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Abstract 

 

I Belong to the Theatre: The Play and the Process 

 

 

 

 

Sydney Michelle Andrews, M.F.A. 

The University of Texas at Austin, 2010 

 

Supervisor:  Barney Hammond 

 

The purpose of my thesis is to create one-person show lasting approximately 

twenty minutes.  The following paper contains the step-by-step process of developing this 

piece of work, audience reactions to the final performance, and thoughts on continuing 

the process in hope of sharing the play with other communities. 
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PART ONE: THE PLAY 

 

I BELONG TO THE THEATRE 

CHARACTERS 

 The Actress 

 Olga Knipper 

TIME 

 Present 

 1898 - 1904 

PLACE 

 On a stage 

 At a grave 

 Infinite 

 

The curtain opens to reveal a dark stage, a bench stage right, and a manuscript 

downstage left.  In the center of the stage stands a woman holding a tray of candles.   As 

the light begin to slowly fade up, we see the woman placing the candles in a line across 

the lip of the stage.   The woman is wearing a black dress.  The candles seem to resemble 

the lights at the lip of a stage in some older kind of theatre.  The largest candle sits 

downstage-center, where the woman also places a bouquet of flowers.   

(As Olga) 

 

Good morning. 

 

(As the Actress playing Nina) 
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I am a seagull.   

No, that’s not it.   

I am an actress.1 

  

(Dropping Nina) 

 

This is not me.  These clothes are not mine.  This is a stage.  It is also a home to 

many who are like me – but not like me.  I am the actress and you are the audience and 

up there are the lights.  Don’t be fooled, it’s not actually daylight.  It’s true.  Light 

fixtures. 

Some of you might know me.  Some of you might not.   

I was 12 when I realized that I belong to the theatre.  I took classes.  I was 

accepted into an ensemble of young artists – called Ensemble.  It was unlike anything 

else.  It was dedicated.  Different.  Beautiful.  Painful.  Joyful.  Sexual.  It was passionate.  

I realized at that early age that the theatre was my vocation. 

In Stanislavski’s words: 

If we do not approach our task with hands unsullied we shall besmirch and 

vulgarise it, and we shall be scattered to the far corners of Russia, some to return to 

prosaic, everyday occupations, others to profane art for the sake of a crust of bread in 

grubby provincial peepshows.  Do not forget that if we have to disperse, the dishonor and 

ridicule will be fully deserved, for we have undertaken a task which is not of a simple, 

private character but one of social significance.  Do not forget that we are striving to 

illuminate the dark life of the poor classes, to give them moments of aesthetic pleasure 

                                                
1 Chekhov 167 
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amid the darkness that engulfs them.  We are striving to create the first rational, moral, 

universally accessible theatre, and to this lofty goal we are dedicating our lives.2 

 You must understand: to belong to the theatre means you never see clearly what 

is in front of you.  You can only blindly trust that as you walk, or run, down your path 

you will not find that the earth was actually flat all along.  It is round, and expansive, and 

you will never know all that it has to offer.  It will continue on and on.  Theatre, art, is 

greater than any one person; and if you can touch it, just for a moment, you will have 

witnessed magic.  It’s like a religion.  You can only have faith and endure – continue on.  

You belong to it. 

 

(Referencing the manuscript)  

 

My favorite play.  The Seagull - by Mr. Anton Chekhov.  

I have always wanted to play Nina.   

You know her: the naïve young girl who wants to be an actress.  She is dating the 

unsuccessful writer Kostya at the beginning of the play, but then runs off with the 

successful writer, Trigorin to be a real actress in Moscow; however, she ends up 

pregnant, loses the baby, and Trigorin, bored of her, abandons her. At the end of the play 

she goes back to her hometown – back to where she used to dream of all that she would 

be.  She returns to Kostya’s home in secret, and finds that Trigorin is also there, back 

with his old fling – Kostya’s mother.  She is confused, heart broken, desperate, and alone.  

And at the end of the play Kostya kills himself. 

It’s a comedy.  Well, a dark comedy.  Well, that’s debatable.  And I love Nina. 

                                                
2 Pitcher 21 
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Olga Knipper never played her either.  She should have.  The leading lady of the 

Moscow Art Theatre, and Anton Chekhov’s wife – well, not at the time of the first 

production.  Still, she really should have… 

 

 (As Olga, a letter to Chekhov) 

 

It seems an age since I wrote to you, my dear Anton.  But I’m not exactly spoiled 

by letters from you, either.  I’ve been in Moscow for over a week and not one letter from 

you.   

I would love to sit in your study, in the alcove, and for everything to be very, very 

quiet.  I would like to rest at your side, then pester you, say silly things and play the fool.  

Do you remember when you took me up the stair and the way it creaked and gave us 

away?  I absolutely loved it.  My God, I’m writing like a schoolgirl. 

I have just taken a long break, crossed my arms and looked at your photo and I’ve 

been thinking about you, me, the future.  What are you thinking about? 

We talked so little and everything is so vague, don’t you think?  My man of the 

future! 

Have you forgotten what I’m like?  Do you love me?  Do you believe me?  Are 

you lonely without me?  Do you eat well at dinner?  Do you quarrel with your mother?  

Are you kind to your sister?  Try and answer all my questions from now on.  Write more 

about yourself, tell me everything.  Now let me take your head in my arms and wish you 

goodnight. 

Your Olga.3 

 

                                                
3 Chekhov and Knipper 49 - 50 
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(As the Actress) 

 

Love is so complicated, isn’t it?  It drives me crazy.  Sometimes I feel it so greatly 

that I think my heart will explode.  Other times I long for it beyond understanding.  I 

don’t know why.  Even if it’s there, it doesn’t feel like enough.  I don’t know where it 

comes from.  

I must remember: the theatre.  The theatre.  Find the moment of truth.  Find the 

magic.  Be a good actress.  Be a good person.  Be a good friend.  Be a good lover.  Be 

normal.  Be honest.  Be real. 

The truth is, not every day is a good day.  Keep the faith. 

 

(As Olga) 

 

I hadn’t intended writing to you today, dear Mr. Chekhov, I feel so terribly low.  

Last night we played Uncle Vanya.  The play was a resounding success, the whole 

audience, was enthusiastic, it goes without saying.  I acted so appallingly – why?  Some 

of it I understand, some of it not.  

The problem to my mind is this: they wanted me to forget about my own 

interpretation of Elena because Stanislavski found it boring but I hadn’t been able to 

follow my ideas right through.  

On opening night I was infernally nervous and simply panicked, something that 

has never happened to me before, and so it was difficult to play a character that had been 

forced on me.  If I’d been able to play the character as I wanted, the first night would 

probably not have worried me so.   
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Everyone at home is appalled by my performance.  God, I feel so infernally low!  

Everything seems to have fallen apart. 

Strange, after Seagull I suffered physically, now, after Uncle Vanya, I am 

suffering psychologically.  I can’t tell you how depressed I am by the thought that I acted 

so badly, in your play of all plays!  Nemirovich says I was too tense and played more 

aggressively, and was too loud, whereas the part needs half-tones – Perhaps, even then, I 

don’t know, I only know that I didn’t play simply, and that, for me, is awful.   

Please forgive me, don’t be too harsh with me, tomorrow it will be all right.  I just 

have to get my strength back. 

This is what your actress’s black days have been like. 

Write to me, even if it’s only a few lines of consolation. 

I press your hand in mine, hard, I bow my sick head, dear writer. 

Your Olga 4 

 

(As the Actress – she pulls out a letter from the manuscript.) 

 

Consolation from Chekhov: 

Art, especially the theatre, is a realm you cannot enter without the odd stumble.  

There are still many more days of failure ahead, whole seasons of failure, things will go 

terribly wrong, you will have huge disappointments, but you have to be prepared for that, 

you have to expect it and be resolute and follow your own path.5 

Endure. 

                                                
4 Chekhov and Knipper 23 - 25 
5 Chekhov and Knipper 20 
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Ogla and Chekhov knew one another for only five years.  Their entire relationship 

was based through their letters to one another. They wrote even through their marriage.  

Endure. 

How did he write so poignantly?  How was he so close to the magic?  They say 

write what you know.   

I can only imagine the loss that people must have felt when he died at the end of 

those five years.  A great loss for the theatre, for Olga, for the actress…  

 

(As Olga) 

 

Dearest darling sweetheart, it’s so long since we had a chat.  I was at your grave 

at dusk today, at 7.  There are ever-burning icon lamps all round.  There is one on your 

grave and it seems to warm my heart.  The bench is here now.  I feel as though I am on 

my knees before you, leaning my head against your breast, hearing your heart, and you 

are tenderly stroking me.  Anton, where are you?  Are we really never to see each other 

again?  It cannot be.  Our life together was just starting and suddenly it came to an end, 

abruptly, forever.  How glorious our life was together!  You always used to say one could 

live so well ‘as married people’.  I believe that so blindly, I shall live with you a long, 

long time…  A few days before your death, we were talking and dreaming of the little 

girl we should have had.  I was so sick at heart there was so child to leave behind.  We 

talked a great deal about it.  My child would have been two in November if disaster 

hadn’t struck.  Why did it happen?  The child would have won me over, I know.  How 

you would have loved it! Just think!   

The theatre, the theatre…  I don’t know whether to love it or to wish it to hell.  It 

is so delightfully muddled.  Now it’s all I have left in life.  These last three years have 
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been one long struggle for me.  I have lived in a constant state of self-reproach.  That’s 

why I was so anxious, nervy and couldn’t settle anywhere, curl up in my nest.  I acted 

against my own conscience.  Still, who knows – if I had given up the theatre…6 

 

(As the Actress) 

 

The theatre, the theatre… 

She lived fifty-five years after him.  She never remarried. 

The theatre. 

We belong to it. 

 

(We see the Actress – preparing to do the role she has dreamed of – she takes off 

her black dress to reveal something new, clean, fresh.) 

 

I am a seagull… No, that’s not it… I’m an actress.  Ah, well!  So, he’s here too… 

Well, it doesn’t matter… He didn’t believe in the theatre, he always laughed at my 

dreams and gradually I too ceased believing and lost heart.  And then there was the 

anxiety of love, the jealously, the constant fear for my baby… I grew petty, trivial, my 

acting was insipid… I didn’t know what to do with my hands, I didn’t know how to stand 

on the stage, I couldn’t control my voice.  You can’t imagine what it’s like to feel that 

you are acting abominably.  I am a seagull.  No, that’s not it… Do you remember, you 

shot a seagull?  A man came along by chance, saw it, and having nothing better to do, 

destroyed it… A subject for a short story… No, that’s not it… What was I saying?... I 

was talking about the stage… I’m not like that now… Now, I’m a real actress, I act with 

                                                
6 Chekhov and Knipper 290 - 292 
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delight, with rapture, I’m intoxicated when I’m on the stage, and I feel that I act 

beautifully.  And since I have been here, I’ve been walking, continually walking and 

thinking… and I think and feel that my soul is growing stronger with each day… I know 

now, I understand, that in our work, Kostya – whether it’s acting or writing – what’s 

important is not fame, not glory, not the things I used to dream of, but the ability to 

endure.  To be able to bear one’s cross and have faith.  I have faith, and it’s not so painful 

now, and when I think of my vocation, I’m not afraid of life.7 

 

(As Olga) 

 

There are moments in life that seem like a glorious celebration.  Such was 1898 

for me, the year I finished drama school, the year the Moscow Art Theatre opened, the 

year I met Anton Chekhov.  

I’ll never forget how overcome with fright I had been the previous day when I 

read the notice Nemirovich-Danchenko had put up telling us Chekhov would be at the 

rehearsal.  

We were all captivated by the extraordinary subtle charm of his personality, his 

simplicity, his inability to ‘teach’ or ‘demonstrate’.  We didn’t know what to say…  And 

he looked at us first smiling, then suddenly extraordinarily serious.  When we asked 

Chekhov anything, his answers were rather unexpected, somehow tangential, generalized.  

We didn’t know whether to take his remarks seriously or as a joke.  

We were rehearsing in the evening in the grey cold unfinished premises.  Without 

a floor, with candle-ends in bottles instead of lights, muffled up in our over coats… And 

                                                
7 Chekhov 167 - 168 
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it was a joy to think that out there in the dark empty stalls there was a ‘soul’ we all loved, 

listening to us. 8 

 

(As the Actress) 

 

They are magical those lights.  The truth of the wood beneath my feet.  Maybe it’s 

the fact that I can touch what I see.  Maybe it’s because, while I may not hear you, I can 

feel you.  Maybe it’s because there’s turmoil in my heart.  Maybe it’s love.   

Whatever it is, I can feel it here.  I feel alive here.  This is me.  I belong to it.  It is 

round, and expansive, and it will continue on and on. 

You must have faith. 

 

CURTAIN 

 

                                                
8 Chekhov and Knipper 3 – 5 
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PART TWO: THE PROCESS 

Chapter One: Choosing a Topic 

While searching for a play in the University of Texas at Austin’s Fine Arts 

Library, I received a call from a very good friend and colleague, Elisabeth Bokhovan.   

She asked, “How’s your thesis going?”  I responded, “Not.”  At the time, I was 

attempting to write a one-person show on Anne Boleyn, and getting nowhere.  I 

explained my predicament to Liz, who then in turn suggested I move in a completely 

different direction.  She suggested I look at Olga Knipper, Anton Chekhov’s wife and the 

leading lady of the Moscow Art Theatre.   She told me to find a book called Dear Writer, 

Dear Actress, which contained many of the letters written between Olga and Chekhov 

during their courtship and into their marriage.  She told me that if someone should play 

Olga Knipper that someone should be me. 

I immediately went to the library catalog to find the book.  To my disappointment, 

the university had no copies; and to my greater disappointment, the book was out of print.  

After a great deal of searching, I found a used copy and had it shipped to my house.   

It took me three days to read the book of love letters.  I could not put it down.  

These letters were so beautiful.  It was amazing to read the words of Anton Chekhov and 

Olga Knipper; words of their mutual love and frustrations with the theatre, of their love 

and frustrations with their relationship, and of what it meant for them to be artists.  It was 

amazing to feel so close to historical figures that I have idolized for years.  The letters 

made these figures tangible; they were just like me.  They were passionate, frustrated, 

dramatic, and ultimately, very real.   
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I could not believe how much I related to Olga.  Her words were like so many 

things I have said or feelings I have tried to express about my art, my life, and my heart.   

Her life was about being an actress.  My life is about being an actress.   I have heard that 

one should write what he/she knows.  Olga and I know the theatre.  There was something 

in Olga’s letters to Chekhov that I so identified with, something that inspired me, and 

gave me hope. 

  Liz was completely right.  I threw out Anne Boleyn and turned to Olga Knipper.  

It was in these letters that I would find something I wanted to say and a story I wanted to 

tell.   

 

Chapter Two: The Research 

The greatest portion of my research came from my first source: Dear Writer, Dear 

Actress by Jean Benedetti.  After my first read, I began going back through the book and 

highlighting the moments that stood out to me the most.  I began to plot out their 

relationship, attempting to simplify it in a timeline.  I also attempted to look for other 

translations of their letters; which, if there are any, are impossible to find.  I stuck with 

Mr. Benedetti.  At this point, I realized: a) Mr. Benedetti seemed to reveal or focus more 

on Olga Knipper in his translation of the letters, and b) I wanted to know more about 

Olga Knipper as herself, not only in her relationship with Chekhov. 

The source that I found to be the most useful in terms of learning about Olga was 

Chekhov’s Leading Lady: A Portrait of Olga Knipper by Harvey J. Pitcher.  Overall, it 

was a biography of her life.  I focused on the earlier portion of her life, looking at: why 

the theatre, how did she end up there, what else did she do prior to the Moscow Art 

Theatre.  I found out that she was an artist from the beginning, acting from the start, 
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always yearning for that life.  It was right after drama school that she joined the Moscow 

Art Theatre; and from that beginning, she met Anton Chekhov.  She really was like me.  

She was the theatre; the theatre is what she knew.   

 

Chapter Three: Writing the Play 

Probably the most difficult part of my process was writing.  Personally, I have bit 

of a phobia when it comes to writing.  I never let anyone read my work.  This was the 

part of the process that took up a great deal of my time.   

Now that I had my brilliant topic, something that was so close to me, I had to 

come up with a way to make it performance based.  I knew from the beginning, before I 

chose my subject, that I want my production to be as minimal as possible.  I did not want 

tons of lighting cues or set pieces or voice-overs or projections.  I wanted simple.  I 

wanted the acting to be the focus.  I wanted to simply play Olga. 

This goal of only playing Olga turned out to be harder than I thought.  I had 

plenty of text to pull from, but how to make it into a story?  How was I supposed to speak 

Chekhov’s words without playing Chekhov?  How could I keep it simple?  I started by 

pulling the text, letters, and memoirs that meant the most to me.  I began looking through 

Chekhov’s plays to find all the roles Olga originated.  I came up with this ideal structure 

in which I would switch between letters Olga wrote to Chekhov, to performing characters 

Olga played, to Chekhov’s letters to her, to letters from other members of the Moscow 

Art Theatre, and finally to Olga’s memoirs.  I played with time: having the events in 

historical, chronological order to having the events in a more abstract, non-linear order.  

Still, I was finding it to be too complicated, too many voices, too many characters, and 

too many events happening for a twenty minute, one-person show.  It was too much. 
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I started to think maybe my idea was not such a great idea, and that I would have 

to start over, again!  After much deliberation, and several more attempts to make this 

structure work, I realized that I still did not know what I was trying to communicate.  On 

a greater audience to actor scale, I had no idea what I was trying to say or express.   I was 

trying to be clever, to be impressive, and it was getting me nowhere. 

I stopped and pulled back from my work.  I pushed it all to the side and asked my 

self, “What do you want it to be?”  Honest.  I wanted to write honestly about something 

that I truly connected to because if I am honest about how I truly feel I am not trying to 

be right or wrong or impressive; I am simply trying to express myself.   

So that began as a good starting point.  From there I asked, “What inspires me?”  

My answer was: The Seagull, by Mr. Anton Chekhov.  I started with the lines, “I am a 

seagull.  No that’s not it.  I am an actress.”9   I began thinking about how I have always 

wanted to play Nina and how Olga never did, even though Chekhov himself thought that 

she should have played Nina.  I began thinking about myself in the theatre and Olga in 

the theatre, and how even though we are generations apart the experience seems the 

same.  We both know what it was to not only be part of the theatre, but to belong it.  The 

theatre is not just a profession.  The theatre is life.   

 When I began writing it amazed me how my words and Olga’s words and 

Chekhov’s characters were all getting at the same ideas of enduring and obsession and 

love and loneliness and faith.  My story was not a re-telling of Olga’s life, but the 

expression of what it is to be an actress, to be an artist.   

 

                                                
9 Chekhov 167 
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Chapter Four: The Rehearsal 

Approaching the rehearsal portion of the process was really exciting.  I was 

finally able to start speaking the words I had been reading and writing for so long.  I 

could finally make them come to life and share them with others.  

In terms of developing these characters, the Actress and Olga, I realized quite 

early on that I needed to separate them from myself.  I needed to think of them as 

“characters” and not as my words, especially The Actress.  I also realized, with the help 

of my one of my advisors, Andrea Beckham, that I needed to start developing specific 

physical choices about how these two characters move.  I was reminded of a technique 

developed by Rudolf Laban called Laban Movement Analysis.  This technique dissects 

movement into four main categories: body, effort, shape, and space.    

In my time here at the University of Texas at Austin, we spent a great deal of time 

with the category of effort.  The effort of movement is broken up into four categories: 

space (which can be direct or indirect), weight (which can be strong or light), time (which 

can be sustained or sudden), and flow (which can be bound or free.)  Combinations of 

these categories result in effort actions: float, punch/thrust, glide, slash, dab, wring, flick, 

and press.  For example, if a character seems direct, light, and sustained, then she would 

be considered gliding.  This movement analysis can help actors to make physical choices 

about a character and the actions within the text. 

For the Actress, I chose to make her movement heavier than Olga’s, which then 

developed into more of a punching/thrusting quality.   In Olga’s movement, I worked 

more towards a glide.  Of course, both characters changed throughout the play.  They 

were not simply limited to those types of movement.  It was a place to begin 

differentiating between the two characters.  I found the Laban Movement Analysis and 
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working with Andrea really helped to clear up the actions of each character; as well as, 

helping to develop how each character was relating to either the audience or Chekhov in 

any given moment.   

Andrea and I also discussed how to switch between the Actress and Olga.  I did 

not want to do a dialect, or make some dramatic vocal change, nor did I want to have 

costume pieces doing the job either.  I wanted the change to be simple and quick.  It was 

Andrea’s idea to split up the stage, simply turning out and upstage and coming back as 

the other character.  This also helped to give my space, the stage, specificity.  I never 

took center stage until I played Nina, and then once again at the end of the play. 

My other advisor, Barney Hammond, was a huge help in terms of voice work and 

use of language.  He spoke a great deal about the switch from the Actress to Olga, and to 

think of swinging from one place to the next so that the play is constantly moving 

forward.  However, the next challenge was to not live in a superficial place in which the 

audience is ahead of me.  We spoke about speaking in third circle verses second circle.  

This is something that I have learned and carried throughout the last three years.  First 

circle is an introvert place in which nothing is being shared with the audience.  Third 

circle is a superficial place in which the actor is pushing out information, but ultimately 

he/she is not living in the moment.  Finally, second circle is the greatest place to live: 

constantly in the moment, moving from one thought to the next, and not talking at the 

audience but with the audience.   

Moving into second circle also created a discussion about the nature of the play 

itself.  Second circle is an uncertain place to be, anything could happen.  The play itself is 

about the uncertainty of the theatre.  One must ride the fence, in second circle, not always 

knowing and anticipating what comes next, but living in the moment.  This uncertainty is 

what keeps the audience interested and the play moving forward in an organic way. 
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Another theme Barney and I spoke about was obsession.  The obsession both 

characters had about the theatre and the obsession of any artist in his/her work.  This 

concept of obsession, lead to a further discussion about the values of each character.  In 

the beginning of the play, the Actress delivers Stanislavski’s inaugural speech to the 

members of the Moscow Art Theatre.   In this speech lie the values of the members of the 

Moscow Art Theatre, something both the Actress and Olga had to believe in as well.  

These values were what lead these characters to their obsessive nature.  I had to set up 

this idealization of Stanislavski’s values to help reinforce the importance of later 

moments of the play.   

Other techniques I found helpful from my work with Barney were truly letting 

one thought swing into the next.  Originally, I was pausing so much that the play felt like 

a map.  I was taking so much time between words and lines and moments that the 

audience would know where I was going before I got there; they wouldn’t discover the 

path with me.  I had to be in the moment and find the path with the audience.  Swinging 

from thought to thought and discovering my journey in the moment really helped to 

create momentum.   

I also found that building a thought or “climbing the ladder” of thoughts really 

helped to bring out Stanislavski’s speech at the beginning; so that by the end, I was not 

experiencing Stanislavski speaking the words, but I was Stanislavski himself and the 

audience was my company of actors.  I started to focus on bringing the language up and 

out, which is something both Barney and other professors have discussed in various 

classes throughout my time here at the University. 

Much of my personal rehearsal time, without my advisors, was spent getting off-

book, finding specific blocking, and finding my personal connection the each part of the 

play.  By personal connection, I mean how I relate to the material, the characters.  For 
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instance, I have never been married, lost my husband, or had a miscarriage; however, 

Olga did have those experiences.  As actor, I have to find what that means to me, and 

how it lives in my heart and my gut. 

In my approach to understanding, or at least giving myself a sense of connection 

to characters, I tend to be a Meisner-based actor.  Usually, I take the given circumstances 

of a character and find my personal understanding of how it must feel to live in those 

circumstances.  I look for what I can truly and emotionally connect to, as myself, within 

those circumstances.  Then I use my imagination to develop that moment into a greater 

and more detailed understanding of those experiences.  I combine myself with the 

character in the text; hopefully, resulting in something new and specific to my 

interpretation.   

Overall, in rehearsal and in performance, I found myself very thankful to have the 

skill-set I have gained over the last three years to help develop and give my play life.  I 

was thankful to realize and rediscover the tools I have at my disposal.  The next step was 

to share my work with an audience. 

 

Chapter Five: The Performance  

Words cannot express how wonderful it felt to perform my play.  After spending 

so much time reading and writing and rehearsing with myself, it was such joy to finally 

have an audience.  It was as if my play had been given a whole new life.  I felt so 

connected to the audience.   

It reminded me that the theatre, the story is for them.  Of course, that seems to be 

a given, but for me it is something I have lost touch with over time.  I remembered what 
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it is to really want to communicate and touch others.  It was absolutely riveting.  I found 

myself desperately wishing we had more than one performance.    

Thinking back the audience members, it made me wonder: is this play for 

everyone?  I feel it certainly has universality within the story.  Everyone can connect to 

love, loneliness, loss, youth, aging, the need to endure, and the need believe in the future.  

My audience that evening certainly did; however, the audience was also full of theatre 

practitioners.  I wondered if I performed the play for an audience of various professions, 

would the play mean the same?  What would the play mean to others who were not in my 

field of work?  Could many different types of people connect to and enjoy this play, or 

does it have a limited audience?   

Regardless, I had a very supportive house of many who are like me.  I was 

incredibly nervous and excited throughout the whole evening.  I considered waiting 

behind the curtains until it was my turn to perform, but instead I chose to experience all 

of the performers before me.  I figured that my play is about experiencing and praising 

the theatre.  What good could come from hiding behind curtains? 

Two unexpected elements occurred during my performance.  The first was that 

the audience found my play humorous.  I was completely shocked.  I had no idea that it 

was funny.  In turn, this laughter gave me so much more information about my play.  It is 

so dramatic!  The characters believe everything they say and obsess over it and it is very 

real, but it is also very dramatic.  Perhaps this is something that is also humorous about 

myself as a person.  I just had no idea it was there in the play.  It was a delightful 

surprise. 

The other element that made its way into my production was a thunderstorm.  It 

began to take shape towards the middle of my performance.  The theatre was booming 

with the sound of rain.  I became so concerned that no one would hear.  I adjusted by 
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trying to stay grounded in my support, breathing deep and attempting to continue fighting 

for what the character wanted.  I worked hard to keep my clarity, strengthening the 

muscularity of my words rather than yelling.  I knew if anything I wanted to stay true to 

the story and my second circle relationship with the audience.  After the show, I asked 

everyone if they had trouble hearing me due to the rain.  The responses were all, “No, I 

heard everything you said,” and then a further comment about how I must have been 

summoning the gods.  Most people loved the rain. 

The overall reaction from audience was that of support and appreciation.  I was so 

happy to be able to share my work.  I was so happy to find that the response was strong 

and encouraging.  It was like a great weight had been lifted, the room was brighter and 

could breathe again. 

 

Chapter Six: Continuing the Process 

Looking forward, I would like to continue developing the play.  I plan to make the 

play longer and make clearer decisions about what I am attempting to articulate.  I would 

like to use more of Chekhov’s work, looking specifically at the roles Olga originated.  I 

feel I need to continue to clarify the Actress and her role within the piece.  I want to make 

stronger and more specific physical choices.  I have an excellent start, but I can certainly 

go much further.  I also am interested in playing with a dialect for Olga, to see how that 

might inform the piece.  I wonder if there is a cultural element I am ignoring, and perhaps 

investigating that element could benefit my work as well. 

Another goal is to begin understanding how to market a one-person show.  I plan 

to begin researching how other actors have marketed their work in the past.  I want to 

start finding out what theatres and communities could benefit from this play.  Also, 
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returning to previous questions: Who is the audience?  I want to continue to develop the 

universality of this play.  Ultimately, theatre is for everyone, my show is for an audience, 

and I want to share my play with anyone who wants to watch.  I want to experience that 

audience-actor relationship for as long as possible. 
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