
SCENE: 7 SONIA. MASHA VANYA CASSANDRA 

 

SONIA: Yes I did. 

MASHA: Oh darling, sensitive, tedious Sonia. You can't face life, can you? 

(SONIA begins to respond, but MASHA stops her.) 

No, don't answer. You can talk at 4:30. 

SONIA: Why 4:30? 

MASHA: That's my nap time. (when SONIA looks horrified) I'm kidding, I'm kidding. 4:30 is the cocktail 

hour, a half an hour early. I usually have a Black Russian. And a drink as well. Oh, I'm amusing myself, 

sorry. 

(focuses back on her story) 

Anyway, as I was saying that movie, Sexy Killer, really changed my life - it took me from being a 

respected actress to being a global celebrity. And there is a difference. "Fame, thou glittering bauble." 

Who said that? 

VANYA: Captain Hook. 

MASHA: The real Captain Hook? 

VANYA: There wasn't a real Captain Hook. He was just in Peter Pan. 

MASHA: "Fame, thou glittering bauble." Such an interesting thing for a pirate to say. And then they 

begged me to do a sequel, and it seemed inescapable to me. We made 5 of them. And those movies 

made me millions. But my point was the theatre lost a great tragic classical actress when I didn't play my 

namesake Masha in that famous acting teacher's production of Three Sisters. That's my point! 

SONIA: You keep talking about this famous acting teacher. Who are you referring to? MASHA: 

DerekSeretsky. 

SONIA: Who? 

MASHA: Derek Seretsky. Maybe he wasn't famous. He was famous to me. 

VANYA: When did you study with him? 

MASHA: Oh, many years ago, I can't remember dates or decades. I just live. I recall I had three fabulous 

sessions with him. He taught a combination of Stanislavskian sense memory mixed with Meisner 

repetition technique. 

I'd say "Oh, Olga, let's go to Moscow" and he'd say back to me "Oh, Olga, let's go to Moscow?" And I'd 

say, "Oh Olga -let's GO to Moscow." And he'd say "Oh, oh, oh, Olga, let's go to MosCOW." And then I 

said, "Ho, ho, ho, let's go to Moscow, Olga. Moscow, Moscow, Olga. Oh, Oh, Olga, let's go! " 

I'm sorry, this is sounding incredibly false as I'm saying it. It makes one think I would've been horrible in 

Three Sisters. Maybe I would have been. (suddenly shouts emphatically) No, no, I would've been great! 

Let's not talk about it anymore. Let's talk about something else. Sonia, what's new with you? 

SONIA: I'm not allowed to speak until 4:30. 

MASHA: Everyone's so touchy here. No, you can talk. 

SONIA: How old is Spike exactly? 

MASHA: Let's talk about something fun. We're going to a party tonight, and a costume one at that. I love 

costume parties. 

SONIA: We don't have any costumes to wear, Masha. 

MASHA: Yes, you do. I asked Hootie Pie to organize some costumes for both of you, and they're in the 

car. 

VANYA: (worried) Hootie Pie? 



SONIA: (worried) Who is Hootie Pie? MASHA: Why do you both look frightened? 

(Enter CASSANDRA, she's clearly been listening just off-stage.) 

CASSANDRA: I was right! Didn't I say Beware of Hootie Pie? I saw this coming, warned you, but did you 

listen? 

MASHA: Who is this person? 

CASSANDRA: I wonder, could I get your autograph? My niece is a big fan of yours, 

she loves all those Sexy Killer movies. 

MASHA: Oh how nice. I'd be happy to give her an autograph. 

CASSANDRA: Make it out to Rebecca Sue, If you would. 

(hands MASHA a small card to sign) 

MASHA: All right. Becky Sue. 

(MASHA signs the card, gives it back to CASSANDRA) 

MASHA: Give my best to your niece. And who areyou? 

VANYA: This is Cassandra, she's our cleaning woman. 

CASSANDRA: They never listen to me. I warned them about bats, and then there were bats. I warned 

them about breaking a toe, and a toe was broken. And this morning, I had a sense that Vanya and Sonia 

must beware of an entity called Hootie Pie. 

MASHA: Well, she's not an entity. 

VANYA: What is she then? 

MASHA: She's my new assistant and completely devoted to me. 

SONIA: It might be fun to go to a party, Vanya. I've wanted to see the house Dorothy Parker used to live 

in. Do you know her suicide poem? It was very witty, at the same time it actually made you want to kill 

yourself. 

MASHA: You know, I'm feeling rather hungry after my long drive. (to CASSANDRA) Would you mind 

making a light lunch for all of us? 

CASSANDRA: I am a cleaning lady. I am not the cook. 

MASHA: Could you not make us a modest repast? A salad nicoise. An artichoke quiche perhaps. I would 

certainly pay you something for your trouble. 

CASSANDRA: I don't want to. 

MASHA: Alright. Give me back that autograph I gave you. 

CASSANDRA: No. 

MASHA: Yes. 

CASSANDRA: All right, I'll make you lunch. (exits, grouchy) 

MASHA: Don't feed us your anger please. 

SONIA: I'm starting to like the idea of a party. A party could be fun. Maybe I'd meet someone. Or in any 

case, the people there wouldn't know me and wouldn't have a bad impression of me, and maybe I could 

be witty at the party, and make new friends. What do you think, Vanya? 

VANYA: (thinks it doubtful) 

MASHA: I'm going as Snow White. I wanted Spike to go as Prince Charming, but I think he's going as a 

rap star. You must talk him into Prince Charming, would you, Vanya? And Hootie Pie came up with good 

ideas for both of you. Vanya, you can be one of the seven dwarves, we think you should go as Grumpy. 

VANYA: I don’t want to go as Grumpy. 

MASHA: It suits you. 

VANYA: No. If anything I should go as Doc. The one with the wire rim glasses and the beard. I think I look 



like him now that I'm older. 

MASHA: Well I suppose you can be Doc. He's not as memorable as Grumpy. SONIA: What costume did 

you bring for me? 

MASHA: Hootie and I thought you could go as Dopey. 

SONIA: What? 

MASHA: You know, the dwarf Dopey. And he's clean shaven, so you wouldn't have to wear a beard. 

SONIA: I don’t want to be Dopey! (starts to cry) 

MASHA: Darling, Sonia, forgive me. Which dwarf do you want to be? 

SONIA: I don’t want to be a dwarf! 

MASHA: But, darling, I only brought two dwarf costumes. That's all Hootie Pie made up for me. 

SONIA: Fuck Hootie Pie! 

MASHA: Well, who do you want to be then? Goodness, all this fuss over costumes, it's just a party for 

heaven's sake, 

SONIA: I don't want to go as your dwarf. I want to go as... Jean Harlow. Or Marlene Dietrich; 

MASHA: Well I must say. I'm the one who was invited, and I'm going as Snow White. And obviously the 

rest of you should go in a costume connected to ME. Snow White is the central figure. I can't have you 

traipsing around, pathetically trying to be Marlene Dietrich! 

VANYA: Oh dear. This is getting out of control. Masha, Sonia doesn't want to be a dwarf and I must say I 

understand her feeling. I don't mind going as a dwarf, I'm happy to be a dwarf. But isn't there some 

other fairy tale figure that's appealing that Sonia could go as. 

MASHA: No, it has to be from Snow White, it has to be connected. Oh I have an idea. Sonia, do you want 

to go as the wicked witch with the wart on her nose? 

(SONIA stands up to MASHA with firmness.) 

SONIA: I do not wish to be a witch with a wart on my nose, Masha. I am going to go as the BEAUTIFUL 

evil Queen BEFORE she turns into· the wicked witch. The one who says mirror, mirror on the wall, and so 

on. And I will look good in my costume! 

MASHA: Well I don't know that Hootie Pie can organize such a costume by tonight... 

SONIA: I will get the costume myself. There's a second hand store in Upper Black Eddy. I will drive there 

this afternoon and I will find some sort of Beautiful Evil Queen costume that I will wear tonight. 

VANYA: Good for you, Sonia. 

MASHA: Weill don't see why you're both ganging up on me. You can see why I don't come here that 

much. And what kind of name for a town is Upper Black Eddy? Pennsylvania scares me sometimes. 

SONIA: Well what kind of name do you prefer? (contemptuously) Manhattan? The Upper West Side? 

MASHA: Sonia, I'm sorry if I offended you about the dwarf costume. But you do whatever makes you 

happy. I only want to be around happy people. 

(SONIA looks out the front window, by chance.) 

SONIA: Who is that young woman Spike is talking to down at the pond? MASHA: (immediately worried) 

What young woman? 

(All three of them look out the window.) 


