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i'1chael Chekhov is an ouvstandinz figure of the
contemporary theutre. i{is is a spoecisl position. iHe cannot
be measured by ordinary standards. In any case one cannot
medgure him by the single performance in which we saw hin play
Tour short roles. 1t is difficult to reconcile that uniformity
which is peculiar +o him with the versatility which he shoved
in these roles., 50 far 2g one can percelve his unirormity
reslidos in that which he completely l2cks. Mot in one of his
roles did he exhibit even one of the tricks and artifices of
Lthe ordinary actor as, for instance, a faulty intonation, zan
absurd tearing arart of worda, or a false continuity, deliber-
Ate davices for emphasis, proffering a word for the silke of
laugh; in a word, nothing of all that which, 1like rust, cats
into the actor®s racitation, ruins hig speech, and kills its
natural and +true quuiity.

“itnh Chekhov averything is true. It ié chiselled
where needed und also moldad when nacedsary, and everythineg is
amazingly integsral and is done not for us, the ocnloeckers, but
throuazh his innate natural law. and so, absorbing the npurity
of his playlng, free from @ctinz (2ven one dislikes to mention
the word playing) I am remindad of lolstoy'’s words, “ihe hero

of my novel, whom I love with all the strength of my soul,
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whom I try *o rortray in all his bheauty sand who always was, is,
and will be beautiful - ig truth.” 590, that is thea aver-present
uniformity which, so far as I am able to nerceive, in that
versatility which we saw on tha evening of Anril 4 in the

2alla avean,

This truth not only movad him, not only shone through
him, but it pervaded the whole evening because we saw not
Chekhov the actor only, hut also ChakXhov *he producer, tha
aXpoundar, the leadeor, and, finally, cChekhov the makar, the
craator of these »nlays which he produces, of those tynes which
he fnearmates. !e compelled us to see in Chekhov, tha zuthor,
dapths and subtleties and the blending o the trazic with the
cortle which we, simple mortals, had never suspected,

Chekxhov showad us four different typeg. In tho
first picture we gee 3 chronic drunkard of 3 noble type. OCne
cf the charms of Chekhov's comedy acting is the secondary
role he allots to the WORD. The real, nost comical word, the
one in which lies the veritable kerrel of laughter, he somehow
anshrouds: the word is hidden somawhere like a gtrawberry
undar & leaf, Somatlimes it is modest to such z degree that
ve 81lmost divine it. “hig extreme concern a2as to ths comical
inluence on the onlooker is, in the end, much nore effective
than the insistancs of the comical, “The important thing is
that this method Xeaps us at tha opposite pole %o that vulzar

ascartiveness which seekg an off2ct and chaseg after apnlauge,



fith nim ] word seams to he drovnmed in the mood, and
ths latter bacomes the chiof moment o the sntiro stage exist-
snces Tho mooldl itsell in its exprecsions is worked out with
such flow sand cadence, from one Torma to another, that there ls
not ona moment in which tho content of the inner psychology is
not apparent.

In *his respect, mos3t remariablse is the young stu-
dent's Intoxicaticn. It is difficult to convey to what dagree
this iz worked out, to what degree the sradualness of his intoxi-
cation is »roduced artistically znd how resourcefully are
utilized the surrounding objects - all the props o tha axternal
setting, 30 modern and scant; the cap, the buttons of the Jacket,
the chair, the tadble, tha Ttottles of beeor, and fthe lovae louter
on ‘the blue notapaper, tha cup instead of the glase, splashings
and spillings of beary liquid - 21l these things play a part
and turmm up at the right moment and assist, so to say, the
orchastration of the fsiven moment. We Zes the amazing rhythm

with thich the phyaical nmovenent harmonizes with the inner

movement,
‘hera 13 not one mroment of vulgarlity, even on the
very brink of the places most dangerous in this respect. TUHAT

is, of courze, his rreatest merit. And "HAT is why, during the
whole play, in every movament, in every one o his roles our
HEARTS GO ob™ ™0 HI¥, Wa love him - for what? It is not
vacouse ha ig a haro, or a lover; he portrays human worthless-

nesg, and nevarthelass, we are drawn to this squalid world of
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depths of Yauyarly emotlions, where worthlesgsness and groatness
intermingle and laushter 2nd sorrow dwell togzether,

in the mﬁnalﬁguEfThc :tory of a bureaucrat," 1 wad
struck wore than in anything by the Torce of some of his pauses
and by ihe eloquence of his silances. In this, Derhaps with
mors clarity than in anything, ie revealad that independant
road by which ho came out from the oscow Arts Theatra. s &« Ts
always loved "pzuses™ but with them thay wers always filled by
the lighting of a2 cizaretto, oy 4 thrown stub, by drawing one's
Finzers through one's tousled hair, or by some "empty" aigh,
or by staring through @ window. “hose pauses, sitrictly sprak-
ing, were not pausas in the trus sensa2; they wera not psycholog-
ical pauses, nor dramatical, nor miniec DALZ S, no, they were
simply stops, gaps in the action. with Chekhov everything lives;
he has that genuine "psycholorical vause” which 2ither lives
in the sense of the PRECEDTHC word, Or Jorecasts the FUPURE word.
ihigs is such a pausge ag distinguishes a personality from a lack
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