
From Uncle Vanya 
Act 3 
 
YELENA. It’s September already. How are we going to get through the winter here? (A pause.) 
  Where’s the doctor? 
 
SONYA.  He’s in Uncle Vanya’s room. Writing something. I’m glad Uncle Vanya’s gone out, I 
  need to have a talk with you. 
 
YELENA. What about? 
 
SONYA.  What about? (Lay her head against YELENA’s bosom.) 
 
YELENA. There, there . . . (Strokes her hair.) It’s all right . . . 
 
SONYA.  I’m not attractive. 
 
YELENA. You have beautiful hair. 
 
SONYA.  No! No! When a woman isn’t attractive, they always say: ‘You have beautiful eyes, 
  you have beautiful hair’ . . . I’ve loved him now for six years, I love him more than my 
  own mother. I seem to hear him every minute, I can feel the pressure of his hand, 
  and I watch the door, waiting, thinking he’s just about to enter. And you see how I 
  keep coming to you, to talk about him. He’s here every day now, but he doesn’t look 
  at me, he doesn’t see me . . . It’s sheer torture! I’ve no hope at all, absolutely none! 
  (In despair.) Oh God, give me strength . . . I’ve been praying the whole night . . . I 
  often go up to him, start talking to him, look into his eyes . . . I’ve no pride left, I  
  can’t control myself . . . I just couldn’t help it, yesterday I told Uncle Vanya I was in 
  love . . . And all the servants know I love him. Everybody knows. 
 
YELENA. And what about him? 
 
SONYA.  He doesn’t’ even notice me. 
 
YELENA. (Musing.) He’s a strange man . . . I’ll tell you what – why don’t I have a word with 
  him? I’ll be very careful, do it in a roundabout way . . . (A pause.) I mean, really, to go 
  all this time without knowing . . . Let me try. (SONYA nods her consent.) Splendid. He 
  either loves you or he doesn’t – that won’t be difficult to find out. Don’t’ be  
  embarrassed my darling, and don’t worry – I’ll question him very tactfully, he won’t 
  even be aware. Yes or no, that’s all we need to know. (A pause.) If it’s no, then  
  perhaps he shouldn’t come here any more. Right? (SONYA nods.) It’ll be easier if 
  you’re not seeing him. We won’t put it off, we’ll speak to him right now. He was  
  going to show me some of his charts . . . Go and tell him I’d like to see him. 
 
SONYA.  You’ll tell me the truth? 
 
YELENA. Yes, of course. I think the truth, no matter what, can’t be more terrible than not  
  knowing. You can trust me, my darling. 
 
SONYA.  Yes . . . yes . . . I’ll tell him you want to see his carts . . . (Goes to the door and stops.) 
  No, it’s better not knowing . . . At least there’s hope . . . 
 
YELENA. What did you say? 
 
SONYA.  Nothing. (Exits.) 


