
QUESTORS OUT 
OF TUNE INt~ 

CHEKHOV PLAY 
THE questo~s Theatre's current season has beg_un w~th 

a d1sappomtment. " The Cherry Orchard " 1s easily 
the least rewarding and least satisfying of Chekhov's four 
major plays, but it is capable of a far more sensitive 
-attempt at production than Colette King's at Mattock-
, lane. 

} 

I This was Chekhov's last 
I work. and it revealed a marked 
i change . in his theatrical ap· 
proach: · a change of vision, 
which one suspects would have 
altered fur(her had he lived 
on. 

Even in "The Seagull," 
"Three Sisters" and "Uncle 
Vanya," his characters exist 
less as family groups than as 
individuals standing, as it were, 

.on isolated little islands, pour­
ing out their own thoughts 
and problems, never really 
listening to anybody's else's. 

This sense of unity cloaking 
disunity may, of course, be 
held to be a "realistic" quality 
of family life. But in "The 
Cherry Orchard'' it is carried 
to new, extreme lengths. 

Whereas realism basically 
depends on connection and 
communication in human re­
lationships, surrealism de­
rives its disturbing force from 
lack of connection and com­
munication. 

And it is possible to regard 
Chekhov in his last play as 
the pioneer of twentieth cen­
tury surrealist drama, just as 
Ibsen's family portraits pion­
eered twentieth century realist 
drama. 

MYSTERIES 
For, besides the general 

absence of human contacts in 
"The Cherry Orchard," there 
are several mysterious or 
highly idiosyncratic touches. 
Gaev periodically lapsing into 
murmurings about billiards. 
Madame Ranevsky's sudden 
hallucinatory gl impse of her 
dead mother wandering in the 
garden. 

Charlotte the governess's 

mime of rocking a crying baby. 
And the famous "noise off," 
like a bird or a musical instru• 
ment or "a snapped bow­
string," which fills everyone 
with such unaccountable fore­
boding. 

Unfortunately, the play falls 
between these stools of realism 
and surrealism, and gets the 
best of neither world. 

Colette King and most of 
her Questors cast, sad to say, 
don't appear temperamentally 
or technically equipped for 
even a goodish rendering of 
the piece, let alone a definitive 
one. 

A MISTAKE 
Yet Miss King perversely 

emphasises them, by interpolat­
ing historical footnotes archly 
read aloud to us by the actors. 
She has mistaken the Chekhov• 
ian (and Stanislavskian) in­
sight into psychological aliena­
tion for the Brechtian, propa­
gandist "alienation-effect." 

And, more crucially, Doreen 
Shafran's · haughty Madame 
Rane vs k y, Wendy Jcilly's 
gauche Anya. and Susan Min­
delsohn's spinsterishly carica­
tured Varya, all fail to con­
vey the requisite underlying 
poignancy. 

Only two portrayals, in fact, 
catch the true Chekhovian 
roundness and complexity: 
David Gower's lugubrious, 
vague, pedantic Gaev, hobbling 
primly and dartin,g suspicious 
glances from under hooding 
eyebrows, his ·pursed lips mur­
muring refined platitudes; and 
(less expected, and more strik­
ing) Michael Simpson's par­
venu businessman Lopakhin, 
beamingly calculating, yet still 
oddly insecure and likeable. 

·- ---·- - -· - -------------- ---



-r_..,.~-..,.,•-••••••-•------.. _. ... __ _..__ _ _ ~" 

CHEKHOV FUN AT 
bC T1HE QUESTORS 

LIKE Shakespeare, there 
are many ways of pro­

ducing Anton Chekhov (and 
even more ways of spelling 
his namel). Colette King, in 
p r o d u c i n g " The Cherry 
Orchard " for the Questors 
has chosen to emphasise the 
comedy. And so that no one 
shall mistake her intentions 
she has put in a prologue 
reminding us of the con­
ditions in Russia which 
prompted Chekhov to write 
the play,quoting the author's 
own words, "And I shall call 
my play a comedy." 

The result is a most enter­
taining evening. Not only 
are there some very funny 
moments, but, by force of 
contrast, they serve to bring 
the pathos into sh a r per 
relief. The treatment, how­
ever, does tend to shift the 
em p h a s i s from Madame 
Ranevsky who, after all, is 
the central character. 

Nevertheless, this treat­
ment is certainly to be pre­
ferred to the slow plodding 
of some other productions I 
have seen. It is remarkable 
to notice how, by shift of 
emphasis, careful t iming and 
the introduction of by-play, 
so much fun can be got out 
of this play about the dis­
integration of a nation and 
the birth of a new order. 

The prologue itself, spoken 
by Michael Simpson an{i 
Dorothy Boyd Taylor in a 
series of short, sharp quota­
tions, sets the tone of the 
play. 

* * * MICHAEL SIMPSON plays 
Lopakhin, the self-made 

son of a peasant whose rise 
to riches enables him to buy 
the Ranevsky estate and so 
turn the tables on the old 
aristocracy. With a superb 

1 air of authority he displays 
· the man's vulgarity and lack 

of scruple. His very con­
descension is funny, 

Also very impressive, on a 
c1 u i et er note, is David 
Gower's Gayev, M ad am e 
Ranevsky's brother. He is a 
surprisingly young Gayev, 
but it is a beautifully re­
strained performance. Again 
and again, a subtle lowering 
of the voice brings a laugh 
to the most simple statement. 

As with Gayev, so is 
Doreen Shafran's Madame 

Ranevsky extraordinarily 
youthful. It is a more serious 
character and, as already 
indicated, she does not have 
as many chances as some of 
those in the lighter roles. 
But when she realises she 
has lost the home where she 
was born and brought up, 
the pathos comes over very 
well. 

Susan M i n d e 1 s o h n, as 
Varya, Madame Ranevsky's 
adopted daughter, looks little 
younger than her foster-­
mother. In accordance with 
the treatment, she has some 
very amusing moments in 
her fruitless pursuit of Lop­
akhin, and she evokes our 
sympathy in her frustration. 

Wendy Jolly is a spirited 
young Anya, Madame Ran­
evsky's 17-years-old daugh­
ter. She makes her affection 
for her mother very touch­
ing. 

* * * JT is on the servants that 
so much of the comedy 

turns and in this production 
they claim most n o t i c e . 
Dorothy Boyd Taylor is an 
impish maid and Ned Geth­
ings, as Simon, the clerk, for 
whom nothing goes right, 
brings a laugh with his every 
entry. Simon's squeaky boot 
is not the least funny of the 
many comic bits of business 
the producer has introduced. 

Among the most lasting 
impressions of this singu­
larly origin a I production, 
however, is of Clifford 
Webb's Firs. This doddery 
old manservant is a com­
paratively small part, but 
Mr. Webb gets every ounce 
of fun and pathos out of it. 
His final scene as he is left 
alone and forgotten in the 
old mansion is very moving, 

Maynard Tweed makes the 
shiftless idealist, Peter Trofi­
mov, very real and pathetic, 
and Barbara Hutchins has 
some funny moments as the 4 governess with her ventri­
loquial and card tricks. 

Patrick Bacon excels in 
the last act as an uncouth, 
money - grubbing landowner 
with a love of horseplay, and 
Edward Pitt is an immacu­
late manservant. 

The last performance of 
this refreshingly o rig i n a 1 
production is on Saturday. 



Chekhov's 
finest 

,eomedy 
"T'ne Cbeuy or~". 

Chekhov's last • .fl.nest, ru:i.~ lltt· 
ti.Rps b~.st-lmown ~O'm~ will 
O)}en the Questa.rs' nutumn 
&eM.on. this year. TI1e play,. 
translate<! by Ronald Higley, 
ls dlre;;:ted bj' Colette King 
and Paul Oreeo-Anuytage, 1$ 
respeit)s!bLe far tile de1:llgn. 

Fertormani;:.es o! the play, 
la.st iieen o.t tbe Q:ueston 
'tllea tre, Elll!r,g. In 19-53, wlll 
.c:,01:nmen-ce on Saturday, Sep-. 
t,ember 18, and rnn UDtll Stp,. 
wmber 25. Moriday .o1 Umt 
week e,;c!u<fed. 

Anton.la y Manno 8:p~ 
DB.nee Theatre 1s performing 
at the Quei;.tors Thea.he. Mat... 
tcx:~ La.ne, Ealing, from Snt­
day, &}ptember 28, until Sat.. 
u:rday, Octobel' 2. Led IJ.y 
Marino a.nd special guest 
. rumcer. Tana Lop,e.z, the com~ 
I p:cuw hm•e a lillJleJ:"P range ol 
· 11amenc.os, tile proud classlcel; 
and t.ne .simple, colourful. .tollt' 
drulces a.ll o! which iLre per­
f ormoo \'\1th tne $.llme _pre,ci­
ston 1.lD.d skLIL 

Iu No,•e:mber Shakespe&re'B· 
"''.tb<! Winter'.~ Tale", la,,<t seen 
nt the Q1,1.estoin; 16 year:; 8gl),. 
wlll he prOduced. Thls Wl..U run 
tor two weeks Md ttiere wW 
oo a nwnh~ of pedo~n~ 
at r~ctu-cect rat.e.s Ior $!:boots. 

Both productlon.s are opeo 
tQ membus an-d gu~ts of 
mernM, . There ~ i;t1ll 
,;•acnncies fur new metnbera 
unct people wterest,ea 1n 
jolt.ling were tnvl.ted to an 
open eve-.ntag on Monday. 
Guides were Wl. duty 
at. the. t.heatrl'! to show people 
round, ,t>.'l)laln tJle b~ne!ll8 of 
rnembershl.p, and a <:oloili' 111:n) 
Vl&S llflQWtt. 



COLET'fE KJNG il~:!l Ginm :; 
shrc·wd ei,ci lo 1K•th ecm(•dy 

,111'1 the,it rj,i;:"J cf1}t,Iil h1 her 
,!ir('-di r, of Chc,khoY":i. "'The 
l'.hi,ny Ordla,d" at t11e Que-.ston; 
rrh~atrc .. F..ai in;:r. 

J?ron1 th~ !lll.U-:' ,, ki n~ !) t Y(;pj­
kl1<•11:l'.01,'s. hqot ill th<• e:xcellent 
pi,;rformam'e b:; David Grrn,c,r t. 
G,t}<';' , the )it'tHfu•':tlun ,,·.i:; 
fr~:1l12d wHb a fr~h :lpJ1ro::irh 
wfikh nn,:- 1-::omeu;;: mu.st Ju,w ~o 
~i'i1ir-:ts 1nndt•rn :1~dij}Jiit~~-

A11>·.:1. w,q; :i;h•~n l¼ full. buoy­
ant peir,< m1lity by '.\"c ridy J1Jlty, 
and lkitc!~·1i Shafr~•.n a!> L::,1u~1a 
R,r;nrvsks CilUUPt the rllC•O\l o.f 
hN' .r.~le \1•i(l1 .i t:>lli ng p ret:is ii_;n. 

1\lt,;lrn<!I $inlpS"l.lJ1, ll!i uopafthi fi. 
m1t1 !"1ot-ottw Bo ·d 'foylor ;JR 
TJuny;v,ha, li.d~u b6ghtJ:,- t,nti ; 
tiroughi o,1t the 1';enller tones of · 
tlle 1,.,ther charat:tc:ri by ,wntrru.t 

fo au altor:eu;cr imp,re:!l:sive 
proo1 ction Suia,, l'.Irndelsoim 
,~s Varyll), ?tlayriartl Tweed 
s!,Tn:,iinlm'), Pat r I(,!,:; B t, <; o, TI 
{Slmeo.tl0\'•Pl1,h<: hik),, Bru-b:arn 
Hukhlns {Ch;irlotte), Cmltlrc,t 
Webb (Fi r:;) and E<lw.!!rd Pitt , 
Ciai.hn) we,J;? ulso 01Jt."Jt,1ncUng. · 
· Il b, qucstlon:i>ble whether th~ 
pr,,]i,g,;e giv11n .at the bcgim1ir.~ 
.n~(l1;.c1. ti) lhi.< ll'n.lO}'i'lll!Hl of t,w 
()l;J)I', be .1.'(11itl l)Uttintt the hap-
11rni lf:S !l1 th,:,i1· hlstl:,ric:ul 

n.w. 
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CHEKHOV AT 
QliESTORS 

'th11 tlp,:nm~ ,,r th,i fli:'!,'i 

Se!\~on 1n the Qu,~st<Jr;, The,,tre, 
~tih1u: •. \Vi!! h_€' m11rl!~ IF ;i 

fR!Jductmn ra 'TI1e Chi->n~• 
(.h-etianl," Chttkh,iv's fints't 
CtJ-m.:·dr, last 'H!•'ll al (he 
Q.il'S!tlt!> 11'1 l'J;i'.j 

PNf:.>rmiifH'~.s Jj £•;:Jn lomorrow 
_11n~ I :"-illlmfoy,, S.-p klllbt'( !'!i:ith. 
.l( ' .,b P !TI. TlV.'rl! is 110 !\Trm!ilat 


