Many thanks,
Ivan Vasilyevich! Many thanks to you! Come along, fellows!
Wait! Thanks, master.

Mastakov: You each have three rubles coming to you as a
further mark of gratitude.

Stone-Masons (even more enthusiastic): Hear that? ..
A ‘thousand thanks!... Well, come along.... Wait a minute!
Thanks! . ’

Old Stone-Mason: Wait! Quiet, men! I, too, have a
word to say, Ivan Vasilyevich. Very kind it is of you to treat us
to dinner—another would have handed us each a ruble for a drink
and sent us off. But not you—you do everything different and
better. Most folk fall flat when they try to be different, but not
you. It’s a pleasure to work for such a master. If everybody acted
like you, there’d be less hard feelings, Folk do like to have a little
pleasure once in a while. We're content, too, Ivan Vasilyevich,
and we make you a bow to show our thanks. Bow to the master,
mates. (He makes a low bow, the stone-masons mutter: “Thanks,
master.” “May you be successful in all you do!” *Many thanks!”
A consumptive lad falls on his knees and bows to the earth in
obvious mockery.)

Tanya (smiling) : How silly!
~Kharitonov: The brat!

Mastakov: That's not nice, my boy. Well, be off with
you, men. If you need anything, Nikita Semyonov, ask Zakha-
rovna for it, : .

Stone-Mason: Thank you, don’t trouble yourself any
more on our account,
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(The workmen go out, followed by Kharitonov, Pavel,
Yakov and Zakharovna. Tanya puts her foot on the bench
to tie her shoe-lace.)

Kharitonov (to the young folk): Come along, let’s watch
them guzzle,

Mastakov (fo the old stone-mason): I'm particularly grate-
ful to you. ‘

Stone-Mason: Don’t mention it.

Mastakov: Why are you grinning?

Stone-Mason:: It's a pleasure to look at you. I've seen lots
of folk in my day, but I'd rather look at you than at most of them.

Mastakov: Getalong. You'll be late for dinner.

Stone-Mason : Youre always building something, always
doing something. Real talent you’ve got, but you're in too much
of a hurry. You'll wiear out quick.

Mastakov: We've been told not to hide our light. under
a bushel.

Stone-Mason: Who told us?

Mastakov: Christ, in the Bible,

Stone-Mason: Oh, then of course, But the more haste,
the more waste, as the saying goes. Well, good day to you. And
so we begin the new job on Monday?

Mastakov: On Monday.

Stone-Mason: Good day to you.

(Goes off. Mastakov looks about him wearily.)

Tanya (coming up to him): Let’s go and have dinner.

Mastakov: You here alone?

Tanya: Everyone else went to watch them eat. There’s
no fun in that.

Mastakov (softly): You're always alone, dear, You oughtn’t
to be.

Tanya: It was nice, what you said to them. And the old
man is nice, too, . ‘

Mastakov: Talks too much, but he’s clever. And he knows
his job.
" Tanya: I don’t like most muzhiks, but some of them
are nice. '

Mastakov: Why shouldn’t you like them? I'm a muzhik
myself.
, (Pavel appears among the trees.)
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Tanya: Youa muzhik? You're a merchant.

Mastakov: We're all alike. We're muzhiks, only we dress
differently and talk differently. But people aren’t to be judged
by their clothes and their speech—it’s their work that counts,
The person who knows how to work is the one who deserves
respect. You, for instance, are a lazy little loafer. Why is that?

Tanya: Idon't know. Am I?

Mastakov (ruminatively): A muzhik, that’s what I am—
a real, honest-to-goodness muzhik.

Tanya: Why do you call me lazy?

Mastakov: Ask yourself that question. Do you like Yakov'*‘

Tanya: Sometimes I do, sometimes I don’t.

Mastakov: Hm, It would be better if you liked him all
the time. What answer will you give when he asks you to marry
him?

Tanya: I've given it already. I told him to wait.

Mastakov: For what?

Tanya: I don’t know. Maybe ... oh, we'll see. Why hasn’t
Sophia Markovna come?

Mastakov: She said she’d be late for mass. Why? What
do you want her for?

Tanya: She’s so awfully nice.

(Pavel disappears. Zakharovna comes in.)

Mastakov: You have too few friends, Tanya.

Tanya: Why are you so glum today?

Mastakov: AmI? I don’t know.

Zakharovna: Dinner’s ready.

Mastakov: Good. Here, this money is for the workmen,
Zakharovna. Give it to Nikita. Come along, Tanya.

(Stepanich appears near the lodge with a gun in his hand.)
Stepanich: (singing to himself):

Poor old Vanya, there he’s s1ttmg
In the blessed pen again. .

Zakharovna: What are you doing with a gun in broad
daylight?

Stepanich: Scaring off thieves. There’s a suspicious-
looking character prowling about. Keeps askmg about the master
~—who he is, where he’s from. .
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Zakharovna: What does he want?

Stepanich: He don’t say. Seems to me he’s been sent
scouting by a band of thieves.

Zakharovna: Don't you go telling him nothing.

Stepanich: Have no fear. I've spoken to the master
about him,

Zakharovna: Call the Kharitonovs to dinner.

Stepanich: Here they come without any calling.

Kharitonov (to Pavel and Yakov): Learn from him how
to manage your affairs,

Zakharovna: Dinner’s ready, Yakim Lukich.

Kharitonov: Coming. He runs his business smooth as
oil, while I'm plagued by strikes and creditors.

Y akov: The colonel’s widow helps him.

Kharitonov: Fiddlesticks. A woman’s no help when it
comes to business.

Pavel: She’lll suck him dry. He gave her seven hundred
rubles’ worth of silver as an Easter present and a ruby bracelet
for her birthday.

Kharitonov: You know all the figures, don’t you? Aren’t
you smart!

Stepanich (winking in their wake): It's a mean little
skunk you brought up, Zakharovna.

Zakharovna: A mother’s own children don’t always turn
out to be saints. ’

Stepanich: Nothing ever puts a damp on you. A very
bright and chipper old lady you are.

Zakharovna: I wept all my tears long ago. Come what
may, I'm always gay. ;

Pavel (to Stepanich): Hey, you! My stepfather left the bills
somewhere. Go and look for them.

Zakharovna: For shame! What do you mean by talking
to your elders like that!

Pavel: Getout of here, nanny!

Zakharovna: A fool, that's what you are.

(She goes into the garden. Pavel sits down on the bench
and lights a cigarette. He hears the voice of Sophia Mar-
kovna coming from the bushes and tries to catch the words.

Sophia Markovna (off stage): Don’t unhitch the
horses. I'll soon be back. (Comes out of the bushes, pushing them
back with her parasol. She is slightly over thirty, dressed with
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piquant simplicity.) Did I see you shake your fist at me? Or turn
up your nose?

Pavel (surprised): You did not.

Sophia Markovna: Are you sure?

Pavel: I was just looking to see who was coming.

Sophia Markovna: Swear toit?

Pavel: Whyshould I?

Sophia Markovna: Oh, dear! Can’t you take a joke?

(Pavel grows silent.)

Sophia Markovna: Have many guests come?

Pavel: Only the Kharitonovs.

Sophia Markovna: What are you doing here?

Pavel: Nothing.

Sophia Markovna (taking his arm): That's very little
indeed.

Pavel: You tease me as if I were a child.

Sophia Markovna: Do I? Poor chap! Come along.

Stepanich (with the bills): Here, I found them. How do
you do, my lady.

Sophia Markovna: How do you do, my gentleman.

(She goes out, taking Pavel with her. Stepanich sits down
on the bench and watches them go with a smile on his face.
From behind the lodge comes the old stone-mason.)

Stepanich: Where are you going?

Stone-Mason: The men are too noisy for me,

Stepanich: Having a good time?

Stone-Mason: I'm not feeling up to scratch. Old age,
I guess.

Stepanich: Hm.

Stone-Mason: A good man, Ivan Vasilyevich. And a
good merchant, too. Where’s he come from?

Stepanich (with a little laugh): Funny. Do you think
there’s some special land where all the good folk come from? As
if never a good man was born among us.

Stone-Mason: Thereis no such land.

Stepanich: No, there isn’t. There’s another chap keeps
asking where the master comes from and how he got rich,

Stone-Mason: He got rich from his brains. A fool’ll
never get rich. What makes him ask?
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