Dorothy and Arnold Goldman discuss seeing Uncle Vanya in Brighton with other Suss Exes
Jennifer Goldie née Platt organised two Suss Ex parties to the Theatre Royal in Brighton to see Peter Hall’s production of Chekhov’s Uncle Vanya. Thursday evening began – and the Saturday matinee ended – with a meal at Carluccio’s, only betterable by a Russian restaurant. Drown your sorrows, anyone? At least drink to Jennifer: Za vas!
Arnold: The set was an interesting mixture of outdoors and indoors, serving at once as garden, dining room, drawing room and bedroom/office. You didn’t need to think you were changing scenes, though they moved items about a bit.
Dorothy: The single dead tree rather gave the game away. So much for Astrov’s grand ecological plans. But like all the others, progress for him was never going to be made by him or in his generation.

A: The tree did look like something out of Beckett. I rather expected that its leaves would have fallen after the interval. Perhaps it was a red maple. Otherwise, I rather felt that Astrov (Neil Pearson) would do something in the Johnny Appleseed line, though I have to admit that argument was that everything was going to the dogs. The cast showed nice ensemble playing. Perhaps Nicholas Le Prevost’s Vanya stood out as played for comedy, but it seemed part of his character. True, Faith Brook as the old mother had no real contact with the others, but I suppose that was essentially true of all the characters, that they were each alone with themselves.

D: I wanted to tell them all to get a grip. That summer was an episode of madness; Serebriakov – a heavily disguised Ronald Pickup – and Yelena’s visit turned everything upside down and everyone became involved in “actions” which were uniformly frustrated, sometimes by themselves, before everything died away into the status quo ante bellum.
A: Only everyone then realised what they were perhaps ignorant of before, how awful, how false their positions were.
D: Not knowing the play, I thought the title was interesting in throwing an emphasis on young Sonia – Vanya is her uncle, no one else’s.  

A: I felt sympathy with Sonia’s curtain speech – “We must go on living…. We shall have no rest… We shall die submissively… We shall hear the angels…. I believe it…. We shall rest!” It could have been maudlin, but it wasn’t. I reached for my handkerchief.
D: You always do that.
