
From Uncle Vanya 
Act 2 

YELENA. The storm’s over. What lovely fresh air! (A pause.) Where’s the doctor? 
 
SONYA.  He’s gone. 
 
A pause. 
 
YELENA. Sophie . . . 
 
SONYA.  Yes? 
 
YELENA. How long are you going to stay cross with me? We haven’t done each other any  
  harm. Why should we be enemies? Let’s call it a day. 
 
SONYA.  I’ve been wanting to . . . (Embraces her.) No more anger. 
 
YELENA. Excellent! 
 
SONYA.  Has papa gone to bed? 
 
YELENA. No, he’s sitting in the drawing-room. We don’t talk to each other for weeks on end, 
  God knows why . . . Let’s drink to our friendship. 
 
SONYA.  Yes, let’s. 
 
YELENA. Out of the same glass . . . (Fills it.) It’s better that way. So . . .we’re friends now? 
 
SONYA.  Friends. (The drink, and kiss.) I’ve been wanting to make it up with you for ages, but I 
  felt ashamed somehow.  
 
YELENA. You’re angry with me because you think I married your father for money. If you  
  believe in oaths, then I’ll swear to you I married him for love. I was attracted to him 
  as a famous learned man. It wasn’t genuine love, it was artificial, but it seemed real 
  enough to me at the time. I’m not to blame. But from the very day of our wedding 
  you’ve never stopped punishing me with those clever suspicious eyes of yours. 
 
SONYA.  Anyway, peace, peace! Let’s forget all that. (A pause.) 
 
SONYA.  Tell me truthfully, as a friend . . . Are you happy? 
 
YELENA. No. 
 
SONYA.  I knew that. One more question. Tell me honestly – wouldn’t you have liked a young 
  husband? 
 
YELENA. What a child you are still. Of course I would. (Laughs.) Well, ask me something else – 
  go on . . . 
 
SONYA.  Do you like the doctor? 
 
YELENA. Yes, very much. 


