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I was fancy-free and childless when I started this book. I finish it as the partner of a good woman and the father of two children. Such complete alteration might suggest that I’ve been tardy in the writing. On the other hand, it feels to me as though I’ve acquired a family at breakneck speed. One thing has become obvious, through the sleep-deprived fug. Being someone else’s direct ancestor makes you a lot more mindful of your own forebears. In this frame of mind, I realise that this book is an attempt to come to terms with some cultural forefathers. It’s a very selective reckoning. Three of the figures I’m interested in, whose influence pervades the modern theatre scene, are still working. The other is separated from them by around four hundred years.


I spent much of my time at university skirting around William Shakespeare. This was when arguments about the literary canon were in full sway, and who could be more canonical, more canonised, than Shakespeare? What’s more, I was studying at a time when it was deeply unfashionable to concern yourself with stuff about the author’s life and circumstances. What did it matter who Shakespeare was, if the text itself, in all its glorious (in)sufficiency, was what counted? It soon became clear that there was no escaping the Bard, at least for a student of English Literature in that department at that time. I decided to sideline my cautions, scruples, prejudices – call them what you will – and try to get to grips with Shakespeare. Did he really deserve such pre-eminence? I turned to Hamlet – what else? – Shakespeare’s biggest, best, most evidently Shakespearean play. I wanted to know how it worked.




At about the same time, I realised that I wanted to make theatre as well as simply watch it and study it. That’s what drew me to the work of Peter Brook, Robert Lepage and Robert Wilson. All were held up as exemplars of modern theatre-making. But why? Did they deserve it? And how did they do what they did? The first production by Robert Lepage which I saw was The Dragon’s Trilogy. In common with many others, I found myself moved, delighted and hugely impressed by this six-hour-long piece of devised theatre. It featured a cast who doubled and trebled with ease, telling a story which had an epic reach, across generations and continents. The Dragon’s Trilogy was full of bravado. It was also deft, conscious of its audience, consistently pleasurable. It flew in the face of orthodoxy (six hours long!), yet told a story and worked through theatrical transformations. It was very modern and oddly traditional.


I came to Peter Brook’s work relatively late. I had read about it and seen some of it on video, but the first show I saw in the theatre was The Man Who. As with Shakespeare, Brook’s near-deification seemed faintly offputting. I found his lauded book The Empty Space vaguely priestly, which didn’t help. My attitude to Brook’s work underwent a rapid transformation once I started to watch it at first hand. I was enraptured by the consummate craft of actors and director. Here was theatre which really knew what it was doing, where everything was meant and nothing was wasted.


Robert Wilson had for a while been something of an enigma to me. I was reading the most extravagant eulogies to his work. On the other hand, there were people around who didn’t really know who he was, nor care very much. What was the fuss all about and why, in some parts, was there no fuss whatsoever? The first show of Wilson’s which I saw was Dr Faustus Lights the Lights in Edinburgh. I experienced what seems a common response in the face of Wilson’s work: a mixture of incipient boredom, for things happened very slowly, and utter absorption in the control, precision and, yes, beauty of the staging. This sort of theatre was difficult,



disciplined and more purely aesthetic than anything I had seen before.


I kept up with the work of these three luminaries. I didn’t keep up quite as zealously with Shakespeare. I saw some fairly humdrum productions as a reviewer for the London magazine City Limits, which brought on a rising impatience and the view that Shakespeare ought to be given a rest. But then there were eye-opening productions by directors like Declan Donnellan, Peter Sellars and Yukio Ninagawa, and by accomplished companies from Eastern Europe. And one of the wittiest productions of Hamlet I saw was a solo version presented in a tiny room above Maison Bertaux, a coffee shop in Soho. Interesting things were being done to Shakespeare. All over the place.


These paths converged when the three directors presented their variations on Shakespeare’s Hamlet in quick succession. I was lucky to see Lepage’s Elsinore in Brussels. The National Theatre had arranged a recce to the production. A couple of the tickets weren’t being used, and Nick Starr, assistant to the then-Director, Richard Eyre, asked if I’d like to go. Perhaps I could write something about the show when it came to London. Little did he know that I’d end up writing quite so much. My thanks to Nick for the invitation which set me off on an enjoyably long journey. I made trips to Paris to see Brook’s Qui Est Là and Wilson’s Hamlet: a monologue, covering them for an Arts page with its eye on this kind of work abroad. I’m grateful to Richard Morrison who, as Arts Editor of The Times, commissioned me to write about these shows and found space for pieces on the kinds of theatre which I found exciting.
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The Play without the Play


‘ . . . for look where my abridgement comes’


William Shakespeare, Hamlet, 2.2


Departures


Within the space of a year, between 1995 and ’96, three extraordinary shows were produced by three celebrated figures in world theatre: Qui Est Là, directed by Peter Brook, Elsinore, directed by Robert Lepage and Hamlet: a monologue, directed by Robert Wilson. Each was a version – at least in part – of Shakespeare’s Hamlet. None of them treated the play in anything like an orthodox manner. Lepage and Wilson both ‘starred’ in their own one-man shows (Lepage wasn’t quite solo, since he worked with a double). Wilson’s monologue was the more spare, relying on striking stage imagery and a sophisticated sound design. Lepage’s show was a feat of technical bravado, using revolving screens, slide and video projections and live computerised treatments of voice and image. Brook’s production was a glimpse of possible stagings of Hamlet within an audacious framework: the performers discussed the play in the light of the theatrical approaches of five eminent European directors (Stanislavsky, Meyerhold, Craig, Artaud and Brecht) and



a thirteenth-century Noh master named Zeami. Five years later Brook followed through and staged a full production of the play. Each practitioner’s show was eagerly awaited. Each created a buzz.


I live in London. I saw Hamlet: a monologue and Qui Est Là in Paris, and Elsinore in Brussels. I further encountered the shows and various personnel involved in their staging in London, Amsterdam, Paris and Quebec City. I mention this to highlight the cosmopolitan nature of the productions and the particular niche they occupy. I was a member of the audience for professional purposes, writing about each show for an Arts page which would occasionally report theatre events from abroad – those so eye-catching that reviews about them circulate even in countries which the productions are not scheduled to visit (Qui Est Là and Hamlet: a monologue have not been staged in Britain). Publicity departments (and to an extent newspapers) are happy to pay expenses to enable the coverage of theatre which is recognisably international. These are not large-scale shows in the sense of Miss Saigon or Cats, which enjoyed long runs in London’s West End before being cloned and reproduced in theatre capitals around the world. The three Hamlet-variations are in their way no less global – but they give out a more exclusive allure. Each is a one-off, a unique approach to a classic text by an influential director. Each trades upon an identity as art – or rather, as ‘artertainment’: art-house theatre which appears sexy rather than obscure.


This really is select work for an international clientele. I didn’t see any of the shows ‘at home’ until Elsinore came to the National Theatre in London. I had to become a tourist. But then the theatre companies themselves were tourists, moving from one culture-capital to another. Qui Est Là played a longish run to its Parisian audience at Brook’s base at the Théâtre des Bouffes du Nord, and Hamlet: a monologue opened at the Alley Theater in Houston, Texas, under a co-production arrangement. That said, none of these shows would have been made (or made in the way they were) if they had



not toured internationally. And here the identities of the three directors function like a marque. Their theatre is a near-global commodity, stamped with their respective names. We can of course say the same of Shakespeare.1


The frisson offered by each production lay in the apparent radicalism of their approaches to Hamlet. Here was an iconic text of world theatre seized upon – at around the same time, strangely – by three of the western world’s most brilliant theatre-makers. You might agree with the view of W. B. Worthen that directors turn to Stratford’s most famous son not to get at some authentic Bardic truth, but to ‘authorize their own efforts by locating them under the sign of “Shakespeare”.’2 It is certainly a neon-bright sign. To be fair, neither Brook, Lepage nor Wilson claimed to be uncovering the heart of the original text, but Shakespeare’s name was indeed displayed to suggest the weight and significance of their respective projects. As Peter Brook said, ‘Our group of actors, which is an international group, coming together round the play that is perhaps the best-known play in the world, can’t fail to find that this evokes all sorts of immediate questions of theatre.’ Lepage and Wilson might have been inclined to say something similar. ‘Immediate questions of theatre’ are raised by all three productions.


Variations


In case you’re not familiar with one or more of this trio of directors, here are some common observations.3 Peter Brook perhaps needs the least introduction. Born in 1925 and based in Paris since 1970, he is widely thought of as ‘the major British director of our time’.4 His recent work has attempted transcultural fusion (Conference of the Birds, 1979 and The Mahabharata, 1985), the figuring of neurological processes (L’Homme Qui/The Man Who, 1993/94 and Je suis un phénomène, 1998) and reappraisal of the qualities of ‘classic’ theatre pieces (Beckett’s Oh! Les Beaux Jours,



1997, Chekhov’s The Cherry Orchard, 1981, revisited in 1988, and Shakespeare’s The Tempest, 1990). His theatre seeks to plunder a variety of sources in order to tap what is ‘transcendent’ or ‘universal’. This is accompanied by a quest for purity where the stage features nothing extraneous. Brook’s actors present themselves in play, and simultaneously in communion with what might be described as a graceful sense of human potentiality. This is spiritual in its implications, evoking as it does the registers of Zen-like masterliness through humility. Theatre, for Brook, is a means of drawing audiences into transcendent structures which are always mythic and metaphorical.


Born in 1957, Robert Lepage is a notorious internationalist, jetting from his native Quebec to cities in Japan, Sweden, England and Germany, although he has reoriented his work in Quebec of late. He is adept at using improvisation as a basis for creativity, whether in his one-man shows (Vinci, 1986, Needles and Opium, 1991, and Elsinore) or in the work which he has developed with other actors, notably The Dragon’s Trilogy (1985-87), Polygraph (1988), Tectonic Plates (1988-91), The Seven Streams of the River Ota (1994-97) and The Geometry of Miracles (1998-99). The starting points for this work might be multiple and disconnected, but Lepage moulds them into a form of theatre which trades in thematic and visual connections and which exploits the stage in order to create striking transformational effects, often using the most ordinary objects and technologies. This, then, is a theatre of the imagination. Lepage is a pioneer of mixed-media performance, in particular involving video and slide projection in his shows, and he talks persuasively about the production of theatre for an audience weaned on television and cinema.


Robert Wilson, born in 1944, is a director-scenographer-lighting designer, unquestionably a magus of the visual. His achievement has been to concretise on stage a brand of spectacular neo-surrealism. On seeing Wilson’s Deafman Glance in 1971, Louis Aragon famously wrote to the dead André Breton, ‘He is



what we, from whom Surrealism was born, dreamed would come after us and go beyond us.’5 This has laid Wilson open to charges of emptiness and decadence, as if the work were nothing more than fancy images. In fact his radicalism lies in his formalist daring. He has staged shows longer than most (KA MOUNTAIN AND GUARDenia TERRACE presented at the Haft Tan Mountain in Shiraz, Iran in 1972, lasted for over 168 hours) and has resisted more than any other established theatre artist the claims of representation (shows which are clearly about something) in favour of those of pure presentation. Wilson is noted for his collaborations – with Sheryl Sutton, Lucinda Childs, Philip Glass, Jessye Norman, Heiner Müller, William S. Burroughs, Tom Waits – but he is also held in high regard as the definitive theatre auteur, painting with space, light and movement in order to manifest his own idiosyncratic vision. He sells his two-dimensional drawings and paintings, and works additonally as a sculptor and installation artist. For many his pre-linguistic understanding of shape and visual dynamics are unsurpassed in theatre.


All three have things in common. None is what we might describe as a ‘jobbing’ director, waged to produce other people’s plays. Each has forged a career out of a very personal signature, making outcomes which are ‘Brookian’, or ‘Lepagean’, or ‘Wilsonian’. Each is the subject of extensive coverage in the broadsheets and in scholarly publications. Each has established his own base for research and development. Each devotes more time than is usual to workshopping and rehearsal. So in the first instance this book is about the work of three distinguished and distinctive individuals.


Theatre directing, as we understand it, is a late-nineteenth-century and twentieth-century phenomenon. Directors didn’t used to exist at all. Of course there would be someone calling the shots – a playwright or actor-manager, usually, often working for a patron. The role of the director as someone who marshals the work of specialised colleagues – a technocrat of the stage – has emerged relatively recently. The director is now functionally



embedded in modern theatre, although the march of collaborative and devised theatre might once again reformulate the prevailing hierarchy of production. For all that they are treated as auteurs, Brook, Lepage and Wilson are expert facilitators of the work of a range of collaborators. That has always been part of the director’s role, but the difference here is that these collaborators really are co-creators. This means that the composition of a piece of theatre does not reside quite as readily with the playwright-director duopoly. Changed responsibilities make for innovative theatre-making, because the very moulds and presses are different.


So this book is also about theatre direction at a time when directorial practices are in a state of transition. It is, more modestly, about three approaches to Shakespeare’s Hamlet. The play has commonly been seen as the gateway through which an actor passes to a more exalted realm. In the latter part of this century, in England alone, Olivier, Burton, Pryce, Branagh, Rylance and Fiennes (to name but a few) have presented their interpretations of the role. Hamlet is now not just the actor’s challenge sine qua non, but the auteur’s.


The coincidence of the first three approaches to the play – the Hamlet-variations – seemed too good to miss. What made three of the leading directors in international theatre turn to the same play, with the same dismantling intent, at the same time? The productions found some of its topics – incest, madness, fratricide, contemplation and play-acting – especially modern. Taken together, they suggest a late-twentieth-century fascination with the existential and psychological strands of the play, and with the business of being theatrical. The contiguity of the three productions also allows us to say something about the processes by which they were made, and about emergent practices in theatre-making. Brook’s full production of the play squares the circle and offers a nice point of comparison.


In writing this book, I set myself a simple initial objective: to find out how the variations on Hamlet were created. It is easy to



mystify theatre-making, assuming that the writer and/or the director is a genius, or that actors have a gift which makes them more sensitive than the rest of us. I don’t seek to deny the special talents of the individual directors nor the skills of fine actors. But theatre-making is a job of work, and like any work it involves management and organisation, sets of decisions, relationships between individuals and systematised processes of creativity and production. A shrewdly-handled creative process is more likely to produce an effective outcome, even in this mercurial business. I wanted to uncover the various steps of rehearsal of each production, cast light on the shaping input of a range of collaborators and discover who did what, when and to what effect.


Needless to say, I found that the traces of rehearsal work were already blurred. But I was able to get close enough to see the outlines of different sorts of theatre-making which had interesting overlaps. Each production, for instance, was developed through a collaborative, partly improvisatory rehearsal process. Each required extensive development time, much of it in the rehearsal room physicalising ideas or instincts. Each process prizes the operation of intuition. And the work of all three practitioners brings us especially close to a ‘theatre theatrical’ as opposed to a theatre which is a medium for playtexts. Of course theatre usually involves configurations of body, space, voice and sound, in time, for a gathered audience – elements which are all quite other than literary. But in general over the last century the playtext has dominated as the authority for the things which are staged. Words come first, and actions (which do not necessarily speak louder) serve to underline them. With Qui Est Là, Elsinore and Hamlet: a monologue we are in the presence of something rather different.


The three shows were made within the workshop-space and on the stage. They were worked up with collaborators (actors, stage doubles, co-directors, designers, lighting and sound designers, musicians). They are stained with the sweat and grease of rehearsal – except that this is more than rehearsal, it is the making



of something entirely new out of that old warhorse Hamlet. Let’s be honest: none of the three productions really, centrally, stages the play. Instead they perform their own modernity. In so doing they subject Shakespeare to the (modern, selective, ruthless) creativity of accomplished theatre artists. Their drastic insistence upon theatricality first and last is all the more piquant if the starting point is that resonantly Eng. Lit. text, Hamlet.


Has Shakespeare therefore been ‘betrayed’? Bardolators await round many a corner, eagle-eyed for anything which smacks of upstartish traducing of Shakespeare’s foundational text. On the other hand, such is the saturation of Shakespeare-performance that companies and directors can only guarantee the currency of their work by offering a definitively new staging. The current economy of Shakespearean production makes auteurish innovation inevitable – and simultaneously marks out the genuinely innovative production for controversy. Each of the three directors paid scrupulous regard to their authorial source, although in ways which also appear to license them to take the most extreme liberties with his work. According to Wilson, Shakespeare is a ‘rock’. For Lepage, Shakespeare’s text is so dextrously made that ‘you could walk on it with golf shoes and it survives.’ Peter Brook has built a career on radical stagings of Shakespeare, but he is tart in his estimation of the Bard: ‘In rehearsal and privately one uses very severe words in relation to Shakespeare, who on one hand one admires more than any other author, and on the other hand one doesn’t hesitate to say, “This is unbelievably boring, let’s cut it”.’


Hamlet went under the knife in all three productions. But to what end? I confess that my interest here is less in the object of textual surgery, and more in the techniques by which the surgeons carved it up, and in the new bodies which they produced. Of course, Brook, Lepage and Wilson were not the first to approach Shakespeare with a gleam in their scalpels. They follow a long line of text-slashers – some more cavalier than others, but a good



number of them concerned with the same thing: the production of theatre which works for its audience. In this they are no different from the theatre workers of Shakespeare’s time – no different from Shakespeare himself. There is a long history of Hamlet adaptation. It begins, near enough, with William Shakespeare.


Renaissance playhouse practice: the indeterminate Hamlet


Enough is known of Renaissance theatre practice for us to sketch a producing culture entirely different, in many respects, from our own. Authors were hired hands, producing work which would then belong to the company rather than the individual playwright. Stephen Orgel explains the system:


The company commissioned the play, usually stipulated the subject, often provided the plot, often parcelled it out, scene by scene, to several playwrights. The text thus produced was a working model, which the company then revised as seemed appropriate. The author had little or no say in these revisions: the text belonged to the company, and the authority represented by the text – I am talking now about the performing text – is that of the company, the owners, not that of the playwright, the author. . . . the very notion of ‘the author’s original manuscript’ is in such cases a figment.6


This immediately situates playtexts as commodities which are useful only insofar as they are usable by performing artists. Any single play might involve more than one writer – up to five authors might collaborate on the plot, then work separately on individual segments – much like the writers of current American sitcoms.7 The play would then be rehearsed very quickly and knocked about in whatever manner seemed most effective for its production. Actors would work from a running order of scenes.



Some of the more elaborate set-pieces would be blocked and rehearsed. The actors would otherwise bring themselves on and off according to the appropriate cue points and perform with little reference to any scenic or production concept as we might expect of post-nineteenth-century theatre. The playwright might then revise parts of the play in response to feedback and requests from the company. Even the office of the Master of the Revels, who signed off the prompt-copy and thus licensed the play for performance, was not enough to ensure a stable script. This playhouse manuscript could be cut – and probably was, in different ways for different performances – but not added to. It is difficult to see how this edict could be policed, however, and the exigencies of Elizabethan performance mean that the prompt copy is likely to have been a full version of a possible production rather than a word-for-word transcript of an actual performance.8


Shakespeare himself, as an actor, might have performed in different plays on different days of the week. Gary Taylor paints an enjoyably hectic picture of Shakespeare the thespian: ‘Many times he would rehearse one play in the morning and perform in another that afternoon. On most days he probably played more than one character; Elizabethan actors doubled, tripled, quadrupled roles, their versatility helping to hold down costs.’9 With the energies left after this whirl of rehearsal and role-playing, Shakespeare would turn to the activity for which he is better known. He delivered his plays at a prodigious rate (Taylor lists five, including Hamlet, written in two years at the turn of the seventeenth century), and had them performed by his company who would rehearse and learn their new parts while appearing in other work. Richard Burbage, the first actor to play Hamlet, probably ad-libbed some of his lines – and no wonder.10 For all we know, some of these ad-libs ‘took’, were repeated the next performance, and were worked into the texture of the script.


So Shakespeare was exceptional, an artist who rose above an artisan-like culture? Stephen Orgel differs, suggesting that ‘he was



simply in on more parts of the collaboration’.11 His subsequent pronouncement that ‘we know nothing about Shakespeare’s original text’ is rather brisk. Of course we know a good deal about work likely to have been by Shakespeare, produced under his nose and performed by his colleagues (sometimes acting alongside the writer himself) according to his guiding input. But it is true that a good deal is uncertain and that no single, definitive ‘original’ exists. The exasperating absence of scrupulous notating and documentary procedures 400 years ago is not the only reason for such uncertainty. The nature of the theatre industry of Shakespeare’s time meant that the text was always subject to revision in the light of particular performing circumstances, the composition of the company, the time and place of performance and the happenstance of a theatre culture whose final authority is what goes down on the stage rather than the page. Performance rather than the playtext was the gold standard of Elizabethan theatre. The similarities with the shows which are the subject of this book hardly need underlining.


The words initially penned by the playwright were a starting-point, then, not the end-point. The ‘final’ text would be noted by the book-keeper (not the playwright), who would copy out each actor’s part and keep a complete copy himself. But that complete copy would be subject to change since companies would amend their productions on each revival, perhaps involving the original playwright in any rewrites, or perhaps inviting other writers to do the work. Moreover the play may well have been developed through a degree of ad-libbing, and as scenes were added, cut or altered according to public reception of the work.


There are economic imperatives to this set of practices. Plays were fluid, not fixed. They could easily incorporate a range of contemporary references and be altered to suit the delicacies of the historical moment, the place of production or, in the case of command performances, the regal presence. Plays were made for audiences. That was the priority. The production itself –



immediate, transformable, freshly wrought by the company – was central. The convention that we understand today of observing the primary authority of the written text simply did not exist in Shakespeare’s time. Of course you could always say that Shakespeare was so brilliant that he transcended his working conditions to establish his own playtexts as more authoritative than anything anyone might subsequently do to them. On the other hand you could say that, without the hothouse theatre-making culture in which he worked, he would not have come up with those scripts in the first place.


Shakespeare’s Hamlet was based on another play of the same name, produced around ten years before Shakespeare’s version. This source is known as the Ur-Hamlet, and its text is long lost. We cannot know how Shakespeare rendered his source material. He produced a revenge tragedy – but perhaps he was parodying a revenge tragedy (his revenger takes so long to get down to business, then botches the job). In any case, the greatest dramatic work by Shakespeare / of the Renaissance / in the western world / of all time (delete as you wish) is certainly not ‘original’.


The three crucial texts of Shakespeare’s Hamlet, the First Quarto (Q1), the Second Quarto (Q2) and the First Folio (F1), have intriguing histories. Q1, the first extant Shakespearean Hamlet document, was published in 1603 – two or three years, probably, after the play’s first performances.12 There is general acceptance among scholars that it was pirated (copied without the authorisation of Shakespeare’s company), and it is known as the ‘Bad Quarto’. Theatre companies would rush out their own publication to spoil the advantage that such a bootleg version might temporarily obtain. It is assumed that Q2, published in 1604 (although four of the seven extant copies are dated 1605), was prepared from a Shakespearean script which might, nonetheless, have been a draft.13 Shakespeare died in 1616. His complete works were first published in 1623, seven years after his death, and this edition is known as The First Folio. Its version of Hamlet was



largely modelled on that of Q2.


None of the Quartos of any of Shakespeare’s plays show any markings of act or scene divisions, except for the 1622 Quarto of Othello, printed after Shakespeare’s death.14 Only in Nicholas Rowe’s 1709 edition of Shakespeare’s plays were act and scene divisions standardised. Rowe therefore provided the plays with structures which were not necessarily explicit in the sources from which he worked. Nearly a century after his death, Shakespeare’s dramas were ordered into forms which we might recognise today. But the entire history of Shakespearean textual study is fraught with indeterminacy, and muddied by the hands of many scribes, text-looters, interpolators and editors.


It is rare in any case not to resort to a spot of editing when we stage Shakespeare. The prevailing custom in presenting Hamlet is to adopt the version published in F1 – which is notoriously long at a running time of around four hours. Only the messy-headed leave this sprawling monster uncut. As Clement Scott said (disapprovingly), ‘There are not many audiences which will relinquish their beer for the sake of art.’15 Enabling people to make last orders is a good enough reason to make cuts in the play, but there are others.


Any production of Hamlet is bound to involve interpretative decisions, perhaps more far-reaching than those of any other Shakespearean text. If you’re interested in this particular challenge, Q1 is well worth reading.16 It comes across vividly as a performance text. It is less than two-thirds the length of F1 (Q1 has 2221 lines, F1 3907), although it contains some material which is absent from Q2 and F1. Individual lines and even whole sections familiar to us from F1 appear in different parts of the play in Q1. Some characters are absent, with lines distributed to others. Key speeches are filleted in a way that continually gets to the nub of an exchange or a statement. Much interconnective, explanatory material in F1 is missing, with, I think, virtually no loss of clarity – the opposite, indeed. All of which makes for a text which has a



striking freshness, familiar in the general run of the story but bracingly swift and decisive.


The ‘To be, or not to be’ soliloquy, for instance – which in Q1 begins, ‘To be, or not to be, I there’s the point,’ is placed before the passage in which the King and Polonius (named Corambis in Q1) spy on Hamlet’s encounter with Ophelia; before the entry of the Players; and before the King’s meeting with Rosencrantz and Guildenstern (Rossencraft and Gilderstone in Q1), who report that they have not yet fathomed the cause of Hamlet’s ‘lunacie’ and receive further instruction. In F1 the soliloquy comes after all these exchanges, which affects the play’s thematics of subterfuge, suicidal maudlin and apathy. Prompted by Q1, it is quite possible to produce the ‘To be or not to be’ soliloquy and the subsequent ‘get thee to a nunnery’ exchange between Hamlet and Ophelia (in Q1 Hamlet instructs Ofelia, ‘Go to a Nunnery goe’) in a manner which makes explicit that Hamlet knows all along that he is being spied upon.


This is one of the celebrated problems of textual study in Hamlet, and it is not my business here to revisit that particular debate. But the very fact that such details have generated reams of scholarly writing indicates the impact that interpretative decisions have on one’s understanding of the play. And those decisions become more difficult, or easier, and certainly show up in starker relief, once the text itself is reshaped. In Q1, the players’ ‘command’ performance is ended when Claudius says, ‘Lights, I will to bed.’ There is no other indication, as there is in Q2 and F1, of an ensuing general kerfuffle suggesting that Claudius has lost his cool. A production of Q1 could well present this moment as if the King were now bored with the players’ entertainment, maintaining the efficient managerial façade which he displays in all other public scenes throughout the play. His dismissive gesture might thus become a mask for his desperation, rather than a giveaway loss of self-control.


Hamlet subsequently confronts his mother in her closet. In Q1



she eventually responds, ‘But as I haue a soule, I sweare by heauen, / I neuer knew of this most horride murder’. Her recognition of the fact of the crime is categorical, and there is nothing to suggest that this should not be played as a straightforward statement on the character’s part. She then tells Hamlet, ‘I will conceale, consent, and doe my best, / What strategem soe’re thou shalt deuise.’ Q2 and F1 rein back on this – Gertrude merely says that she won’t tell anyone else what Hamlet has said to her. In Q1 she explicitly positions herself on Hamlet’s side. The wedge between her and her new husband is shown to run deeper when Claudius tells the audience of his plan to have Hamlet put to death on his arrival in England (the King has just despatched him there), whilst he maintains to Gertrude that the trip is for Hamlet’s own good. The clarity of this division of loyalties has lots of consequences for the way in which you would decide to play the subsequent scenes. It also helps to suggest a set of clearly vested interests and a spatial pattern of action for the scene in which Hamlet and Laertes duel, which is often extremely messy in performance.


The point to this digression into Q1 is to underline the obvious: there is no definitive version of Hamlet. We simply cannot say that there is an authoritative source from which everything else springs. I was excited reading Q1, seeing a play different from that which I thought I knew. We cannot say for sure that Q1, or something very close to it, was not presented by the Chamberlain’s Men. As Peter Thomson says, ‘It is most unlikely that Hamlet was ever performed on the Elizabethan stage in the form in which it has been preserved in Q2 or the Folio. It is too long. The garbled version of Q1 is closer to playhouse norms.’17 Q1 is only ‘garbled’ if we are asked to measure it against the presumed authority of Q2 and F1. Different versions of those manuscripts have been staged ever since their first publication.


In making use of Hamlet for their own purposes, Brook, Lepage and Wilson have not trampled all over a venerable text with their



big modern boots. We have no venerable text. And if I am right that Q1 suggests provocative and useful variances from the play that we think we know and love, then by the same token B1, L1 and W1 might serve the same function. They are traces of a set of dramaturgical decisions and theatrical activities designed to give audiences something to chew on.


Actually I haven’t had sight of B1, L1 and W1, and I’m not sure that such texts exist. In a further echo of Renaissance theatre practice, the texts ‘by’ Brook, Lepage and Wilson that I possess were only completed at the end of the rehearsal and development period, and are the result of many working drafts. The text, then, is not the starting-point but the end-point of production. There is no single text for Elsinore, but different scripts for each phase of public staging. Qui Est Là and Hamlet: a monologue have ‘finished’ texts, but we cannot comfortably assign them an author. It certainly isn’t Shakespeare, but nor is it Peter Brook, or Robert Lepage, or Robert Wilson. Nobody can claim that each of the new texts were made entirely by the named director. Marie-Hélène Estienne worked with Brook, Wolfgang Wiens with Wilson, while Lepage developed Elsinore in collaboration with his design and technical team. Just as we cannot say for sure that Shakespeare wrote every line of Hamlet, so we can’t be certain that the three directors selected every line of their own versions for inclusion. Of course they oversaw the selection and sanctioned the final result. I am not trying to deny their central importance to the work. But other hands are evident. These hands were also present in the rehearsal room. They evoke the hands which worked alongside Shakespeare when he first staged his own Hamlet-variation in around 1601.


Enduring Hamlet(s)


As Bert States has it, Hamlet is something like the tart of world drama and ‘has become as promiscuous as the alphabet’18 Why



does the play have so many visitors? Let’s start with the central character. To varying degrees, Hamlet can be seen as sensitive, intelligent, devious, unkind, and a victim of circumstance. As someone who is both specially privileged (by his birth and, arguably, by his father’s visitation) and especially wronged (by his uncle). As an insider turned into an outsider. As an amateur and a bungler in a world full of professionals. As a sportsman and a thinker. A melancholic. A toff with a common touch. A prototype playboy. A mouthpiece of exquisite blank verse. And a lover of theatre and theatrical gestures, at the very moment that he is caught up in dramatic representation as a complex theatrical gesture himself.


Of course Hamlet is actually not a person but a character. He is in part a genre figure, a mix of types (revenger and malcontent). As a cipher for a range of possible embodiments, Hamlet provides rich pickings for actors and spectators alike. We can empathise, sympathise and criticise all at once then, with a turn, enjoy the fact that Hamlet can only ever be interpreted, never presented completely. Perhaps, rather, we should say that every actor who plays Hamlet makes a whole by selecting from a larger range of parts. Theatre-makers and audiences in different periods have responded not just to diverse facets of Hamlet the potential person, but to different modes of character, different ways of suggesting the stuff of personhood.19


The play expresses deep and conflicted subjectivity, which the Romantics found alluring as a register of developed individuality, and suggests the fractures and multiplicities of self, exciting to postmodern practitioners. Hamlet has also, famously, been subjected to psychoanalysis as a kind of Everyman on the couch. Freud and his acolytes saw the deeply symbolic construction of a story whose protagonist is urged to break the law by his ghoulish parent, thus dramatising a sub-strand of the Oedipus complex (horror at transgressing the paternal Word) and provocatively casting the Father as a spectral shadow from which one never



escapes. The history of our understanding of selfhood can be traced through the sorts of self which Hamlet represents at different periods.


Hamlet really became the pre-eminent Shakespearean character, hence the predominant Shakespearean text, during the nineteenth century. The phenomenon was European rather than merely English. Goethe seized on the play in Germany. In France, a number of writers and artists consolidated what became known as ‘Hamletism’, in Jules Laforgue’s coinage in 1886. As Ruby Cohn explains:


Nineteenth-century French Hamletism took several forms: creating hamletic characters . . . imitating Hamlet in life . . . celebrating Hamlet in the theatre . . . appreciating Hamlet through the visual artists, notably Delacroix and Manet; and finally the elevation of Hamlet by the Symbolists to a kind of artist-saint.20


He had already been elevated in similar manner in England by Keats, Lamb, Coleridge (who claimed to have a ‘smack of Hamlet myself’21) and Hazlitt (who famously, if gnomically, observed, ‘It is we who are Hamlet’22). Of all Shakespeare’s plays, Hamlet is the most introspective, its soliloquies offering the most pressing and sustained analysis of self in Renaissance drama. The Romantic poets were engaged in similar activities in the rhetorical registers of their own literature. Hamlet was strategically moved by writer-artists into the sphere of the intellectuals and the chattering class, readers more readily than playgoers, people who expressed their feeling through thought. When T.S. Eliot observed, in The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock, ‘No! I am not Prince Hamlet, nor was meant to be’, he was in part renouncing the construction of characters like Hamlet, and hence an entire cultural sensibility. Eliot was dissatisfied with Shakespeare’s artistic practice. Too messy, too fragmented, too multiple, too shifting – the very things



which would excite postmodern practitioners and critics half a century later.


This reminds us that the play is subject to the ideological turns of different people at different times, and is in any case more than its eponymous (non-)hero. Hamlet’s discursive range includes questions about the sanctity of succession, the responsible discharge of public and personal duties, the destabilising effect in personal, domestic, civic and historical contexts of ‘unnatural’ acts, and the nature of parental affiliation. The notorious theme of uncertainty made Hamlet especially appropriate as a late-twentieth-century text. This is a play which swiftly alters its perspectives, which delights in putting utterances in doubt. It is supremely volatile. In The Tremulous Private Body, Francis Barker argues that Hamlet’s ‘incipient modernity’ (in the long-view post-Renaissance sense) is figured in the central character’s preoccupation with bodily and metaphysical absence, flux, indeterminacy, insecurity. For Hamlet (and his body), read an entire cultural order.23 A number of critics have found more specific common ground between Renaissance and postmodern formations. Hugh Grady, discussing the structure of Shakespeare’s writing, suggests that ‘we are dealing with a series of metaphors whose final meaning is endlessly deferred in a play of thought with no obvious terminus.’24 Several resonant postmodern fancies are evident here: a refusal of closure, a taste for mindgames, a liking for play, and a penchant for metaphor rather than literalism. These are also Renaissance fancies, Hamletic fancies.


We shouldn’t forget that Hamlet is a good story spicily told. It hooks its spectators with various thriller-like questions (who killed Old Hamlet? Will Hamlet gain his revenge? Will he be assassinated?) It offers its audience three different points at which a ghost visits, scenes involving spying, outbursts of verbal and physical violence (largely directed against women), swearing and explicit sexual innuendo, a failed attempt at assassination, a duel, and a bloodbath of deaths at the end.




Most pertinently for my current purposes, Hamlet is saturated with motifs of performance and performativity. It is about a desire to take action, to do things. It is also about a need to pretend, to dissemble. It concerns the distinction between falsity and reality, that which happened and that which is assumed or claimed to have happened. It displays a fascination with the business of putting on a performance and with the capable conjuring of extreme emotion. It is about questions of perception and experience, and about trusting the evidence of your own eyes. The theatre is not just a metaphorically rich reference-point in Hamlet, but is shown to work (as evidenced by the Player’s speech and the play within the play.) There is a peculiar sincerity to the play’s theatricalism, as Peter Thomson suggests:


Elizabethan playwrights were rarely averse to the cheap laugh, and actors were often asked to speak scurrilous lines about their profession. More often than not, the metaphorical references are belittling – acting is ‘seeming’, the actor a ‘shadow’, the play a deception. But in Hamlet, the play is the thing, not the thing’s shadow, and the passion of the First Player is singularly without deception.25


This is Shakespeare’s – indeed the Renaissance’s – most committedly metatheatrical play.


It is also, arguably, ‘the greatest playwright’s greatest play’,26 and as such Hamlet has become the emblem par excellence of the Theatre itself. Anything in the play now comes with an additional lashing of meaning which derives from Hamlet’s status as a pinnacle of world drama. So this is a text drenched in history and glowing with potency, an icon not just of things Shakespearean but of performance in general. Was there ever a play with more baggage than this?


Elsinore, Hamlet: a monologue and Qui Est Là reverberate with the echoes of previous approaches to Hamlet. Not necessarily by way of



direct influence – they are too idiosyncratic for that – but such a well-trodden text inevitably comes marked with the incursions of previous visits. Other writers have mapped out something of the history of Hamlet criticism and performance, so extensive is the play’s appeal through the last four hundred years.27 I am not about to repeat their work here, but it is worth sampling some of the most resonant historical outcomes. Any Hamlet-production trails an army of ghosts, some of which throw their own pallid light on the latest progeny.


*


In 1661 Sir William Davenant, who had acquired the play for his company the preceding year (the year the London theatres reopened after the Interregnum) produced a version of Hamlet with Thomas Betterton as the Prince. Restoration productions of Shakespeare’s plays adapted them to suit the sensibilities and the emergent staging practices of this theatrical dawn. Sections were cut, characters removed and scenes presented according to new realist conventions allowed by the introduction of sliding scenery flats. The plays were produced differently and therefore experienced differently, and the introduction of female actresses to the English stage sharpened this alteration. Three generations after Shakespeare’s death, his plays were radically remade in order to fit the moulds of a changed world.


Davenant accordingly tailored his production of Hamlet to appeal to Charles II and the royalist audience. He changed words in order to make what already appeared a dated language comprehensible (and socially acceptable) to his audience. He purged the play of seemingly tasteless references to pestilence, physical or political, and depicted Hamlet’s conflict with Claudius in terms of a straightforward battle over rightful occupation of the throne. The practice, incidentally, was little different from that with which Shakespeare’s companies had treated the texts they



themselves inherited. Davenant was merely restoring a mode of theatre-making geared around ‘derivative creativity’, to use Michael D. Bristol’s phrase.28 Nonetheless, it was clear that Shakespeare would only be staged in the Restoration by being rearranged, and Davenant was the first notable fixer of Shakespeare’s plays. He claimed to be Shakespeare’s illegitimate son. How fitting that the sorts of canny revisionism which Brook, Lepage and Wilson trade in – alert to the exciting possibilities offered by new staging techniques and the tastes of new audiences – should be pioneered by this possibly bastard offspring. After all, the legacy of the Bard is best preserved by continual disbursement on the part of his inheritors.


*


Of all the actors, directors, scholars, critics and tourists who compete for the title of Shakespeare’s greatest advocate, few can match the claims of the eighteenth-century actor-manager David Garrick. Entirely a man of his time, Garrick nonetheless made sure to represent himself as the preserver of an authentically Shakespearean tradition. He publicly renounced the versions of Shakespeare’s plays in use at the time, in order to return to the Bardic original (even though that original was actually the product of the by-then flourishing editing and publishing industry and was further refashioned by Garrick according to his own predilections). He was instrumental in Shakespeare’s institutionalisation, by the middle of the eighteenth century, as a beacon of high art. Nevertheless Garrick understood that this notion of the transcendent genius of Shakespeare could only be realised in staging terms by a ruthlessly focused act of interpretation. The most brilliant actor-manager of his generation legitimised the recuperation of Shakespeare, anew and afresh with every production, according to the parameters of current staging technologies, performance conventions, political sensibilities, and



fashions. If Shakespeare was to last at all, it would be because his work was rebuilt for a modern audience every time it appeared onstage. And who better to do the rebuilding than the star performer, reworking the play from the inside whilst organising the event from the outside? With Garrick, the terms ‘actor’ and ‘manager’ were not so much hyphenated as soldered together. In his management of the entire production, the centrality of the lead was further secured. The playscript was the vehicle for the star, not the other way around. Audiences would come to see Garrick sponsored (but not eclipsed) by Shakespeare.


Garrick first played Hamlet in 1742 at Drury Lane, adopting the text published in 1718, prepared for Robert Wilks’s performance by the poet John Hughes. In 1751, 1763 and most notoriously in 1772 Garrick published his own revised versions of the play. One of the highlights of his production, throughout, was the point at which Hamlet saw the ghost of his father. The apocryphal story is that, recognising the importance of the moment and the advantage of a distinctive effect, Garrick had a wig made whose hair would stand up hydraulically when bidden, thus signalling Hamlet’s fright and the performer’s panache. His Hamlet might be momentarily terrified, but Garrick was otherwise in full possession of his faculties. His adaptation (hence his performance) ignored anything which smacked of wimpish indecision.29


Garrick methodically promoted the impression that he and Shakespeare were kindred spirits, with Garrick evidently the Bard’s long-awaited interpreter-inheritor. He built a temple dedicated to Shakespeare in the garden of his Thamseside villa. He was painted by Thomas Gainsborough with his arm draped in comradely fashion around the bust of Shakespeare therein. Most notoriously he produced the Stratford Jubilee in 1769, a massive festival of things Shakespearean (apart from a production of any of the plays), more corporatised celebration than carnival, and in the event something of a damp squib. Garrick read ‘An Ode upon



Dedicating a Building and Erecting a Statue to Shakespeare at Stratford-upon-Avon’, bringing off even this act of cultural brown-nosing with characteristic aplomb.


Garrick mounted a new production of Hamlet in 1772 – at the age of 55 – with a freshly-prepared version of the text, which he played until his last appearance in the role on 30 May 1776. As Peter Holland recounts, this restored over 620 lines of Shakespearean text which had lain unused for decades, in the process augmenting the importance to the play of characters like Polonius and Laertes and the play within the play.30 Nevertheless this was again a drastically edited text. Garrick audaciously ripped out most of Act 5, dispensing with the voyage to England, the plotting between Claudius and Laertes, the graveyard scenes and the duel, and ‘managing to get from Ophelia’s last exit (Shakespeare’s 4.5) to the end of the play in only sixty lines where Shakespeare needed over 800.’31 Garrick informed one of his friends that he ‘would not leave the stage till I had rescued that noble play from all the rubbish of the fifth act’.32 (Peter Brook’s Qui Est Là, which largely dispenses with Act 5, is similarly brisk.) Revenge was definitely, decisively obtained by this Enlightenment Hamlet.


In some respects, in the matter of Hamlet-adaptation Garrick is a direct forebear of Wilson and Lepage. The one an actor-manager who in effect was his own director and adaptor, the others performer-directors who run their own companies. In each case, the text is respected up to a point – Wilson and Lepage, surprisingly perhaps, feature only lines from Hamlet in their productions, with no interpolated material. But in each case a kind of highbrow showmanship is the first priority, with Shakespeare recruited to the cause. This is more than simply a matter of displaying the star performer or producing the play. Garrick’s work had flair. It was serious enough to take on the play and render it meaningfully, and it was cavalier enough to rework the drama according to his own compelling and contemporary perspectives.



Garrick produced a sense of stylish specialness, that intangible quality in theatre where intelligence, fashion and performance come together. I wouldn’t want to take the comparison with Lepage and Wilson too far, but all three can be seen as arbiters of upmarket theatrical panache. And Garrick’s canny exploitation of his hair-raising technology would surely find approval in the workshops of Lepage’s company, Ex Machina.


*


Derivative creativity marked the work of that long line of noted actors and actor-managers who followed in Garrick’s footsteps. Kemble, Kean, Macready, Booth, Irving, Fechter and Sarah Bernhardt all had their turn. New interpretations were instantly measured against those of old favourites. Clement Scott, for example, observed of the impression made by Henry Irving’s performance in 1874 that ‘it has affected the whole audience – the Kemble lovers, the Kean admirers, and the Fechter rhapsodists.’33 Each new presentation of Hamlet was an overt reinterpretation, an act of informed decision-making. Playing Hamlet – minting the character anew – was seen as a summit of the actor’s ambition and it was certainly the actor-manager’s role par excellence. Wilson Barrett, who played the part in 1884 at the Princess’s Theatre in London, gave a curtain speech at which he told the audience that 25 years previously ‘a poor and almost friendless lad’ had come to the playhouse to see Charles Kean perform. ‘Coming out of the theatre, he swore to himself that he would not only become manager of that theatre, but that in the distant future he would play Hamlet on that very spot.’34 Of course that poignant lad with the steely ambition was none other than Barrett himself. Hamlet, the role, is a measure of an actor’s esteem. In an era of actor-managers it was a necessary calling card.


Barrett’s production is interesting in this regard, however, since it seems that the star announced his arrival with an unusual



degree of modesty. As Clement Scott reports:


Mr. Wilson Barrett’s rearrangement of the text is in many respects novel, in most judicious, and in all unselfish. By unselfish we mean he has not sacrificed every consideration of the play to the fact that he is himself playing the leading character, and desires to show it off to the best advantage; on the contrary, he discards much theatrical trick personal to himself as Hamlet, and adds prominence thereby to the character of the King, who never before has been allowed to show how dramatically effective he can become when in capable and clever hands.35


We would now say that the clever hands were those of the director. In this instance Barrett took most plaudits as the star of the show, but it is clear that he was working as producer, director and dramaturg all at once. In being very selective in his treatment of Hamlet Barrett was doing no more than had become the norm, but in other respects his production signals the incipient demise of the actor-manager.


Shakespeare was ‘saved from the actors’, as Gary Taylor puts it, in the late nineteenth century and the beginning of the twentieth century by the likes of William Poel, Harley Granville Barker and Edward Gordon Craig.36 Poel used amateur actors in his attempts to recuperate ‘authentic’ conditions of Shakespearean performance, featuring an open playing area and swift movement from scene to scene. Granville Barker asserted the preeminence of the director as an interpreter of the Shakespeare’s text, which would best be served through an observation of the staging disciplines in force when the texts were written. In Craig’s terms, theatre production was conceived as a visual and plastic undertaking whose first precepts were to be found in architectonics and the movements of the performers’ bodies.


The rise of the director as an independent figure in the



late nineteenth century signals the separation of directing from acting. The director becomes the metteur en scène – the arranger of the stage – in ways which include the actor’s performance but do not uniquely prioritise it. At the turn of the twentieth century the director claimed the rights of interpretation which the actor-manager had previously enjoyed. Rather than oversee productions built around stars, directors like Antoine, Stanislavsky, Poel, Reinhardt and Barker sought a more transparent relationship to the text, and attempted to arbitrate its ‘original’ meanings. Only after the first flush of naturalistic drama did theatre direction become more explicitly interpretative, to the extent of effectively reauthoring plays through production – as the work of Craig, Meyerhold and Brecht most eloquently bears out. The productions of Lepage and Wilson, in particular, evoke a number of historical glances. They combine the individual flourish of actor-manager theatre, a modernist drive towards interpretation and the theatrical decentrings of postmodern performance.


*


In 1896 Edward Gordon Craig played Hamlet wearing Henry Irving’s costume. He had trained under Irving, whose authority he greatly respected. It would be misleading to assume that this situates him as a man of the nineteenth-century theatre. Just over a decade later Craig became involved with one of the most definitively modernist theatre productions of the twentieth century, whose precepts still come over as bold and extraordinary.


In 1908 Craig was approached by Stanislavsky regarding a joint staging of Hamlet under the auspices of the Moscow Art Theatre. The concept, designs and staging instructions would come from Craig and the production would be realised by Stanislavsky. The project was fraught with difficulties. Craig didn’t speak Russian or French, Stanislavsky didn’t speak English. Stanislavsky was a champion of psychologically consistent characterisation, Craig



viewed movement and scenography as predominant, and during the course of the project never worked with the MAT’s actors. The collaboration brought together two innovators who represented radically different approaches to theatre.


Craig viewed Hamlet as a monodrama, arguing that the entire action and its environment could be portrayed as if through the eyes of the protagonist. He devised a staging concept which figured this scheme. A sketch of the first court scene in Act 1 shows a reclining Hamlet downstage, and behind him the massed bodies of the Danish court, with Claudius and Gertrude as the central, highest reach of the swooping shape. Separated physically and by his posture, Hamlet might be dreaming, or remembering, the entire arrangement.


The most striking aspect of Craig’s design was his use of a series of proscenium-high movable screens, which were configured differently for different scenes. As Christopher Innes explains, Craig conceived


a different arrangement of screens for each of the twenty scenes in the play. They could radically alter the size and shape of the acting area, changing from a flat wall across the very rear of the stage for the court scene to a claustrophobic enclosure with corners jutting forward almost to the proscenium for Polonius’s study. The shape could also provide a spatial representation of a character’s state of mind . . . Or, by moving some screens while leaving others in the same position from one scene to another, they could give a sense of progressive development.37


The screens suggest battlements. They evoke the architecture of church and palace, with towers, aisles and formal halls. Their monumentalism allows the creation of very ‘public’ open spaces and private nooks, crannies and passageways. Craig’s staging creates depth and perspective through the use of different levels,



and choreographed relationships between the huge screens and the much tinier performing bodies. The screens allow the evocation of literal settings and abstract, atmospheric structural formations, and they emphasise the formalism of the stage as a place of architecture. Craig’s sketches, and pictures of the production, show a coolly elegant design, balanced, geometrical and beautiful in its clarity. The screens are part of a transitional but resolutely modernist Hamlet, touched with symbolism and cubism, and pre-empting the more severe figural arrangements of theatrical expressionism.


The production, staged in 1911/12, was inevitably compromised.38 Craig was interested in controlling the scenic environment in order to manifest his selective reading of the play’s themes, and to affect spectators through their visual perception. He called for extremely stylised acting, rendered through movements which were expressly sharp, dynamic and graceful, depending on the context. Stanislavsky, meanwhile, was interested in a new realist approach, focusing on the interior life of character (partly drawn out of the actor’s imaginative and empathic development of role) and a detailed realism of setting. Critics writing in the Russian papers were sceptical, attacking the concept and the production’s mixture of styles. Reviews in the foreign newspapers, by contrast, were very enthusiastic. From an ‘international’ perspective, Craig and Stanislavsky’s production appeared to consolidate a bold new style, built around scenographic daring and the prevalence of a directorial concept. The production – paradoxically, given its otherwise lukewarm reception and the litany of miscommunications between the two directors – established the Moscow Art Theatre as a major European producing venue, its work now of genuinely international stature.
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