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INTRODUCTION

BY

ANNA PAVLOVA

My pEAR MAESTRO,

How happy I am to write a few words of preface to this
book about you.

The feeling of deep gratitude I have for what you have taught
me is blended with my love and respect for your personality.

In an age when people no longer understand that to teach
others it is necessary first to work hard and long oneself, and to
have an actual experience of the stage; when by the aid of self-
advertisement anyone can take the name of “ professor ”; when
schools are opened at random where pupils are taught anything
except the art of dancing—you, with infinite patience and loving
care, have honestly and modestly pursued the great work of incul-
cating your pupils with the covenants of true art.

When you finished your brilliant career as the first dancer of
your day, you devoted your life to the difficult art of teaching
others, and with what proud satisfaction you can now look round,
for, in every part of the world, nearly all who have made a name
for themselves in choreography at the present time have passed
through your hands.

If our goddess Terpsichore is still in our midst, you, by right,
are her favoured high priest. Guard, dear Maestro, for many
long years to come, the sacred fire burning on the altar of our great
goddess, and teach your pupils to treasure the divine sparks, carry-
ing them to the furthermost corners of the earth as they speed on

their way.

London, August 10th, 1922,






ADDRESS PRESENTED TO ENRICO CECCHETTI BY THE
RUSSIAN COLONY IN LONDON ON THE FIFTIETH
ANNIVERSARY OF HIS DEBUT

Dear MAESTRO,

You no doubt know that there is not a country in the
world, except perhaps your own, that knows how to honour an
artist with so much warmth as Russia.

All we Russians to-day join together to celebrate the fiftieth
anniversary of your public career ; it is with sorrow one has to con-
fess that the terrible misery in which Russia has been plunged
prevents us from greeting you on the stage of the theatre where
the successes of your ardent youth, your plastic maturity, and
your old age, full of freshness, took place—that theatre which is
as dear to us as it is to you, because it belongs to us and it registers
for us the spot where you passed the best years of your career.

I beg all who are present, and, above all, you yourself, Maestro,
to make an effort of imagination. Let us assume that standing
round us here to-night there is not only M. Diagilev’s company,
but also that all the artists of Petrograd and Moscow, and of the
provinces of Russia, are here. It is not possible to record in such
a short time all the compliments that would be paid you if you
were standing on the stage of the Marie Theatre, surrounded by
several generations of dancers, created by you; representatives of
the world of art and music in Russia, who mingle their sense of
gratefulness for your great work in art, with the applause of the
general public. But I feel sure that their words will exhale their
enthusiasm and the sincere love which they feel for you. In the
same way as we in the past have honoured the artists of our own
theatre, we congratulate you as an adopted son of our soil, just
as dear, just as much loved as our own children. Itisalsoimpossible
for me to recall in a few words the large field of your activities as
an artist in Russia. For that it would be necessary to go back
to the annals of the theatre some fifty years. But I must add a
few words to what I have already said. The secret of that eternal
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X Address

youth which you offer to Terpsichore is full of the unquenchable
“soffio divino,” and an inspiration which defies the onslaught of
time.

As the rays of your genius have served to illuminate the way
for generations of artists in Russia who have been your pupils,
we Russians, living in London, come here to-night to honour you
as a representative of the theatre where your name is written in
letters of gold on the tablets of the history of Russian Art. Glory
and honour to you, Enrico Cecchetti, veteran of the Russian stage,
beloved of a multitude of habitués of the Marie Theatre, in which
direction our thoughts must fly on the occasion of the jubilee of
one of its tribe of artists.

London, January 5th, 1922.



CONTENTS

Introduction by Madame Pavlova .............. e

Address presented to Enrico Cecchetti by Russian Colony in London. .

CHAPTER 1

Enrico_Cecchetti’s Appearance—His Jubilee at the Alhambra—His
Pupils—His Teaching—His Birth and Parentage—His Childhood’s
Début—His Tour in America—Rota’s Start—Pratese and the
Truffies—Victor Emmanuel and Cecchetti................c.0o0t.

CHAPTER 1I

Harly Education—Dislike of School—Desire to dance—The Ink-pot
and the Master—Placed with Lepri to learn dancing—His God Blasis
--Début at Dancing School—Early Name of Maestro—Début at
La Scala, Milan—Description of La Scala—Cecchetti’s four de force
—He waters the Director’s Trousers at Lugo—Naples Audiences—
Treatment of Patti in Naples—Cecchetti and Neapolitan Audience. .

CHAPTER III

Papal Rome—Theatres and Cafés and Social Life—Petito and his
Gags—The Tordinona and Jacovacei—Pio Nono Jacovacei’s Friend
—First Night of Season—Jacovacei’s Appearance—His Treatment
of Unsuccessful Artists—His Ignorance—His Frugal Mind—His
Association with Verdi—Cecchetti dances Garibaldi’s hymn—
Magotti, the Agent—Tinti, the Agent—Bitielli, the Tenor—Beau-
carde, the Tenor—The Brothers \larzemSyetem of Payment.....

CHAPTER 1V

Relationship of Ballet and Mu.alc-—Choreography——Changes in Clothes
—=Sallé and Camargo—The Corseted Ballet—~Cecchetti’s Tights—
La Zucchi cuts the Ballet Skirts—Tamagno’s Dislike of the Ballet
—Contest between Operatic Singers and Dancers—Hard Work on
Tour—First Visit to Christiania—A Tiresome Journey—Queer
Behaviour of Audience—Mistakes on Return Journey ............

CHAPTER V

Cecchetti's First Visit to Petrog’rad 1874—Tours in Italy, Holland,
Germany, Austria—Curious Premonition about His Brother—
Meets Taglioni’s Father in Berlin——La Zucchi in ** Esmeralda ”—
Second Visit to Petrograd-—Great Success—Police Suspicion—
Belief in Traditions .......ovevveeiii e, ereieereseans

PAGE
vii

18

71



xii Contents

PAGE
CHAPTER VI

Giuseppina de Maria—Her Début—Dances with Cecchetti—Baldas-
sarre, Impresario—Fire at Nice—Signorina de Maria’s Courage—
Cecchetti’s Venture as Manager-—Great Leap in * Rolla "—Rossi
and His Practical Jokes—The Art of Mime .........ccvovivuunn. 79

CHAPTER VII

Cecchetti’s First Engagement—Wants to marry Signorina de Maria—
Father refuses—Meeting at Station—Marriage in Berlin—Goes
with Wife to Moscow—Trials at Kieff—Passports and *° Graft ”—
Manzotti—First Visit to London—* Excelsior ”—London Life .... 100

CHAPTER VIII

Manzotti’s *“ Amor ”—Ballet Master’s Truncheon—Makes Albertieri
dance—Goes again to Russia—Great Success—Is engaged for
Imperial Theatre, Petrograd-—Constitution of Imperial School of
Dancing—The Marynski Theatre and dbonnés—Visit of Emperor
and Empress—Patti and Nilsson in Petrograd—Enthusiasm-—
Rivalry between Ballet and Opera—Intrigues—Cecchetti’s Début
—Marius Petipa—His Repartee. .....covnviiinveinseriannnnss 119

CHAPTER IX

Petipa’s Anecdotes—Cecchetti made Second Muitre de Ballet—Puts
on ‘* Katarina, la Fille du Bandit ”—Cesare Pugni—Cecchetti’s
Repartee-—Gala Night at the Marynski—Cecchetti, a Dancer and
Sevolovski——Cecchetti’s Appeal to the Emperor Nicholas IT.—His
B G 7 o RO 137

CHAPTER X

Description of Life in Petrograd in ’Eighties—Cecchetti teaches
Grand Duchesses—Is asked to teach Pas de Quatre—Arranges
Balls at Ducal Palaces and at Imperial Palace—DPresents from
Nicholas II.—The Signed Photograph—Iéte at Peterhoff on
Wedding of Grand Duchess Xenia—Banquet and Ballet—The
People’s Palace Movement...........vvviiiiinvaenisnereannns 158

CHAPTER XI

Cecchetti comes to London and dances at Empire—Katti Lanner—
Her Father—Katti Lanner Rival of Mdlle. Mariquita—Leopold
Wenzel—Katti Lanner’s Dog bites Cecchetti—The Wardour Street
Doctor——Madame Rossi and the Fire—Artists take Cecchetti’s
Name—Trouble about Dancing School—The Fire—The Thirsty
Children—Growth of Cheaper Books in Russia—Tchaikovsky’s
‘ Sleeping Beauty ~First Perfor;1ance—Cecchetti creates Two
Parts—Petipa’s Contrariness—Cec jetti refuses to wear Mask—
Dispute about Waltz—Tchaikovsky asked to settle it-—Cecchetti
makes up as a Locust—Leaves Petrograd and becomes Director of
Imperial Theatre and School at Warsaw—Farewell and Regret—
Memories 0f People . oot iiiiaeiisar i 166

CHAPTER XII

Warsaw, Le Petit Paris—Open Air Theatres—Trials of Censorship—
Cecchetti pulls Things together—Brings Pavlova and other Dancers

to Warsaw—Polish Dancers and Mazurka—Produces Paderewski’s

“ Manru ”—Polish.  Opera—~Cecchetti puts on His Own Ballet

¢ Eve ’-—Story—OIld-fashioned Ballet & Action, Will It Return?
—Difficulty of Audiences in Warsaw—Trials of being taken for
{lussians——Revolution——Cccehetti‘s Polish Pupils—Goes back to
Y. e e e e i e s .e



Contents xiii

PAGE

CHAPTER XIII

Cecchetti finds Italy changed—The Society Enigmofilo—A Charade—
Railway Accident—Pavlova’s Début—Asks Cecchetti to teach
Her—First Russian Dancers in London—Revolt at Imperial Opera
House—Diagilev takes Russian Dancers to Paris—Cecchetti opens
School again at Petrograd—Goes with Diagilev—Seasons in
London ...ttt i sestverirenas 208

CHAPTER XIV

Goes to America with Pavlova—Sees First Performance of * Le Sacre
du Printemps ”—Diagilev’s Marconi on his Return—Pavlova and
the Ex-Kaiserin—Cecchetti and Massine—The War—Cecchetti goes
to South America—Nijinsky's Marriage—His Illness—A Spy on
Board—Revolution at Barcelona—The King of Spain and the
Duchess—Difficulty of returning to Italy—Death of Son—Comes
to England for Russian Ballet Season—British Ballet........ ee. 226

CHAPTER XV

Cecchetti’s Career—Parts He created—Type of Dancing—As Artist
Mime—Loves the Part of * Pantaloon ”—The Perfect Dancer—
Training—His Old Pupils-—Albertieri and His Studies—Cecchetti’s
Kindness—Conservative Taste in Food-—Love of Animals—His
English Pupils ....vuuriiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiineiiinenanssnencans 246

Ballet Dancers before Cecchetti’'s Day ............ e cee. 261

* After the Ball,” Ballet in Three Tableaux, by Enrico Cecchetti ;
Music by Ernesto Koéhler ..... e Cerenaan 208






LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS

Cav. Enrico Cecchetti . . . . . Frontispiece
Lydia Lopokova . . . . . . Facingp. 82
Enrico Cecchetti as the mother in ‘“Giselle” and

“La Fille mal gardée” 'y 64
Lady Vere (Karissima) and Gertrude Sterroll

(Madame Karsavina) in “The Truth about

the Russian Ballet ' 117
Enrico Cecchetti and some of his Pupils in his

School of Dancing in London b 144
Anna Pavlova in “Paquik” . . . . v 192
Lydia Lopokova and Leonide Massine (in a

characteristic dance) . . . . . " 224
Enrico Cecchetti as Pantaloon in * Carnival”’ (his

favourite part) » 256






THE MASTER OF THE RUSSIAN BALLET

THE MEMOIRS OF CAV. ENRICO CECCHETTI

CHAPTER I

HOULD you be walking along the upper part
of Shaftesbury Avenue in the early part of any
morning in the year, you will be sure to meet an alert,
rotund, little man, whose step has the spring of youth
in it, and whose blue-grey eyes look at you keenly
from beneath the brim of his hat. If you have any
reason to speak to him in English he will reply with
difficulty, but if you address him in Italian you will
receive a quick and courteous answer, for Enrico
Cecchetti, though he has lived much in England, has
never mastered the English language.

An indomitable enthusiast in dancing, this veteran
of seventy-three refuses to grow old. He was dancing
in the ’sixties, the ’seventies, the ’eighties, and the
‘nineties, and it was on January 5th, 1922, that he
celebrated his jubilee by taking the part of the Wicked
Fairy in the * Sleeping Beauty ” at the Alhambra.
It was an occasion of great enthusiasm, wreaths and
addresses were presented to the smiling overwhelmed
Cecchetti, as he stood surrounded by the corps de
ballet and leading danseuses: Mesdames Lopokova,
Trefilova, Spessiva, Egorova and Tchernicheva. All

I



2 The Master of the Russian Ballet

the artists present were his pupils, and went daily to
his school to exercise and receive instruction under
his watchful eye.

In his youth Enrico Cecchetti himself had belonged
to the ranks of great dancers. Good-looking, ex-
traordinarily agile and excessively graceful; trained
in the traditions of La Scala, then renowned for the
finest technique in the world, Cecchetti made a name
for himself as premier danseur in England, Europe and
America.

After many years in Petrograd at the Imperial
Marynski Theatre as primo ballerino, second maitre
de ballet, and professor at the Imperial School of Ballet,
Cecchetti became director of the Imperial School of
Ballet at Warsaw, where his influence and knowledge
were badly needed. There he wrote and produced
many of his ballets, and gave to the Polish dancers a
technique which put life into their natural gifts. But
the nostalgia for Russia drew him back to Petrograd,
and there he came into contact with Serge Diagilev,
and for twelve years devoted himself to the training
of the Russian Ballet, which has been the delight of
English audiences. He was the master of the whole
corps de ballet, and in addition he has a host of famous
dancers to his credit. His pupils include Anna
Pavlova, to whom he exclusively devoted himself for
three years, Lydia Lopokova, Anna Sedova, Olga
Preobrajenska, Lydia Kyasht, Luba Tchernicheva,
Luba Egorova, Cecilia Cherri, Vera Trefilova, Tamara
Karsavina, Luigi Albertieri, Leon Woizikovsky, Stanis-
las Idzikovsky, Alexandre Gavrilov, Leonide Massine,
Stanislas Nijinsky, and many others.

No artist has ever been more grateful to Cecchetti
for his teaching than Madame Pavlova, and no master
has ever been more proud of her recognition of his
knowledge than he. But, as he always says: “It
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was not I who taught her; she was guided by her own
genius ! ”’

In his London studio Cecchetti reigns supreme,
and the affection of his pupils is quite touching. The
moment he enters the door, they flock to him and each
one embraces him as though he were their father. With
a small cane in his hand he sits at the end of the room,
whistling a tune and tapping out the rhythm on the
floor, while his pupils dance before his watchful eye.
Not an error passes him, and if he thinks a fault cannot
be explained in any other way, he jumps up with
youthful alacrity and goes through the figure himself.
Then it is one gets a glimpse of the superb dancer, for,
in spite of his years, his skill is unimpaired.

At the outbreak of the war Cecchetti was in Italy
visiting his sons, who are married and settled there.
Then came the Russian débdcle. It was impossible
to return. His house in Petrograd had been left in
charge of a faithful servant, and for a time he sent
money to a friend to pay rent and expenses. Then
all communications were stopped, and his home, full
of mementos of his career, pictures and presents from
royalties, books and engravings—all that he prized—
is entirely lost to him.

It was in the evenings, after his long day’s work,
that Enrico Cecchetti sat in his ILondon flat and
recalled the events of his career for the benefit of these
memoirs. With the scent of flowers in the room—the
gift of some famous dancer—we talked, while Madame
Cecchetti knitted small garments for her grand-
children in Italy, and Mami, the black cat, fixed her
green eyes upon us from a dark corner, apparently
ahsorbed in the story of her master’s life.

* * * * % *
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“ CRADLED IN ArT”

The phrase accurately describes the setting of
Enrico Cecchetti’s birth, for he made his debut into
the world at the Tordinona Theatre, in Rome, on
June 21st, 1850. © How he felt on that day he whim-
sically confesses he cannot recall, but he veritably
arrived in an age of great dancers. Marie Taglioni,
with her marvellous technique and no particular
looks, Fanny Elssler, with less knowledge and much
beauty, had become famous. Carlotta Grisi had
astounded the world in “ Giselle,” the work of three
famous men, Heinrich Heine, Théophile Gautier and
Adolf Adam. Eminent composers and poets had begun
to recognize the part which music could play in the
ballet. Beethoven had acknowledged it in * Prome-
theus,” Mozart had scored his ballet ‘ Les Petits
Riens ”—frequently played on the concert platform
in these days as a suite—for the great maiire de ballet
Noverre, and the golden period of dancing had been
started in England at the King’s Theatre, now His
Majesty’s.

Cecchetti’s mother was Serafina Casagli, a prima
ballerina in her day ; his father, Cesare Cecchetti, was
a leading dancer and maitre de ballet. He had danced
in the same theatre with Taglioni, and often told his
son how he had seen Taglioni’s father giving her
lessons. The length of her arms was his despair.

“ What can I do with them ?* he would exclaim
irritably to his obedient pupil. “ Lower them, fold
them, cross them! Heavens!”

Taglioni pére invented many poses to make the arms
appear shorter; they were an assistance to her, but



The Master of the Russian Ballet 5

they have often been used by danseuses to whom
Nature has been kinder, and who therefore did not
require them.

It was from his father, too, that Cecchetti heard
the story of Marie Taglioni’s marriage to Count Gilbert
de Voisins in 1832. He left her almost the day after,
and twenty years later they met at a dinner given by
the Duc de Morny in Paris. The great Rachel was also
present. Voisins arrived after everybody was seated
at table. He looked across at Marie Taglioni, and
asked his neighbour: ¢ Who is that she-professor
seated beside Morny ? ”

‘ That is your wife,”” was the reply.

Voisins thought for a moment, then he remarked :
“ It is quite possible ! ”’

At the other end of the table Taglioni asked the
Duc de Morny why he had invited her to dine in such
bad company. After dinner Voisins begged to be
presented to Taglioni. She consented, and when
Morny introduced Voisins, remarked naively: I
fancy, monsieur, I had the honour of being presented
to you in 1832 ! ”—the year of their marriage.

Alas, poor Marie Taglioni! She rose to the heights
and descended to the depths, for she died in Marseilles
in great poverty and very old.

Cecchetti humorously insists that he was twice
baptized. During the first two days after his birth
he showed but the faintest signs of life. On the third
he breathed normally ; on the fourth he was hurried
off to the Church of Santa Salvatore to be baptized.
The ceremony was in progress when a messenger rushed
in, saying that Madame Cecchetti was dying, and she
must see her son for a last embrace. So the infant
was hastily carried back to the house, received his
mother’s kisses, then taken at once to the church again
for baptism. The ceremony over, it was found that
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Madame Cecchetti was better, and she lived to see her
son well launched in his career.

In all their travels in Italy Enrico accompanied his
mother and father, and as soon as he could walk he
poked inquisitively round the theatres where his
parents were dancing. It was a terrible knock-about
life for a child, and he was not free from illness. Once
they arrived at Ancona when the cholera was raging.
People were being rushed off to the hospitals. One
night the poor child awoke, stiff and blue and huddled.
His mother, terrified lest he should be taken from her
and carried off to the hospital, covered him with her
body to screen him and warmhim. She dosed him with
oil and lemon, and, after a prolonged struggle, cured
him. Croup, colds, rheumatism, attacked him from
time to time.

When he was five years old, Cecchetti’s parents
were fulfilling an engagement at Genoa. Amongst the
ballets there was Giuseppe Rota’s famous “ Il Joca-
tore.” The story had to do with a gambler who had
risked all and lost all. Back from the gaming-table
he came to his house, into the room where his wife
and child were sleeping. He entered cautiously, and
searched for all that remained of the family jewels.
The wife watched him silently, then, just as he turned
to make a last effort to reinstate the family fortunes,
she entreated him not to go. She pleaded earnestly
without effect, and as a final appeal took the child
and laid it across the threshold. The father, torn
between affection and his desire to recover his lost
money, stood irresolute for a moment, then picked up
his son and heir and threw it to the mother, who caught
it in her arms. The part of the wife was played by
Signorita Santalicante, one of the most noted prima
ballerinas of her day, and Cecchetti was the child.
After he had been thrown from one parent to the
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other, his part in the performance was to weep. One
night he cried in real earnest. Santalicante failed to
catch him, and he fell on the stage, bumping his nose
so hard that it bled. His tears created a furore, and
the audience insisted on repeated curtain calls.
Nothing so natural had been seen for many a day!
Of course, everyone behind the scenes was most anxious,
and begged him not to cry.

* H-h-how c-can I h-h-help crying ? ”’ he sobbed.

* Where does it hurt most ?

“ N-no-w-where 7 ”’

“ Then what is the matter, little one ? ”*

Between sobs and sniffs, it was discovered that
Enrico was not crying because of his fall, but on
account of a great disappointment. In the next act
he always went on in the guise of a monkey, mounted
on the back of a bear. There was a magician who
produced, amongst other things, a big dish, from which
he lifted the cover and released a number of little
birds. Cecchetti always managed to catch one, but
that night, owing to his bruises and his bleeding nose,
he could not put on his monkey’s garb, and conse-
quently could not enjoy the sport of seizing a bird.
And so he sat and wept for his lost opportunity.

Giuseppe Rota, the author of the ballet, was one of
the friends to whom Cecchetti’s father was greatly
attached. His career had been a series of extra-
ordinary incidents, which prove the saying that
‘“genius will out.” Very poor and friendless, he
started as a humble member of the corps de ballet
in his native town of Venice. Though he occupied
such a third-rate position, he had dreams of writing
ballets, and all his spare time he spent in setting them
down on paper. One of the ballets put on by the
management during the season proved a dreadful
fiasco. There was much tribulation and tearing of
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hair. Nothing else was ready to take its place. Rota,
dancing in the shades of the corps de ballet, took courage
and called on the Director.

“Would the Signor read a ballet of mine, ‘Il
Fornaretto’ 7"’ The manuscript was taken, faute de
mieuz, and, as luck would have it, it was read, and,
still better, the Director approved of it. He called
Rota, and told him that if he liked to put it in rehearsal
at once, he could do so, the management would provide
everything necessary.

Rota left the manager’s office wearing his accus-
tomed grey suit, stained and discoloured by the sun.
The idea of his going to the theatre and rehearsing the
big artists in such clothes appalled him. Of course,
they would sneer at him, especially as he had come
from the corps de ballet! For three days he remained
in his lodgings. Then he emerged in a neat black suit,
clean and correct, and went about his business of
rehearsing at the theatre. Those who had known
him before treated him with deference, and the big
artists took him for a well-to-do young man, who in
all probability would make a name.

Only the spider in Rota’s attic knew how an old
grey suit had been dyed black, and ke didn’t say a
word.

After his first ballet Rota never went back. His
work grew more and more popular, for he had novel
ideas of choreography, and a new way of making a
happy combination of colours. The success of ‘1l
Fornaretto” was prodigious and lasted for years.
“Il Jocatore,” another of his noted productions, in
which Cecchetti had the hazardous toss from father
to mother, was much desired by managers, and if
they could not afford to buy it—well, the laws of copy-
right did not exist where ballets were concerned. It
was Cecchetti’s father who practically * jumped ” ““ 11
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Fornaretto ”” for a manager at Turin. He had seen it
at Genoa, and knew it well, and he had also danced
in it.

“You know ‘Il Fornaretto’ ? ” asked the manager.

“ Very well indeed ! ”

I would like you to put it on here!”

“I should be delighted, but we must get Signor
Rota’s permission.”

* Never mind that. Make some little change, and
then he won’t be able to say anything.”

“Tll change the name, that’s all.”

The manager agreed ; the title of ““ Il Fornaretto ”’
was altered to ‘ Lorenzo Barbo,” and rehearsed by
Cecchetti’s father. Telegrams and letters went oft
to Rota, informing him of what was happening to his
ballet in Turin. The night came, the public was
enthusiastic, and in a box close to the stage sat Rota
and his manager from Genoa. There were calls for
the artists, clapping and shouts for the maiire de ballet.
Cecchetti’s father walked out with dignity and pointed
to the box where Rota sat. ‘ There is the author!”
he said, and, of course, the excitement was doubled
and the applause unceasing until Rota himself bowed.

After the curtain was down and quiet was restored,
Rota turned to Cecchetti’s father and shook him
warmly by the hand. * Ah, Cecchetti, so it is you
who have put on ° Il Fornaretto’ ?”

Cecchetti shook his head. * Oh, no; I have put
on ‘ Lorenzo Barbo’!”

Rota laughed and highly complimented him, and
there was hardly a ballet of his that Cecchetti did not
put on in the years that followed. The incident used
to be a standing joke between him and Rota, and
often the latter said: *‘ Cecchetti, I want you to go
to —, and put on —.”” And Cecchetti, frequently
not knowing the ballet, would say so.
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“You don’t know it ? That doesn’t matter; put
it on as you did ‘ Il Fornaretto ’,”” Rota replied.

At this date one of the most popular artists in
Italy was Ronsani. He was a beautiful dancer, a
man of temperament and gifts. One of his celebrated
roles was in a ballet called “ The Orphan of Geneva,”
in which he created a huge scnsation by walking up a
high flight of stairs, falling backwards and rolling
downwards head foremost. In addition to being a great
artist, Ronsani was a man of business. He was the
first impresario to take a troupe of Italian ballet
dancers to America—no small undertaking in those
days, considering the long journey and the rough
methods of travel. However, there were plenty who
were willing to see what the country of Lincoln looked
like, and quite a large company was organized.

Cecchetti’s father and mother and a fine dancer,
Filippo Baratti, were in the company; also Enrico
Cecchetti, aged five. They were many weeks crossing
the Atlantic, and amongst the travelling adventures
in America there was an exciting ‘ hold up ” on the
frozen Mississippi. There were only three passenger
boats at that date, and for fifteen days the vessel
which was carrying the Italian company of dancers
to St. Paul was ice-bound. One of the features of
American theatrical life at that time was the itinerant
floating theatres, or show-boats, which visited small
settlements on the banks, and drew audiences into the
stuffy cabin to witness performances of plays. Al-
though there had originally been a great deal of
Puritanical opposition to a theatre of any kind, and
theatres were neither clean nor well-lighted, great
artists had come from Europe and England, and
managers had found America a fruitful land for the
entertainer. The incomparable Fanny Elssler had
visited the Park Theatre in New York, and taken the
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town by storm with her dancing. Mario had sung at
Castle Garden, and while Cecchetti was there, Adelina
Patti was singing in concerts—three years later to
make her debut in opera in New York. Rachel was
playing before audiences that were—according to the
record of a member of her company— obviously
bored with Corneille, turning over their translations in
concert as if a regiment in black uniform was executing
a military order.” Such tragedy was not to the taste
of the public, which was ignorant of the greater tragedy
which was being enacted behind the scenes. Rachel’s
brother was managing for her, and, being harassed
by poor returns at the box office, tried to cut down
expenses. He omitted to warm the Walnut Street
Theatre in Philadelphia, and poor Rachel, shivering
in the wings in a temperature of forty degrees, caught
a violent cold, which resulted in pneumonia. She
recovered sufficiently to give a performance of
“ Adrienne Lecouvreur ”’ at Charlestown, South Caro-
lina, her last on any stage. Returning to Europe, she
died at her villa in Cannes.

In those days Italy was famed for her dancers
and her ballets, and though Cecchetti insists that there
is no nationality in the technique of dancing, because
there is only one great technique—that is, the classical
technique which is everywhere—the best dancers were
Italian. As Cecchetti was so young, he had no rdle
assigned him in Ronsani’s ballets, but he was much
petted by everybody, and permitted to wander about
the stage at will. His greatest interest was then
centred in the lighting arrangements—mostly gas and
oil lamps. One night, at Baltimore, he contributed
to the excitement of Ronsani’s performance by taking
a hand in the stage effects. In a certain ballet in
which Ronsani danced, a great sensation—for those
days—was made by the scene changing from day to
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night. Often and often Cecchetti had enviously
watched the man in the wings turning certain gas taps
to create the required effect. One night the man
was absent from his post! But Cecchetti was eagerly.
watching the ballet and all that was happening on
the stage.

Ronsani, dancing before a crowded house, came to
the moment when blackness should descend upon the
scene. He cast his eyes in the direction from whence
the artificial workings of Nature should proceed.

“ Notte, notte!”” (“ Night, night!”’) he whispered.
Nothing happened. The gas lights still did their
uttermost to give the appearance of the sun high in the
heavens.

“ Notte, notte!” he -called, in louder tones.
Cecchetti saw his opportunity. He flew to the gas
taps. At last he could touch those precious knobs of
brass. He seized them and turned, and turned!
Tableau! Ronsani was blacked out; not only that,
the whole house was plunged in darkness and confusion !

What followed Cecchetti’s first attempt at a light-
ing scheme has not been unfolded by him, but he
admits that after that performance he was not quite
so welcome behind the scenes.

Many years later, when Cecchetti went to America
with Madame Pavlova, the memories of his boyhood
came to him. Though the towns were obviously
much changed, he could remember the theatres and
where they stood. In Baltimore he returned to the
very stage where he had manipulated the gas taps in
his desire to aid Ronsani, and viewed the formidable
array of electric switches on the switchboard. At
Louisville, now a handsome modern city, he recalled
how, in his youth, big rats used to run about the streets
every night. They emerged at a certain hour, like
cats, and returned to their lairs with the dawn. It
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was here, too, that as a child he lived at an hotel, where
there was a huge, long table capable of seating quite
a hundred people. The issue of the struggle about
slavery was in abeyance, and negroes were not yet
free. The dining-room at Louisville had two doors
at the end of the room leading to the kitchen. At a
word of command they flew open, and a small regiment
of black waiters would march in like soldiers, one behind
the other. At another word of command they halted
and turned, then each took a plate away and replaced
it with another. Again a word of command, and they
marched out, the doors closing behind them.

There were many good artists in Ronsani’s company.
In addition to Filippo Baratti and Cecchetti’s father
and mother, it included the gifted Pratese family,
which consisted of father and mother, two sons, also
two daughters, one of whom was named Josephine.
Being a good Catholic she always celebrated the jour
de féte of her patron saint, Joseph. When, during the
American tour, the day approached, Josephine’s father
prepared for a feast, to which all the members of the
company were to come. He scoured the town for
Ttalian delicacies, and decided that a Risotto a la
milanaise should be the piéce de résistance of the meal.
With much care as to selection he bought the meat
with which to make the gravy, the rice, the tomatoes,
the parmesan with which to make the palatable dish.
Finally, after endless search and trouble, he procured
four precious truffles, which were to give the crowning
touch of perfection.

“ We will think ourselves back in Italy,” he told
the invited guests. “ You shall have Risotto a la
milanaise.”” With jaunty step he returned to the
hotel carrying the truffles. He put them on a plate on
the table, and, after viewing them with delight, went
to a rehearsal at the theatre.
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Everyone chattered about the feast which was to
bring the atmosphere of Italy to America for a few
hours, and Pratese, having completed his work at the
theatre, went back to his hotel.

Ah, he would just have one more look at the truffles !
But . . .! where were they ? Well, there are some
things that make life bitter! THE TRUFFLES
WERE GONE !

““The devil ! 7 said Pratese, as he searched the rooms
from end to end. *° What has become of my truffles? ”’
He rushed into the corridor, and there saw Sam, the
negro who acted as chamber-maid.

‘“ Have you been doing my room ? ’ Pratese asked
him.

Sam, with a clear conscience grinned. ‘ Yaas, sah!
I jus’ bin thar! I done gone turned out the smell ! ”

“ What ?

“ Them mighty ole *taters on the plate! I throwed
’em away ! Yass, sah! Shure!”

The name of Pratese was for many years well known
in London, for the grandson of the victim to negro
cleanliness was maitre de ballet at the Hippodrome.

From America Cecchetti’s father went to Turin,
where he was engaged to produce four ballets a year
at the Theatre Victor Emmanuel. At that time the
conception of a ballet was on very different lines to
what it is to-day. The idea of music written to suit
the steps of the dancer, instead of the steps of a dancer
being inspired by music, was general. Cecchetti’s
father followed the well-worn lines of getting a story,
writing the chorcography, and then finding someone
to put music to it.

Turin had a gifted composer just then called Luigi
Mardoglio, and Cecchetti’s father sought him out to
compose the music he wanted. But the proposition
was not an easy one. Mardoglio was the type of man
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that Miirger would have taken for his “ Vie de Bohéme,”’
had he known him. He dearly loved his ease, he was
temperamental, uncertain, and found his inspiration,
like Gliick, when the cork was out of the bottle. The
great point about him, in Cecchetti’s estimation, was
his power to write the sort of music he wanted, if
approached at the right moment. So, being shrewd,
he followed Mardoglio about the town, and when he
found him at a restaurant at a convivial stage of a
meal he would thrust a piece of music paper before
him and make him write. Later the following arrange-
ment was arrived at. Cecchetti sent for Mardoglio’s
son, and said: ‘I will give you five francs a day on
condition that you bring your father here to my house
every morning to write the music for my ballets. He
shall have three bottles of wine a day placed for his
use on the piano.” The offer was accepted, and every
day Mardoglio was locked in a room in Cecchetti’s
house with a piano, music paper, and three bottles of
wine, till the music was completed.

Cecchetti’s father wrote and produced many ballets,
amongst them one called * The Miller,” into which he
introduced little wooden xylophones. They were a
novelty at that time, and the corps de ballet did not
know how to play them. Young Cecchetti, inquisitive,
and anxious to see everything and do everything,
got a xylophone and quickly learnt how to play it. At
rehearsals he was called upon to teach the others. Victor
Emmanuel, at that time King of Piedmont, bluff,
hearty and good-natured, constantly wandered in and
out of the theatre at Turin while Cecchetti’s father was
conducting rehearsals. He always dressed like a hunts-
man, and always talked patois. One morning he came
upon a rehearsal at which the small Cecchetti was
teaching the big members of the corps de ballet how to
play the xylophone.
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“ Come here,” said the King, beckoning to the boy,

Cecchetti went to the box.

“ How did you learn to play that instrument ? ”’

“ With my hands,” was the precocious reply, at
which the King laughed, as a King should.

Those were stirring days for a child to live in,
in TItaly. Cries of * Freedom!” *‘ Regeneration!”
* Independence!”” were resounding. Turin was full
of troops in 1859, when Sardinia obtained Lombardy
from Austria, and later there was the overpowering
personality of Garibaldi, like a flame in the air.

There was no necessity for boys to go to books for
stories of adventure; they were surrounded by it,
and of course young Cecchetti, like the rest, ran about
the town fired with the desire to fight. Most times he
lost his way, and caused endless anxiety to his mother.

“I want to go and fight,” he pleaded.

“ Wait a little, and we will go together,” his father
replied, knowing that a direct refusal would only mean
antagonism on the part of his son.

The longing to fight increased by glimpses of the
great people of the day. In 1860 Cecchetti received
a never-to-be-forgotten impression of Garibaldi, Victor
Emmanuel and Napoleon III., riding side by side at
the head of the Italian troops. Garibaldi was a big,
loosely-built man. His face was pock-marked, his
feet and hands excessively large. He had an air of
recklessness, which contrasted strongly with the hand-
some gallantry of Victor Emmanuel, and even more
strongly with the shifty appearance of Napoleon III.
It was after the battle of Castlefidarto, which, in the
same way as Waterloo decided the fate of France,
brought the abasement of Papal temporal power.

The effect of all these dramatic happenings in the
history of Italy upon the ever-cherished ballet of the
country was very evident. Historic subjects were
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chosen. Cecchetti’s father wrote a big ballet,
‘ Christopher Columbus,” which he produced in
Florence. This he followed with ““ The Mysteries of
Paris,” in which he gave his son a small part.

And so time went on, and Cecchetti every day
grew in his desire to become a soldier—or—a dancer. _



CHAPTER 1II

T was borne in upon Cecchetti’s father and mother
about this time that their son ought to go to
school. Normally boys seem to be divided into two
sections : those who long to go to school, and those
who don’t. Enrico Cecchetti belonged to the latter
class. He wanted to imbibe knowledge from life, and
not to get it out of books; more than anything he
wanted to dance. He was sturdy, he was ruddy, he
was audacious, no school life could attract him. “ You
don’t understand,” said his father. * You must go,”
said his mother, and go he did, to a school at Fermo.
Well, according to his own accounts, he was a
dunce. There was nothing in the way of stereotyped
learning that could hold him. Most of the time he was
occupied in doing pirouettes—for which, by the way,
in after life he was famous. Over and over again, when
he ought to have been preparing his lessons, he was
leaping and twirling about the schoolroom, more than
often falling on the ground, in his attempts to execute
one of the most difficult figures in ballet dancing.
He never knew his lessons, and when he went to church
he never knew his prayers. ‘‘ My best lessons were
learnt,” says he, * out of life and Nature, out of gravel
stones and stars.”” The school at Fermo was tolerated
for a year, then he went home again for a while, and
persuaded his father to give him some dancing lessons.
When he was thirteen he was sent to school at Florence.
18
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All went smoothly for a little time, then there was an
upheaval which put an end to school-days. A master
whipped Enrico for something he had not done, and
the lad, incensed beyond words at the injustice, picked
up the nearest object to his hand and threw it. The
“ object ” was an ink-pot, and it struck the master !
The boy rushed from the school, tore home to his
father, and told him everything.

Naturally there was no question of his returning.
The puzzle was where he should be sent to next. All
the time Cecchetti kept on saying : ‘ Papa, I want to
dance, I want to dance !’ until the parental opposition
was worn down, and he was at last sent to the Ecole
de Danse, in Florence, where Giovanni Lepri, a pupil
of the famous Blasis, was teacher.

After that there was no more trouble. Enrico
worked hard and earnestly; he worked with deter-
mination, and he was aided by natural gifts for the
art to which he was so passionately attached. In his
mind he had his God of Dancing—it was Carlo Blasis,
the famous teacher and dancer. Blasis was a pupil
of Noverre, the celebrated ballet-master at the courts
of France, Vienna, Stuttgart and Petrograd, the man
who had revolutionized the out-worn conventions of
dancing in his day, whom his friend and contemporary,
Garrick, had called ¢ the Shakespeare of the dance.”

Elegant in appearance, cultured, a connoisseur, a
collector, a littérateur and a dilettante, Carlo Blasis
was said to have belonged to the Italian nobility. His
friends were amongst the painters, the musicians and
the writers of the day. All his life he was collecting
pictures, china, gems and books. He had a library
which was valued at a high price. During fourteen
seasons Blasis was premier danseur at La Scala, in
Milan, but he did not confine his art to his own country
like many dancers of his day. He appeared in Paris

2*
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and London with immense success, yet his inclination
had always been towards writing and producing ballets,
rather than dancing. After extended tours in France
and Italy, during which he appeared in many of his
own ballets, Blasis injured one of his legs while dancing
at the San Carlo, in his native town of Naples, and
though the accident did not cripple him, it hampered
him, and gave him the excuse to devote himself to
writing articles and ballets, teaching, and compiling
his *“ Code of Terpsichore; ”’ the latter being a system
of teaching founded on the greatest traditions of
dancing, and in use to-day.

At seventy-three years of age, when Cecchetti
first met him, he was still a beautiful figure of a man.
Straight, courtly, with flowing cape and high stock, he
attracted admiration everywhere. His art had been
like a royal possession, and praise or blame affected
him little. At the Scala he was treated with the utmost
respect, and when he chose to come, was always wel-
comed at the rchearsals. Sometimes he spoke to the
youthful and struggling dancers, and gave them advice.
One day he singled out Cecchetti. * Who is
that ?

“ That’s the son of Cesare Cecchetti, Enrico!”

‘“ Ah, ask him to come here!”

Cecchetti came in wonder and delight at so great
an honour. |

*“So you are the son of Cesare Cecchetti ¥ How is
he ? I haven’t seen him for a long time.”

* Very well, thank you!”

*“ Remember me to him; don’t forget. And you
are a pupil of my pupil Lepri; good, good! Well,
youngster, I've been watching you; you're getting
on. I'm glad to see it, but let me tell you something.
Don’t listen to the fools outside ”’—he pointed to the
auditorium—** Don’t listen to their applause. Work !”
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No advice could have been taken more fully to
heart, for Cecchetti has always been a tremendous
worker, and he has little faith in the slacker. Blasis
himself is said to have worked fifteen hours a day;
Cecchetti has worked with the fullest enthusiasm and
at equal length. “I have but one passion, but one
hobby ; that is dancing,” has been his motto from
the day of his birth. ;

Giovanni Lepri, who was the head of the dancing
school at which Cecchetti became a pupil, was a very
different personality to his master, Carlo Blasis. He
had none of the latter’s suavity or charm, but he was,
nevertheless, a wonderful teacher. Big and stout,
his voice came from the depths like the growl of a
bear. He consistently spoke as though there was
some extraordinary mystery hidden behind his
words.

“Yes, you danced well—but . . . good gracious !
.« . how you will have to work before you can do
anything! Oh, oh!” this as though there was some-
thing really tragic to tell: “ Your pliés and sur les
pointes! and your baitements! Oh, oh! and your
portes-bras, that in the fourth position! . . . and your
jeté, oh! and your body . . . which was always bent
over. . . . Oh! you must, you obviously must work

.or.. .7

Like most teachers, Lepri gave small ballets at his
school at the end of each year, and he also obtained
opportunities for his pupils to try their feet (literally)
in ballets at the theatres. At the school finals Cecchetti
danced many pas de deux with his sister Pia, and when
he was sixteen he danced in his father’s ballet “ Nicolo
di Lapi,” in which his sister was prima ballerina. His
fellow students were in the habit of laughing at his
dancing ; they used to chaff him, saying: ‘ You will
be a dancer when I am Pope!” Naturally, when he
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got his opportunity at the Pagliamo Theatre in *“ Nicolo
di Lapi,” they came in full force. Curiously enough,
Cecchetti surprised everybody, and those who had
laughed at him told him he had danced beautifully.

“Yes, yes,” said Cecchetti, *“ I am premier danseur,
but you are not yet Pope ! ”’

His father’s opinion of his dancing was not so flatter-
ing ; he simply said * Not bad,” and then proceeded to
tell him of endless faults.

A series of engagements at small towns, here and
there, in company with his sister Pia, followed
Cecchetti’s appearance at the Pagliamo Theatre in
Florence. He was then about sixteen, full of life and
energy, anxious beyond everything to get experience.
Unfortunately, at Terni, near Rome, his travels were
stopped by a bad attack of malaria, and when he was
again able to work he returned to the school at Florence
for further study.

It was curious how the title of Maestro, even at
such an early date in his career, began to be applied
to him. At Lepri’s school his fellow students alluded
to him as Maestro because he was always ready to help
and explain. When his father and mother were
dancing at the theatre he used to go on the stage before
the performance, and when the dancers went through
their exercises they used to ask him to come and
work with them. First one girl, and then another:
*“ Maestro, come and be my partner!” ‘ Maestro,
come and help me!”

When he was nineteen Cecchetti got an excellent
engagement to dance for a season with his father, his
mother and his sister, and a year later he made his
real début on the stage of La Scala, Milan.

Great beyond words was the reputation of La Scala
then, and even to-day the names of La Scala, at Milan,
and the San Carlo, at Naples, carry weight and import-
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ance, though the hey-day of opera and ballet has
passed.

The present building dates from 1778, and by a
decree obtained from the Empress Marie Teresa of
Austria, was built on the site of the old church, St.
Maria della Scala. Piermarino, of Folignio, was the
architect, and Levate and Reina painted the ceiling.
The cost of the whole was forty thousand pounds, an
enormous sum at that time, but it was expended on a
theatre which was the biggest and the most artistically
beautiful of its date. The stage even now is the largest
in the world, measuring ninety-eight feet in width,
and a hundred and forty-five feet in length. The
interior was all white and gold, in horseshoe form, with
five tiers of boxes rising one above the other. Nearly
a thousand people, including the artists, are employed
there, and in connection with the theatre there is the
famous dancing school, from whence have issued the
greatest Italian dancers. It gives free tuition to sixty
pupils. There is also the Ecole de Chant. Since 1872
La Scala has become the property of Milan. The
Municipality grants its lessee an annual sum of nearly
a thousand pounds, and this, with the yearly rent of
boxes, brings a monetary backing of well over two
thousand pounds. A Commission elected by the
Common Council of Milan, and also the owners of
boxes, have control.

The ideals of art at La Scala were high, but art
is mortal, after all, and jealousies and vexations were
not lacking behind the scenes of the greatest theatre
in Italy. Cecchetti, with his youth and ambition,
came upon several obstacles which seem to thrive in
the coulisses of most theatres in Italy and elsewhere.
His troubles started with Signor Casati, who was maitre
de L’Ecole de Danse. He had a favourite nephew
whom he wanted to dance instead of Cecchetti.



24 The Master of the Russian Ballet

Beyond doubt the evening was worth a contest, as
it was a gala performance for which Cecchetti had been
engaged. All Italy was en féte, rejoicing over the
decisive ending of the Franco-Prussian War; people
were out for amusement, and there was no end to the
light-hearted gaiety of the populace.

All the aristocracy and nobility of the town were
to be present at La Scala on the special night, and it
promised to be-one of those occasions that would long
be remembered.

Signor Casati tried his best to dissuade Cecchetti
from dancing. He started by telling him that he was
too young to play the leading réle. He had better
wait and dance in the second ballet of the season.
“ For the first night my nephew will dance.”

Cecchetti shook his head. ** No, I was engaged to
play on the first night, and I will do so.”

Casati shrugged his shoulders. * Well, if you will
go to Paradise against the Saints, you must!” ,

Friends of Casati’s came and attempted to persuade
Cecchetti to defer his appearance. They suggested it
would be a great ordeal; he was too young; it would
not be to his benefit, etc., ete.

But though nervousness was almost choking
Cecchetti, and as the hour approached he was veritably
trembling with fright, he refused to give in. He had
set his heart on a tour de force, which Casati had practi-
cally forbidden him to do. The night arrived; Cec-
chetti stood in the wings quivering and shaking, and
buoying himself up with the thought that if he was not
successful he would join the army the following day.

No artist, no matter how experienced, ever gets
over the thrill of the curtain going up on a first night,
and no artist ever forgets the night it went up to
present a new aspirant for fame to the audience. When
Cecchetti saw the brilliant house he became quite
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dizzy. Royalty and great people were present.
Prince Humberto and Princess Marguerite were in a
box, and the house bristled with notabilities. The
ballet of the evening was * La Dea del Walhalla,” by
Bori. In this Cecchetti took the part of a Fire Fiend,
and his entrance was intended to be extremely
diabolical.

His idea had been to make a striking entrance,
leaping out of a cavern of fire and landing gracefully
on the stage. To assist him in his high jump, Cecchetti
had arranged for a couple of wires to draw him up
and give him impetus.

But it is one thing to rehearse and another thing to
perform when nervousness takes away one’s control.
Cecchetti, in his anxiety to do well, overcome by the
sight of the huge auditorium packed with people,
miscalculated the moment when he should have let go
the wires, and landed ignominiously sprawling on the
stage.

That was mishap number one !

Later in the act he had to run round the stage in
pursuit of some poor fleeing creatures; how well it
had gone at rehearsal! But alas! there were the
prompter’s candles to be reckoned with. They flickered
in the draught and made a little skating rink of grease
in their vicinity.

Cecchetti went too near the proscenium, put his
foot on the wax, and again fell on the stage !

In the next scene he had to dance a pas de deua.
The ballerina was a good dancer, but her face was not
pretty—the public did not care for her. With some-
thing of the feeling of a sheep being taken to the
slaughter, Cecchetti partnered the unpopular lady.
In the midst of it there was a fearful thud behind the
scenes. Oil began to trickle over the boards. Cec-
chetti’s heart went down into his shoes as he thought
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of his pirouettes. What would happen to him if he
had to twirl over a slippery, oily surface ?

When the pas de deuxr was ended, and he stood in
the wings trying to console the weeping ballerina,
who had received no applause, he found out the origin
of the noise which had disturbed them. A big lustre
filled with oil, which was being drawn up at the back
of the scene in preparation for Act II., had broken the
cords and fallen to the ground with a crash !

Well, it was a woeful night, and how slowly it
moved! Like a tragedy going steadily towards . . .
what ? Cecchetti wondered, and in his ears he could
hear Signor Casati’s voice: ‘ For the first night my
nephew will dance!’ Ugh! That nephew was out
there somewhere in the darkness gloating over his
misfortunes. He began to wonder if he had been
quite wise in his determination to execute a series of
pirouettes such as no dancer had ever accomplished
before him. Messrs. Gardel and Vestris were accred-
ited with having invented the pirouette, and even
Blasis spoke of a pirouette of three or four turns
in the second position as uncommonly difficult.
Nothing in dancing was more exacting, nothing gave
greater proof of a dancer’s uprightness! Such was the
opinion of the most famous masters of the day. And
Cecchetti was going to execute thirty-two in number,
right along the proscenium, starting slowly and gaining
impetus as he went. He held his breath as the moment
approached. He kept on repeating to himself: *If
you fail in this you become a soldier to-morrow !’ and
then he rushed on, his nerves suddenly steady, his
head cool, and the pirouettes on which he counted so
much for his success went off to perfection. The
audience shouted and clapped with delight. It was
the four de force of the evening, and crowned him with
unqualified success.
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Round to the back of the stage came the Director,
the notable people, the chattering dilettantes of the
theatre.

“ Cecchetti, you were like a locomotive ! ”’

‘ Cecchetti, I congratulate you.”

People came and shook his hand, and told him of
his success, and all he could say was: ‘ If I had not
done it well, I should have given up dancing and
become a soldier ! ”’

Of course after that Signor Casati and his nephew
had to retire gracefully and leave Cecchetti to gather in
further honours, in fact to become the petted hero of
the hour. People fussed over him, the Press spoke of
him as * Danseur & la mode,” and * the spoilt child of
the public.” Everyone looked forward to the second
ballet of the season for another ¢ sensation.” It came,
but in a different manner to that expected.

The ballet was “ L’Asvero,” by Pallerini. It was one
of those ridiculously false concoctions of the day, which
even prohibitionists would not put up with at this date.
Even in 1870 its quaint anachronisms were commented
on by the Press in humorous fashion.

One scene was in a desert, where a caravan had
halted. Of course the maiire de ballet, oblivious of every-
thing except the necessity of putting on a pas de deux in
the approved place of hanour, selected the desert. After
all, why not ? The priestesses of the corps de ballet in
‘““ Aida ” dance on the tomb of the ill-fated couple, who
are occupying their last moments in vocal gymnastics !
There was more probability about a pas de deuz in the
desert ! Quite innocently the maiire de ballet chose the
venue, and quite guilelessly Cecchetti added to the
foolish idea by dancing with a camellia in his hand. Of
course it was very pretty and graceful, but in the
desert !

The next day the papers printed satirical criticisms
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about the ballet and facetiously alluded to the unfortu-
nate camellia.

“ How spirituelle of Signor Cecchetti to suggest the
inhabitants of the desert ? The maitre de ballet
had forgotten the camels, but Signor Cecchetti
delicately suggested them by carrying a camellia in his
hand.”

In Italian the play on the words was Camelli (camels)
and Camelie (camellia). The following night Cecchetti
discarded the impossible desert flower.

Sometimes the most conspicious lines and effective
bits of business in a play are ““ gags,” invented on the
spur of the moment. Sometimes they spring up at
rehearsal and are retained, sometimes they come in the
course of a run.

In a ballet there is not much room for * gags,”
though a dancer is not the marionette that audiences
imagine. Cecchetti has often been asked if he did not
find it tedious counting his steps—‘‘ Was it not a great
effort of memory ? ’—and his answer had been: ‘‘ No,
so long as the general plan is not changed it does not
matter if I take sixteen steps instead of eight, orif I
raise my arms instead of crossing them. One feels
different at different times.”

These variations in ballet dancing are akin to the
dramatic ‘‘ gag.” One night when Cecchetti was dancing
at the Theatre Communal at Bologna, he and the prima
ballerina quite by accident perpetrated a dancing
“gag.” It wasin a ballet by Cecchetti’s father, called
*“The Inn Keeper.” Just before the final curtain an
attractive pose had been arranged with Cecchetti
holding the prima ballerina reposing on one arm. The
first night she fell a little too soon, and Cecchetti caught
her so near the ground that he had to go on one knee to
support her as she lay on the stage. The audience
seemed to think it was a novelty, and applauded it with
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so much appreciation that the ‘““gag’ became per-
manent.

Social life in Italy was strongly defined in those days,
and artists were not only badly paid, in comparison to
the present rate of salaries (forty pounds for a season of
five weeks was the average for a premier danseur), but
they had duties to perform which would scandalize the
premier danseur of modern times. At most of the
theatres it was customary for the principal dancer to
sprinkle the stage before the performance. One night,
at Lugo, Cecchetti was going round with a watering-
can, damping the boards. An elderly and aristocratic
member of the Directorate was talking to one of the
artists, and unfortunately Cecchetti not only sprinkled
the stage, but also the gentleman’s immaculate trousers.
With undue ferocity the victim of the water-can turned
upon Cecchetti, and calling him a *dirty hound!”
raised his fist to strike him. A friend of Cecchetti’s,
who was standing by, sprang forward and administered
a smart blow to the Director. In a moment there was
a hurly-burly of words and pushes and vehement
argument.

This all happened close to the lowered curtain, and
the public, hearing the noise, imagined there was a fire
and began to stampede out of the house. Cecchetti,
thinking that something should be done to pacify the
audience, and at the same time feeling heartily indignant
and just a little reckless, went before the curtain and
begged everyone to be calm.

““ There is no fire, there is no danger, the trouble is,
one of the Directors has insulted me.”

As soon as everyone understood the house resounded
with chatter and cries of *“ Down with the Director ! ”

In spite of the little revolutionary unrehearsed
prelude, the curtain went up at the appointed time, the
ballet was given, and then the controversy was resumed
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in earnest. A couple of policemen came to Cecchetti’s
dressing-room, and telling him that he had ‘ no right
to address the audience,” arrested him on the spot.
The news flew round the theatre, from end to end, and
artists and audience gathered outside to see the hero
of the evening marched off. They cheered him as he
passed with as much zest as they would have bestowed
on Garibaldi himself, and Cecchetti, entering into the
spirit of the demonstration gallantly, addressed the
crowd, saying : ‘I am not going to prison, I am only
going to have my supper.” ,

At the police station the Inspector sent Cecchetti to
the best room available, and there, during the night, he
sat and wrote an article for the leading newspaper which
stated the pros and cons of the case. It was published
the following day, and was quite a * scoop” for the
journal, at the same time it roused much discussion
and, going from point to point, finally enlarged on the
grievances of artists in general. The case was taken
to court, and the question of trousers versus watering-
can became a cause célébre. Had Cecchetti sprinkled
the unfortunate gentleman’s wearing apparel on pur-
pose, or was it an accident ? Had the Director any
right to call an artist a ““ dirty dog ? > Was it seemly,
in any case, for a premier danseur to be made to perform
such a menial office ?

Sides were taken, letters and articles appeared on
the subject in the Press. Finally the Director offered
to pay Cecchetti a sum of money. The reply to the
offer was a refusal. Well, what did he want? A
letter of apology from the gentleman who had been
the cause of all the trouble! Impossible! Never!
Unheard of !

In the meantime the Director was becoming dis-
tinctly unpopular. Many things had been elucidated
which were not at all to his credit, and at last he had to
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give in and write an apology, which was published in
several papers in Italy.

That ended the case, but it did not end the feud.
The management would not re-engage Cecchetti, the
public refused to support the theatre if he was absent,
with the result that the theatre was closed the whole
of the following season.

Not in every town in Italy were audiences as friendly
as that which supported Cecchetti’s cause at Lugo.
They varied in type, but in Naples, more than elsewhere,
they held firmly to their reputation for scepticism, and
even brutality. Singers and dancers dreaded the
criticism of the public which came to the San Carlo, not
only because it was difficult to please, but because of
the manner in which disapproval was shown. Hooting,
whistling, shouting, hissing, constant interruptions and
cries of ‘““ Go off ! 7 greeted the artist who was un-
fortunate enough to be disliked. On the other hand,
great generosity was shown when the reverse was the
case.

When Madame Patti came to Naples for the first
time, the public was determined to form its own opinion
of her. If it did not like her, it had no intention of
sparing her. Stories went round of her wonderful
singing, of her gifts as an actress. How she was paid
ten thousand francs a night, and would not sing until
the full sum was handed to her ingold. The Neapolitans
nodded their heads ; well, they would see !

The opera was ‘‘ Traviata,” wherein Patti was at her
best. When she came on the stage there was a certain
section of the audience which started to applaud her,
but a larger number hushed down the attempt. Patti
sang the first act as, it has been said, nobody but she
could sing it. The house remained silent! Not a
hand-clap, not a murmur! The second act was greeted
inthesame way. Not until the final curtain was reached
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did the audience express any feeling of any kind, then
came a thunderous outburst ; excitement, admiration,
shouting applause! Patti came out over and over
again. The evening ended with a crowd awaiting her
exit at the stage door, taking the horses out of her
carriage, and dragging it to her hotel.

There was no mistaking the pleasure of a Neapolitan
audience when it was pleased.

The critical decisions of the Neapolitan audiences
were always considered to be just—on the first night,
After that there was no reliance to be placed upon the
mood, which might be hilarious, or cynical, or pitiless.
No matter how much commendation may have been
bestowed upon the first night, the subsequent perform-
ances were always in jeopardy.

As a young man, Cecchetti was a great favourite at
the San Carlo, but even he did not escape a demon-
stration of animosity. During the run of a ballet, which
had been performed for fifteen times, there came a
night which might have broken the nerve of the best
established artist. Among the abonnés of the front
row there were a number of heedless, turgid critics who
were always ready for a ‘““rag.” On the evening in
question they kept the house in a state of commotion
to signify that they wanted a new ballet. The story
had to do with a young man who was in love with a
millionaire’s daughter. Of course the rich papa op-
posed the idea, and the lover had recourse to a series of
disguises in which he met his sweeetheart. One of his
assumed characters was an old dancing master, and
with his fiddle under his arm he came to the house of
his lady love. Naturally he came face to face with
the father, and there was a baffling scene between them,
which started with the dancing master taking his hat
off and saying : *“ How do you do ? ”

The art of bowing has many inflections, especially
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to the Neapolitan mind, and Cecchetti’s bow was
considered offensive because, owing to the father
keeping too much to the right of the stage, it appeared
to be directed at the audience. Shrieks, whistles,
hoots! The ballet proceceded. Howls, yells of “ Go
off 77 “It’s an insult!” “Boo ... o000 ... 000!”
etc. The whole company continued to dance amidst
the uproar. Cecchetti as premier danseur performed a
pas seul, and a pas de deux with his sister ; everything
and everyone on the stage proceeded as usual until
the final curtain. Then the noise was fearful. The
Director of the theatre came on the stage in a great
state of excitement. He poured out his wrath on
Cecchetti.

“ How dare you behave like that ? You have
deliberately insulted the public!”

“ Indeed, no,” Cecchetti remonstrated, while the
yells of the audience resounded in his ears from the
other side of the curtain. ‘“ My bow was meant for
Signor —, and is part of the ballet. Unfortunately
he did not come to the right position, and it seemed as
though I saluted the audience ironically ! ”’

“ I tell you, you have insulted the public; you must
go and ask their pardon.”

It is a very big thing to demand an apology from
a hot-blooded young man who feels he is not in fault,
and it was only after a struggle with himself that
Cecchetti consented to address the audience. The
curtain went up, and very slowly he entered from the
back, and walked down the long stretch of boards to
the footlights. He might have been a French aristo-
crat going to the guillotine from the noise and hostility
he roused. In his hand he carried a small cane, and
when he arrived at the proscenium he held it up for
silence. In a deep baritone voice, which he assumed
for the occasion, he said: ‘ Ladies and gentlemen, 1

3
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am obliged by the Director to come and make my
apologies to’’—he paused and pointed out the little
band of mischief-makers in the front row of the stalls
—*“ the gentlemen who think themselves insulted. I
am a sincere artist, and I deny that I have offended
anybody ! ”

The humour of the whole house changed at once.
Instead of derogatory yells and boos, cries of  Bravo,
Cecchetti!” “ Viva, Cecchetti,” resounded through
the house, and, to make his victory complete, the men
who had been at the'root of all the trouble were called
upon to *“ Get out,”” which they did, ignominiously.

The Press on the day following gleefully commented
on the scandale, and sided with Cecchetti, saying :
“ We always knew Enrico Cecchetti was a great dancer,
but we did not know he was an orator as well.”



CHAPTER III

OOKING back over the years, some of Enrico
—  Cecchetti’s most lively memories belong to sea-
sons at the Tordinona Theatre, in Rome, where he
was born. His native town was intensely interesting,
then as now, and it represented life and politics at their
fullest. The amiable yet impulsive personality of
Pope Pius IX. was both felt and seen. He drove, he
rode, he walked. In his white robe he was often met
in the Pincio, blessing those who bent the knee, talking
to a friend, or laying his hand caressingly on the head
of a child. The great coaches of the crimson cardinals,
with their handsome black horses and gorgeous footmen,
rolled by, and the uniforms of French officers and
Papal Zouaves added further colour to the crowd.
Princes, nobles, cardinals and eminent strangers
kept the social life stirring, while artists and enthu-
siastic sightseers frequented the cafés, and met and
talked and lounged. Liszt, the inexhaustible pro-
ducer of rhapsodies, symphonies and variations, was
coming and going, wandering from monastery to monas-
tery, contemplating taking holy orders and visiting
the eccentric Princess Wittgenstein, whose love for
him never diminished. For twenty-seven years she
lived in a house which was always kept dark, and passed
most of her time in a room with only one candle standing
on her flower-laden table, where she read, wrote and
ate her meals.
During the day business and pleasure went their
35 3*
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course, at night there were places of amusement to
visit. There was the Teatro Valle, which had no
subscribers, but the French Ambassador and the
members of the Embassy went to perfect themselves
in Italian, for the Valle was the home of tragedy,
and was visited by such artists as Salvini, Ristori and
Belotti. The box on the left of the stage was always
occupied by the police, and in the third tier the prelates
from the Vatican were present to superintend the
decorum of the performance. The theatre was lighted
with oil lamps, the scenery wretched, the seats un-
comfortable, but when Ristori acted the people crowded
in for the love of her art; to weep and be moved.
Ristori’s fame was local just then; her world-wide
reputation was yet to come. The Metastasio Vitale
Theatre was set aside for those dialect plays, in which
all the actors and actresses wore masks. Kach town
in Italy had its company of masked performers, who
were known by a special pseudonym. One of the
most notable was the Pulicinella in Naples, headed
by the inimitable Antonio Petito. He often brought
his company to Rome, to the Metastasio Vitale, and
in 1863 he introduced a number of satirical allusions
to Italian affairs to please the Neapolitans and royalist
emigrants of the Two Sicilies, who were then in Rome.
When the company returned to Naples, the public
resented Petito’s method of pandering to the taste of
the refugees in Rome, and greeted their reappearance
with hootings and cat-calls, and even missiles, so that
Petito had to come out on the stage and implore mercy.

Petito was a great friend of Cecchetti’s, and when
he went to his theatre, Petito, who made many humorous
gags, loved to single him out for special allusion. One
night he saw Cecchetti in a box, and the spirit of
impromptu seized him. He turned to his fellow actor.

“I am going to be married,” he informed him.
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“Indeed, I am surprised! Who are you marry-
ing ?”

“ A charming lady.”

‘“ But you have no money.”

“Oh, haven’t I? You wait, I am going to be
rich. I have been engaged at the San Carlo. Cecchetti
has engaged me!”

“Indeed. What for ?”’

*“ To sprinkle the stage!”

Off the stage Petito was a sad personality. All
his life he was in love with a lady whose social position
was so far above him that there was not the remotest
chance of marriage. He lived to be an old man, but
he never left off work, and he died in harness. One
night, when his cue came to go on the stage, he was found
sitting bolt upright in his chair in the wings—dead.
The era of the masked player and dialect plays passed
away with him, and the vogue is but a memory of a
long-forgotten type of amusement.

Besides the theatres already mentioned, there was
the Argentina, which put on plays and small ballets
to please its patrons. Kach and all were closed in
the summer, during which period performances were
given by excellent artists in the open air at the Corea,
built into the magnificent mausoleum of Augustus.
It often happened that while the plays were in progress
at the Corea, the bells of San Rocco would ring, and
all action on the stage had to be suspended till they
ceased.

Of all the theatres in Rome, the Tordinona was
the most important.

Originally the Tordinona had been a prison, where
Beatrice Cenci was immured. Later, when it was turned
into a theatre, it owed its success to the astoundingly
clever management of Vincenzo Jacovacci.

It was not by any means the largest theatre in Rome,
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but it was the most recherché ; frequented by the aris-
tocracy, encouraged and assisted by Pius IX., its
standards of art compared more than favourably with
the finest in Furope. The season was always in the
winter, for no important people stayed in Rome during
the heat of the summer, and the opening performance
was always a social event. Roman society came
en grande tenue ; jewels sparkled on the ladies, the French
Governor and his party occupied the centre box, not
only the first night, but at every performance. Gen-
darmes and firemen in full-dress uniform looked after
the house and smart attendants showed people to their
seats and served refreshments to the second and third
tiers of boxes between the first and sccond acts. Jaco-
vacci saw that the social distinctions were strictly ob-
served, each part of the house having its special
clientéle. The proscenium boxes were occupied entirely
by the beaux of the day, the second tier was kept for
the aristocracy, the third for the rich citizens, the
fourth for the office employés of the Ministries. Priests
were not officially allowed to go to the theatre, but they
went all the same, dressed as laymen, and mingled with
the ministerial clerks on the top range.

Vincenzo Jacovacci, to whom the Tordinona owed
its success, was a recognized figure in Roman life. He
was a little man, short, stout, with black hair and
black moustache. His hands behind his back, dangling
a small cane, and taking short, quick steps, he was
always moving, always devising, always watching.
Excessively short-sighted, he had recourse to several
pairs of spectacles, which he put on one in front of the
other for different ranges of vision. Early in his
career he had been arrested for selling more seats for
the first performance of Donizetti’s ““Adelaide ” than the
theatre would hold. The surplus takings were made
forfeit to the Government, and after spending a night
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at the police station, and paying a fine as well, he
returned to management. In spite of his unfortunate
experience he stood well with Pio Nono, for he was a
good Papal subject, a Catholic, and he found the Papal
gendarmes most useful in controlling the excitable
singers and corps de ballet behind the scenes.

Jacovacci had original methods of management,
and though he was excessively ignorant in art, he had
an unfailing knack of judging the public taste, and
finding the artists that would attract. He was some-
thing of a humorist and a satirist too. His faithful
henchman was a certain Andrea, whom Cecchetti de-
scribes as a “ small, young man of forty-five.” When-
ever there was a crisis of any kind Jacovacci’s squeaky
voice could be heard calling him. Once or twice it
happened that some singer was not successful. In
the morning there were cries of ‘‘ Andrea, Andrea!”
from Jacovacei’s office. ‘° Andrea, come here.”” Then
would follow the rubric which Jacovacci had decided
upon where failure was concerned.

“ Andrea, you must take Signor —— out this
morning to see Rome. Go and get a carriage and
drive him round.”

Andrea went for the carriage. Then Signor —
was called to the office. Jacovacci, with excessive
politeness, bade him ‘ Good-morning ! ”

* Good-morning,” Signor —— responded, very
pleased to be treated with so much consideration.

‘“ Have you ever seen the sights of Rome, Signor
R ‘? bh]

““ No, Signor Jacovacci, I have not!”

“You have not! Why, how is that ?”

“1 have been so busy rehearsing, there has been
no time.”

“ Oh, that must be rectified. My secretary will
drive you round this morning.”
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Signor —— protested, feeling all the while most
delighted. ‘ Really, you . . . you are most kind. . . .
I...t”»

“Not at all,” Jacovacci interposed briskly. I
am sending you now, because, as far as I am concerned,
it is the last time you will ever see Rome or this theatre
either. Good morning!”’

Whenever Jacovacci was in trouble about his theatre
he would waylay the Pope, who was not shut up in the
Vatican as he is now, but delighted in long walks and
rides. Prostrating himself before Pio Nono, Jacovacci
soon got a smiling recognition.

“ Ah! Jacovacci, what is the matter with you ? ”

“I am not well, your Holiness ; great worries are
upon me, business is not good; I don’t know how I
shall keep the theatre open.”

Pio Nono would smile and pass on. The following
day a messenger from the Vatican brought money and
good wishes from the Pope to the manager of the
Tordinona.

Monsignor Randi kept a vigilant and kindly eye on
the Tordinona, and straightened out many of the
difficulties and fracas which were always occurring.
One night Cecchetti was sitting at the back of the stage,
suffering terribly from toothache. One of the Papal
guards who—be it said in a whisper—was not quite
sober, took objection to the suffering Cecchetti, who was
swaying backwards and forwards in agony. He came
up to him and said familiarly: ‘ Well, little dandy,
and what is the matter withyou? What are youmaking
such a fuss about ? Go along, and get off the stage!”

‘*“ Leave me alone,”” said Cecchetti, ¢ it’s no business
of yours. I am not in anybody’s way!”’

“ What do you mean ? Don’t dare to speak to
me like that. I am a Papal guard; I won’t have it!”

‘“ Why don’t you leave me alone,” Cecchetti groaned.



The Master of the Russian Ballet 41

“I am not interfering with you. To the Devil with
you and the Pope too!”

Of course there was at once a hubbub. The guard
wanted to arrest Cecchetti on the spot; Jacovacci
could be heard calling ‘“ Andrea!”; everybody was
horrified that such desecration should be uttered about
the Pope. In the midst of it, Cecchetti, clasping
his aching face, worried and distressed, raced off to
Monsignor Randi, who was in the theatre.

“ Monsignor, I am suffering terribly with tooth-
ache, and one of the Papal guards came and spoke to
me, and . . . and . . . I was in such pain I told him
that I wished both he and the Pope would go to the
Devil.”

“Ch...ch...ch!” said Monsignor Randi,
trying to stop him from saying any more. “Ch . ..
ch ! go back to the stage and don’t say another word
about it.”

Cecchetti went back and danced unmolested.
Later in the evening it was known that the Papal guard
had been sent to another post, never to return to the
Tordinona again.

Although Jacovacci from time to time engaged some
of the finest artists in Europe to sing at the Tordinona,
he had no knowledge of music, and there was an anec-
dote of his ignorance in this respect which went the
round of Rome, and made even Liszt, whose address
was then * L’Abbé Liszt, au Vatican,” laugh im-
moderately.

One evening it suddenly entered the managerial
mind of Jacovacci that it would be profitable to put on
“Aida” for the following night. He went to Ter-
zani, the able conductor, and told him of his decision.

““ Itis impossible,” said Terzani.

‘* Impossible! How, why ?”’

“To-morrow there is a function at the Sistine
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Chapel. Most of the orchestra will have to go there,
so we cannot have a rehearsal.”

“I don’t care anything about that. They must
come if I want them ! ”’

“Very well,” Terzani replied, “1 promise you
that I personally will be here, but if, when I arrive, I
find one single musician missing, I will throw up my
post, and you must find a new conductor.”

“ Don’t be frightened, they will all come. Andrea !
Andrea ! ”

Andrea arrived promptly.

‘*“ Andrea, put up a notice on the board that every
member of the orchestra must be here at ten o’clock
to-morrow morning for rehearsal. If they do not come
Ishall discharge them.”

The next morning all the orchestra turned up.
Terzani sat at the conductor’s desk, baton in hand.
Jacovacci hopped up and down the stage, hands behind
back, cane dangling, counting the men as they came in.

Terzani leant over to the clarinet and said in
a loud voice: “ A sharp is missing,” indicating a
misprint in the music.

Jacovacci was immediately in a fever of excite-
men.

“Who did you say is missing ? What ? Mr. A.
Sharp! Andrea, Andrea! go and get Mr. Sharp at
once; take a carriage, and if he refuses to come have
him arrested.”

One of the fine tenors who came under Jacovacci’s
management was Enrico Barbacini, who was singing
in opera when Cecchetti was premier danseur at the
Tordinona. The prima donna of the date was La
Bianca, with whom Barbacini fell in love. La Bianca
returned his affection, and quite an idyllic affair was
proceeding when Barbacini’s wife arrived. Seated in
the theatre she watched her husband from afar, and
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La Bianca, catching sight of her, promptly fainted on
the stage in a state of rage, jealousy and despair.
The curtain had to come down, and Jacovacci’s high
squeak was heard calling for *“ Andrea ! ”

Andrea, ready for orders, arrived.

‘““ Andrea, you must put on the ballet at once. We
cannot go on with the opera.”

Away went Andrea to seek the members of the
corps de ballet, only to find that half of them had not
arrived. Back he went to Jacovacei.

* Impossible ; the ballet is not here yet!”

“What, not here! Well, then, go before the
curtain and tell the audience that La Bianca is too
indisposed to complete the performance to-night, and
that, much to our regret, we must close the doors for
the evening. Those who would like to have their seats
transferred to another evening can do so, and those
who would like to have their money back will receive
it at the box office.”

The crowd dispersed quietly, and matters were
amicably arranged at the box office. Behind the
scenes Jacovacci sat and thought over his loss. Was
there no way by which he could save something out of
the waste ? Somehow or other the expenses for the
evening should be kept down! Ah! He thought of
the candles which were supplied to all the artists in
their dressing-rooms. The stars were allowed eight,
the lesser artists six, four, and so on in a downward
grade. It was an accepted custom to take the unused
candles home, and every artist had a number of candles
from the theatre with which to light his house. Jaco-
vacel’s frugal mind fixed on the only means by which
a few pennies could be saved.

“ Andrea, Andrea! Go into all the dressing-
rooms and gather up all the candles you can find ! ”

Cecchetti’s stories of Jacovacci were an endless
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source of amusement to himself and his friends, and
indeed to everyone in Rome, and there is no personality
in the theatre life of Italy that stands out so clearly.
Never was there a man more ready to make use of an
opportunity and turn it to good purpose than he.
When the Tiber used to overflow its banks and make
the way to the Tordinona impracticable, Jacovacci
immediately had a temporary bridge erected, and he
used to stand and delightedly watch his patrons, who
occasionally included Princess Wittgenstein, enter his
theatre in this novel way. When, in 1871, Victor
Emmanuel entered Rome at the head of the Italian
troops, and Rome became the capital of Italy, Jacovacci
acted promptly.

‘ Andrea, Andrea! go and look in the store cupboard
under the stage, and you will find a number of Italian
flags there. Bring them out and hang them up at once.”
The flags had been there since 1849, when Italy had
been beaten by Austria. Jacovacci’s unfailing memory
went back in a flash over twenty-two years and made
use of an opportunity for a show of loyalty. After the
long Austrian and French rule, there were few, if any,
who had any Italian flags, and thus it happened that
the Teatro Tordinona was the first building to display
the flag of United Italy.

During the Papal rule in Rome censorship was
carried to ridiculous lengths. The theatres being the
chief centres of patriotic demonstrations, the blue pencil
was freely used. When Cecchetti was a child, in 1859,
Jacovacci was associated with one of the most memor-
able events of Italian theatrical life. This was the
first performance of Verdi’s “ Un Ballo in Maschera.”
The opera had been intended for production at the
Naples opera house under the title of ““ Gustavus IIL.”
It was submitted to the censor, but he altered it so
completely that Verdi refused to allow it to be per-
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formed. Jacovacci immediately saw his opportunity.
He went to Verdi, proposed putting on the opera in
Rome, promised to get permission in eight days, re-
turned with the manuscript, and promptly engaged
Fraschini, the tenor, whom Verdi wanted for the leading
part.

The Pontifical censor kept the opera for two
months, instead of eight days, but gave permission for
its production on condition that certain alterations
should be observed. The scene of the opera was to
be changed from Sweden to America, and the masked
ball should be given by the Count Renato for the purpose
of assassinating the Earl of Warwick, Governor of
Boston, instead of by Johan Ankarstroeme, for the
purpose of murdering Gustavus III. of Sweden, as in
the original. The reason for this change was due to
the fear of displeasing Napoleon III., whose life had
recently been attempted by Orsini. Verdi agreed to
accept the alterations, and the opera was received with
enthusiasm by a crowded house, which arrived over
one of Jacovacci’s temporary bridges because the Tiber
chose to overflow on that important evening.

During the time that Italy was going through her
long struggles for independence, Cencetti, the poet,
acted as censor of operas and ballets, and he exercised
as much ingenuity as possible to preserve the art of
the stage, and at the same time keep out anything that
might have a political bearing. For instance, *“ Rigo-
letto,” which suggested a king and his court, was in
the Papal days called ¢ Viscadello.” The aria for
baritone in * Lucrezia Borgia,” which opened with the
lines : *“ Not always will the fatal lagoon be closed to
the public,” which might have been construed to mean
Venice, then belonging to Austria, was altered to ““ Not
always will the moon be hidden by the clouds !’ Even
Shakespeare was altered for fear that some innuendo
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against Austria, or France, or the Pope, or Victor
Emmanuel, or one of the heroes of the day, should be
picked out and made a reason for a demonstration. At
the Tordinona, audiences were occasionally dispersed at
a critical moment by revolutionary scatterings of
pepper.

However, Jacovacci lived through it all, and for
half a century reigned king in his theatre. After his
death, at an advanced age, the building, which had
been the centre of fashion and had housed all that was
best in opera and ballet, was demolished.

When Cecchetti was dancing at the Spezzia Theatre
at Pisa in 1866, with his sister Pia, he had an op-
portunity of rousing popular feeling to fever heat.
It was the year of the war between Prussia and Austria,
when Italy was allied with Prussia, and Venice was
added to Italy. Garibaldi was enrolling troops, and
there was a fear in high circles lest he should proclaim
a Republic. The greater number of the public were
for the bandit hero and free Italy, and Cecchetti felt
that if he could get permission to dance a pas seul
to the tune of Garibaldi’s hymn he would make a
tremendous coup. As a matter of fact, the tune was
not permitted to be sung anywhere, and Cecchetti’s
demand was rigorously turned down by the police
and the authorities. With much reserve Cecchetti
communicated to some of his friends that he thought
a pas seul to Garibaldi’s hymn would be popular.
They said nothing, but that night Cecchetti put on
a red shirt and Garibaldi * shorts >’ under his ordinary
dancing clothes. He performed the dances which had
been set down for him, and then at the end the house
began to resound with cries of * Cecchetti, Cecchetti,
the hymn of Garibaldi; dance the hymn of Garibaldi.”

The whole house was roused to a pitch of excitement
not easy to stop. ‘ The Garibaldi hymn, the Garibaldi
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hymn.” There was no chance of going on with the
performance. Cecchetti stood in the wings, listening.

“Can . . . can you dance the Garibaldi hymn ?
the Director asked.

“Can I?” Cecchetti laughed. He threw off his
outer clothes and stood before the Director in true
Garibaldian kit.

“ They are asking for it!” said the Director.
“Go!” and he pushed Cecchetti on to the stage before
a delighted audience, which did not abate its enthusiasm
until Cecchetti had danced his pas seul over five times.

“ This,” says Cecchetti, ‘“ was the only time and
the only way I ever mixed myself up in politics,” in
which he takes little interest. “1I find sufficient
politics in the art of dancing to fill all my time.”

The element of commercialism, which is never entirely
absent in the theatre, was active in Italy, then as now,
in the personality of the agent, who scoured the country
for talent and hired it out to the impresario. There
were many men of extraordinary talent in Cecchetti’s
youth, who made a great deal of money at the business.
At Bologna there was Magotti, a short, stout, excessively
tranquil little man. He mostly reclined in a com-
fortable arm-chair, his hands folded over his tummy ;
always placid, and after dinner always sleepy. He
did an immense amount of business, and discovered
numberless young people, who owed their success to
him. His son, who assisted him, belonged to the
coming generation, and was inclined to rush and scurry.
He would tear into his father’s office with a telegram
from some impresario who was at his wits’ end to find
an artist. ‘

“ Papa, here is a telegram from ——, he wants
a tenor, at once——1! "’

Magotti, half asleep, replied: * Very well, leave
it on my table; I will attend to it to-morrow ! »
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Another agent, who was even more famous than
Magotti, was Ercole Tinti, a little, nervous man. Poor
Tinti only had one eye, a misfortune which was due
to a terrible encounter he had with brigands. He was
riding in the diligence from Bologna to Rome—before
the railway had been established—and in the night
the heavy vehicle was attacked. Pistols were held
at the driver’s head, passengers were told to descend
and give up their valuables; the coach was rifled of
the gold which it carried. Tinti, being a timid man,
called for help! * Save me, save me!’—quite an
unpardonable appeal in the eyes of the brigands, so they
beat him with the butt ends of their rifles, until Tinti
fell helpless and bruised to the ground, and was rolled
into a ditch.

Presently the brigands rode away, the passengers
went back to their places, the coach again started for
Rome. After having gone a short distance Tinti’s
absence was discovered, so the diligence returned to the
unfortunate spot where the attack had taken place.
From the side of the road a weak voice was groaning
and moaning, and Tinti, with one eye knocked out, and
terribly bruised, was found and rescued. He was taken
to the Hotel Minerva, and that evening Cecchetti’s
father, who was in Rome at the time, received a note
from Tinti. ‘ Come and see me, I am at the Hotel
Minerva.” Cesare Cecchetti went, and what a shock
it was to find Tinti, bruised and wounded, and scarcely
able to speak.

For the rest of his life Tinti was dreadfully near-
sighted. If he wrote a letter his long nose almost
touched the paper, and everything he wrote he seemed
to scratch out immediately. Whenever a new artist
came to him about an engagement he always said :
“Umph! You are a fool! What an idiot!” Never-
theless, he had a heart of gold. If a poor singer or a
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dancer were down on his luck, Tinti always helped
him.

“1 have not yet heard from ——. T’ll write again—
don’t worry—here, take this money, it will keep you
going ! 7

One of Tinti’s discoveries was a magnificent tenor
from that city of tenors—Florence. Like the other
tenors who came from there, Biticlli was employed
at a tannery, and, in common with his fellow workers, he
was an excessively tall, broad young man. He had a
voice of matchless beauty, yet he was totally lacking
in ambition, and he would have sold the nails off his
fingers—if that had been possible—for a glass of brandy.
This lazy, feckless young man, finding that Tinti saw
the possibility of making money out of him, was for
ever at Tinti’s door asking for money. At last Tinti
got him an engagement.

‘ Listen, you silly young man, I have arranged for
you to sing at Pisa. Now don’t do anything foolish
and miss your opportunity.”

“But I have no money to pay my fare ! ”

“ Well, here is the money for your ticket, and some-
thing to go on with when you arrive!”

Bitielli went away, and Tinti, highly delighted, sent
a telegram to the Opera House at Pisa telling the
impresario that he had found him ‘“ the God of tenors,”
who would pack his house for weeks to come. Then,
in a smooth, happy state of mind, he went to his
favourite café to get his apéritif before his dinner.
He chose his little table, found a comfortable chair, and
spoke to his favourite waiter. Then, to his horror,
he recognized the man sitting opposite to him. It
was Bitielli !

“ Good heavens, what are you doing here ?

“I...I1 was not feeling very well; I came
here . . . and . . .”
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“ But you ought to be on your way to Pisa by now.
Come with me to the station at once ! ”’

Tinti dragged off the tiresome young man to the
terminus, bought him his ticket, gave him some more
money, saw him into a first-class compartment, and then
went to his dinner, feeling that at last Bitielli was
really launched. He lingered over his meal, then
strolled down to another restaurant for his coffee.
The first person he saw was Bitielli, drinking cognac,
quite oblivious to the cares of life. The moment Tinti
had turned his back on him at the railway station, he
had made his exit by the opposite door, and gone
straight to the café where he could procure the one
pleasure which made existence endurable.

Cecchetti was once engaged at the same theatre
as Bitielli, who was singing in Rossini’s opera ¢ Moise.”
When the moment came for him to sing his aria, Bitielli
was Incapable of standing on his feet. Luigi Casati,
the conductor of the orchestra, knew nothing of this.
He raised his baton for Bitielli’s entrance, but no
Bitielli a~peared. Casati didn’t make any pause. He
calmly sang the aria himself from the conductor’s chair,
and, having a fine voice, made quite a sensation.

Beaucarde was another celebrated Florentine tenor,
also from the tannery. He had a brilliant career,
which he would not allow to come to an end. When
his voice was quite gone he announced his intention
of coming out as a baritone. His friends tried to
dissuade him, they threatened to go in a body and
hiss him, but he only replied: “If I can’t sing as a
tenor, then I am determined to sing as a baritone !

“But it is impossible; no one will engage
you!”

“ What! no one engage Beaucarde, who has sung
from one end of Italy to the other ? Don’t talk such
nonsense | ”’
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Beaucarde obtained an offer to sing the baritone
part in “Ernani,” which he promptly accepted.

His rough friends came round him, calling him
every name under the sun. In their estimation he was
nothing less than a , 8 , & , ete., to pretend
he was even a baritone. Why, his voice was gone !

“ When you open your mouth no sound will come
out!”

“ We shall see your teeth and hear nothing ! ”’

“ It will be like the braying of an ass ! ”

Still Beaucarde persisted, and so did his friends.
On the night selected for his appearance they crammed
the gallery. They jostled one another, they talked
out loud, they hissed Beaucarde the moment he put his
foot on the stage. He continued singing without
showing any sign of noticing their demonstrations of
disapproval, but in the last act at the lines: ““ I pardon
everybody,” he jumped up, and shaking his fist at the
gallery, shouted : ‘ All except those dogs up there!”

Tinti’s attempts at management were not successful.
Once, when he had been running a season of opera at
Fermo, business had been poor. So Tinti made up his
mind to save what he could from the wreckage. He
sent someone down to the theatre to collect all the
money from the box office. Then, spreading the news
that he was dead, he left the town.

The brothers Marze were a couple of impresarios
who had as big a name in Italy as Jacovacci himself.
One was a large, fat man, the other tall and thin.
When business was bad they also found refuge in
flight. The stout one thrust his hands deep into his
pockets, and walked the room.

“ Umph, things are not going well. I don’t fancy
we are going to pick up either.”

“ No, we are losing money, and we shall lose more,
there is no doubt about that! Lucien, you had better

4*
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take the first train to ——, and when the artists ask
for their salaries to-morrow morning I will tell them
you have gone to get it at —!”’

“Yes,” Lucien would nod his head, ‘it is best for
me to go to — !’

After he had gone, his brother kept the artists
quiet with the fallacy of money coming from another
town, and then he would begin to sing a few lines from
a comic opera as he walked about.

“F I' amico se la squaglia ” (** And the friend is going ),
“E I’ amico si squaglio’ (** And the friend he is off ).

This afterwards became known as his farewell, for
he always vanished within a few hours.

The flying impresario wes a customary figure when
Cecchetti was a young man, so was the artist pleading
for his salary. Except on rare occasions there were
no recriminations, as the system of payment was based
on a small salary and a percentage of the hox office
receipts. It was quite easy for the impresario to
manipulate figures to his advantage, and to take
what money there was when business was bad, travel to
another town and start another enterprise there. Most
of the theatres were dowered by the Government, so
that the lessee had a subsidy.

As a rule, the first three leads of a company had
the primary consideration when pay day came round.
The chorus and coryphées came last. Naturally, the
artists hung together and kept an eye on the business,
while the impresarios backed one another up in their
methods of management. Cecchetti, Sylvestre, a singer,
and Drigo, who afterwards became conductor of the
orchestra at the Imperial Theatre, Petrograd, were
frequently engaged together in the early days of his
career. One night, when  L’Africaine” was being
given, Sylvestre scented the speedy departure of the
impresario. Desiring to spread the news, he gave it
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in the course of an aria. Instead of singing, “ Be
careful, sailors; the weather will soon be bad,” he said,
*“Take care, artists ; the business is bad, we shall get
no wages!”

The whole company was on the qui vive at once.
Immediately after the performance Cecchetti, Drigo
and Sylvestre cornered the impresario. They pleaded
they were very hard wup, that their wages were
overdue, etc., and made out such a case for themselves
that they were paid. The next morning the impresario
could not be found. The permanent management of
the theatre were consequently approached by the
unfortunate company, and, being an honest firm, they
accepted the obligations of the impresario.

Sylvestre suggested that they should go and see
the chorus get its money, and somehow he and Cecchetti
and Drigo got mistaken in the crowd, and were paid as
coryphées, so that they received not only their salaries
as leading artists, but also as humble members of the
company.



CHAPTER 1V

THE changes which the ballet has made in music
and which music has made in the ballet have
always shown their relationship. Historically, instru-
mental music owes its origin to dancing, but the
centuries have steadily brought about a forgetfulness
of the fact. Even in the sixteenth century, when
instrumental music first sprang into independent being,
the debt which it owed to dancing was ignored. Up
to that time composers were so busy devoting them-
selves to good part-writing they didn’t bother to
think about the tremendous effect which rhythm had
on music. The old Netherlander composers were so
academic, so busy with their part-writing and their
technicalities, as to be blind to the fact that they were
closing the veins of musical life.

Yet while these gentlemen were filled with pedantry,
there were a whole number of unknown men writing
dance tunes, which were played and sung with delight.
They went on for nearly a hundred years, and sud-
denly the men of solid harmonies felt their influence.
They began to recognize the nice effect which could
be got by playing the tunes one after another, and to
think something about contrast and balance. Then,
hey presto! dances such as Corelli and Bach wrote
burst upon the astonished world. They started the
sonata, and the sonata mothered the symphony.

Many changes have happened since then. The idea
of sympathy between the arts has been alternately

54



The Master of the Russian Ballet 55

discarded and acknowledged. Byrd and Gibbons orna-
mented their dance tunes so highly that they were
almost unrecognizable. Later composers seemed to
make use of a title. A saraband of Bach, a minuet of
Mozart, a mazurka of Chopin, were considered as
compositions and not as dance music.

But a new generation has come to life. Composers
have sprung up who have shown their readiness to
devote themselves to the ballet. The serious-minded
musician has awakened to the inspiration of the highly-
equipped dancer. It needs a Stravinsky to collaborate
with the choreographist, and a Pavlova or a Karsavina
to show the supremacy of dancing.

Many, too, have been the changes which have in-
fluenced the way of producing a ballet. There was a
time when the maitre de ballet drew out the places for
the dancers and the corps de ballet in chalk upon the
stage. But as the chalk marks were easily rubbed
out, and a man could not be expected to hold the
scheme of a ballet in his mind for longer than his life-
time, ideas of writing ballets on paper, so that they
could be preserved for generations, occupied pro-
ducers. Cerito’s husband, Saint Leone, invented a
dancing stenography, which Cecchetti considers the
best of the many attempts. Feuillet and Peccor wrote
the next best; Sergeff is the author of another. The
most satisfactory method in Cecchetti’s estimation,
and the one which he and his father have used, is a
typography which was employed for years by the
Italian ballet masters. It is a series of plans which
shows the positions of the dancers on the stage and
their movements. Amongst his collection of manu-
scripts Cecchetti has a number of ballets written by
himself and his father. The story is set down in the
neatest handwriting, followed by the choreography,
showing every detail of the various figures.
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Clothes and the ballet have also rung the changes
in no small degree since Enrico Cecchetti first opened
his eyes at the Tordinona Theatre in Rome. Long
skirts have been shortened, new figures have been
invented, and futurism in art has brought new fashions.

Dancers in the far distant years before his time
had two models of dress assigned them: one was
ornate, heavily plumed and hampering to the move-
ments of the body. This was the type fixed for all
heroic ballets. The other was a long-coated, long-
skirted, much be-ribboned style of peasant dress,
always worn for arcadian scenes.

In the early part of the eighteenth century people
snorted and were scandalized at the brilliant French
dancer Madame Sallé, when she first appeared on the
stage in tights. No doubt it was a perilous experi-
ment, yet the lapse of time has not done away entirely
with ‘ feeling ”” where tights are concerned. Only a
short time ago a lady, who went to see the Russian
Ballet at the Alhambra for the first time, remarked
that she was ‘ pleased to see they wore plenty of
clothes ! ”’

When Héndel was manager at Covent Garden, and
his rival Porpora was manager at the King’s Theatre,
in the Haymarket, Madame Sallé came up as a bone of
contention between the two. Héandel saw her in Paris
and immediately offered her three thousand francs to
appear in London. The moment Porpora heard this
he offered Madame Sallé three thousand guineas to come
to the King’s Theatre. He suggested that, as she had
not signed a contract with Héndel, she was under no
obligation to dance for him.

Being honest, and a woman of upright character,
Madame Sallé replied: ¢ And does my word count
for nothing ?” She kept to her first promise, and
danced for Hindel at Covent Garden before a public
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that idolized her. Amidst the flotsam and jetsam of
anecdote which surrounds her, it is said that enthu-
siastic spectators, who paid high prices to see her,
had to fight their way to their places with their fists.
The night she gave her benefit performance the public
is reported to have showered the stage with purses of
gold and jewels. In this way she gathered up over
two thousand francs, an enormous sum for those days.

In spite of her success, there were many who con-
tinued to disapprove of her dancing; adverse critics
who used Abraham Lincoln’s speech about a certain
book : ‘“ People who like this sort of thing will find it
the sort of thing they like!” and carefully avoided
the theatre.

Doubtless far more unpleasantness was created by
Madame Tallien, another gifted French dancer, who
not only wore tights, but introduced transparent
fabrics for dancers’ dresses.

Carmago, the brilliant and fantastic, who ran neck-
to-neck in favour with Madame Sallé, possibly feeling
bound to create a novelty, since her rival had done so,
shortened the immoderately long ballet skirts, which
hampered the movements of the limbs.

Both, however, were adored, and Voltaire wrote
poetry about them :

‘“ Ah! Carmago, que vous &tes brillante !
Mais Sallé, grand Dieu, est ravissante !
Que vos pas sont légeres, et que les siens sont doux !
Elle est inimitable, et vous étes nouvelle !

Les nymphes dansant comme vous
Lt les Graces dansant comme elle |

All the pictures of Maria Taglioni show that she
wore ballet skirts, very demure in appearance and
quite long. Unkind critics said she kept them that
length because her legs were not quite straight. But
this was not true; her length of ballet skirt was in
fashion in those days, just as the flower-garden hat



58 The Master of the Russian Ballet

and the hoop-skirt were in fashion in the ’sixties.
To each other people have looked quite ordinary in
each age, and the short ballet skirt of the present date
might scandalize an audience of Taglioni’s day. When-
ever ‘ Les Sylphides’ had been put on in London
during the seasons of Russian ballet, the long skirts,
reaching to the ankles, gave a mid-Victorian air, and
brought a vision of Taglioni as she appears in the
various pictures which have been preserved of her
when she danced in “ La Sylphide” at the King’s
Theatre in the Haymarket in the palmy days of ballet
in England. The dance which is indelibly associated
with Taglioni’s name has nothing to do with *“ Les
Sylphides,”” which was such an astounding occurrence
in the seasons of Russian ballet. The latter is taken
from the second act of that cheval de bataille, *‘ Giselle,”
which every great dancer has essayed since Carlotta
Grisii M. Fokine it was who separated the scene
from its context, and turned it into an exquisite dream
of plastic beauty to the music of Chopin.

In Cecchetti’s younger days men dancers wore
moustaches, and very bold and handsome they looked.
When he shaved his off he looked so much like a priest
in his straight, rather severe clothes that Italian
caricaturists found him an easy prey for their sallies.
Once he was drawn as a priest, and underneath the
artist wrote in verse that M. Cecchetti, who was
making such a stir at the theatre, resembled in
private life, at his best a priest, and at his worst
a sacristan !

The ballerina of Cecchetti’s early triumphs wore
stiff-boned corsets. Only thirty years ago the corseted
ballet was general, and Cecchetti thinks that corsets
ought not to have been discarded. Both he and
Madame believe that boned corsets are good for
dancers, both from the point of view of looks and of



The Master of the Russian Ballet 59

health. However, he has never forced his opinion on
his pupils, who all follow their own inclinations in this
respect.

When Cecchetti danced at the Tordinona Theatre
in Rome, he had to be very careful about his stage
costumes. His Holiness and the Cardinals kept a
strict and corrective eye on the clothes worn by the
dancers, more especially on the colour of their tights.
Flesh colour was sternly forbidden. White was ap-
proved, but white is not becoming! On the stage
white is not at all effective.

Flesh-coloured tights being quite out of the ques-
tion, Cecchetti got the happy idea of tights that
matched his outer garments. And so he appeared in
blue, and green, and mauve, and yellow, a novelty
which pleased the Papal eye, and which was soon a la
mode with dancers in Italy.

When Cecchetti first went to Petrograd to dance
at the Imperial Theatre in 1887, the skirts of the
ballerinas were worn very long. In Italy they were
already short, and as the dancers arrived one by one,
and roused a spirit of competition and imitation, they
managed to introduce the fashion of their country.
When Signora Virginia Zucchi came upon the scene—
original, a brilliant dancer, with plenty of repartee
and determination—she refused to wear the long ballet
skirt which the wardrobe mistress brought her.

“ Cut that down at once,” she commanded.

*“ Impossible,” said the mistress of the wardrobe.
* This is the regulation length.”

‘“ Absurd ! ”” retorted La Zucchi. ‘I cannot dance
in that!”

Important officials were told, and they informed
La Zucchi that at the Imperial Opera House the ballet
skirts were under Imperial control ; their length could
not be changed in any way.
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La Zucchi said nothing, but on the evening of her
début she took up a large pair of scissors, and saying,
* I will have my skirts short, I will not dance in clothes
fit for a grandmother,” cut them well above the knees.

The change made a great sensation, as might be
expected, and though La Zucchi did not stop at the
first snipping, but cut her skirts shorter and shorter,
she was so admired and so much in favour that the
irregularity was allowed to pass; indeed, it was
accepted.

Most ballet dancers in Cecchetti’s youth made their
own stage clothes. When he and his mother and
sister were touring together, there was always a vast
amount of stitching to be done, for salaries were not
much in those days, and a dancer’s life was not the
thing of flowers and bon-bons which the public is often
pleased to imagine it.

Cecchetti, who always has the wit to appreciate
the joke that goes against him, likes to recall the straits
and difficulties of his early days.

“We had to be economical; we never had much
money in our pockets, and as years went on we had
less, because operatic singers demanded such high fees.
When Tamagno was singing at La Scala the manage-
ment paid him ten thousand francs a night, whereas
a dancer occupying as good a position as Tamagno
received about three thousand francs for the season
of five weeks.”

“If you have a ballet T will not sing,” was a
customary restriction when Tamagno was signing a
contract.

Cecchetti, as one of the best dancers in Italy, was
able to make a stand. He would not dance under
five thousand francs for a season of five weeks, little

enough, but at the present rate of exchange quite
unthinkable.
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Faced with constant opposition by operatic singers,
the ballet was slowly but effectually ousted in Italy.
Managers could not afford to engage good dancers;
dancers could not afford to dance for the salaries
offered.

During the great fight, the ballet in Italy went
to its death, to seek a new home elsewhere, leaving the
operatic singers to grow so continuously exacting that
the impresario lost heart. Finally a cul-de-sac was
reached, and no opening found by which to adjust,
on a business basis, the demands of artists with those
of the public.

While Cecchetti’s mother and sister were busily
sewing, he himself used to sit till the small hours of
the morning copying the music of their dances with
the utmost care. He bound it, kept it clean, made
fresh covers, and repaired the wear and tear to which
it was subjected by orchestral players during their
travels.

On one of their tours in Italy he had taken more
than ordinary precautions to put the score in order.
Very proudly he took the parts to the chef d’orchestre.
When the rehearsal started he listened with horrified
surprise to the remarks of the conductor.

“Good Heavens! What writing! Who is the
imbecile who'has copied this music ?

A dancer’s life at any date means excessive work.
To-day the comforts of travelling and the facilities of
getting about have lightened some of the fatigue which
Cecchetti experienced when he was a young man. In
Italy railway enterprise was in a fair way, but in some
other countries it was less advanced. When he went
with his mother and sister to fulfil engagements, first
at Copenhagen and then at Christiania, railway travel-
ling in Sweden and Norway was most confusing to the
stranger who could not speak the language, because of
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the many short lines and necessary changes. Copen-
hagen had several theatres and a ballet which was
distinguished for its grace and elegance. At the Royal
Theatre the best places cost about three shillings. The
Tivoli, near the railway station, where Cecchetti danced
with his wife at a later date, was a gigantic Cremorne.
It was visited by all classes of society, who met and
talked, and sipped coffee. The finest artists came there,
and it was a striking feature of Danish outdoor life.
During his season at Copenhagen Cecchetti won
success which took him back again and again. His
first visit was uneventful ; it was the trip to Christiania
and back which brought about a chapter of accidents.
Ignorant of the language and the customs of the country,
Cecchetti, his mother and his sister went by packet
boat from Copenhagen to Gothenberg. There they
disembarked and took train to Christiania. The rail-
way carriages were draughty, the speed about twelve
miles an hour, the whole process most primitive.
People who travelled inland drove in carrioles, others
went by the mail-coaches, which carried mails and posted
from town to town where the railway lines had not
yet been laid. The season was Christmas, the cold
excessive, and the accommodation at railway hotels,
at all times limited, was just then insufficient. Cec-
chetti, however, did not trouble himself about reserving
rooms at any station en route, as he was under the im-
pression that the train would go straight through to
Christiania. As the afternoon wore on and the sun set,
he wrapped himself closer in his fur coat and looked
out, confidently expecting to see the station at Chris-
tiania, and welcoming the thought of warmth and food.
Presently the train drew up. There was a general
exodus. Cecchetti, his mother and sister descended,
to find that it was not Christiania, but Laxa, the junc-
tion between Stockholm and Christiania. Had they to
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change ? When did the next train go? Should they
have to wait long ?

A courteous Norwegian traveller, who spoke French,
replied to the questions. No, they could not change !
There was no train to Christiania that night, as trains
did not run at night! They would have to wait till
the morning !

* Where was the hotel ? ”” Cecchetti asked.

* There is the railway hotel. Have you booked
rooms ? ”’

13 No ! ”

*“ You should have sent on a messenger to arrange
for you. There is nothing left now!”

Faced with the possibility of passing the night in
the snow, Cecchetti begged that some accommodation
of some sort should be found for his mother and sister,
and a lady came forward and offered to share her room
with them. But for Cecchetti himself there was no
place !

Again he shrank into the warmth of his friendly
fur coat, and went out into the street, or rather on to
the platform of the station, for Laxa at that date
could hardly be said to boast of a properly made road-
way. He walked up and down, wondering if he could
find a sheltered corner where he might lie down and
sleep. He was just contemplating a spot which looked
possible, when a station official came towards him with
a bunch of keys in his hand. He beckoned to Cecchetti,
and pointed to the door. Conversation or explanation
was impossible, and as the official’s gestures were only
capable of one interpretation, Cecchetti thrust his
hands deep into his pockets and went outside. The
key of the station door turned in the lock behind him !

Alone and in the darkness he speculated on the
chances of being frozen to death, or of finding, even at
that late hour, a place to shelter in. A little distance
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away, across the snow, lights were gleaming cheerfully,
and men’s voices were audible.. Cecchetti took his
course in that direction and came upon a train which
was standing on a siding. In the postal wagon officials
were busy sorting and stamping. How homely, how
comfortable, how attractive was the sight! Behind
the postal wagon extended several first-class carriages.
The brass handles on the doors were plainly visible,
like jets of light.

‘“ Eccolo ! excl.imed Cecchetti, and he jumped
into one of the carriages, spread himself out on the
cushions and fell asleep.

Seats in railway carriages don’t make comfortable
beds, and in those days the carriages were smaller, and
the seating accommodation harder and narrower than
now. So Cecchetti’s was a troubled rest, disturbed by
wrangles with fiendish impresarios, fights with wolves,
impossibly extended pirouettes, which went on spinning
like a phantom top that never stopped its course.
Over the snow it went, with Cecchetti poised on its
pinnacle, racing up mountains, tumbling through
valleys, jumping streams, bumping, whirling, swaying,
crashing . . . till . . . till .. .!

Cecchetti sat up, rubbed his eyes! He looked out
of the window at the country-side, at the trees and
snow-clad mountains which were passing him in rapid
review! Good Heavens! It was morning, the sun
was shining, the train was in full motion! As it
dawned upon him that he was being rapidly carried
away from Laxa, that he had in his pockets all the
money and tickets belonging to himself and his mother
and sister, Cecchetti no longer exclaimed * Eccolo !’
but “ Corpo di Bacco!” He opened the window and
frantically tried to attract the attention of the guard
or the engine driver, with no result. He made an effort
to calculate the speed of the train and the possibility
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of his being able to leap out and walk back to Laxa.
He spent ten minutes in agonized suspense, followed
by utter bewilderment as the train slackened speed,
stopped, and then went backwards. Very soon it
steamed into the station at Laxa, and there on the
platform stood his mother and sister, quite calm and
collected, with their bags and baggage round them.
They were refreshed, quiet and unconcerned.

“Ah! Where have you been, Enrico ? ” his mother
asked, as he leapt out of the train with melodramatic
fervour.

‘ Where have I been ?” Words failed him.

His sister remarked calmly : * We were afraid you
would miss the train.”

Cecchetti laughed at the unconscious irony of the
remark, and replied: “ So was I, so I slept in it all
night !

Then he picked up the bags, saw to the luggage,
and realized that he had been unnecessarily upset,
as the train had only proceeded along a branch line,
to be shunted back on the main line.

The end of the journey was reached without further
mishap, but there were other trials in store. Christiania
at that date was a city of only seventy thousand in-
habitants. It did not offer the scope or comforts of
Copenhagen, and the public had not been afforded many
opportunities of cultivating a taste for the ballet.
At the chief theatre, which was about the size of the
Haymarket, entertainments consisted chiefly of comedies
from the French, with occasional operas—inefficiently
performed—and legitimate drama. The interior was
neatly arranged and decorated, the companies mostly
composed of local talent. Performances started at
6.80 p.m. and lasted till 10 p.m.

The orchestra was good, and able and willing to
play the music which Cecchetti brought to accompany

5
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the pas de deuz, pas seuls and ensembles with which he
and his sister had delighted audiences in Italy, and
the house was packed to see the novelty. Up went
the curtain, and the two dancers started their perform-
ance, the first example of classical ballet which had
been seen there. At the outset the audience was quiet,
but presently titters were heard from various sides.
The titters grew louder as the evening went on, and
when Cecchetti executed some of the pirouettes for
which he was renowned, they merged into laughter.
It was the first experience of the kind that the two
dancers had come upon, and they felt decidedly upset
as the final curtain arrived. The applause was vocifer-
ous, but, considering what had gone before, it failed to
cheer them.

In the wings the manager and a group of important
people stood smiling. They were full of compliments.
Ah, it was wonderful ! Never before had such dancing
been seen there! Surely they must be tired! The
audience was overwhelmed with delight.

“ ¢«Overwhelmed with delight!’” Cecchetti re-
peated the phrase in astonishment.

*“ Indeed,” said the Director, ‘ they are enthu-
siastic about you!”

¢ ¢ Enthusiastic ?°

“ Most enthusiastic!”’

“ But—but, why then did they laugh at us ?”’

*“ Oh, that was only because they had never seen
anything of the sort before ! ”

After that explanation the titters and laughter of
the audience at Christiania were taken as a happy
compliment; a shining evidence of appreciation of an
art about which the public scarcely knew the alphabet.

Cecchetti maintains that a dancer can eat any-
thing. There is no need for dieting. So long as food
is taken some hours before dancing, anything and
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everything 1s good to eat. In Christiania, however,
the difficulty presented itself of obtaining the kind of
meals that were to their taste. Cecchetti’s mother
liked to cook a good joint, but she had had no experience
of frozen meat. She knew nothing about the methods
of preparing it for cooking. The simplest and most
obvious method to her mind was to plunge the food
into boiling water. Every day she bought the best
fish and meat and eggs procurable. Every day the
ritual of a preliminary plunge into boiling water,
and every day the horrible smell of putrid flesh came
from the kitchen. It was only after dining with some
ardent admirers that she discovered the reason. Frozen
food must be put into cold water for several hours for
the process of thawing. If put into boiling water it
immediately decomposed. Unfortunately she only
learnt this on the eve of departure, and Cecchetti’s
memory of his meals in Christiania consists mainly of
coffee. Small wonder that he and his mother and
sister welcomed the hour which took them back to
Copenhagen.

They got into the train with great confidence,
feeling that all the difficulties they had experienced in
coming would be avoided, for of course they knew the
ropes. They were fully instructed that they would
have to change trains at Sala. Good! That was
perfectly easy !

The journey proceeded, and they arrived at Sala.
The train into which they were to change stood ready.
Cecchetti found a carriage, placed the small luggage
on the rack, and sat down. Really, how easy it was
to travel, if one knew what to do!

Along the platform came an official, who opened
doors, poked in his face at people and said something.
He arrived at the compartment where the Cecchetti
family were pleasantly looking forward to seeing

5*
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Malmo shortly. He opened the door and then said
something unintelligible :

* Kan jeg ig mag dik di tig kom dag havel ?”

That’s what it sounded like.

Cecchetti, quite at sea, shook his head.

“Kan jeg ig mag dik di tig kom dag havel ? 7

This time Cecchetti, to make a change, nodded.
The official immediately jumped into the carriage,
seized all the small luggage which had been carefully
stowed away, and placed it on the platform. He then
made a gesture for the family to descend. They did so.

“Ph ... eee!” the official whistled, waved a flag,
and off went the train, away and away into the far
distance.

The path of those who travel in a strange country
and do not speak the language is beset with difficulties.
Cecchetti felt this as he stood on the platform at Sala
and watched the last puff of the engine vanish into thin
air. Apparently there was nobody to expostulate
with, nobody to interrogate, nobody even to swear at,
and the worst of it was that even if there had been,
the worry of not being understood would have annulled
all efforts of any kind. He looked round and saw a
uniformed official disappearing through a door. He
pursued him, and caught him by the shoulder.

“I want to go to Malmé,” he announced in French.

The reply was of the “ Igmig dag kom” type.
Cecchetti repeated his speech in Italian, in Russian,
in German, only to be greeted with more polite ** migs ”’
and “igs.” From various doors other officials issued
and joined in the general efforts to understand. Pre-
sently Cecchetti was led by the arm to the telegraph
office, where someone spoke French. There he stated
he wanted to go to Malmo.

* But the train has just gone out.”
“ What ?
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*“ You should have gone by the train which has just
left.”

“But I was in that train and the guard came and
told me to get out ! ”’

‘*“ Impossible! Oh, what a misfortune; there is
not another train to-day!

“ But I must go. I have an engagement in Copen-
hagen the day after to-morrow.”

The station-master was called and had the situa-
tion explained to him, and with true politeness he
endeavoured to repair the error of the well-meaning
but too officious guard. A freight train was about to
start for a small town which was on the road to Stock-
holm. If “ Monsieur” and his ladies would go by
that, they could catch a train to Malmo the following
morning. He was excessively sorry, excessively cour-
teous, and he carefully placed the three unfortunate
travellers in the only available carriage—it happened
to be an antiquated third-class monstrosity, of which
all the windows were broken, and, from the jolting, the
springs as well. The bitter cold air swept in icy blasts
from end to end, and Cecchetti, seeing his mother and
sister were shivering, took off his precious fur coat and
wrapped it round them, contenting himself with a
frayed piece of old carpet tightly clasped round him.
Tableau indeed !

Towards the evening the poor frozen travellers
arrived in a bewildered state at their destination.
They were met by a man who took possession of their
luggage, and signalled to them to follow him. At the
hotel everything was ready for their reception : rooms
for the ladies, a room for the gentleman, warmth,
light, heat! Oh, how delightful it seemed! The
proprietor and his staff endeavoured in every possible
way to make the guests comfortable. Cecchetti was
ushered to his bedroom with the utmost courtesy, and
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he was touched to find that consistent politeness had
even gone so far as to pay a tribute to his nationality,
for lying open on the table was a volume of Tasso in
Italian.

A good breakfast the next morning, a host paying
special attention, and the demand for the bill, brought
another evidence of Norwegian politeness.

* There is no bill,” said the proprietor.

4 NO bi]l ? 9

“ Certainly not. The station-master at Sala is
paying all expenses ! ”

Outside the porter stood with the luggage, waiting
to conduct the party to the railway station. They
were placed in a comfortable first-class carriage, and
carefully looked after till the end of the journey.

No wonder Cecchetti thinks the Norwegian char-
acter excessively gallant and most genuinely polite !



CHAPTER V

HE summer season of 1874 was a memorable one

for Cecchetti; it was the year that first took

him to Petrograd, where, at a later date, he was to be

so intimately connected with the life of the ballet in
that city.

After his visit to Christiania he had toured in Italy,
Holland, Germany and Austria with repeated success,
Needing a rest, Cecchetti went to Vienna to spend a
little time with his brother, who, also a dancer, was
fulfilling an engagement there. During his visit one
of those curious premonitions which make busy people
pause and wonder about the unseen mysteries of the
Universe, came to Cecchetti. One night he had gone
to bed early, and was sleeping soundly, when he
started up in bed, hearing his brother’s voice calling
him. He replied, but there was no answer. He
jumped up, went to his brother’s room, but it was
empty. Without any definite purpose, yet feeling
impelled to do so, Cecchetti dressed himself and went
out into the street, and in an absent-minded way
wandered on. All the cafés were closed, the streets
were dark, and the town wrapped in slumber. But
although the shutters were up, there was still plenty
of life in a certain café near by. Angry voices could
be heard; amongst them Cecchetti recognized his
brother speaking quickly and breathlessly.

Cecchetti hammered at the door with all his
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strength. The turgid speeches continued. He called
to his brother, he shouted and thumped, but to no
effect as far as the inmates of the café were concerned.
The sounds, however, attracted the police. They
demanded admittance in the name of the law, but as
their request received no answer, they burst their way
through, and then Cecchetti knew why he had been
impelled to rise from his bed and promenade the
streets of Vienna at an unearthly hour. There stood
his brother at bay, a knife clasped in his hand, a
number of unpleasant-looking ruffians about to attack
him. He was one man against half a dozen.

After the arrests had been made, and Cecchetti
and his brother were returning home, he heard how a
discussion with some Spaniards had grown so heated
that an unequal fight was imminent, and but for
Cecchetti’s intervention might have ended tragically !

When he went to dance at Berlin, Cecchetti came
into contact with Maria Taglioni’s father, who was
maitre de ballet there at that time, and he met with some
of the strictness which the illustrious daughter had
experienced from her parent. Cecchetti had already
heard a story of his severity from La Zucchi, who was
also a pupil of Lepri. She had been engaged at the
age of sixteen to dance the principal réle in an old-
fashioned ballet called “ La Fille mal gardée.” The
music, by a long-forgotten composer, D’Aubervalle, had
been brought up to date by Hertel, who was the con-
ductor of the orchestra, and Taglioni had smartened up
the choreography to suit the taste of the day. La
Zucchi’s first entrance was most important, but at re-
hearsals she utterly failed to satisfy the pedantic
Taglioni. Over and over again he made her repeat it,
until La Zucchi, whose temperament was quick and
impatient, felt her anger rising.

“If I do not do it right this time,” she exclaimed at
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the fiftieth attempt, “I will go away and never
return.”

Fortunately her last effort was approved, and
instead of going away, she remained to show her grate-
fulness to Taglioni, while he, on his side, recognized
her gifts so fully that he saw in her a wonderful .
‘* Esmeralda.” This ballet, as probably everyone
knows, had been made famous by Grisi, for whom it
had been written by her husband, M. Perrot, with
music by Pugni, on Victor Hugo’s “ Notre Dame de
Paris.”” The réle was a tradition amongst dancers, and
anyone who played it was subjected to the sort of criti-
cism which is levelled at the actor or actress who
attempts Shakespeare. Taglioni knew all the dangers,
but he also had the judgment to know the talent to
cope with them. Under his guidance La Zucchi’s gifts
were brought out, and her interpretation was so beau-
tiful that it drew tears from the eyes of the audience.

There was much good dancing in Germany then.
Berlin was fortunate in having Taglioni; in Dresden
there was a fine school of dancing, from whence issued
the wonderful Grimaldi, who was a pupil of one of the
Italian teachers there by the name of Calore. After
his engagement in Berlin Cecchetti went again to
Denmark. He had just completed a second winter
season at Copenhagen when an English manager
saw him and asked him if he would not go to Petrograd
and dance during the summer at one of the thédires
d’été, where Russians amused themselves after. the
great heat of the day. There were five theatres under
Government then : the Great Theatre, which was devoted
to Italian opera; the Marynski (Marie) Theatre, in the
same square, where Russian opera and ballet were
exclusively given ; the Alexandra Theatre, in the Nevsky
Prospekt, where Gogol’s plays and those of other Russian
dramatists were to be seen; the Michell Theatre, where
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the most popular French and German comedies were
performed ; and the Bouffe Theatre, which amused its
patrons with light opera and ballet.

But these were only open in the winter, and all the
best artists who could be persuaded to go to Petrograd
in the summer went to the open-air theatres, which were
a mixture of restaurant and al fresco entertainment.
While the audience sat at little tables and sipped tea,
or something stronger, artists from all over the world
amused them. Phillipo, the café chanteur whom Paris
raved over just then, was there; Mdlle. Stella Bonheur;
Madame Grendor, who was the wife of the chef d’or-
chestre; also the celebrated Hanlon Lee troupe, and
Martinetti, the comic acrobat.

With his reputation as a fine dancer well established
in Italy, Cecchetti’s début in Petrograd had its signifi-
cance in the history of the Russian ballet. The great
days of Russian music and the ballet had yet to come,
Tschaikovsky was earning his living by writing musical
criticisms for the Russky Veidomoste, Rimsky-Korsakov
was busy as inspector of Naval bands. The Russian
School, with such disciples as Moussourgsky, Borodin
and Cui, was struggling to assert itself. The soul of
dancing was there, but it had to be awakened by the
traditions of Italy, and it awaited the birth of such
a genius as Anna Pavlova.

Petrograd audiences welcomed Cecchetti at once,
and for six or seven years he returned to fulfil engage-
ments. During that time the charm and fascination
of Russia and the Russians grew upon him, and no
journeys were more welcome than those which took
him to Petrograd. One of the results of his visits was
his invention of a pas de deuz, which had a lasting
success. This was *‘ La Ciociara,’”” which had its origin
in two ragged Italian children whom Cecchetti saw in
the streets at Petrograd. They were a quaint little
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couple! The girl had a hoop round her on which
several birds were perched, and in her hand a pack of
cards, from which they drew and told people’s fortunes.
The boy had a concertina, from which he pumped out
little scraps of Italian dance tunes. They were most
picturesque, and Cecchetti, seeing the possibility of
creating a novelty, went up to them and said: ‘If
you will come to dinner with me every day for a week,
I will pay you two roubles a time ! ”’

Naturally the children were delighted to accept,
and they turned up promptly. Cecchetti watched
them and studied the details of their picturesque
garments, more particularly their foot-gear, which gave
the name to his dance. The ciociara is a sort of high
sandal, just a big piece of rough leather folded over,
brought high up the legs, and fastened with thongs.
No stockings are worn, only a piece of linen folded in
similar fashion. Cecchetti gathered up all the inspira-
tion he could from the children and their clothes, then
he set to work. For the concertina he substituted a
violin, and for the birds and hoop the cymbals. A
good musician wrote the music, into which the ** Sal-
terello,” “‘ Il Filone,”” and several peasant dances were
introduced. For years this dance was the delight of
audiences in Italy, and if it were not in the programme,
it was sure to be called for. Many artists copied it,
but it needed Cecchetti himself, and at a later date his
wife, to give it its fullest success.

This was one of the earliest of Cecchetti’s composi-
tions. Later he wrote and produced many ballets,
and his influence on the traditions of the ballet and its
technique had been marked. The pas de deuz on
classical lines, which had been followed by Taglioni,
started with an adagio, then a variation for the man,
next a variation for the woman, and a finale for the
two. A change was attempted by putting the allegro
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first, followed by the two variations for the man and
the woman, and finishing together in the accustomed
manner. Cecchetti reversed the order, to much advan-
tage. He started with a characteristic entrance, some-
thing light and fantastic, then had a variation for the
man, and one for the woman, after which came the
allegro together, ending with an adagio. This form
was very popular. The composer wrote the music
to suit the various movements and the demands of the
dancer. So many bars for the introduction, so many
for the variations, the allegro, the adagio. A ten-
pound note would be his payment, rather a difference
to the present ideas of remuneration! The scale has
gone up, and eight hundred pounds would be nearer
the mark to-day.

In the technique of dancing Cecchetti has also
invented several new figures, which bear his name.
The adagio movements have always been the most
trying to dancers. Those invented by Blasis, and
Cerito’s husband, Saint Leone, and the long line of
maitres de ballet of the past are excessively tiring.
Long pauses, lengthy poses, have taxed many a dancer.
Cecchetti has modified a number of them. He created
a Pas de Chaconne, which is known by his name. When
the war ended he invented a new figure, which Madame
Karsavina was the first to dance. This he named the
Pas d’ Alliance. Another adagio, which he created when
he opened his school of dancing in London, is known as
the Pas de Mascotte, and a third is the Glissade de Mami,
named after a little black kitten which had just been
presented to him for luck.

During those first years of Cecchetti’s visits to
Petrograd, Russia was honeycombed with secret
societies. The spy scare made people careful of ex-
pressing opinions.

“Mind what you say,” Cecchetti’s Italian friends
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warned him. “ Don’t talk politics; don’t get drawn
into conversations with strangers.”

He laughed at the idea, and replied that he had
nothing whatever to do with politics of any sort; he
was a dancer pure and simple. But having been “ put
wise,”” as the Americans say, he was on his guard,
and when the police were stamping his passport, he
was excessively careful about answering their queries.

“You come from Italy ?

(21 Yes‘97

‘“ A beautiful country, I have heard ! ”

* Indeed, yes!”

‘“ At present politics are rather unsettled, eh ? ”

“Isupposeso!”

“ You are a well-known dancer there !

“Y ...yes!”

“ You must know many people ! ”’

“Some!”

“You are Roman; I suppose you have met Pio
Nono ?

“T have seen him passing ! ”’

“T understand that you are a great friend of
Garibaldi! ”’

This was intended to be disconcerting. Cecchetti
assumed a blank expression.

“ Grimaldi, the dancer ? No, he was before my
time ! ”’

“No, no. Garibaldi!”

*“1 don’t know any dancer of that name!”

“ Not a dancer. Garibaldi, the General !

‘I think I have heard the name, but I can’t quite
remember where! I am always so busy dancing and
rehearsing that I have no time for social amusements.”

The inspector looked at him curiously, then, with a
curt ¢ Good morning,” ended the interview.

Elsewhere he met talkers who tried to lead him on
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and get some kind of opinion on matters of the day,
but Cecchetti, though by nature extremely frank, was
shrewd enough to know when to be careful. His
criticisms, which have always perhaps erred on the
side of truthfulness, have invariably been reserved for
his art, about which he knows no half-measures. Where
that is concerned his principles are strong, and he
takes nothing for granted. He despises all that is
small and unworthy of attention in the technique of
the ballet, and upholds those traditions which are
occasionally considered by some to belong to an earlier
generation only. But art must be built on tradition,
or it has no foundation. This is what Cecchetti believes
and practises, and though he is strict he is ever ready
to receive new impressions.



CHAPTER VI

WHILE Cecchetti was fulfilling his engagements

in Russia, Italy was being introduced to a
young dancer named Signorina Giuseppina de Maria.
She had been a pupil of Lepri in Florence, and having
arrived at a point when she was fit to make her pro-
fessional début, she obtained an engagement at the
Teatro Royale in Florence. She was a handsome girl,
straight and agile, frank in bearing. Like all young
débutantes, her first appearance was an event which
assumed immense importance to her family, her friends
and herself. Everyone buzzed round her, admonishing,
advising, suggesting. ‘‘ No, Pippina, listentome! . . .”
*“ Pippina, don’t! .. .” etc. Amongst them came
the friend who rejoiced in worldly wisdom, who had
no faith in the simple-heartedness of the public or its
capacity to select.

“Listen to me! An artist may be a heaven-sent
genius, but nobody will believe it unless you tell them
sol”

*“ Well, well, you needn’t waste words! . . .”

*“ You must have a claque !

The announcement was received in palpitating
silence! A claque! That horrible false applause for
which an artist paid !

“Why not? Every Italian theatre has its claque,”
replied the friend; ‘ there is not a dancer or an actor
or actress who can do without the claque !

The idea was repugnant to a débutante whose youth-

79



80 The Master of the Russian Ballet

ful ambition aspired to win by merit alone. Let the
audience choose for itself, she would stand or fall by
its decision.

But, as the day drew near, this impulsive freshness
of youth was overruled, and Signorina de Maria suc-
cumbed to the worldly advice which had been given her.
With much care and circumspection she calculated the
amount she could afford to spend on her claque. It
amounted to twenty francs, which would admit eight
people at two francs fifty each!

The ballet in which she was to make her début
as premiére danseuse was a divertissement introduced into
the opera “Il Guarnay,” by Gomez. She was sup-
ported by a corps de ballet, and her exit was arranged
so that she gently faded away in their midst.

Well, the evening came. She danced, she receded
from the stage into the background. Not one hand-
clap was heard in the house! It was as though she had
never appeared at all.

Where was the claque for which she had handed
out twenty francs ?

In a state of rage she went to her dressing-room,
vowing she would never again spend money on réclame.
‘ Of course,” she said to herself, * the wretched people
had never come to the theatre at all. They had spent
the money in eating!”

Presently, however, someone who knew the
“ wretched people ” came to her and cleared up the
mystery. It appeared that her exit had been so
ineffectual that not only the clague, but the audience
thought she was returning to dance again, hence the
tomb-like silence !

The next night the finale was altered, and Signorina
de Maria got her full measure of applause, not from her
claque, for she had none, but legitimately, from her
public.
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Since that day she has stuck to her principles and
never spent money on réclame.

On the day following her first appearance the pupil
had to face her master’s criticisms. Lepri had been
there to see her début, and he was primed with comments.

“You are an artist !’ this was thrown at her like

a ball from a cannon; then, “but oh! ... your
battements sur le cou de pied . . . how you must work
them . . . and your arabesque with your body all
doubled up . . . oh ... and ... ete, etc!”

All excellent for the pupil who is in earnest, but
devastating to the student who is not thorough.

Soon after her début at Florence, Signorina de Maria
was engaged to dance for a season at Nice, and in several
towns in Italy, and then came an offer from the Teatro
Nationale, in Florence. She was not at all keen on
taking the engagement, the salary was not good, and
she felt that in returning she was going over old ground.
Cechi Baldassarre, who was then managing the theatre,
and who was another impresario of the type of Jacovacci,
said to her: *“ What! you don’t want to come ? ”’

(31 NO ! kR

“ Do you realize you will be dancing with the great
Cecchetti ?

She was not anxious.

* But it will mean a great deal to you!”

Baldassarre was a wonderful man of business, and
there were few artists he could not manage, besides
which he had a reputation for putting on opera and
ballet that ranked as the best in his day. He had the
knack of judging the public taste, and he kept his prices
down. A box seat was about three francs, stalls two
francs, and entrance twenty-five centimes. His ig-
norance about the art in which he dealt was colossal.
He had made it his habit to stand at the door of his
theatre every evening and watch his company arrive.

6
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In his orchestra he had a fine clarinettist named Biam-
boni, whose name was well-known as the inventor of
an instrument called the Biambonino. One night as he
entered Baldassarre beckoned to him.

*“ Good evening, Signor Biamboni! "

‘““ Good evening, Signor Baldassarre ! ”’

“I want a word with you. Tell me, why don’t you
play in the orchestra ? 7’

“But I do. I am never absent!”

*“ No, no, Signor Biamboni; you do not always play
in the orchestra. I was in the stage box the other
night and watched you. While all the others were
playing, you did nothing! ”’

‘ Ah, but that was because I had so many bars’
rest ! ”’

Baldassarre shrugged his shoulders. “ That is im-
possible ; in my orchestra there can be no rests. You
must play all the time, or I shall have to deduct
something from your salary.”

Baldassarre’s persuasions, coupled with those of
her friends, overruled Signorina de Maria’s objections,
and she accepted his offer.

The ballet was “ Il Figlio di Cheope,” written by
Montplaisir, with music by Constantio dall’ Argine, who
could compose deliciously for the dance, but who had
a vaulting ambition to write opera. He chose for his
first subject Rossini’s chef d’eeuvre, ¢ I1 Barbiere,” and
took the libretto from that opera as it stood. Com-
parisons were easy to make, and the opera was a fearful
fiasco. But, nothing daunted, he went to the attack
again, this time taking his libretto from Bellini’s
“Norma.” That was the death of him as an opera
writer.

Signorina de Maria danced with the celebrated
Enrico Cecchetti, but the season was not a good one,
and the impresario gave it up. The company suggested
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carrying on, but Signorina de Maria had to go back to
Nice to dance. She went to the ill-fated Grand Theatre
Royal, which seemed predestined to be burnt. Several
small outbreaks occurred at various times, and one took
place whilst she was dancing.

- The house was full and the ballet in progress, when
cries of * Fire’’ multiplied on every side. Two of the
ballerinas who were dancing with Signorina de Maria
jumped into the orchestra; others rushed into the
wings. The audience stampeded in aimless directions.
People jumped on the seats, they pushed and crowded,
and Signorina de Maria suddenly realized that she
was standing quite alone, and quite unmoved in the
middle of the stage, saying: ‘‘ Keep calm, keep calm,
I beg of you. There is no danger. Keep calm, I
entreat you!”’

At the back of the house the chief mechanic had
discovered the fire in Signorina de Maria’s dressing-
room. Someone had been in to see themselves in the
looking-glass, holding a candle, and the numerous
stage dresses hanging round the room had caught fire.
The room was all wood, and the flames spread quickly,
but were eventually checked and put out.

When order was restored, and the Director an-
nounced that there was no danger, and the performance
would continue, the public realized that the young
girl on the stage had never moved and never ceased to
entreat everyone to be  Calm!’’ She was still there
as they went back to their places, and with one mind
they gave her an ovation.

Two years later, the theatre was burnt to the ground
amidst heart-rending scenes.

Cecchetti in the meantime remained at Florence.
He was fired with the idea of management. He had
saved a little money and thought he would like to try

his hand at management, and perhaps find success
H*
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where there had been failure. To that end he addressed
the company, paid them the weeks that were owing
them, and proposed that, instead of sharing, he would
put them all on the salary list. His scheme was a
constant change of programme, and to this end he
worked like a nigger. Unfortunately the counter-
attractions were very powerful. The first performances
of *“ La Favorita,” with the noted singer Galetti, were
drawing packed houses to the Pagliamo Theatre; a
company from Paris was creating a sensation with
the latest comedies at another theatre. Cecchetti,
as a last resource, tried lowering his prices, but it was
a bad move, for it practically emptied the house.
When he could hold out no longer, he closed the season,
twenty thousand francs out of pocket.

After the fiasco at Naples, Cecchetti went again to
Petrograd, then to Naples, then to Petrograd, and
again to Naples, and to this place came Signorina de
Maria also. She was engaged as second ballerina,
and Fraulein David, a German dancer, had been
engaged as prima ballerina. The latter was a good,
sincere artist, but her appcarance was considerably
against her. She had a big body, a big head, a large
mouth, and long, thin legs. Elsewhere she had won
much approval; not so that tiresome Neapolitan
audience. They gave a frank demonstration of dis-
approval on the first night. They yapped, and snarled
like dogs after a rat, and poor Fraulein David’s engage-
ment was brought to an abrupt end. The management
hastily gathered in Signorina de Maria and put her in
the place of the unfortunate artist. The prospect of
dancing before such a public was not a pleasurable
anticipation- for her, added to which, hasty rehearsals
and hard work brought a painful abscess on her heel.
She trembled to think of the rebuff that might be
awaiting her.



The;Master of the Russian Ballet 85

The ballet was *“ Rolla,” by Manzotti, already famous
as a composer of ballets in Italy. It bore the name
of the young artist who was the central figure of the
story. Signorina de Maria was the good genius, who
watched over him and brought his brother (played by
Cecchetti) to the market place, where Michael Angelo
discussed the art competition and deplored the lack
of talent which was being shown. While he spoke
(in gesture) he noticed a ragged boy holding a statuette.
He called the lad and asked him where he had got it.
The boy said it was the work of his brother, and Michael
Angelo, impressed by the talent it showed, purchased
it of the boy, to whom he gave a purse of gold.

Then followed one of the great moments of the
evening, in which the public revelled and came night
after night to witness. It was the four de force which
roused the cries of ‘“ Eccolo!” (There he is!) when
Cecchetti came on the stage, then, as the moment
drew near: °‘ Guarda, guarda!” (Now, now!), and
when it finally arrived : * Ecco!”’ (There!)

This was what caused the excitement. When
Cecchetti as the boy received the purse of gold, he was
overcome with gratitude and anxious to return to his
brother immediately. He leapt up a high staircase
at one bound, a terrific feat accomplished by no other
artist of his day or since !

In the second act Michael Angelo came to the
brothers’ house. He looked round and saw a drawn
curtain, which he pulled aside and revealed a large
statue of a young girl, which he viewed with delight.
He was intently gazing at it, when someone drew atten-
tion to a defect. Angelo took up one of the sculptor’s
tools lying on a little table, and with one blow rectified
the error.

The story went on to a happy ending, while Cec-
chetti danced superbly, and Signorina de Maria, with
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a heel that was causing her agony, nevertheless found
her way into the heart of the Neapolitan audience, and
into someone else’s heart also.

The role of Michael Angelo was played by Bologo-
metti, whom Cecchetti remembers with enthusiasm as
an artiste mime of the foremost rank, at a time when
the art of mime was in its prime. Gesture in those
days was a language which told a story without words
to perfection. At rchearsals the word was given by
the producer, the artiste mime interpreted it, but never
uttered it. The grimaces which often accompany
gesture on the contemporary stage would have been
hissed and hooted forty years ago.

Yet, for all the mistakes which are made now, the
artiste mime of great gifts and technical perfection is
not so very far away from this century after all. When
Jane May descended upon London in ““ L’Enfant Pro-
digue,” mimic art had a revival! Who will ever forget
the charm of that performance ; and who, too, will ever
forget Cecchetti’s delightful comedy mime as the
Marquis di Luca, in ‘ The Good-Humored Ladies,” at
Covent Garden, and Madame Cecchetti’s Marquise
Sylvestra in the same production, or his satirically
humorous Majordomo in ‘‘ Scheherazade ?

It is in such productions that Cecchetti has shown
the traditions of mime in Italy, where it has been
upheld and taught by such famous artists and teachers
as Gamberini, Monticini, Ramaccini, Cuccoli, Bologo-
metti, Santalicante, and last, but not least, by Egidio
Rossi, who took the name part in * Rolla,” and who was
playing in London at the Prince of Wales’ Theatre
in the ’eighties in * L’Histoire d’un Pierrot,” for which
Michael Costa had written very pretty music. Some-
how it did not please at the time. Rossi’s delicious
mime as the concierge was barely recognized, and the
delicate story of Pierrot’s love for a little modiste did
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not attract the public. The artlessness of Pierrot’s
shy love-making; the expressive scene where the
concierge got the wax head—part of the stock in trade
of the modiste of those days—and showed Pierrot how
to propose; the scenes which followed the lesson;
Pierrot’s resort to gambling ; his downfall and deser-
tion of his wife; his departure and return, were quite
as appealing as ‘“ L’Enfant Prodigue,” which it
resembled ; but it failed to rouse interest.

Rossi and Cecchetti were firm friends as young men.
For a long time they shared rooms, and at most theatres
they were engaged together, Cecchetti as primo bal-
lerino and Rossi as primo mimo. The two young men
were up to all sorts of wild pranks and practical jokes,
which Cecchetti recalls with affectionate regret.

*“ Ah, yes, how well I remember our playing at
Casale-Monferrato, when he was nineteen and I was
a year younger. We had finished our evening’s work
at the theatre, and Rossi said : ¢ Let’s go to the station
and have some supper ; all the restaurants in the town
are closed.” When we got to the station there was a
train about to start. Rossi jumped in; I followed.
‘ Where are we going to?’ I asked. ‘I don’t know,’
said Rossi; ¢ we shall see presently.” But we did not
know our destination until early morning, when we
arrived at Vercelli, warm and beautiful in the sunshine,
busy with the coming and going of industrious folk,
of heavy carts and sturdy horses taking vegetables
and fruit to the market square. We followed the
bustling throng, and Rossi, with his usual irresponsible
high spirits (for want of something better to do), started
buying vegetables as though he intended to lay in a
stock for months to come. I followed his lead and
purchased huge peppers, big carrots—oh, what a picture
they were !—olive-green artichokes and luscious melons,
quantities of everything that we came upon.
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““ Well,” said Rossi, his arms full to overflowing.
‘What do you say to our having supper now ?°’

“ I said, ‘ Not supper, breakfast !’

“‘“How can we have breakfast when we have not
yet had our supper ?’

‘““ He insisted on our having the café au lait we had
started out to get the night before, then we returned
to the station, found a convenient train about to start
for Casale-Monferrato, and arrived there in time to go
to the theatre and attend the rehearsal. All the way
back Rossi had been thinking out a plan for disposing
of the vegetables, and of playing a practical joke on
the maitre de ballet. ‘ You know,” said Rossi, ¢ he is
very anxious to get an engagement out of Italy. Now,
we will pack these vegetables in a valise, and you must
disguise yourself as my brother, who has just arrived
from Berlin. Come to the theatre and I will introduce
you !

* Rossi went off to the theatre alone ; I did not quite
like it, because we were both making love to the prima
ballerina, and I felt he would have the field to himself ;
however, I went home, cut off my moustache, darkened
my face, put on smoked glasses, a long, correct frock
coat, and a felt hat. I packed all the vegetables in a
valise, and betook myself to the stage door.

“* Good morning,” I said politely to the man, who
generally knew me well.

“* Good morning,” he replied, without any sign of
recognition.

* “Is there a Signor Rossi here ?’

(22K 3 Yes ! 2

“*¢Could I see him ?’

¢ He is at rehearsal now.’

“‘I am his brother; you would do me a great
kindness if you would let him know that I am here.’

“*Oh, ah !’ said he, and he went at once.
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“ He returned, saying that °Signor Rossi was
beyond words delighted; would I come to him on
the stage, at once.’

“I went, and he received me effusively; intro-
duced me to the prima ballerina, and to the maitre
de ballet, who, the moment he heard I had come from
Berlin, gave me a chair beside him and plied me with
questions as to the chances of an opening there; what
was the ballet like ? were there many good dancers ?
did they like foreign artists ? etc. Would I give him
the pleasure of lunching with him ? we could talk
better ?

“ Rossi came and took up my valise. ‘Oh!’ said
he ; ‘ what have you got in here ? It is very heavy.’
He let it fall with a bump, and it flew open, and out of
it burst the vegetables, like so many birds from a cage.

“Of course everybody’s suspicions were roused,
and Rossi seized me, pulled off my glasses and my wig,
and the joke was taken in good part, even by the maitre
de ballet, who, like the rest, went home with some of
the spoils Rossi and I had brought from the market at
Verecelli.

“ Quite a silly story, isn’t it ? but so amusing at
the time. Rossi, in spite of his jests, never found
anyone cherished a grudge against him for his mischief.
He was really very generous-hearted, and excessively
popular.

“This was proved on another occasion in an
astounding manner at La Scala. It happened that
there was a member of the corps de ballet called Vis-
mara. He used to come to rehearsals dressed up to
the nines : elegant frock coat, kid gloves, and a remark-
ably high top hat, which he always placed with sedulous
care on the velvet ledge of the stage box. I always
noticed that Rossi eyed the hat curiously. It seemed
to have an almost magnetic attraction for him, and
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under his breath he murmured : ‘I shall do it; I know
I shall; I shall doit!’ I did not pay much attention
to his meaning, but one morning I saw him steal over
to the box, take the hat when nobody was looking, and
carry it away behind his back. He was absent for a
short time, then he returned as carefully as he had
gone, and put the hat back in its accustomed place.
At the end of the rehearsal Vismara buttoned his coat,
straightened himself, smoothed on his gloves, and went
for his hat. He took it up, then jumped back, with a
horrified gasp, placing his hand over his nose. ‘ Good
heavens, ugh! Where is the maiire de ballet? Where
is the Director ?’ It happened that the Director of
the Scala, the Marchese Estense Caleagnini, who was
a man of great distinction and came of a noble family,
was on the stage at the moment. Vismara rushed to
him and placed the hat under his nose, gesticulating
fiercely. The Marchese jumped back as Vismara had
done, and stuffed his handkerchief over his nose.
‘ Take it away ; take it away !’ ‘Someone has done
this !’ Vismara shouted. ‘ They have deliberately put
rotten eggs into my hat. Itis too bad; itis a shame!’
and all the time he was speaking either he or the
Marchese were warding off the terrible smell which
was offending their nostrils, dancmg round the hat as
though it was a powder magazine on the point of
exploding.

“ After the first excitement had died down, the
question of who had done the deed had to be seriously
considered. The Marchese retired to his office, Vismara
carried away his unpopular hat, and a great deal of
interrogation was gone through, but nobody knew
who was the culprit. ° Very well, then, if nobody
knew, the only way to administer justice was by fining
every member of the corps de ballet five francs !’

“ When Rossi heard this he was distressed beyond
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words. That his friends at the theatre should suffer
for his pranks was horrible to think of! He went
straight to the Marchese, and confessed that the devil
of mischief had taken possession of him, and it was he
who had put the rotten eggs in the hat.

¢ Impossible,” said the Marchese, smiling blandly
at Rossi; ‘I don’t believe you.’

“‘But I tell you I did do it. I’'m very sorry;
you mustn’t let the others suffer for me.’

‘¢ Nonsense, Rossi; you must not let your kind
heart run away with you. I’'m sure you didn’t do it.’

“‘But I tell you I did, and I am willing to pay
the fine for the whole company.’

“‘You are a good fellow,” said the Marchese;
‘but really I don’t see why you should incur such a
lot of expense just because you feel sorry for your
comrades.’

“Rossi argued and insisted, but the Marchese
refused to look upon him as anything else than an
altruist. Nevertheless, he gained his point, and paid
the fine for the whole corps de ballet, and he gave
Vismara a new top-hat. To this day nobody believes
that Rossi was the perpetrator of the practical joke.”

Rossi is still alive. He is now manager of a big
cinema at Rome, and when he and Cecchetti meet
they go over the escapades of the days of their youth,
and recall how they made up their minds to economize
when the price of cigars went up. They started by
buying pipes of the best quality at thirty franes each
and superlative tobacco, all of which worked out at
a far higher rate than the cigars would have done,
even at their advanced price. One of their choice
memories goes back to an evening at Casale-Monferrato
after the performance at the theatre was over. Rossi
and Cecchetti, and two or three kindred spirits, met
at supper, and when they started to go home, in the
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early hours of the morning, changed their minds, for
the air was soft and the stars were shining, and they
had not reached the sober age of going to bed and
getting up at conventional hours. “ Let’s go and sece
the furnaces at Bassano,” said Rossi. * Yes, let’s
go,” said Cecchetti.

Bassano was not many miles away. It was noted
for its bricks, and down in the valley there were
numbers of factories, where the fires glowed in the
- darkness. At night it was a picturesque spot, and
the men who stood at the doors of the great ovens were
glad enough to talk to any strangers who might come
that way. They welcomed, too, the bottles of wine
which Rossi and Cecchetti brought them. The town
of Bassano itself straggled up the mountain side, from
the heights of which there was a lovely view. Rossi,
not satisfied with the visit to the wvalley, wanted to
climb and see the sun rise. Cecchetti was quite
ready, and while the rest went back he and Rossi
started on their journey. It was a climb that tried
even the well-developed muscles of the two young
dancers, and the way was made longer because of the
heavy fog which came down upon them half-way up.
They tumbled about, scarcely able to see each other.
Where were they ? Where were they going to?
“ Rossi, are you there ?” ‘“ Hey! Cecchetti, where
are you?” ‘ Shall we go back?” “ Do you know
the way?” “No!” “Then what is the use of
talking about it ?

They pushed on, and presently had the good
fortune to get into the clear air above the fog. The
sun was rising, and over the bank of mist they could
see for miles. This was pleasant enough, and they
arrived at the top in high spirits, but very tired and
hungry. Both Rossi and Cecchetti, it must be noted,
were extremely dandified young men. They had an
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air of prosperity and authority which often deceived,
and when they jauntily walked into a farm that
morning and asked if they could have a glass of milk,
the peasant folk took them for very important people.
The milk was brought, and Cecchetti asked some
questions about the life there, the property, the state
of agriculture, to all of which he got obsequious
answers.

“Yes, Signor . . . no, Signor . . . indeed, Signor.
. . . It is most kind of the Signor to trouble himself
to take the journey. We are most honoured by the
Signor’s visit. . . . It is not often that proprietors
take the trouble to look after their property at such
great inconvenience to themselves. No . . . no, there

was nothing to pay ... the Signor was only too
welcome, and his tenants would long remember his
coming.”

When Rossi and Cecchetti had started on their
way back, Rossi doubled up with laughter.

“ They take you for their landlord—they think
you are a big landed proprietor—that is why we had
nothing to pay; but, listen, I will bet you anything
you like that I will get breakfast for nothing. We will
go to Treville. Come!”

Rossi’s eyes were full of mischief.

* But where is Treville ?” asked Cecchetti.

“Didn’t you see it there from the top of the
mountain ? They pointed it out to you—the little
town with the church!”

“But you know nobody there? How are you
going to get a free breakfast ? ”

“That you will see,” Rossi answered, as he pro-
ceeded briskly down the mountain.

When they got to Treville, Rossi at once went to
the church which he had seen from the top of the
mountain, It was characteristically Italian, with its
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golden images, its holy utensils and its sacred pictures,
all of which had a look of age. Rossi went round the
church, making enthusiastic comments on their beauty.
Presently he came upon the aged sacristan and button-
holed him.

* Good morning, good morning ; what a beautiful
church, and what handsome pictures!”

““ Si, Signor!”

“ Many of them very valuable, I should say ?

‘“ Ah, the Signor is a connoisseur ! ”’

“ Indeed, my friend and I belong to a committee
which is going all over Italy to purchase antiquities.
Now that picture of the Holy Virgin—do you think I
might persuade the good father to sell it to me? 1
would pay twenty thousand franes for it.”

The sacristan trembled a little at the thought of
there being so much money in the world; then he
suggested that the Signor should himself see the
priest.

“Good!” said Rossi; ‘ nothing I should like
better.”

Round he went to the house of the priest, Cecchetti
following behind, wondering what was the meaning of
this latest mad prank, and where it would lead.

The sacristan stopped at a humble dwelling, and
the aged priest received them with a kindly smile.
They were representatives of a committee to buy
antiquities. Ah, the Church was poor; there was
never enough to assist the needy of the parish; perhaps

. he did not know. The Signor and his friend
must first get permission of the Ma.yor

Rossi was delighted !

This time the priest hlmself conducted the distin-
guished members of the ‘‘ antiquarian committee,”
and explained their mission to the most important
man in Treville. He was at once excessively taken
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with the idea. Rossi mentioned large sums of money
which he was willing to pay for various pictures and
carvings. The Mayor positively swelled with delight.

“ Would the Signors honour him by taking break-
fast with him ? It was just the hour; then they
could further discuss the idea.”

Of course the Signors were delighted, and they ate
heartily, and thoroughly enjoyed the Mayor’s hos-
pitality.

At the conclusion Rossi said that he must hasten
on with his inspection, as he had far to go, and his
report would have to be made within the month.

The Mayor beamed with importance and good-
will. The Signor would not find them difficult to
deal with; the parish needed money, and he would
be glad to think there was a possibility of helping the
poor. He shook hands warmly with Rossi and
Cecchetti, and the two started on their way back to
Casale-Monferrato on foot, because there were no
carriages and no railway. Both the young men were
brimming over with suppressed laughter, but Cecchetti
was a little sobered by the thought that there was a
possibility of their not reaching the theatre in time
for the performance. The walk was long and tedious,
and it was late when they reached the nearest railway
station, and a train which would start shortly. But
it didn’t! It was behind time, and Cecchetti and
Rossi watched the sun go down and the darkness fall
in a state of feverish anxiety. Good heavens! They
were going to pay dearly for their fun! The evening
was growing late; the hour had long passed when
they should have been at the theatre.

When they arrived it was half-past nine! They
tore through the streets to the stage door of the
theatre. It was closed! They scampered round to
the front of the house. It was closed! On the door
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a notice was pasted! In their excitement Cecchetti
and Rossi could scarcely read it, but after a second
they turned away with relieved faces and hearts that
beat once again. The theatre was closed that evening
on account of the illness of the prima donna. There
was no performance !

Painfully and slowly they went home and to bed.
Cecchetti slept thirty-eight hours, and nobody could
wake him. When he was finally roused to go to the
theatre to dance, he was so stiff he could scarcely
move, and his dancing that night was a thing of pain
and misery.

When he tells the story he always shakes his head.
“ T have given up mountain climbing since that day ! ”

In addition to his great gifts as an artist mime,
Rossi possessed a magnificent baritone voice, and he
had a secret ambition to become an opera singer. His
knowledge of music, however, was so negligible that
he found it very difficult to sing with orchestra ; added
to this he was fearfully nervous. As a rule, he lost
half his voice through sheer fright. Still he aspired,
and buoyed up by the confidence of his father and his
friends, he made his début at a small theatre in a little
town near Milan.

The opera was * Trovatore.” Rossi was cast for
the baritone part, and rehearsals were called. People
who have little knowledge of music generally think
that safety lies in going straight ahead. This was
Rossi’s policy, and the effect on the ensemble and on
the conductor of the orchestra can be well imagined.
In the first act, where he should have made an im-
portant pause, he continued singing. The conductor
stopped him.

“M. Rossi. You must do like this: ¢ La, la, la, la,
la, la, la, la, la, la . . . ! La, la, la!’”

Rossi said very well.
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“La, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la,”” then, to accen-
tuate the pause, he struck himself on the chest.

“No, no!” said the conductor; * you mustn’t
hit your chest like that ! ”’

“But if I don’t strike my chest I shall never
remember it !

“ Very well, then you must do it behind your back.”

Rossi repeated the phrase: * La, la, la, la, la, la, la,
la, la, la.”” Then he turned his back to the audience
and thumped it with his fist.

The conductor remonstrated once again, and induced
Rossi to keep his face to the audience while he thumped
his back to remind himself of the pause.

When the night of the performance came Rossi
was deadly nervous. Nobody would have imagined
that he had a really beautiful voice, exquisite in timbre,
and resonant. His friends were all wishing him well
from the front of the house; his father, who was
playing in the orchestra, was bursting with pride.

The moment came for the much rehearsed pause.
Rossi started excellently : “ La, la, la, la, la, la, la, la,
la, la...!” Then paused with a fine gesture,
thumping neither his chest nor his back.

The conductor, with a relieved sigh, waited, but the
voice of Rossi’s father, quivering with pride, filled the
silence. “’Tis my son, my son!”’

After that Rossi’s nerves failed him completely.

Outside the art of the flesh and blood mime, Cecchetti
and his friend Rossi always had the greatest affection
for the wooden mime—those marionettes that had
their own theatres in every town in Italy. Those
manipulated dolls, who strutted the stage with the
confidence of the full-fledged actor, imitated the ** stars ”
of the day, and the companies were made up of *‘ leads ”’
and ‘‘ supers”’ on the same system as the legitimate
theatre. Paragraphs used to appear in the papers

7
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about the doings of this or that marionette. Once a
prima ballerina broke her leg, and it was humorously
announced that ‘ Signora — !’ had gone to Legnano
(which means wood) to have a new one adjusted. The
popular ballets and operas of the day were put on at
the Italian marionette theatres. In Florence, Cecchetti
saw Manzotti’s ¢ Excelsior,”” also ‘ Brahma” and
“ Aida.” In the last, the big spectacle of the entrance
of the victorious armies was happily accomplished by
the line of soldiers having their right feet firmly attached
to a long board, while their left legs were free to move.
The strip of wood was drawn jerkily across the stage,
and the company of men marched in, their left legs
and arms swinging in perfect time to the music.

When Cecchetti and Rossi were performing at the
Scala in Milan, they used to go to the Girolamo Marion-
ette Theatre whenever they could spare the time,
and once they added to the amusement of the perform-
ance by showing their admiration for the prima
ballerinas. They took a box on each side of the stage,
and they made disgraceful eyes at the wooden ballerinas,
Cecchetti selecting the fair one, and Rossi the dark.
They sat well forward, applauded their favourites
outrageously, and threw them bouquets, much to the
delight of the audience.

Talking of mi¢me and the cinema, Cecchetti considers
that gesture as seen on the screen to-day is merely
pantomime. He is not a great admirer of Charlie
Chaplin ; he thinks that Max Linder is about the finest
comedian that he has seen amongst cinema artists.

As for dancing ? That is well-nigh impossible to
reproduce. The movements of a dancer are too quick
to be recorded without blurring; even photographs
of set positions are rarely accurate. There is something
about the camera that distorts, and gives a wrong
version.
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The study of the art of mime, in Cecchetti’s estima-
tion, should be of assistance to the cinema artist; it
might be possible to make their actions so perfect that
there would be no need to use captions; gesture would
give the whole story, as it did in the days of ancient
Rome, when actors performed in the big amphitheatres.
That was, in reality, the supreme epoch of the artist
mime, and one of the finest actors must have been he
whose place in the funeral cortége was immediately
behind the bier. It was his mission to act in gesture
the life and thoughts of the man who was dead !



CHAPTER VII

IT is said that all Romans have a family resemblance,

one to the other. The men are mostly small,
like the subject of these memoirs, and, like him, they
have a simplicity of character which, though it likes
peace, is quick and virile; hating and loving strongly
and to some purpose. With such a temperament,
friends and enemies are quickly made, and Cecchetti
as a young dancer of twenty-two had a good selection
of both. The novel effects which he introduced, his
agility, the perfection of his technique—and  his good
looks—kept people’s tongues wagging, and the pens
of the newspaper world active. When he became
engaged to a young lady in Cevetanova, he was over-
whelmed with congratulations, and he worked harder
than ever to add to the little fortune which he had
already gathered together. Time passed, but the
marriage for one reason and another was deferred.
More time went by, little differences sprang up between
the engaged couple, and during eight years kept on
recurring.

At the height of these misunderstandings Cecchetti
met Signorina Giuseppina de Maria at Naples, and,
after dancing with her in “Rolla,” he was rapidly falling
in love with her. He insisted on her coming to Copen-
hagen with his mother and sister, where they had a
brilliant season, and finally, with complete frankness,
he told her that he was engaged, but not happily. The

100
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young lady in Cevetanova had written him letters
which were far from satisfactory.

“I am going back to her now,” he announced,
“and if my engagement is broken off, then I shall
come to your family in Rome and ask for your hand
in marriage.”

Signorina de Maria did not pay much attention to the
speeches of a hot-headed young man, and she declares
that she went home and thought no more about him.

Cecchetti, however, was in earnest and acted
promptly. He went back to Cevetanova, found that
his fiancée showed a decided preference for someone
else; letters were returned, rings exchanged, and then
he ran to the railway station and took the train to
Rome. He went straight to the house of Signorina de
Maria, and briskly asked her father if he would permit
him to marry his daughter. With equal readiness the
father said: “NO!” He had very different projects
for his daughter’s future. He had no wish for her to
marry a dancer.

Cecchetti bowed. * Very well. I have done what
I said I would. I promised to come and make the offer
the moment I was free. Now it is finished, I will return
to Florence.”

Back he marched to the railway station, very definite
and assured. The train did not start for quite an hour,
and he waited about the platform, watching the gather-
ing crowd of travellers, and feeling that sufficient to
him were the things of the day, but that other days
would bring further developments. He looked at the
people round him, and presently could not take his eyes
away from a young girl who was standing a few paces
from him. Yes, he was right, it . . . it was Signorina
de Maria !

“I am going back to Florence to have some more
lessons of Lepri,”” she told him.
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They got into the train together, and they talked
long and rapidly throughout the night, oblivious of
their fellow-passengers, who glared at them, and
entrepted them to be quiet so that they could
sleep.

What a lot there is to discuss when an obdurate
parent has said ‘‘ No,” in capital letters! The father’s
refusal, the young man’s determination, the future, the
past, the present, the possibilities, obstructions; and the
young man was genuinely in love ; that was absorbing
enough in itself.

When they arrived at Florence Signorina de Maria
began to understand Signor Cecchetti, and to think
seriously about him. She went to Lepri’s school again
for a time, but Cecchetti had an engagement to dance
in Berlin, and she had an offer also. So they went off
happily, with oceans more to discuss, and the future
looking very pleasant indeed when viewed jointly, so
pleasant, in fact, that they decided to forget about the
“No” which had been said in Florence, and get
married in Berlin.

Cecchetti went to the Italian Consulate to make
the arrangements, but it took such a long time to get
the necessary documents through from Italy that the
ceremony was driven to the last hour before their
departure for Venice. In frantic haste the young couple
rushed to the Consulate, where they were married on
December 2nd, 1878. Then they tore back to the
railway station, bought chocolates and biscuits (the
restaurant car was unknown in those days) and had
their wedding breakfast on the train.

This was the hurried prelude to a long and happy
union !

There was not a town in Italy where the young couple
did not dance, and from Italy they went to Russia, and
were fulfilling an engagement in Moscow when the
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horrible assassination of the Czar Alexander II. made
the whole world shudder !

The following year Cecchetti went with his sister
to fulfil an engagement at Kieff, and he met with some
of the petty tyrannies of officialdom which beset the
traveller at that time, and which called upon all the
powers of patience that could be mustered. There is
a Russian proverb which says: ‘ The cause is decided
when the judge has taken a present,” and a traveller
at that date did well to keep it in mind, and put his
hand in his pocket whenever a difficulty arose. An
amusing story of the effect of such bribery is told in
connection with the corps de ballet at the Imperial
Theatre, Petrograd. A certain official was sent to see
if they were all there. He stood in the centre of the
stage while they marched round him, and he took special
care not to raise his eyes to their faces. Many of the
dancers were absent, but the official—having received,
it is said, a present—never looked higher than the
dancers’ legs. He counted them, and considered there
were the right number, and reported favourably that
nobody was missing.

Cecchetti, being new to the customs of the country,
made many mistakes. He found that if he went into
a post-office and didn’t take off his hat, nobody would
serve him. He didn’t realize that the little attentions
which were here and there bestowed upon him called
for a tip. He had not yet learned that in Russia the
kernel of the East lay in the shell of the West, and
that Oriental influence was stronger than Kuropean
civilization.

On this particular journey to Kieff he arrived at the
station to find that all his boxes, containing his stage
clothes and those of his sister, were not to be found.
That evening they both had to dance at the theatre, he
told the officials ; everyone he could find; he begged
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them to trace the boxes. They shrugged their
shoulders, answered politely that they would do their
best—and there the matter ended for the day.

At the theatre there was much commotion ; hours
of consultation and hurry and arrangements for the
evening performance. Scratch clothes, scratch scenery,
scratch music, scratch—everything !

The next morning Cecchetti went to the station to
make inquiries. Nothing had been heard of the boxes.
The next, and the next. At last he was told that
they had been found at Kiefferoff, further on. After
a fortnight he begged that the boxes should be returned
to him at Kieff. He waited a month, and then they
turned up. In the meantime their absence had caused
Cecchetti intense worry, discomfort and expense! So
he put in a claim for damages! The officials received
his request very agreeably, but whenever Cecchetti
went and asked for the sum he had demanded, he was
told to “ come again in fifteen days.”

“If you do not substantiate your claim within
three months,” he was informed, ‘* it is entirely void.”

Every fifteen days Cecchetti made his application,
and was greeted with the same formula, *“ Come again
in fifteen days!” until the three months had passed
and it was impossible to ask further. After that
Cecchetti remembered his father’s caution: °‘ Travel
third-class yourself, if you like, but send your luggage
first !’

Kieff seemed to bring Cecchetti more trials than
anywhere else in Russia, for when he was leaving to
return to Italy, he was kept till the last minute waiting
for three passports to be officially stamped at police-
headquarters. He had sent the concierge a week
before to have the necessary authorization, but that
personage only brought them at the last moment before
Cecchetti’s departure, He paid the fifteen roubles
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demanded and three more as a tip, then with a clear
conscience he got into the train. When the frontier
town of Volotchiska was reached, all the passengers
had to give up their passports. Cecchetti handed the
three for which he had paid fifteen roubles at Kieff to
the gendarme, and waited patiently for their return.

He waited a long time; waited to see his fellow-
passengers mount the train; waited to see the carriage
doors shut ; waited to see the train steam off !

“ Where are my passports ? > he demanded, in the
best Russian he knew.

* You cannot have them,” said the official. ‘‘ They
are not in order. You should have had them vizé-ed at
Kieff.”

‘*“ But I did have them vizé-ed. I paid fifteen roubles
to have it done ! ”’

I am sorry, but there is no stamp ! ”’

They showed him the passports, and he saw that
the Kieff stamp was lacking.

“What am I to do? I have two ladies with me.
You cannot expect us to stay here, where there is no
hotel, not even a house that is fit for them to stop in ! ”’

“ Well,” said one man, ¢ you must wait till we hear
from Kieff, otherwise there is nothing for you to do but
to appeal to the Governor of the province !

Cecchetti welcomed the idea. ‘ Where can I find
the Governor, where and when ? ”

It transpired that the Governor lived some ten
miles away at Pavlotchiska, and he might, or he might
not, be there. Cecchetti said he would take the chance !
He found a room in the little wooden house near by,
which like most village homes, was not suffering from
excessive cleanliness, and he put his sister and the
other member of the company there, telling them he
would be back soon. Then he went and bribed a man
to let him have his taraniass, and to drive him to the
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Governor’s house. After the usual bargaining, he
jumped into the springless wooden box and sat down
on the straw which was spread on the bottom. The
yemschik leapt up in front, uttered little cries to the
horses, and away they went, the bells tinkling, and
the driver talking to his team of three, as all Russian
drivers do: * Go on, little father, I shall be delighted
to give you an extra measure of corn; let me not
stick in the mud, and I will not forget thee!” * Keep
the pace, little mother, and you shall have a supper
that will warm thee for ever!” * Pull, you little
barbarian ; don’t shake your ears at me ; attend when
I speak to you!” and so on—all the way.

Jolt, jolt, bump, bump, over the rough road, in
a springless box on wheels! Cecchetti felt his bones
rattling together, and his limbs ache before they had
gone half the distance.

Part of the way lay through a thick forest, and in
the gloom and darkness Cecchetti began to feel his
heart tremble as well as his bones. He began to think
that his driver looked a ruffian. What might not this
tousle-headed, black-bearded fellow do to him ? He
could easily murder him, take his money, and throw
him into the ditch without anyone being the wiser.
On the top of his own terrors and discomfort, Cecchetti
began to be tormented with fears as to what might be
happening to those he had left behind. Two women,
with no protector! Clang, clang, clang! The three
ponies gave the rhythm to the tinkling of the bells;
the driver drove with a tight rein and talked to the
“ Little father” and the ‘ Little mother;”’ the fir-
trees shut them in on every side and excluded the light
of day !

Cecchetti owns that he was horribly frightened.
Presently the driver loosened his reins, and the tarantass
stopped in front of a small, undistinguished wooden
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house—the home of the Governor of the province.
It was almost black with the weather; it looked
isolated and dreary. Cecchetti got stiffly out of the
cart and went to the door, which was wide open. He
stepped in gingerly, and asked if the Governor was at
home ? No one answered; there was no sign of life,
He knocked at the door of the first room. “Is the
Governor at home? I have come a long way. 1
am in much difficulty. . . .” ete.

No answer.

He tried another door, repeating the same com-
plaint. Still no reply, and no signs of life.

He mounted the stairs; outside another door he
pleaded his cause to the vacant air; again at another.
He had just started with: *“Is the Governor at
home ? ”” when the door flew open, and with a thump
and a bump, and a wild, deep bark, out sprang an
immense wolfhound! Cecchetti clapped his hat over
the nose of the animal, which seemed to him as large
as a young pony, and much stronger, and then a voice
said: ‘“Who is there ?’’ Behind the dog stood a
pleasant-looking young lady, who laughed to see
Cecchetti’s struggles. ‘‘ He won’t hurt you,” she said ;
*“he’s like a lamb !

She called the dog away, and asked Cecchetti what
he was doing there, and what he wanted.

“I ... Iwant to see the Governor, please!”

“You can’t; this is after his office hours!”

“But I must. . . .”” Then followed the whole tale
of woe, ,

“Well, I don’t know! Papasha is downstairs; I
will go and see what he says.”

Cecchetti followed her closely, and heard his story
sympathetically retold.

The father turned in his chair, and inquired gruffly :
“Who is Cecchetti ?”’ at which Cecchetti entered,
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very suppliant, rather frightened, and looking woe-
begone.

The Governor laughed as his daughter had done.
But he took compassion; he wrote Cecchetti a pass
to carry him over the frontier, and he went jolting back
to Volotchiska, trembling at the thought of what might
have happened there.

However, his sister and her friend were safe and
sound, and nothing happened except the discomfort
of being compelled to share one room, where they sat
up all night, and when Cecchetti at last tumbled off
to sleep in his chair, he roused the house with his
shrieks because he dreamt he was being garrotted in
the wood !

The morning saw all three safely over the frontier,
in Italy.

In 1881, Luigi Manzotti, Italy’s noted choreo-
graphist, was occupied at La Scala, in Milan, in putting
on his great ballet ‘“ Excelsior.” It was a tremendous
turning-point in his life, which had been a curious
succession of upward progress. From his boyhood
Manzotti had been a close friend of the Cecchetti
family. Cecchetti’s father had treated him like
another son. His rise to fame was one of those
romantic stories which seem destined to end in success.
Up to the age of cighteen he was busy in the market
place at Milan, where his father had a fruit stall. In
the evenings, when the day’s work was over, he haunted
the theatres. He simply worshipped Salvini, and was
so struck with his gestures that he got the idea he
would like to become an artiste mime. He started by
getting an engagement as a super in ballet; then he
began to ask questions. Would it take a very long
time for him to become an artiste mime? No! It
would take six months. That decided him. He went
to a good master and worked hard. At the end of
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six months he got an engagement at a theatre in
Florence, and being a sincere artist and an excessively
good-looking young man, obtained a big success. He
was meticulous about his art, far more so than many
of those round him, whom he often astonished by his
perseverance.

One night he came off the stage and was seen
addressing his reflection in the looking-glass. “ Pig!
Wretched idiot, how dare you call yourself an artist ?
How dare you imagine that you have a single gift ?
How .. .%?”

Someone standing by had the temerity to inquire
what was the matter.

‘“ What is the matter ?”’ repeated Manzotti in
disgust. I forgot three gestures to-night, that is
what is the matter.”

Not long after his début as mime, Manzotti married
a noted ballerina, Pia Scotti, and, returning to Rome,
wrote his first ballet, ‘“ Il Moro delle Antille,”” which
was a failure. To compose music for a big ballet had
become a serious work of collaboration in the ’eighties.
The slipshod method of cutting up bits of music to fit
the ballet-master’s figures had begun to die out nearly
half a century before, and the writer of ballets in
Manzotti’s day always looked out for a composer who
would be in sympathy with his ideas. Manzotti was
fortunate in finding Romualdo Marenco, another of
those romantic, struggling people whose talent made
them rich and famous. All Marenco’s youthful ambi-
tions had been hampered by poverty. His mother
had been a dresser at a theatre, and he had knocked
about in theatre orchestras, picking up what he could
of knowledge; very hard-working, excessively ambi-
tious. Somehow he wrote an opera, which he sent
to the directors of La Scala, who courteously refused it.
Then he sent it to Verdi, who returned it to him,
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saying: “If I read every manuscript that was sent
to me, I should have no time for my own work.”
Failing in his ambitious attempt as an operatic com-
poser, he turned his attention to ballet music, and
collaborated with Cecchetti’s father in his successful
“ Embarcation of Garibaldi.” Then he met Manzotti,
and in the years that followed wrote the music for all
his ballets.

‘“ Excelsior 7. made Manzotti’s fortune. It went
all over Italy, and from there to Paris, where it was
performed with as much success as it had achieved
elsewhere. In 1885 it was brought to London, and
Cecchetti and his wife came with it. The company
was under the direction of two Italian impresarios,
Signor Corti and Signor Boracchi. They had had no
experience of English methods of management, and
started their season on Italian lines. With scarcely
any advertising or réclame in the daily papers, they
took His Majesty’s Theatre, which had been closed for
a long time, and had the stigma of failure hanging over
it. This was an obstacle in itself, but added to it
there was the decline of public taste for the ballet to
contend with. Dancing of the ballet type was just
then alluded to in a manner that was not at all pro-
mising for ‘° Excelsior,” and the phrase, *‘ We are
weary of the caperings of foreign artists,” was not a
felicitous introduction. Worse still, and utterly con-
fusing, was the paragraph which appeared in the
morning papers, stating that the lease of His Majesty’s
was for sale, and inviting bids. It needed a vast
amount of publicity to counteract all these opposing
forces, and unfortunately the management had no
notion of what was necessary. The theatre, suffering
from chill neglect and the star of ill-fortune, was
thrown open without any renovation, with no stir or
advertising. The ballet, inefficiently rehearsed, was
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performed in a manner that was almost fatal. Yet
its novelty was at once recognized by the critics, one
of whom said that “It was a lesson for Augustus
Harris, who would do well to note that there was no
need to drag audiences through moribund tales and
legends. A ballet could be up-to-date and still a ballet.”

As a matter of fact, nothing so spectacular or so
attractive and novel as “ Excelsior ”’ had been seen in
London up to that date. The subject was the struggle
between Good and Evil, between Progress and Retro-
gression. But instead of being worked out on the old-
fashioned lines, which were a mixture of fairy tale and
Christmas pantomime, the scenes were topical, the
action up-to-date. The public was shown the great
inventions of science which had influenced the pro-
gress of the world. The first steamer passing under
a bridge over which railway trains were moving ;
Volta trying to invent electricity and hampered by the
Spirit of Darkness. Then, in a flash, Progress showed
that he had succeeded, and the scene changed to the
big post office at Washington, where the telegraph
operators were at work, receiving and sending messages
to and from every part of the world. Then there was
the opening of the Suez Canal, which was spoken of as
a magnificent spectacle, and the exciting completion
of the Mont Cenis tunnel, with the French working on
one side and the Italians on the other. The tense
moment was reached when the Italians were waiting
to hear the French hammering through the last por-
tion of rock. At first they made a mistake, and
worked in the wrong direction—a true incident—and
then they discovered their error, and ground their way
through to the waiting Italians.

Signor Coppi was maitre de ballet, and Giovanni
Zaccarelli painted the scenery. The cost of production
came to about five thousand pounds, which was a good
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deal for those days, but which seems nothing when
compared with the twenty-five thousand pounds which
was expended on the recent production of ‘ The
Sleeping Beauty ” at the Alhambra in 1921.

The Press was distinctly pleased. The T'imes said
that * dancing was out of fashion and unwelcome,
but ¢ Excelsior’ was out of the ordinary type.”
Cecchetti’s dancing was praised by all the ecritics.
Still, it was no use! In spite of the efforts of good
dancers, of vivid and stirring spectacular effects, and
of pretty music, ““ Excelsior ”’ fared badly. Financial
collapse was imminent. A month after it began an
effort was made to add to its attraction by starting
with a ballet divertissement called *“ A Villa for Sale.”
This amusing little prelude was written by Cecchetti.
It parodied the trials of the July house-hunter, longing
to leave town and migrate to a nice little villa in the
country. Two families set their hearts on one villa,
and the winner was subjected to the annoyances which
the unsuccessful family worked up. The Salvation
Army, with General Booth’s Hallelujah Band—a
new and prominent part of life in the streets of
London just then—was included in the noises and
mysteries which made the villa a hell upon earth.
Cecchetti’s wife made the Salvation Army flags, and
the piece caused much amusement.

Nevertheless, the famous theatre, which in the
days of Mapleson had been the centre of Italian opera
and ballet, was not drawing. The stage, where Maria
Taglioni had inspired the technique of dancing with
new poetry, was full of people; the auditorium was
not. Yet there was plenty of praise and enthusiasm
about the ballet, and Cecchetti was singled out for
applause, especially in his own pas de deuz, which he
danced with Madame Giovannina Limido. At first
they danced with the accustomed pauses for applause.
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They started with the wusual introduction, en demi
caractére, which was one of Cecchetti’s innovations ;
then came the variation for the man, which always
brought him a terrific round of applause. It was
depressing, and even difficult, for Madame Limido to
follow. She waited in the wings while cries of ““ En-
core” rang through the house. She was a good
dancer, but Nature had not been kind to her in the
matter of looks. So for several nights the pas de deux
brought Cecchetti all the success and put Madame
Limido in the shade.

Cecchetti resented such a one-sided performance.
It was inartistic, and he saw a way in which it could
be remedied.

““ Madame Limido,” he said, ‘‘ we could make our
pas de deux a great success if we danced it through
and paid no attention to the applause. Directly I have
finished my variation, you must come on with yours.
We will go through it without stopping.”

She was very much opposed to the idea at first,
but Cecchetti won her over, and from that moment
their pas de deux raised a furore for both of them. The
effect was magical ; the audience, instead of singling
out Cecchetti, went wild over both the dancers, and
they had to repeat the whole pas de deux. On the first
night the change was made Henry Irving was in the
house, and in his most prodigal and kindly way, he
went on the stage after the performance and shook
the two dancers by the hand.

“You have given me intense pleasure to-night,”
he told them. ‘ Would you mind accepting a little
memento of my gratitude ? ” and he handed them each
a cheque for ten pounds.

Cecchetti thinks the compliment paid him by the
* English Salvini” one of the most gracious he has
ever received,

8
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“ Excelsior,” pulled back by bad management, con-
tinued its course for several months, after which it
was taken over by Charles Hawtrey, who was coining
money by drawing all London to see “The Private
Secretary ”’ at the Globe Theatre.

He, of course, saw what was wrong, and started his
management by closing His Majesty’s for eight days.
A host of painters and cleaners and carpenters had the
theatre to themselves, and it reopened with a flourish
of trumpets, redecorated ; its staircases banked with
flowers.

Cecchetti remained the bright and particular star
as premier danseur, but a pas seul was introduced for
Miss Kate Vaughan, and a great deal of publicity was
given to her salary, which was announced as seventy
pounds a week. It was a big amount at that time, and
considering she only danced twenty minutes, it made as
much stir as the three figures to which the salaries of
stars have risen in these days. The newspapers worked
out that Miss Vaughan was receiving about a pound a
minute ! After that there was more life round the box
office, and ‘“Excelsior’’ at last won the recognition it
gained in Italy.

Several accidents happened behind the scenes during
the run of ‘“Excelsior.” One of the most miraculous
escapes was that of a stage carpenter, who had climbed
on to a high batten to disentangle a rope. His foot
slipped, and he fell on to a couch which was one of the
“ props ”’ for Act II. It softened his fall, but it did not
prevent his breaking his arm and two ribs.

One morning when Cecchetti was rehearsing some
of the scenes, one of the ballet dancers got too close to
his stick. He kicked it by mistake, and it rebounded,
striking Cecchetti such a blow on the cheek that he
looked as though he had been fighting. When he
arrived home his face was every colour of the rainbow.
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‘““ What have you been doing ? ”” Madame Cecchetti
asked, in consternation.

‘“ Oh, boxing,” said Cecchetti, who was feeling just
then as though he would have liked to have a ‘“ round ”’
with the dancer who had been so clumsy.

A ballet-dancer’s kick is no small affair. It is
something to be reckoned with. There is a story that
Fanny Elssler was once crossing the ocean, and when
she was lying in her berth one night she saw a man
stealing towards her. She always kept her jewels under
her pillow, and she immediately made up her mind that
he was a thief. She waited till he came near to her,
then she kicked him in the chest, and he fell down
dead on the spot.

Something of the same sort happened to Cecchetti
whilst he was in London. He possessed a much-
treasured medallion, beautifully set with diamonds,
which had been presented to him by some of his admirers
in Italy. He was very proud of it, and often wore it
on a chain round his neck. His friends told him
repeatedly that he ought not to do it. ‘‘ Someone will
try and steal it, if you will persist in displaying it like
that.” But Cecchetti refused to pay any attention.
One day, as he was walking along a quiet street, a
young man passed him and caught sight of the medal-
lion. He went on a little way, then turned, passed
Cecchetti, turned again, came closer to him, turned
back, and finally lurched heavily against Cecchetti,
who put up his elbow to protect his medallion. At
the same time he gave the man a ballet-dancer’s kick !
He went down with a crash, and it was a long time before
he could get his breath, and when he did Cecchetti was
far away, continuing his slow pace and his contem-
plations.

London, without any knowledge of English, was a
difficult place to get about in in those days, and

8*
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Cecchetti got into several amusing muddles. He and
his wife used to climb on to the tops of ’buses and take
a ticket to the end of the route. Once, when the never-
ending rain made a torrential descent, they bundled
hastily into a hansom. Cecchetti gave the address, and
thought he was understood. But the cabby went on
driving and driving, though they were close to their
home. He waggled the trap-door above him. The
face from above peered through.

* All right, don’t you worry. I'm goin’ there as
fast as I can.”

He shut down the trap-door, flicked his horse, and
drove steadily on, muttering to himself: ‘ These ’ere
foreigners, they’re so excitable, keep on dancin’ about
inside my kib as though it was ’Ampstead 'Eath on a
bink ’oliday ! ”’

He was wrong. The inmates of his cab were per-
fectly quiet physically, but mentally they were much
agitated. Cecchetti put up his umbrella as a signal
to stop, and again endeavoured to explain. From the
other side of the rcad came the inevitable bobby,
strolling along, casting a roaming eye on the hansom.
The cabby, unable to understand a word, beckoned
to the policeman, and to him Cecchetti handed a piece
of paper he had just found in his pocket on which his
address was plainly written.

‘ Look ’ere,” said the policeman, ““’e wants Chelsea,
not Chiswick ! ”

The house was reached at last !

Apparently the police in the ’eighties were much more
assertive than they are now. There was none of that
youth and jocularity which characterizes them to-day.
One of the old panaceas for all ills seemed to be the
request to ‘“Move on!” From a lame donkey to a
state procession, the one thing needful was to *“ Move
on!” After the performances at His Majesty’s, the
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Italian dancers used to make a practice of seeing
each other home, in little knots of a dozen or so. As
a rule they stood at one another’s doors and talked
gaily. Up would come the heavy-footed bobby, and,
not knowing what terrible plot might be in process of
hatching amongst people who talked a foreign language,
he employed the usual formula: ‘“ Move on, please ! ”’

And they moved.

Cecchetti, like many others, looks back with regret
at the London of those days. It was a cheap place to
live in. The things in the shops were much less ex-
pensive than in Italy. Quite ordinary men wore top
hats, and women of small means wore the fashionable
bustle and high thimble toque. One could drowse
along in a ** growler >’ or go at a brisk pace in a ‘“ han-
som ’’ at a charge of sixpence a mile! At the theatres
*“No Fees ”’ was posted up on the walls; there was no
charge for the programme and nothing to pay for
leaving your hat in the cloak-room. There were no
bewildering taxis or motor horns to make one jump.
The old Metropolitan Railway trains puffed their way
through the suffocating air of Gower Street, and two-
pence took one a long way. Evening papers cost a
halfpenny, and dailies a penny! It was possible to live
on a modest income, and have something over !

In addition, London, from the stage-folk point of
view, was a very pleasant place indeed, because the old
insular ideas about actresses and actors were rapidly
falling to pieces. Dukes and duchesses entertained
the stars of the theatrical world at supper, and, according
to a humorous account of a writer of that date, an actress
often found herself seated between a ‘‘ Premier and a
Prelate at the dinner table.”

Actresses married peers of the realm, and people
began to understand that it was possible to adopt the
stage as a profession, and yet be an epitome of all the
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domestic virtues. Mr. and Mrs. Kendal, Mr. and Mrs.
Bancroft were at the apex of their popularity. The
latter were giving dances at their house in Berkeley
Square, while Mr. and Mrs. Kendal entertained in Har-
ley Street. Wilson Barrett was famous for his Sunday
suppers and banquets, and the most prodigal and
magnificent of all theatrical hosts was Mr. Henry
Irving, who had not yet been knighted. Brookfield,
Conway, Hawtrey, Toole, Hare, the beautiful Miss
Fortescue, Ellen Terry, were social * lions >’ that hos-
tesses vied with one another to entertain. The age of
silly prejudice had gone for ever.



CHAPTER VIII

HILE Cecchetti was in London, the management
of La Scala was busy arranging for the pro-
duction of another ballet by Manzotti. This was
“ Amor,” a choreographic conception which was even on
more elaborate lines than ““Excelsior.” ¢ Amor ” had its
origin in a much older ballet, ¢ Il Misolungi,”” in which
Cecchetti’s father and mother and sister had danced
thirty years previously. Manzotti, looking over the
dusty old files and scraps of manuscript which were
carefully preserved in the archives of the Scala Theatre,
came upon a copy of the old ballet. The idea appealed
to him, and out of it came “Amor.”” The leading role
of the Satyr was one which he considered only
Cecchetti could dance, so he was promptly engaged, and
went to La Scala to rehearse, after finishing his first
visit to London.

There, on the great stage, tremendous preparations
were in progress. Zacarelli was painting blue skies
and marble halls on immense stretches of canvas.
Women were busy matching colours and stitching
elaborate costumes. Carpenters were hammering,
crowds of supers standing about awaiting their cues.
On the stage Manzotti rehearsed the corps de ballet.
In his hand he held a huge truncheon, with which he
beat time on the boards. The rhythm came thun-
dering out like the blows of a sledge hammer. It was a
formidable weapon for a ballet master to handle, but
the taps of an ordinary stick would have been utterly
lost in the cavernous depths of La Scala stage.

119
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There were many other large theatres in Italy
where the truncheon was used, but ordinarily a bamboo
cane gave the rhythmic beats, and ballet masters
counted many presents of beautiful sticks amongst
their possessions. Cecchetti has a number, which have
come to him from various pupils. Nijinsky gave him
a beautiful cane with an exquisitely embossed gold
top, on which Cecchetti’s name is inscribed. Sticks
from India, from Japan, of great beauty and interest,
have been presented to him. His pupil Edina Santori,
who danced for a long time at the Empire, gave him
one in memory of a walk which they took together
in the country. She was very anxious to find a four-
leaf clover, being convinced that it would bring her
luck. Cecchetti saw two growing near him, but he
didn’t tell her. He suggested that she might try in
a new direction. To her delight she discovered them,
and being very pleased, she sent Cecchetti a magni-
ficent ebony stick, with a heavy gold top, surmounted
with a four-leaf clover, also in gold. Whilst he was in
Russia, every pupil of Cecchetti’s inscribed his or
her name on this stick, which, alas ! is one of the many
treasures lost to him in Petrograd.

“ Amor,”’ with its chariots and horses, its elephants,
its Roman legions, its gorgeous dresses and scenery,
brought the Milanese public crowding to see it. Man-
zotti had gained name and fame for immense concep-
tions ; this was on a larger scale than anything that had
been seen before. Six * Excelsior ”’ ballets could have
been put into it. When it was taken to Rome, part
of the street outside the theatre had to be shut off so
as to have room to organize the big processions before
entering on the stage. No theatre, except the Scala,
was really large enough for ‘“ Amor,” and consequently
from a monetary paint of view it did not represent as
much to Manzotti as ‘‘ Excelsior,” which was always
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being put on in some part of the world by either Coppi,
or Coppini, or Cecchetti himself. However, an
abridged version of ‘“ Amor” did come to London.
When the Kiralfy brothers built Olympia for
* Venice in London,” Coppini came and assisted them,
and in the second edition of that popular reproduction
of Venetian life he put on some of the scenes from
“ Amor ”’ as a ‘“ side show.”

Both Cecchetti and his wife made a hit in *° Amor,”
which was followed by the first performance of Verdi’s
*“ Otello.” This was another sensation of the season.
Tamagno, with a voice like a cannon, made the chande-
liers vibrate. The house was packed with a seething
mass of enthusiastic, excited people. For the first
time in the history of the Italian stage, the telephone
had been set up behind the scenes so that the King
could hear the performance in Rome. Verdi, hand-
some, courtly, elegant, sat at a table receiving shoals
of presents and telegrams. Enthusiasm ran high;
there was the liberating atmosphere of triumph which
indicates a lasting success.

Cecchetti waited to see the historic event, for
Verdi was the king of the hour where opera was con-
cerned, and each new production was looked forward to
with excitement. Then he went to Fermo to produce
““ Excelsior.” His wife played the principal rdle and
had quite an ovation.

In the company Cecchetti placed one of his best
pupils. This was Luigi Albertieri, now settled in
America as a teacher, but then at the commencement
of his career. Cecchetti was very pleased and proud
of the young man, and treated him like a son, and
he was very anxious to see him succeed; he also
wanted to prove his powers, but he didn’t like to
make Albertieri nervous by stating a fixed date when
he should make his début.
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So he made a little plan. He coached Albertieri
in his own part of the slave, and one night he pretended
to be ill. He went to the theatre as usual, and just
before the performance took Albertieri aside.

“ T cannot dance to-night ; I do not feelwell! You
must take my place!”

Albertieri opened his eyes in consternation.
“ What ? Take your place, Maestro ? ”’

“Yes! Come, you must be quick!”

“But...I...!”

“We are both the same size; you can wear my
clothes, such as they are.”

Albertieri hastened to his dressing room and smeared
on the dark grease paint, which made him look black
and quite unrecognizable.  Then he went on the
stage, and throughout the evening danced with so
much fervour and vigour that people, not knowing
a change had been made in the cast, whispered :
¢ Cecchetti is dancing well to-night! He is fuller of
life than ever. Bravo, bravo!” :

Cecchetti stood in the wings and watched him till
the final curtain, when a terrific round of applause
ensued. Albertieri bowed slightly, then he rushed
to the wings, seized Cecchetti and dragged him out.
He took him by the hands, and embraced him fer-
vently on each cheek repeatedly, and as he did so the
paint from his face came off on Cecchetti’s face.
There they stood, while the audience yelled with
delight, and Cecchetti gradually turned from white
to black! When the curtain finally went down the
laughter behind the scenes was as hearty as it had been
in the front of the house.

From Fermo, Cecchetti went to Rome, where he
was engaged to dance again in ‘ Amor,” which was
with much difficulty fitted into the smaller theatre
proportions. Then he went back to La Scala to play
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in a series of Manzotti’s ballets, including ¢ Rolla,”
¢ Narenta” and * Sicba.”

In the summer of 1887, Cecchetti and his brother took
a troupe of Italian ballet dancers to Petrograd, where
they played at the beautiful Arcadia, a noted centre
of amusement during the months that the theatres were
closed. Madame Limido, who was Cecchetti’s partner
in the ‘“ Excelsior ” ballet in London, went as prima
ballerina, and Madame Cecchetti as the leading mime.
For the first ballet, Cecchetti put on his own “ Le
Pouvoir de ’Amour,” and a potpourri of ““ Excelsior.”
The latter fired M. Poliokoff and M. Alexandre, the
managers of the Arcadia, with the ambition to put
on the whole ballet. But as the stage was far too
small, another of Manzotti’s ballets was chosen. This
was ‘‘ Sieba,” a Scandinavian legend, dealing with
the mythical King of Thule. This ballet was not
quite as elaborate as ““ Excelsior,” nevertheless it was
a tight fit, especially in the last act, when two hundred
people passed in procession. Madame Cecchetti took
the part of the King of Thule, Madame Limido was
the premiére danseuse, and Cecchetti danced in the
first act only. The opening night was a scene of
excitement such as the Arcadia had rarely wit-
nessed. All the dancers from the Imperial Theatre
had thronged there when the Italians first arrived to
see their performance, and the prospect of seeing one
of Manzotti’s famous ballets brought them crowding
to the spot. In the audience there were M. Petipa,
General Sevolovski, the Director of the Marynski
Theatre, and pretty nearly everybody who was directly
interested in the art of the ballet, or just took an idle
pleasure in seeing it.

Behind the scenes the crush and excitement was
terrific. Everyone was at work, from the Director
himself to the most unimportant super. People were
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stuffing themselves into clothes, men in evening dress
were tugging about scenery, Cecchetti and his brother
leapt about from place to place giving orders, artists
from the Marynski came and offered to help. Enthu-
siasm ran high, and nobody thought any occupation
too mean so long as they were in the rush.

All went well until the last act. Cecchetti had
changed his clothes, and he went into the orchestra
to gain an impression of the performance. His brother
was dancing, then the processions began to pass, and
for a moment Cecchetti held his breath, for one com-
pany had come in too soon and was blocking the way
of the rest. Cecchetti rushed round to the stage
door, took off the coat he was wearing and turned it
inside out, for he realized that he had no time to get
into his tights. Fortunately it was lined with red
and would pass in the crowd. He got quickly on to
the stage, pulled the erring company out of the way,
took them round to their right entrance, and saved a
perilous moment which threatened to ruin the whole
of the last act. One of those demonstrations of
pleasure of which perhaps Russian audiences alone
are capable greeted the performance, and for the
rest of the time in Petrograd the Italian dancers were
féted and entertained till they were tired out. M.
Poliokoff, the manager, gave them sumptuous suppers,
and got gipsy dancers and gipsy singers and Bohemians
and Caucasians to amuse his guests with the songs
and dances of their race and country. Hearing Madame
Cecchetti express the wish to see the Volga, he insisted
on the whole troupe coming down to his country
house. He chartered a special steamer, and they all
boarded it after a certain performance was concluded
at Arcadia. It was then very late, but M. Poliokoff
seemed to have an unending store of energy. For
every moment of the journey he had arranged some
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diversion, and, by the time they arrived at his house,
on the banks of the Volga, most of them were satiated
with too much entertaining. The prima ballerina,
the mime, the danseuse, all went to lie down and get
some sleep when they arrived at M. Poliokoff’s house,
but they had not reckoned on the chance of more
amusement. There was a band! 4 military band!
It was ready to give them the fullest welcome on a
hot August morning! A little breeze stirred the aspen
leaves on the trees, the distant corn-fields were ripe
and yellow, the Volga flowed nobly through the valley—
and the band played! Up in their rooms the ballerinas
and the coryphées yawned with sleepiness.

Downstairs the men dancers thought of availing
themselves of the boats which were placed for their
disposal, while the band, having partaken freely of
refreshment, also thought that a turn on the river
would be agreeable. They promptly took possession
of every boat they could find, while the guests stood
on the shore and called to them.

Replies which sounded like invocations to his
Satanic Majesty to carry every Italian that was ever
born away to a still warmer place floated back to the
shore.

*“ Come back !’ Cecchetti shouted.

Laughter and rudeness greeted his command.

*“ Come back ! ”’ he repeated.

Finally the subservience characteristic of the Rus-
sian peasant came uppermost, and the men returned
to shore, but they were in a very bad temper indeed.
Pleasant libations, followed by exercise in the burning
sun, roused them to a state of bellicose argument, and
a terrific attack and repulse ensued. Cecchetti, his
brother, and Albertieri, who snatched a sword and
brandished it, standing on the side of a hill had the
advantage, and, like Horatio and his brethren, they
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hurled the enemy backwards. The bandsmen rolled
down the incline like automatons. Of course the
noise of the disturbance reached the inmates of the
house, and M. Poliokoff himself had to come out and
restore order.

That afternoon the artists who had been delighting
Petrograd audiences returned, wearied out, feeling
that there was such a thing in life as being over-
entertained.

The farewell performance of the Italian troupe at
the Arcadia was the culminating point of a season
of excitement and enthusiasm. The sculptor Praga
made plaster busts of Madame Limido and Cecchetti.
These were placed on either side of the stage, and the
artists from the opera crowned them with laurel
wreaths. During the productions dancers from the
Marynski Theatre had been rehearsed by Cecchetti,
and they presented him with an address, thanking
him for showing them how to work; atthe same time
they gave him a beautiful cut-glass set of liqueur
glasses and decanter in a case, and numerous other
tokens of admiration.

There were speeches, and bowings, and ““ Bravos ! ”
and ‘““Bravas! ” and everyone was elated and
pleased.

That ended the season at the Arcadia, but it
marked the beginning of Cecchetti’s carcer at the
Imperial Theatre. The Director of the Marynski had
recognized that Russia could boast of no such artist
as Cecchetti. '

The Russians have always been dancing people,
but the best technique—that mixture of France and
Italy—was needed to bring out the gifts which lay
dormant. Already the Imperial control had recognized
this fact, and it had becn steadily maintaining a some-
what inferior ballet in Petrograd and Moscow, while
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ballet had risen to perfection and fallen into a decline
in Europe.

Of course Cecchetti was a desirable star, and he
was immediately approached about an engagement by
the Imperial management. He was fascinated by the
country, charmed with the audiences, and accepted.

Ballet was the delight of the aristocracy, from the
Emperor downwards. Not many strangers could get
access to the Marynski Theatre (Little Marie Theatre).
The general public had little chance either: first,
because of the high prices of admission; secondly,
because of the long list of subscribers, which practically
filled the theatre. Every year these abonnés renewed
their tickets, and often boxes and stalls were handed
down from father to son. Sometimes, when a sub-
scriber died, he willed his ticket to his heir, so that
the Marynski, in addition to being a theatre, was a
social centre where people were sure to meet their
friends.

Not only was the Marynski supported by an Im-
perial grant, but so also was the Imperial School of
Ballet, which fed the corps de ballet, and gave early
tuition to such celebrities as Pavlova, Karsavina,
Nijinsky, and a whole line of dancers, who learnt the
technique which had been imported from France and
Italy, and who in latter years have taken Western
Europe by storm.

The school was founded by the Empress Anne,
who shared the taste of her illustrious predecessor,
Peter the Great, for Western amusements. Its modern
period, however, dates from 1802, when Didelot was
brought from France and appointed director.

When Cecchetti first took up his duties there in 1887,
free tuition was given to 48 girls and 48 boys, who
lived in a house set aside for them. Three of each of
these 48 were provided for by a legacy which Didelot
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had left for the purpose. There were also a certain
number of exlernes—pupils who lived away from the
school, but were given special permission to avail
themselves of the teaching provided. They paid
about thirty pounds a year. Every child had to pass
an examination before being admitted, and often at
the beginning of the term the professors would have to
select from some two to three hundred applicants
when there were only about six vacancies.

The minimum age of entrance was fixed at nine,
the maximum at eleven. In Italy, where children
develop more quickly than in northern countries,
Cecchetti says that the age of beginning can be made
a year earlier, making the minimum eight and the
maximum ten; but he considers that any child, no
matter how well developed, should not start before eight.

Once a pupil was accepted, there was no going
back from the contract unless it was a case of some
serious physical drawback. But, as they were so care-
fully chosen, both from the point of view of strength
and ability, they developed on healthy lines. A con-
tract bound them to nine years’ tuition at the Imperial
School, and at the conclusion they had to dance at
the Opera House in Moscow, or at the Marynski in
Petrograd, for a moderate salary. As a career it did
not offer luxury, but a pupil was sure of a future and
a living, either as a dancer or a teacher. There was
also a good opportunity of adding to the income
derived from the Imperial Treasury by obtaining
engagements during the summer months, when the
Imperial theatres were closed.

In addition to the training as a ballet dancer, pupils
were given a general education. It didn’t go very far,
but it did more than cover the three R’s, for there
were opportunities of learning drawing, and music,
and the piano, and elocution, and acting.
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During the first year pupils were only allowed to
visit their parents on Sundays; after that they were
carefully looked after. They were chaperoned wherever
they went, and watched over by nurses, and doctors,
and chiropodists.

M. Gert was the principal teacher at the school
when Cecchetti was appointed. He mostly taught the
men. He was himself a graceful dancer, of not any
great attainments, but he was extremely popular, and
an immense favourite with the public. In a pasde deux
he was perfection ; but he had a habit of shirking his
pas seul, and sending on a couple of his pupils to dance
in his place, an idiosyncrasy to which the public became
accustomed and applauded all the same.

The real patrons of the school were the Emperor
and Empress. They were the ¢ Little Father” and
the ““ Little Mother,” whom the pupils looked upon as
their special protectors. Every year the Emperor
and Empress came and dined at the school. The
evening was, of course, a tremendous occasion, yet it
was quite informal and simple. The Emperor sat at
the head of the boys’ table, the Empress at the head
of the girls’ table. The children talked freely to them,
calling them ¢ Papasha,” and ‘ Mamasha ™ (Little
Papa and Little Mama), and the honoured guests
chatted with them with parental kindliness. When
the meal was ended, and the moment came for the
Royalties to depart, all the pupils clustered round them
to the carriage. The visit usually concluded with the
Emperor making the popular announcement that the
pupils were to have ¢ three days’ special holiday.”

At the time of Cecchetti’s début at the Marynski,
there was a rival opera house which backed on to it.
This was the Great Theatre; a handsome edifice, the
interior of which was beautifully decorated and fitted.
In every way it was superior to the Marynski, which

9
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was not as large, nor as elegant inside; neither had it
the acoustic properties of its more important neigh-
bour. The Great Theatre was under the management
of an impresario who was something of a thorn in the
side of the directors of the Marynski, because of the
immense attractions which he organized for his patrons.
His seasons of Italian opera brought Patti and Nicolini,
Sembrich, Scalchi, Melba, and pretty nearly every great
operatic singer of the day. They formed a strong
counter-attraction at a time when the large public
had a flair for foreign art, and were inclined to depre-
ciate native talent.

People who have not been in Russia cannot imagine
the demonstrations of enthusiasm of which an audience
is capable. When Patti was singing in opera at Petro-
grad, the last fall of the curtain was never accepted as
final. Over and over again it had to be drawn up until
she sang an encore, usually Alabieff’s * Nightingale,”
in Russian. Flowers, deafening applause, and often
people climbing on to the stage, where they shook hands
with their adored singer. Frequently the demon-
stration did not end here. OQutside the crowd gathered,
and when Patti got into her carriage, pressed forward,
took the horses out of the shafts and dragged the
vehicle to her hotel. When Christine Nilsson was
singing in Petrograd at the same time as Patti, there
were rival factions of the admiring public. Nilsson
as Marguerite was exquisitely beautiful and appeal-
ing, and as she was also the subject of enthusiastic
demonstrations, so she also had to adopt a Russian
song for an encore. Her choice was that plaintive
folk-song, ““ You are my darling, you are my love,”
which she sang with tender expression and lowered
eyes that absolutely entranced those who listened.

As the theatre was Government property, and the
Emperor saw the need of a Conservatoire of Music, the



The Master of the Russian Ballet 181

Great Theatre was taken for this purpose, and the
seasons of Italian opera were transferred to the
Aquarium.

At the Marynski Theatre audiences were given
Russian opera and ballet. All the Imperial artists
were well paid. They were engaged by the year, and
whether they played or not, also during their holidays,
they received their salary every month. Opera was
performed every night in the week except Sunday,
which was set aside for the ballet. There was great
rivalry between the directors of the two attractions,
and also between the singers and dancers. The
operatic artists schemed to get rid of theballet. Little
moves were made, little obstacles set up. Once the
Emperor Nicholas II. was approached about putting
down the ballet altogether. But he did not seem at
all inclined. Then came the idea of erecting a new
theatre, with the excuse that the Marynski was old-
fashioned and bad for sound. The Emperor was again
appealed to, and he said that if an idea of the cost
would be given he would consider the scheme. With-
out due consideration he was told that it would cost
about six million roubles, but when the appeal was set
down on paper the figure came to double the sum.

The Emperor read it through. ‘I cannot see that
your proposition will save money.”

Then it was suggested that expenses would be cut
down if the ballet was given up.

‘““ What,” said the Emperor, *“are you proposing
to put a number of people out of work ? No! The
ballet happens to be the one thing I enjoy.”

He ran his pencil through the project and returned
it.

There were many who shared the Emperor’s opinion,
and this was evidenced by the fact that the opera was
not always crowded, the ballet was.

9*
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Cecchetti made his first appearance at the Marynski
Theatre in * The Tulip of Haarlem,” a pretty ballet
by Leon Ivanoff, one of the professors at the Imperial
School of Ballet. It is amongst the many ballets that
have never been seen in England. He danced a much-
admired pas de deux with Madame Nikitine, who was
the star of the hour at the Imperial Theatre just then,
and this was followed by * L’Ordre du Roi,” adapted
from Victor Hugo’s * Le Roi I'a dit,” in which he
partnered the brilliant Virginia Zucchi. During
rehearsals there was a good deal of discussion about
La Zucchi’s dress in this ballet. She was supposed to
wear a costume of the Marie Stuart type, with a high
Medici collar. At each spiked point a pearl had been
hung. There was no doubt that the idea was excellent
and effective, but La Zucchi was against it, because
Cecchetti, as a fisherman, carried a net, and she saw
the possibilities of getting entangled in a way that
would make their dancing excessively awkward. But
the policy of the Imperial Theatre was fairly autocratic,
and even a prima ballerina had to abide by the decision
of the maitre de ballet. So the pearls were sewn on
with great care and firmness, and the evening came.
La Zucchi and Cecchetti started their pas de deuz, he
revolved round her gracefully with his net, both of
them striving to avoid the entanglement which they
feared. All of a sudden Cecchetti felt a tug, and there
was La Zucchi fastened like a fish, and trying to get
free. They continued to dance, while La Zucchi kept
on whispering, ¢ Pull, Cecchetti! Pull hard!” He
did, with the result that the collar and the pearls fell
to the ground, the pearls rolling in every direction.

“I knew it would happen,” said La Zucchi, after
they had taken their numerous calls. “ I knew it, but
M. Petipa would not listen to me ! ”’

Now, M. Marius Petipa was a very important person
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at the Marynski Theatre. He was the maitre de ballet,
a Frenchman by birth, and an artist of long experience.
When Cecchetti made his début there, Petipa had been
in Petrograd nearly thirty years; he was then over
sixty, Cecchetti was thirty-seven. A long line of
successes as a dancer and producer of ballets lay behind
him. He could look back to his début with Carlotta
Grisi at the Comédie Francaise in Paris, in a benefit
performance for Rachel, and he danced with her at
her farewell performance in 1848, in ¢ The Peri.”” His
reign in Petrograd had begun before Cecchetti was
born, and there had been nobody to dispute his word
or his ideas during that time. The arrival of a young
dancer of Cecchetti’s youth and gifts was naturally
quite an event, and it had its disturbing effect on
Petipa’s supremacy, especially when the former was
also appointed, a year later, second maitre de ballet.
Then it was a case of the new meeting the old and well-
established. They were both passionately devoted to
their art, but there was one branch of it in which
Cecchetti excelled everyone at Petrograd ; that was as
a mime. Both he and Madame Cecchetti could put
everyone in the shade as mimic artists; they could
even teach M. Petipa. It was here that they showed
the supremacy of Italian tradition, for the artist mime
in France had always been inferior to those of Italy.
The French dancers had been foremost in fixing the
rules of dancing, but the mime was born and bred in
Italy, and the union of dancing and mime had come
about in the following way. In the old days there
were two kinds of dancing, called the ‘“ Dance Noble,”
and the ‘“ Dance Grotesque.” As a rule two ballets
were given in an evening, one for graceful, elegant
dancing, for which French dancers were more than
often engaged, and the * Dance Grotesque,” which was
more or less humorous and quaint. It was in the
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latter that the Italians excelled. The union of the
two started the vogue of those numberless ballets
d’action, of which Petipa wrote quite sixty, and which
were at their height in the ’eighties. It was in his
combination of dancer and mime that Cecchetti became
the best artist of his day.

Both Petipa and Cecchetti had strongly defined ideas
of technique and of production, but the older artist
had many years’ start of the younger at Petrograd, and
he was perhaps not quite as open to new ideas as he
might have been. As mailre de ballet he had upheld
the traditions of dancing there with dignity and firm-
ness, and he had become accustomed to his word being
law, and this did not make the way easy for the new
artists, who came from Italy primed with new standards
and ideas of reform. No one felt this more than
La Zucchi, who was the first Italian dancer to visit
Petrograd. She first started by reforming the ballet
skirts, which were worn far too long to suit her taste,
and she was always having good-natured passages at
arms with Petipa. Both were gifted with quick
repartee and satire.

Petipa was meticulous about the correctness of the
costumes worn in the ballets. Everything had to be
according to the period, and he had somewhat old-
fashioned ideas about the dignity of the types repre-
sented. A King should always wear a crown, and a
Queen must always look royal and unruffled, no matter
in what situation she might be placed.

One night, after the first performance of a little
ballet called *‘ La Fille de Farone,” a most amusing
battle of words took place between La Zucchi and
Petipa. La Zucchi played the part of a Queen in the
production, and in one scene she and her ladies-in-
waiting were amusing themselves by hunting in the
forest. The Queen was in royal robes, with her crown
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on her head, and there was an exciting moment when
she got separated from her suite. She gazed round
rather frightened at finding herself alone, and shrank
in terror when she saw a tiger come down the mountain
in pursuit of her. Of course she looked round for
some sort of protection, and seeing none, jumped into
the water, where she screamed loudly for help. The
neglectful members of her party heard her, and came
to her rescue.

La Zucchi’s conception led her to get as near to
nature as possible. Before she was rescued she tore
off her crown, pulled down her hair, disarranged her
clothes, and was dragged out in a half-fainting state.
This greatly distressed M. Petipa, who rushed round
to her, protesting.

‘“ How could you, a Queen, think of appearing
before the audience in such an untidy state ? ”’

‘ Untidy, why not ?

** Where was your crown ?

*“ In the water, of course ; where else would it be ?

‘“ But you are a Queen ; you ought not to be without
it!”

La Zucchi’s eyes twinkled !

“My crown I lost in the water, and I can tell you
this, M. Petipa, had you been pursued by a tiger, you
would have lost not only your crown, but your trousers
too!”

That ended the discussion !

No man in Petrograd had a larger store of anecdotes
than Petipa, and when he was in the humour—this
generally happened on the nights there were special
rehearsals for the leading dancers—he told them with
a zest that was irresistible. He used to enjoy recount-
ing his engagement at the Imperial Theatre. It
occurred in the summer, when the theatre was closed,
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but he was rather ignorant of the seasons then, and
when he went up to the Director’s office he expected to
sign his contract and receive orders. He signed the
contract, then the Director turned to him and said:
“ Well, that’s settled ; now you can go!”

Petipa was a young man at the time, and he felt
considerably shaken by the order to depart. He
wondered if there was some mistake, and he wasn’t
really engaged, after all.

‘“ But, Excellency, is there nothing for me to do?”

““ Nothing till August. Allez-vous promener !’ And
he went. But first he visited the Operatic Treasury,
where he was generously given an advance on his
salary. Ah! The artists at the Imperial Theatre
were treated in a lavish way, he thought; and he
never changed his opinion.



CHAPTER IX

ETIPA’S anecdotes of the Russian Royal Family
were excessively entertaining, and they had
the freshness of being obtained on the spot, and not
out of books, for Petipa had lived in Petrograd during
the reign of four Emperors : Nicholas I., Alexander II.,
Alexander III. and Nicholas II. Cecchetti recalls the
felicitous way he used to recount how Nicholas I.
treated a certain gentleman at his court whose
losses at cards kept him in a constant state of
impecuniosity and debt.

Once the collapse in the fortunes of the gambler
was so serious that he retired to his bed, feeling very
ill indeed. Nicholas soon noticed his absence from the
Palace. He made inquiries.

*“ Where is — ? 7

“ Oh, your Majesty, he is ill 1”7

* What is the matter with him ? ”

“ Oh, your Majesty, it is the kind of illness that
often comes to those who play for high stakes at cards,
and lose more than they can afford ! ”

13 Umph ! 2

The Emperor went to a book-case, took out a
volume, turned over the pages, and between each leaf
he placed a * Katarina ”’ (a hundred roubles).

“ Take that to —, with my compliments, and tell
him I hope he will find it entertaining ! ”’

The book was at once delivered, and it had such a
reviving influence that the recipient presented himself

137
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at court the next day, ready for more indulgence in his
weakness for cards. The Emperor at once singled
him out.

“ Well, ——, how are you? Recovered from your
illness ?

“Yes, your Majesty, I am almost well ! ”’

* Did you read my book I sent you ? ”

“Indeed I did, your Majesty! I enjoyed it so
much that I am waiting for a second edition !’

The Emperor again went to his book-case, took out
another volume, interlarded the pages with more
* Katarinas,” and wrote on the top: ‘ The Second
Edition, and the last ! >

Cecchetti’s memories of Petrograd extended as far
back as his first visit in 1874, when Alexander II. was
Czar of Russia, and he, too, recalls many good stories
of Nicholas I., who was manly and soldierly, and had
a strong sense of responsibility. One was amongst the
bons mots in Petrograd, and recalled how Nicholas,
driving along a certain street one day, saw a soldier
lurching along, evidently the worse for drink. Now
the effect of vodka on the peasant is generally one of
happiness. He smiles and beams with good temper.
The Emperor stopped his carriage and called the soldier
to him.

*“ Where are you going ? ” he asked.

The man steadied himself as much as possible,
saluted, and with extraordinary simplicity, replied :

“Y...yourM...M...Majesty .. . I.

I am taking a ... a soldler to ... to the guard
room !’

The Emperor laughed.

“ Well, you had better go there quickly. March!”
The man pulled himself together and, with a foolish
smile, again saluted. Then he turned himself round
jerkily, and went in the direction of the guard room.
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Two days later the Emperor went and made inquiries.

* Did a soldier come here the day before yesterday,
drunk ? 7’

“Yes, your Majesty.”

* Did you lock him up ?”

“Yes, your Majesty !

“ Well, then, you can release him at once!’’ and
he handed the officer a written order.

Still another anecdote of royalty is that about
Alexander II., son of Nicholas, always remembered
for the kindliness and amiability of his nature. It
was a particular favourite with the artists at the Imperial
Theatre, because it had to do with Giulia Grisi, the
singer, cousin of Carlotta Grisi, the dancer. Grisi and
her husband, Mario, were fulfilling an engagement in
Petrograd, and one morning it chanced that the Em-
peror was about to mount the stairs at the Marynski,
when Grisi was coming down. Her two little daughters
were on either side of her, holding her hands, and when
the Emperor saw them he stopped and smiled.

“Ah!” said he, ‘““Madame Grisi and her two
pretty little Grisettes !

Madame Grisi bowed and smiled.

* Pardon me, your Majesty, not Grisettes—Mario-
nettes !

Travelling still further back into the anecdotage
surrounding the Emperors of Russia, Cecchetti remem-
bers numerous stories which Petipa used to tell about
Peter the Great and Frederick the Great.

Perhaps the most amusing is the one which dwells
on the exceptional strength and size of the two.

Frederick the Great arrived one day incognito at
Petrograd. He went to the palace and asked if the
Emperor was at home. He was informed that his
Majesty was out. Would the stranger care to leave
acard ? The stranger said he would. He put his hand
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in his pocket, took out a silver rouble. For a second
he held it between his thumb and two fingers. Quite
slowly he bent it together, then handed it to the
attendant.

* That is my card !’

When Peter the Great returned, the rouble, folded
in two, was brought to him.

“Your Majesty, a tall, big gentleman came and
asked for you this afternoon. He wished an audience
with your Majesty ! ”’

“ Who was he ? 7,

*“ T do not know, but he left this.”

The attendant handed the rouble rather diffidently.

The Emperor took it.

*“ Who bent this money together ? ”’

*“ The gentleman himself, your Majesty.”

“Ah! Now I know who it is. Only Frederick and
I could do such a thing!”

Cecchetti’s first season at the Imperial Theatre
thoroughly established him. His gifts and knowledge
brought him numberless compliments, and the Marynski
Theatre was fuller than it had ever been.

The following year he was appointed second maitre
de ballet, a post which drew him into closer contact
with M. Petipa. Naturally, he was immediately asked
to prove his capabilities by putting on a ballet. Now
the word “ tradition” had its fullest meaning at the
Imperial Theatres. The State-aided opera, ballet and
drama were not so much influenced by the whims
of the public as private enterprises. The artists felt
a sense of security; there was time to develop and
think ; they had no financial worries, and though
there might be the danger of falling into a state of sleepy
routine, the sheer pleasure of singing, and acting, and
dancing, had full scope. The old theory of Charles IX.,
that artists should be kept lean, or no good would come
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out of them, was not observed in Petrograd. Every-
thing was done to help them; no expense was spared,
and the past glories, the traditional triumphs, the
echoes of famous names and famous productions were
preserved. Many old artists were retained because
they had danced in some ballet which was a landmark
in stage history. If the Directors felt inclined to
revive one of them they did so without consulting
whether the public would like it or not, because the
mutual understanding between audience and artists
was so well established there was no questioning on
either side.

The first ballet which Cecchetti was asked to revive
was °° Katarina, la Fille du Bandit,” a very ancient
affair, yet a pretty ballet, which had been written by
Carlotta Grisi’s husband, Perrot, to music by Pugni,
the latter having at one time conducted the orchestra
at the Marynski. When Cecchetti was a child, his
father had often mounted this ballet, and he had
kept all his father’s notes, and knew it well. The
Directors called him and made the suggestion that the
ballet should be revived.

“ Do you know it ? ”’

¢ Perfectly.”

‘“ Are you sure you can put it on as it should be done ?
It is traditional ! ”

*“ Yes, but if I put it on exactly as it is written, it
will be very old-fashioned. Many of the dances are
out of date, and in the last act others could be intro-
duced ! ”

The Director at that date was His Excellency
General Sevolovsky, a charming man, with broad
views in art, He told Cecchetti to put on the ballet
as he thought best, and if he wanted the score revivified
he was to go to M. Drigo, the chef d’orchesire, and he
would supply what was needed.
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So Cecchetti, with all his father’s notes to help
him, started rehearsing, and very often M. Petipa
came to see how the ballet was shaping, One morning
he was busily rehearsing one of the most effective
scenes. It represented a typical bandit’s home amongst
the rocks, with a lovely entrance for the bandit’s
daughter against the sky-line! Before she arrived,
the bandits, who were women, went through their
manceuvres, shouldering arms, and marching about
the stage: DPetipa’s voice resounded from the
auditorium.

“ Ah, it is evident you have never been in the
army, Cecchetti. Soldiers don’t present arms like
that ! ”

With appropriate quickness Cecchetti replied :
“You have never been in Italy, M. Petipa, or you
would know that this is how bandits present arms in my
country !

Cecchetti put his famous pas de deuz, ‘‘ La Cio-
ciara,” into this ballet, and there was a good deal
of amusement and chatter in the coulzsses, because the
young lady who took the part of the peasant insisted
on having all her clothes made of silk, and discarded
the quaint sandals for high-heeled shoes! Of course
it was absolutely ridiculous, but she maintained that
the Imperial Theatre was far too select for the rough
peasant’s dress, though it might be more appropriate
to the character !

The ballet was very much liked, and won the
fullest approbation of the Director, and even M. Petipa
complimented the young maitre de ballet.

Cesare Pugni, who wrote the original music to
‘“ Katarina, la Fille du Bandit,” was a favourite topic
of conversation with M. Petipa, whose sense of humour
was rarely blinded by the annoyances and worries of
producing ballets. It was during his reign that Pugni
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came from Italy and was engaged at the Imperial
Theatre as chef d’orchestre, where he remained for
thirty years. He had made his début in musical work
by writing airs which were introduced into operas
by other composers, and in this way he ‘ devilled ”
for Donizetti. His talent was undoubted, and Pugni
turned out a number of operas, and quite twenty-one
ballets for Milan, Paris and Petrograd. But he wrote
with haste, and carelessly, and he was rarely sober.
All his money was spent in wine, and his desire for more.
His duties as chef d’orchestre included, of course, writing
any dances, waltzes, marches that the maitre de ballet
required. Petipa was always in the position of ‘‘ flogging
the donkey.” For days he was kept on tenterhooks,
waiting some special item of music which he was
wanting to rehearse. A sort of attack and repulse
was going on every time the two men met.

‘“ Well, Pugni, have you brought the march ?”

‘“ Oh, I hadn’t time yesterday. You . . . you shall
have it to-morrow.”

On the morrow they met again.

‘*“ We must rehearse the march this morning. Pugni,
have you brought it ?

“No .. .1 started, but the cat scratched my
hand, and I ... I could not hold the pen. Don’t
worry, you shall have it in good time.”

“But I must have it. You understand, I cannot
wait any longer!”

“Yes ... yes ... to-morrow!”

On the morrow.

The company assembled ; the march eagerly awaited.
Pugni arrives ; Petipa makes the usual inquiry.

‘“ Have you brought the march ? ”

“Oh, I amsorry . .. Iwroteit,but ... I...1
can’t think what has become of it. I put it on my
table . . . yes, I am sure I put it on my table. . .
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I will write another, and you shall have it. . . . Don’t
worry ! 7

The following day, the same scene, the same question.

“ The march, Pugni; you understand, I cannot
wait another moment for it. Have you brought it 7 ”’

“ Last night . . . when I got home . . . there were
no candles. . . . I could not see to write . .. but
don’t worry, yan shall have the march in plenty of
time.”

Petipa went to the grocer’s and ordered a large
box of candles to be sent to Pugni at once, and he
felt more hopeful. But the next morning Pugni
appeared, still without the march.

“ Well,”” said Petjpa, “ what is the matter now ?
You can’t complain of having no light, for I sent you a
quantity of candles yesterday!”

11 Yes ! 3

* You received them, didn’t you ? ”

“Yes, thanks. . . . I did!”

“Well?”

“You see . . . it happened I was short of money
...and I... well, T had to sell them .. .so ...
I couldn’t see to write. ... But ... don’t worry
. . . you shall have the march in plenty of time.”

After an endless verbal preliminary of this kind,
Petipa found a reliable person, who was deputed to
accompany Pugni to his home and remain with him
till the march was written. Then it arrived at the
eleventh hour, and was all that could be desired.

Life in the coulisses of the Marynski Theatre was
far from dull. The main issue was that of maintaining
the standard of the ballet, but this was not a simple
affair ; it could only be accomplished with the healthy
influence of rivalry and competition. Amongst the
dancers themselves there was a spirit of challenge,
and not only challenge, but also criticism, which was
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productive of much witty repartee. Cecchetti has
always been particularly frank ; he is blunt and sincere
in his criticisms, and quick with his tongue.

When he danced in the third ballet of his first season
at Petrograd, there was another dancer, Monsieur M—,
whose capabilities were not great, but he had been
there many years, and he was excessively popular.
The ballet was ““ Fiemetto,”” written by Cerito’s talented
husband, Saint-Leone. Mdlle. Cornalba, a noted dan-
seuse of the day, was Cecchetti’s partner, and he invented
a new variation in their pas de deuz, which started with
a polka tempo, followed with a waltz tempo, and ended
with a galop tempo. It was quite an innovation,
and was much longer and showed more virtuosity than
usual. The other dancer also had a pas seul, but it
was short. Nevertheless, it was received with enthu-
siasm. When he came off the stage, one of his admirers
said to him, in Cecchetti’s hearing :

“ Bravo, M——! that is how we dance in France.
Little and good !

Cecchetti waited quietly for his turn. Then he
performed his novel variation, which brought him an
ovation.

The same young lady who had made the announce-
ment about how they danced in France was still
seated in the wings. Fired with his success, he said
as he passed her: ‘ That is how we dance in Italy,
Mademoiselle, much and well !

When Loubet, President of the French Republic,
visited Petrograd, and laid the foundations for the
friendship which was afterwards to blossom into the
Franco-Russian alliance, a brilliant gala performance
was arranged for his benefit at the Marynski Theatre.
Gala nights were naturally desirable to all the artists.
First, because of the honour of performing before a
representative audience of notabilities, The Marynski

10
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had a seating capacity of two thousand, and when
the five tiers of boxes were filled with Royalties,
members of the court, representatives of the diplo-
matic service, of the army and the navy, and the rest
of the house with distinguished civilians and dilettantes,
the auditorium flashed with diamonds and thrilled
with colour. That was one reason why every artist
at the Imperial Theatre wished to be employed that
night. Secondly, there was the further honour of
receiving one of those presents which were freely
distributed on such occasions by the Emperor and
Empress, and which, it was known, were selected by
them personally.

On the particular night when M. Loubet was the
honoured guest, Cecchetti was still a new-comer to
the Imperial Theatre, and interest was much centred
in him. From the Grand Dukes he had already
received many compliments, but he had never before
danced at a gala performance there. The evening was
brilliant in every way, both on the stage and in front
of the house, and Cecchetti was presented by the
Emperor and Empress with a beautiful set of diamond
studs and sleeve-links set in gold.

This was the first of many presents which both he
and his wife received from the Imperial family, and
of consideration as well, for it devolved on him to be
frequently at the palace during the season arranging
the dances for the court balls. There he often came
into personal contact with the Emperor and the Em-
press, and he grew to feel that they could be appealed
to if he were ever in trouble. Once, and only once,
he acted on this impression. It happened that
M. Petipa was very ill for two years, and was unable
to do any woik at the theatre. Cecchetti was put in
his place for the time, and being a stickler for etiquette,
he did not allow anybody to interfere with him in his
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work as maitre de ballet during DPetipa’s absence.
One morning he was busy rehearsing ‘ The Sleeping
Beauty,” and found that M——, who was dancing the
pas seul as the Blue Bird, had altered the steps.
Cecchetti did not mind the alteration, but, for one
thing, he did not consider they fitted the music, and,
for another, he considered that he should have been
consulted first.

“ Why have you made the change ? ”* he asked.

“It was not I who made the change,” M—
replied.

“ Who did, then ? ”

At that moment the voice of one of the most
important teachers at the Imperial School was heard
in the auditorium.

““It is I who made the change!”

“ Well,” said Cecchetti, “you should have con-
sulted me first. I am the maitre de ballet here, and
the Imperial Theatre does not permit alterations to
be made in this fashion ”—which was quite true.

The storm gathered; the older artist laughed
unpleasantly.

“Oh! Well, anybody would make as good a
maitre de ballet as you!”’

“ That is not the question. I am the maitre de
ballet, and therefore you should respect my position.”

There was another retort which was not polite, and,
to make matters worse, the orchestra took sides with
Cecchetti and applauded him. His sense of justice
was up in arms. He rushed off impulsively to the
Director, General Sevolovsky, and laid the whole
matter before him. Was it right, was it fair, to
ignore his position as maitre de ballet? M. Petipa him-
self would have never allowed any artist to take such
a liberty ? He was within his rights when he said
that he ought to have been consulted.

10%*
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Sevolovsky was courteous and appeasing. It was
not the first time that he had had to soothe the highly-
strung nerves of the artists at the Imperial Theatre.
He asked that a statement of facts should be brought
him on paper. This was done, and sent to him in
due course. Then all those concerned had to wait
for the decision, while they smarted with indignation.

After a few days the document was returned to
Cecchetti, with the following remarks pencilled on the
margin :

“I blame M—— " (mentioning the older artist)
‘“ for speaking as he did. I blame the members of
the orchestra for taking part in a discussion which
did not concern them. I blame M. Cecchetti, as a
young ballet master, for taking exception.”

When Cecchetti read the notes, he felt more
affronted than ever. Acting on the impulse of the
moment, he took a pencil, and wrote on the same
document : “I blame His Excellency for not giving
me the moral support which I should have as mattre
de ballet.” ~ On another sheet of paper he announced
his resignation, and sent them both off to Sevolovsky.

After he had done it, and had cooled down, he began
to repent. He began to condemn himself for having
been too hasty. He had no real wish to resign, it
was only that he felt galled and unjustly treated.

That night he had to go to the Winter Palace to
rehearse the dances for the coming ball. Everyone
there had heard the news of the dispute, and they
greeted him with questions.

‘“ Are you going to resign ? ”’

‘“Is it true you are leaving the Marynski ? ”

“ What about the dances for our ball ?”

“ If you leave, we will engage you for ourselves.”

While he rehearsed the dances, while he courteously
begged titled ladies and gentlemen to be so kind as to
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pay, attention, while he followed them into corners
where they had forgotten their cues and were chatter-
ing about the latest something-or-other, he was bitterly
regretting that letter he had sent to General Sevolovsky.

Oh, how rash he had been! How foolish! It
would have been much wiser to let the matter end
with Sevolovsky’s remarks.

He thought over every way out of his difficulty,
and finally came to the conclusion that he would ask
the Emperor himself to permit him to remain.

But again a difficulty presented itself. It was all
very well to throw himself on the mercy of the Em-
peror! It was all very well to make an appeal to the
highest power! It was all very well to imagine that
it would be received with favour—but—how was it
to be done ? It was hard to say.

While the manner was uncertain, the matter was
dealt with. Cecchetti wrote his petition and carried
it about in his pocket. In a state of doubt, he went
through the broad streets, so crowded in winter and
so empty and dusty in summer; along the prospekts,
and the oulitzi, and the perouloks, through and around
the city of droshkies, where one has to keep one’s eyes
skinned to cross the roads. In the Nevsky he met
a friend who was on his way to post aletter. Cecchetti
watched him as he placed the stamp on the corner of
the envelope, and on the instant the idea came to him.
The Emperor was a human being ; he lived in a house,
and he received letters. Well, why not ? No sooner
thought than done. Cecchetti put his petition in an
envelope, put an ordinary stamp in the corner, and
. . . dropped it into the letter-box.

After he had done it he felt quite elated. Now
everything would be right. The Emperor Nicholas II.
would understand! An answer would soon be sent
him! Unfortunately, the days went by, but no sign
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or sound came from the palace, and Cecchetti’s first
satisfaction changed to uncertainty and then to
genuine fright. Good heavens! what might they not
do to him for having taken such a liberty ? He was
in the country of autocracy; it was not customary
to treat the Czar in such a casual way.

Days went by, and still no answer.

One night Cecchetti went to the house of the
Countess de Kleinmichel, and, feeling very worried,
he asked advice of a Court official who was present.

“ Will you be so kind as to tell me, Your Excel-
lency, which you consider would be the best way of
presenting a petition to the Emperor ? ”

“ Well, there are three ways. First, you could
hand it to His Excellency General Sevolovsky, the
Director of the Imperial Theatres. He would hand it
to the Sub-Director, who would pass it on to the
Minister of Arts, who would send it to the Minister
for Home Affairs, who would dispatch it to the Court
Chamberlain. . . . It would pass from hand to hand for
a long time before it would reach the Emperor him-
self. Secondly, you could stand outside the entrance
of the Winter Palace, wait till His Majesty came out,
and then throw the letter into his carriage—but this
might be dangerous. You would be arrested for a
Nihilist, and probably detained for a long time under
suspicion. In my opinion, the third is the best way
and the most effective. That is, write a letter, put it in
an envelope, stamp it, and post it in the usual way ! ”

Cecchetti went home feeling more reassured, and
three days later he was summoned by the Director of
the Treasury of the Imperial Theatres. He arrived
with a fluttering heart.

* Good morning ! ”’

‘““ Good morning ! Well, it appears you have written
a letter to the Emperor ? ”
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“Yes, I have!”

‘““ And you sent it through the post ? 7

“Idid!”

“It is a most unpardonable thing to have done!”

“I'm sorry. But I could think of no other way!”

‘“ Here is your answer!”

Cecchetti’s original letter was handed to him, and
pencilled on the top he read: “I consent to your
demand!”” Underneath was written in blue: “On
the conditions which have been proposed to you.”

Now the ““ conditions  alluded toinvolved a question
of salary. Cecchetti had been made an offer which he
had rejected, and on his side he had made a demand
which had not received attention.

‘“ Write on the corner here that you accept, and the
matter is ended,”’ said the Director.

Cecchetti shook his head. ‘ No, I cannot accept.
I will not write anything ! ”

“ Why not ?”

‘ Because that was not written by the Emperor ! ”

“How do you mean it was not written by the
Emperor!”

“ The Emperor says ‘ Yes’ or ‘ No,” he makes no
conditions !

“TI don’t understand !’

“ ¢TI consent to the demand,’ is all that his Majesty
wrote on this paper!”

“ Well 77

“ The conditions in blue pencil have been added in
this office! ”

“Oh! You have quite made up your mind not
to accept the terms!”

“ Quite !

“Very well then, write on the corner here that
you refuse them!”

“No, I will write nothing ! ”’
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Finally the Director took up his pen and wrote
on the letter: °‘Signor Enrico Cecchetti does not
accept ! 7’

There was another interlude of doubt and un-
certainty before Cecchetti heard any more. But at
length the day came when he received a letter from
General Sevolovsky, asking him to come to his office.
There Cecchetti was received with pleasant smiles,
and told that his letter to the Emperor had been sent
to the Director.

“I have it here,” said Sevolovsky. ‘ So you were
not satisfied with my criticism! You went to the
Emperor ?”’ Sevolovsky shook his finger good-humour-
edly at Cecchetti. ‘“ Ah! what a revolutionist we have
in our Italian maitre de ballet! Well, the Emperor
consents to your demand, and, in addition, your salary
is to be raised.”

Of course there was no room for anything but
delight. Cecchetti shook the Director’s hand. The
Director shook Cecchetti’s hand. At parting he paid
him a graceful compliment, which referred to ¢The
Sleeping Beauty,” during which the dispute had
started.

“ Good-bye, Cecchetti! You are indeed reinstated.
You left the theatre as Blue Bird, you return as the
Prince ! ”



CHAPTER X

THE current of life ran swiftly in Petrograd during

the winter months. Fashionable society fol-
lowed its routine of theatres, balls and dinners, visits
and skating. Along the Milionnaia, Gargarinskaia and
Sergeievskaia, aristocracy took its way past the palaces
of the Grand Dukes, past the palace of the Emperor
and the palace of the Ministers, past the wonderful
arch built by Fontana, an erection that is so heavy
and ornate on the top that none would believe, when
it was put up, there was sufficient support. ** Very
well,” said Fontana, * put the heaviest cannon on the
summit, and I will stand beneath. If it falls I am
the only one who will be killed. But I know it will
not fall!” And it did not!

Alighting from their handsome sleighs, the after-
noon callers discarded their velvet boots and shubas
at the door—like pilgrims visiting Mecca—and entered
the well-warmed houses in elegant costumes. Ah,
what a gold-mine the Parisian dressmakers found
Petrograd in those days! They came each winter,
and they sent the latest and most exquisite dresses
to the houses of their clientéle, and left them. Many
a smart woman in Petrograd returned home to find
the most entrancing confections laid out on the bed,
with nothing but the name and address of the modiste
to indicate where they came from. Naturally many
a woman spent more than she ought to when such
temptation was put in her way, and the tragedies of
dressmakers’ bills hidden from husbands were numerous.
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While aristocracy gossiped indoors, the servants
waited outside, clasping tight the furs of their masters
and mistresses; chattering about their employers,
their horses, and their women. Sometimes there would
be a blazing fire at the corner of the street, and they
would all stand round and get what warmth they could.

Along the frozen Neva, the sleighs passed to-and-
fro, the bells clanging tunefully on the harness. The
drivers in their feather-bed coats and low hats looked
like immensely fat old women. They sat in a bundle,
with their arms stretched at full length before them,
talking to their team, or emitting a sort of groan to
warn foot passengers to get out of the way.

In the Nevsky Prospekt, to which all roads lead,
every grade of society was to be seen. Merchants from
the provinces, officers in uniform, students, peasants,
business men, smart idlers, beggars, sight-seers and
women, making innumerable purchases and passing on
to the Gostinny Dvor (literally *“ The Strangers’ Court )
to seek bargains among the narrow labyrinths of booths
and shops. Here indeed the East was cradled in the
West. The old-fashioned merchant spirit, slow in
thought, yet cunning, throve in an atmosphere which
entirely differed from the commercialism outside. Some
of the finest furs were to be purchased here, and there
were numerous shops which traded in icons and church
ornaments, leather work, curios and incense, and many
beautiful bits of silver and gold and jewels were to be
picked up. But the art of bargaining had to be resorted
to; even to buy at normal price. Inthe fables of Kriloff
there is a conversation which betrays how rogues
cheat and circumvent in the Gostinny Dvor. The two
men meet and the first says: * See, cousin, how God
has helped me to-day. I have sold for three hundred
rubles some Polish cloth that was not worth the money ;
it was to an idiot of an officer, who believed me when
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I told him it was fine Dutch cloth. See, here is the
money—thirty fine red bank-notes, absolutely new!”

‘“Show me the notes, friend,” the second man
responds. The notes are shown.

“ Pah, they are every one of them bad! Out upon
you, fox ! do you let yourself be cheated by a wolf ! ”

The cold in the bazaar used to be intense. All the
salesmen were wrapped tightly in their wolf-skin coats.

Along the curb of the Nevsky, itinerant pedlars
offered their wares, calling attention to them in various
little distinctive cadences, in the midst of which the low
sad voice of the match seller: °* Speechky, karoshy,
speechky ! 7’ persisted like a priest intoning mass.
How strangely pathetic it sounded in the clatter! All
the grey mystery of Russia seemed to echo through
that melancholy appeal !

The équipages in the road were as numerous as the
pedestrians on the sidewalk, and the occupants as
varied in rank. Grand Dukes dashed by, looking square
and soldierly in their military overcoats, worn over
their epaulettes; elderly diplomats, theatrical stars,
pretty women, ordinary folk in hired sleighs—of which
there were many grades, and for which the charges were
varied—carts with shaggy ponies, and frequently a
company of Cossacks, dark and handsome, seated on
their high saddles, and holding their lances stiff and
upright.

Sometimes, through the midst of the throng, the
Emperor himself passed on his way to review his troops
on the Champ de Mars, and crowds would rush towards
the spot to see the long lines of soldiers pass. Iere
the guards in their tall sugar-cone hats; there the green-
coated artillerymen. Troop upon troop they went
by at the salute: ‘ For God and the Czar!”

At the Winter Palace, and the Hermitage, balls of
the most elaborate description were given, and cotillions
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were danced by Grand Dukes and Duchesses, Princes and
Princesses, foreign royalties and aristocrats. The Em-
peror Nicholas II. never danced himself. Sometimes
the Empress led a cotillion, but they were both always
present. The dancing invariably started with a polon-
aise. The doors were flung open and the couples
entered in stately fashion, each performing that grace-
ful dip which is like a series of semi-curtsys.

This was the life of the * chief city > of Russia in
Cecchetti’s day ; a Russia full of possibilities, of latent
power and coming development. As a dancer he met
people of every grade of society ; he taught the young
pupils at the Imperial School who were aiming at a
professional standard, he taught wealthy amateurs,
and he supervised the dances at the Imperial Palace,
and also at the palaces of the Grand Dukes and Duchesses.

The Grand Duchess Marie Pavlova, wife of the Grand
Duke Vladimir—uncle of Nicholas II.—took lessons of
him. One day she sent for him. Cecchetti went with
all speed, and the Grand Duchess told him she wanted
him to teach her a special dance.

“ M. Cecchetti, I want you to give me lessons in the
pas de quatre ! ”’

Cecchetti gasped. He had heard something about
such a dance, but he hadn’t the faintest notion of what
it was like. However, when a Grand Duchess asked
for anything it was not for a maitre de ballet to re-
fuse.

* Certainly, your Highness, I will do so with plea-
sure ! ”’

He left the palace cudgelling his brains as to how
he could learn the dance himself. Had he been asked
for a minuet, a gavotte, a bourré, a pas de deuz, a pas
seul, but—a pas de quatre !

Just at that time it was being danced at the Gaiety
Theatre in London by a quartet of young girls, to a
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popular tune by Meyer Lutz, which many people to
this day can recall, whenever it is mentioned. In ball-
rooms it was danced by two people, and it became the
rage in two continents. Cecchetti thought about it
earnestly for a whole day, then he remembered that
one of his pupils, the Countess Bobrinski, had told him
~she had danced the pas de quatre at Biarritz a few
months before. He called upon her at once.

“ Madame la Comtesse, I have come to ask you a
great favour ! ”

“Indeed, M. Cecchetti! What is it I can do for
you?”

“ Would you be so gracious as to teach me the
pas de quatre 2’

The Comtesse laughed. ‘ What, the pas de quatre 2

“Is it very difficult, madame ?

“Not at all difficult for you, M. Cecchetti. You
will learn it in two minutes!”

Cecchetti sighed with relief.

“T will tell you who can teach you how to dance it
better than I, and that is the Baron de Wolff. You go
to him.”

The Baron de Wolff happened to be another of
Cecchetti’s pupils, and he went to him at full speed.
It took him even less time than the Comtesse had pre-
dicted to master the intricacies of the dance, and then
he was able to give the Grand Duchess Pavlova the
fullest instruction.

The Duchess herself gave many balls, and she, in
common with many other hostesses, liked to introduce
something new into her dances. Cecchetti was always
being appealed to for advice, and very often he was
kept from rehearsals at the theatre because he was so
busy arranging something fresh for one of the Court
balls. Once the Duchess Pavlova got an idea that
she would like to have a gavotte for one of her evenings.
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“M. Cecchetti, will you please arrange a nice
gavotte for me ? 7

Cecchetti felt that something more original than a
gavotte could be thought of.

“Your Highness, don’t you think that perhaps
the gavotte is a little old-fashioned ? ”

‘“ Perhaps. What would you suggest ?

“ Something quite new; something invented for
the occasion.”

The Grand Duchess being quite ready to fall in
with Cecchetti’s proposition, he originated an exces-
sively pretty Polonaise-Waltz, which was danced to
the tune of the Louis XV. Waltz, by Galimberti.
The novelty was so much liked that nothing would do
but it must also be danced at the Hermitage, which,
in addition to being a museum, had a beautiful theatre
and ball-room, reached by a covered way from the
Winter Palace.

Visitors to Petrograd have often expected to find
that the Hermitage was a sort of monastery. They
have gone away knowing that it is a magnificent palace,
built by the Empress Catherine II., where she held a
Court which was very different to that of conventional
etiquette elsewhere. Every artist, poet, author, musi-
cian, was encouraged there by her. One of her rules
was In strong contrast to those of other reigning
sovereigns of the day.  Sit down where you like,
and when it pleases you, without it being necessary
to repeat the invitation a thousand times.”

Amid the dazzling beauty of malachite and jasper,
of gold and silver, old pictures and priceless jewels,
the balls were held in great magnificence, and Cec-
chetti’s Polonaise-Waltz was headed by the Emperor’s
cousins : the Grand Duke Boris Vladimirovich, the
Grand Duke André Vladimirovich, the Grand Duke
Corillo, the Grand Duchess Héléne Vladimirovna ; and
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amongst the dancers there was the Comtesse Bobrinski
and the Comtesse Vertfeld, and a host of gentlemen and
ladies of the Court. They entered with the usual
polonaise step and took their places, but Cecchetti
saw that he had made a mistake. He had not realized
where the Emperor and Empress were going to sit,
and when all the couples were assembled he found that
their backs would be turned to the Royalties.

Of course this would not do at all, so, very hastily,
he instructed the various couples to take a turn and a
half, instead of a single turn, and to make certain
evolutions which would bring them face-to-face with
the Emperor and Empress. The hint was quickly
taken up by everybody, and the contretemps avoided,
but the alteration had been observed. The Empress
noticed the speedy change, and while Cecchetti stood
by watching, she turned to him :

“ Bravo, M. Cecchetti; it was well done!” At
the same time she handed him her fan as a souvenir.
Later the Empress danced in the cotillion, and Cec-
chetti, still waiting and still watching, saw the Em-
peror walk to the table where the favours were arranged.
He bent over and examined the various pretty objects,
then, picking out a handsome cigarette case, he called
Cecchetti.

“ M. Cecchetti, as I do not dance, I should like
you to have my souvenir ! ”’ and he gave the cigarette
case as charmingly as the Empress had given the
fan.

An immense photograph of all the Grand Dukes
and the Grand Duchesses, the Countesses—in fact,
of everyone who had taken part in the Polonaise-
Waltz—was especially taken for Cecchetti. KEveryone
represented in the group signed the picture. Before
it was sent to Cecchetti the Emperor asked that it
should be brought for him to see. Cecchetti was present
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at the inspection. The Emperor looked at it with
interest ; he examined the signatures.

*“ Are you satisfied ? ”’ he asked.

“Yes, Your Majesty ; I am delighted, indeed ! ”

‘ The signatures please you ?

Of course Cecchetti should have said ‘ No, they
are incomplete without Your Majesty’s name,” but he
was too shy, and to his mortification he missed the
great chance of the Emperor’s signature being added
to the rest.

When the Grand Duke Boris delivered the picture
in person, Cecchetti tried to say something about his
foolish mistake, but again the words died on his lips,
and to this day he has no memento of the late Emperor
Nicholas II.’s interest in the occasion except the memory
of his queer little smile as he turned away after he had
—to all intents and purposes—offered to put his name
on the photograph.

This picture is another souvenir which Cecchetti
had lost in Russia.

Occasionally the Emperor and Empress entertained
lavishly at their summer residence, at Peterhoff. In
the day-time Peterhoff, standing on the hill-side amidst
the exquisite tumult of splashing fountains, leaping
high above the trees, its cascades, its deep lakes, its
avenues and terraces, was bewilderingly beautiful ;
at night it was like a fairy vision. No féte that was ever
organized there could surpass that which celebrated
the marriage of the eldest daughter of Alexander III.,
the Grand Duchess Xenia, to her cousin the Grand Duke
Alexander Michailovich. The wedding ceremony took
place in the large palace at three o’clock on the 25th
July, 1894. Special trains took down the Ministers
of State and public officials, Ambassadors and other
invited guests from Petrograd. The company num-
bered between one and two thousand. In the wedding
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procession there was the Czar and Czarina, the Queen
of Greece, the Grand Duke of Mecklenburg-Schwerin
and the Grand Duchess of Mecklenburg-Schwerin, the
Grand Duchess Anastasia, the Princess of Wales,
afterwards Queen Alexandra, who had not been to
Russia since the Czar had ascended the throne thirteen
years previously, the Cesarewitch, Prince Christian of
Denmark, the Princesses Victoria and Maud, the latter
now Queen of Norway. In addition there were twenty
or thirty other Dukes and Duchesses and Princes and
Princesses, and a host of Ambassadors and state officials.

At six o’clock the Emperor Alexander gave a ban-
quet to the Imperial and Royal guests. Toasts were
drunk, accompanied by flourishes of trumpets and the
salutes of artillery. It was estimated that the fish
alone for the feast cost four hundred pounds. Fifty
of the finest sterlet were brought alive from the Volga
and Caspian fisheries.

In the evening the grounds were exquisitely illu-
minated. The islets, fountains and palaces were ablaze
with coloured lights, and perhaps the prettiest ballet
that has been thought of was mounted in a theatre
constructed in the centre of one of the placid lakes.
The auditorium was a Greek temple, where the audience
sat well under cover, and the ballet was ¢ Pelleas.”
The subject and the setting were perfect, as the lake
itself could be utilized to heighten the story of the
loves of Pelleas and the water nymph. The whole of
the arrangements were in Cecchetti’s hands, he himself
took the principal part, and he confesses that he never
enjoyed any performance as much as he did that one
gala night at Peterhoff.

Although such special grandeurs were only made
for the pleasure of Royalty, and the Imperial Theatre

at Petrograd was the haunt of the aristocracy, the
II
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demands of the poorer classes were not forgotten
when Nicholas I1I. became Emperor.

Perhaps no other country has succeeded better in
democratizing the theatre than Russia. In Berlin a
great deal had been thought of the Schiller’s People’s
Palace, and in London the People’s Palace has been
looked upon as a highly successful attempt to provide
amusement for a moderate sum. But in Russia
the enterprise developed and spread from provincial
to district capitals, and from these to remote villages.
The ‘“ Narodni Dom,” or People’s Palace, of
Nicholas II. was opened in 1900, as the result of
similar developments which had been in progress during
three or four years previously. Curiously enough, the
first impetus did not come from Petrograd, but from
Tomsk, in Siberia. A merchant, whose education
barely fitted him to sign his name to his cheques,
supplied the funds to the ‘ Friends of Education
Society,” with the result that a theatre for workmen
was opened.

Complete success followed the enterprise, for the
revenue of the Society was doubled. Very soon the
theatre was enlarged, and a museum and a number of
class-rooms were added. While this was being done, a
similar movement was starting in Petrograd. A
philanthropic society began organizing fétes for the
working classes. The chief attraction was the open-
air stage, where clowns and story-tellers caused much
merriment. The charge of admission was about two-
pence-halfpenny. Again the success was so complete
that the Society was able to put on some of Ostrovsky’s
comedies, which teem with the kind of rough common
sense and proverbial sayings that appeal to the large
public. These were received with delight, and con-
sequently a movement was set on foot to build a theatre
where performances could be given in the winter. A
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small theatre was erected, but later this was pulled
down and an immense building put up, at the cost of
300,000 rubles—roughly, at that time, about thirty
thousand pounds. Three years later the Society had
established its enterprise on a sound financial basis.

After that People’s Palaces began to spring up all
over Russia. From Petrograd to Odessa, from Warsaw
to Vladivostock, individuals and municipalities were
building theatres for the masses. So great was the
movement that wooden theatres were even put up for
workmen who were employed in remote parts of the
Empire.

It was a common fallacy thirty years ago to think
of a Russian peasant as a man who could do anything
with his axe, from shaving himself to building a house.
There was an idea that his chief pleasures were drinking
vodka and playing the concertina, and that he wrapped
himself in his sheepskin coat, tied his toes up in rags,
and went to sleep during the winter months. Yet the
village he lived in boasted a theatre which he himself
had probably built and decorated, and in which he
acted as well. Even before Emancipation there were
““ factory theatres,” put up for the benefit of the em-
ployees, and long before this the cult of the drama was
encouraged by the Empress Elizabeth, who occasionally
allowed the merchants of the upper classes to attend
the performances at the Palace on certain nights, *“ pro-
vided they were properly dressed.”

Side-by-side with the individual and municipal
movements there were the Temperance Boards, which
started operations by establishing tea rooms in opposi-
tion to the taverns. But the attractions of vodka were
greater than those of tea, and the peasant came rolling
down the village street on a cold winter’s night just as
often as ever. So the Temperance Boards changed
their tactics, and also built theatres. They put them

11*
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up in various villages, and the stolid moujik and his
wife came and thronged the benches. They carefully
wiped their feet on the door-mat before entering, and
they sat and waited for the performance to begin, the
women on the left, the men on the right. Not a word
was spoken, but the men fidgeted, and the women
giggled. Close to the stage, on red-covered benches, sat
the dignitaries of the locality. Then the curtain went
up, and the play, which was a mixture of broad comedy
and  bloodthirsty tragedy, was breathlessly followed.
The actors spoke their parts slowly, the actresses were
shy. The piece lasted about an hour, and then a well-
dressed gentleman entered, and talked to the steaming
audience about the evil consequences of drink. In
some of the villages dramatic performances of fair
standard were given. Borodin’s opera, ‘“ Prince Igor,”
has been performed with a village choir and orchestra.

Of course at Petrograd the People’s Palace gave
opportunities of seeing quite artistic productions. The
Palace opened with Glinka’s ““ A Life for the Czar,” and
since then many masterpieces of national opera have
been given. Numerous small ballets were also put on
by one or other of the artists from the Imperial Opera
House, and Nijinsky himself danced there.

Amongst outdoor dramatic performances, none
were better than those which took place in Christmas
week. KEvery year an immense fair was held in the
Champ de Mars, in Petrograd, familiarly known as the
‘ Balagani.” Gipsy caravans from everywhere came
and set up merry-go-rounds and shooting galleries ;
there were numberless booths where bargains were
displayed. There were dancers, and small theatres
where remarkably good acting could be seen. From
nine in the morning till nine at night the dramatic
performances continued, and the members of the various
companies seemed to act every hour of the day. During
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that Christmas week, the cold aloofness of Petrograd
was warmed by the unconventional life on the Champ
de Mars, where the strain of Empire and the responsi-
bility of administration was forgotten in the whirl of a
merry-go-round and the dip of a swing.



CHAPTER XI

DURING Cecchetti’s first season in Petrograd at
the Marynski he thoroughly established himself
as a primo ballerino who could not be surpassed in
Russia, and when the summer came, and the theatre
closed, he was in the pleasant position of still being the
paid artist of the Imperial Ballet, but at the same
time of having perfect freedom to take engagements
elsewhere during the summer months.

In London there was an agent called S. A. de Par-
raviceini, whose offices were at 49 Duke Street. He
advertised himself as the ‘° SoLE AGENT FOR BLONDIN,
THE HERO oF N1acara.” He watched the progress of
foreign artists, and stated that he had correspondents
who kept him posted all over the world. When
Cecchetti had danced in ¢ Excelsior,” Parraviccini had
arranged to represent him in England, and as soon as
he heard of Cecchetti’s success in Russia, and found that
he was free in the summer, he offered him an engage-
ment to dance at the Empire. Cecchetti accepted, and
it was then that he first met Katti Lanner, whose name
is a landmark in the history of ballet in this country.
She reigned supreme at that time as mistress of dancing
and producer of ballets in London.

She was the daughter of the famous waltz composer
Joseph Lanner, a Viennese, who vied with the elder
Strauss as the finest waltz composer of his day. His
waltz * Budapest ” became famous the world over.
When Cecchetti was in America with Ronsani in the
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fifties, it had become the rage there, so much so that
Ronsani introduced it into one of his ballets and danced
an effective and popular pas seul to its inspiring
rhythm. In her youth Katti Lanner had herself been
a dancer of much repute. She had danced with Cerito
and Fanny Elssler, and never forgot that the latter had
told her she would have a successful career. Mapleson
brought her to England in the ’seventies for the express
purpose of reviving interest in the old-fashioned,
elaborate ballet d’action.

She married Signor di Francisco, himself a dancer.
He looked after the vast amount of business which her
work as a teacher and a producer entailed when she
ceased to dance herself. She had the monopoly of all
the ballet dancing in London when Cecchetti came in
1888, and supplied pretty nearly every theatre with her
pupils.

As maiiresse de ballet she was unique, and had no
rival in England, but in Paris there was Mdlle.
Mariquita, who vied with her in this respect at the Porte
St. Martin, and later at the Opéra Comique. The rivals
kept a vigilant eye on one another, and did Mdlle.
Mariquita put on ‘‘ Autour de Paris” in the French
capital, Katti Lanner was sure to put on ‘° Round the
Town ”’ in London.

The Empire had been unsuccessful as a theatre. It
opened the year before Cecchetti’s arrival as a variety
house. The programme consisted of a vaudeville per-
formance and two ballets. Mr. George Edwardes and
Sir Augustus Harris (at that time Mr.) were the entre-
preneurs, and Mr. Hitchins was the manager.

The reputation of the average music-hall at that
date was not enviable. The standard was low, and
vulgarity often took the place of talent. Excessively
strict people denounced all music-halls as cesspools
of immorality. The mixed entertainments of variety
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“ turns,” such as singers, acrobats and jugglers, mingled
with short ballets, offered by the Alhambra and the
Empire were therefore looked upon as an immense
innovation. No wonder the polite guide-books of
London stated that * there was no reason why a gentle-
man should not take his son to the Empire, where he
could enjoy an entertainment which was conducted
with circumspection.”

As a matter of fact, the Empire foreshadowed the
type of programme which is now popular, and it was
also starting on a career of glory. The future home of
dancing, it began with a couple of short ballets, which
ran from nine to twelve months. Katti Lanner was
responsible for a long series of successes, in conjunction
with Leopold Wenzel, the chef d’orchestre, who wrote
much graceful music, and Wilhelm, who was responsible
for the stories and the décor.

Cecchetti was advertised as the ‘ Marvellous
Dancer,” and the Press commented on his receiving
*“ the largest share of applause.”

The first ballet he danced in was ‘ Dilara,”” which
was produced by Augustus Harris, and arranged by
Katti Lanner. The second ballet was ‘“ Rose d’Amour,”’
one of Katti Lanner’s greatest triumphs. It was a
charming fantasy of the loves of the flowers and quarrels
in flowerland. Two of Cecchetti’s pupils, Mdlle. Adelina
Rossi, of the Paris Opera House, and Mdlle. Edea Santori
were first and second ballerinas; there was also Mdlle.
Bettina de Sortis and ‘‘ Aenea,” the flying dancer, who
was one of the earliest, if not the first, to trust herself to
being suspended in the air by wires. As the “ Mouche
d’Or,” she flitted about the stage from flower to flower,
pouncing upon Cecchetti—who was the evil genius—at
unexpected moments. Her husband looked after her
with great care, and himself worked the complicated
mechanism of wheels and wires.
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Another and greater success was Katti Lanner’s
production of * Orfeo,” in 1891, for which Wilhelm
wrote the scenario, Telbin painted the scenery, and
Wenzel wrote the music. The handsome Madame
Cavalazzi, who had travelled all over the world as a
dancer, played the name part superbly, Ada Vincent
was Eurydice, and Cecchetti’s powers of mime and
dancer were happily blended as ‘‘ Malignity.”

In accordance with the usual enthusiasm which
marked the first nights at the Empire, Katti Lanner had
to appear before the curtain and respond to the
applause. She was a big, imposing woman. She
generally wore a tight-fitting black satin dress, a gold
chain and locket round her neck, and a fair wig on
her head. She smiled and bowed, kissed her hand to
the public, kissed the children of the ballet, and put a
crowning touch of satisfaction on an evening of
approval.

Every year the ballets at the Empire grew more
elaborate and important. * Dolly,” a * grand fancy
pantomime,” followed the ‘“ Rose d’Amour,” and in
this Cecchetti and ‘‘ Aenea’ were again associated ;
he as the *“ Gnome ”’ and she as the * Canary.” Every
year Katti Lanner’s name became more famous and
her supremacy as a teacher more extensive. She had
a beautiful house on Clapham Common, and there she
often entertained her friends, and was no doubt glad
to get away from the friction of theatre life. In the
chef d’orchestre at the Empire she had an excellent
collaborator, who kept the balance between popular and
classical music. He knew his “ job” thoroughly,
had himself been a violinist of repute, and, a Neapolitan
by birth, had been a pupil of the Naples Conserva-
toire. For some time M. Wenzel had conducted at
the Alcazar, in Paris, and he wrote the music for quite
twenty ballets, and also several operas. At the Empire
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he reigned supreme in his own domain—the orchestra—
and he was inclined to look somewhat sceptically on
the introduction of music which had not come from his
pen. He and Cecchetti, as fellow countrymen, were
good friends, but they fell out once over this very
point. Katti Lanner wanted Cecchetti to dance a
certain pas de deux of his own, for which the chef
d’orchestre at the Marynski had written special musie,
and he said he could not dance it to any other. M.
Wenzel at once had his doubts, and announced that
he would not have any ‘ common stuff” introduced
into the ballet. As Cecchetti’s music had been written
by Drigo, who was the chef d’orchesire at the Imperial
Theatre in Petrograd, he felt that the term ‘° common
stuff” was not quite just, and with some heat he said
so. An artistic feud sprang up between the two.
One night Cecchetti took exception to the pace at which
certain parts of the dance were played, and a sharp
repartee ensued.

‘“ Please play a little faster,”” he begged, ** or I cannot
dance.”

To which Wenzel replied : ““ It isn’t my fault if you
cannot dance, it is because you have rheumatism in
your legs!”

“It isn’t I who have rheumatism in my legs, it is
you who have rheumatism in your arms!”

Of course such little verbal disputes did not mend
the breach, and the chef d’orchestre, his dignity much
hurt by the imputation that he was in fault, showed
his disapproval by invariably descending from his
conductor’s platform when Cecchetti’s turn came for
the pas de deuxr and handing his bdton to the first
violin, who took his place.

Katti Lanner didn’t like the idea of the two artists
being at cross purposes, so she invited them both to
dine with her, and in her house the petty little difference
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was adjusted; Wenzel and Cecchetti again became
firm friends However, something else happened there
that evening which was very nearly a tragedy. Katti
Lanner had a small pet dog of which she was very
fond. This little animal was always running about the
house, and that evening, for some unaccountable
reason, it jumped at Cecchetti when he spoke to it,
and bit him slightly on the cheek. The wound was
nothing to speak of, in fact it was not a wound at all, the
skin was only grazed, but it was nevertheless painful.

In those days Cecchetti was living at Pinoli’s, in
Wardour Street; at that time an hotel as well as a
restaurant. Most of the Italian artists in London
forgathered there, and most of them had known
Pinoli’s daughter, and had sorrowed over her death,
which was the result of a bite from a dog. Cecchetti
had been particularly fond of the child, and when he
heard that she had been seized with hydrophobia
and died in agony he had been honestly grieved. It
was not to be wondered at that the memory of the
poor little girl haunted Cecchetti after he himself had
been bitten by Katti Lanner’s dog. He was living
in the very place where it had happened; where the
recollection of what had occurred was still alive. A
terrible apprehension came over him that he would
be the next victim! He went to bed that night, his
brain full of wild fancies, and he woke in a panic!
Good gracious, he was in a high fever ; he could scarcely
breathe ; was this the beginning of hydrophobia ?

He struggled out of bed, and, tumbling downstairs,
burst into the small supper room, where some of the
artists were sitting smoking. They all exclaimed, as
though a ghost had suddenly appeared! Cecchetti
stood before them, white as a sheet, the cold perspira-
tion of terror on his forehead, exclaiming: ‘‘ Speak
to me, speak to me; I am going mad ! ”
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‘“ What is the matter ? > *° What has happened ? ”
“Are you ill ?” The questions came one after the
other.

“T ... I have been bitten by a dog!” Cecchetti
replied, in a weak voice.

Everybody looked at him in consternation !

“ Bitten! Where ?”

He showed his cheek, which was only slightly
marked.

“ That is not a bite, mon ami, it is only a scratch!”

“But I tell you it is a bite, those are marks of
teeth, and I am already poisoned ! ”

*“ Nonsense !’ said one. ‘ Absurd,” said another.
* There is nothing whatever the matter with you,”
said a third.

Presently Cecchetti felt more reassured and he was
persuaded to go to bed.

In the morning he went straight to a doctor who
lived. almost opposite. He was also an Italian, and
Cecchetti was able to pour out upon him, in his own
language, all the story of the bite, and his terrible
sense of illness. He was a clever man and pretty
quickly understood Cecchetti’s highly nervous state.
He examined his cheek, then he went to Katti Lanner’s
house and examined the dog, and came to the conclu-
sion there was nothing to fear. However, Cecchetti
was not by any means reassured, so the doctor made
him a suggestion.

“ Tell me, my friend, are you fond of coffee ?

“I adore it!”

“ Will you come to me every day for a fortnight,
and have a cup of coffee with me after dinner? I
will put a powder in it that will make you feel perfectly
well again.”

Cecchetti accepted with delight, and for two weeks
he went daily to the doctor, who was an excessively
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entertaining man. On each occasion he put a white
powder into Cecchetti’s coffee, and Cecchetti went away
feeling stronger and more like his normal self. At the
end of the fourteen days he was absolutely restored,
and he thanked the doctor heartily for what he had
done.

“I am most grateful to you. That is marvellous
medicine you have been giving me!”

“ Medicine ? ”

“Yes, the powders you have been putting in my
coffee. They have made me perfectly well.”

The doctor laughed.

“ Would you like to know what they were ?

“ I should be most interested.”

* White sugar!”

“ White sugar? But how could white sugar
cure me ?”’

The doctor smiled again.

“You were not in need of medicine, my friend. It
was your mind that was out of condition, not your
body. You wanted mental physic, that was why I
asked you to come here to take your coffee, so that I
could distract your thoughts from dwelling upon the
possibility of a horrible death.”

That doctor’s address was Wardour Street,; it
should have been Harley Street !

Italian hotels and restaurants abounded in War-
dour Street and the neighbourhood, then as now.
In Rupert Street there was the Restaurant Napoli and the
Hotel Solferino, which had a handsome entrance.
Here Madame Rossi, who was the prima ballerina
at the Empire, had rooms which looked on to the back
of Pinoli’s. Her windows faced Cecchetti’s windows,
and only a few roofs intervened. One night, when
Cecchetti was sound asleep, he heard Madame Rossi’s
voice calling him in his dreams.
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‘ Cecchetti, Cecchetti, wake up!”

Cecchetti rushed to the window, and saw Madame
Rossi opposite gesticulating.

“ Yes, what is the matter 7"’

“You are on fire! . . . Your house is burning!”

Cecchetti hurried into his clothes and gave the
alarm. There was a horrible smell of smoke; an
excessive heat; but fortunately it came from
next door, where flats were let to poorer folk of the
neighbourhood. He climbed out on the roof, scrambled
into the window from whence the smoke was issuing,
and into a room full of suffocating fumes.

Two little children, a girl and a boy, dreadfully
frightened, were crouching against the door. They
had sunk down on the floor, helpless and forlorn.
The curtains were on fire, the furniture was burning,
the conflagration was spreading rapidly. He snatched
up the two children and got them into his own room.
Then the fire-engine came and there was a terrific fuss
extinguishing the flames, and everybody was exclaim-
ing against the parents of the children for having left
them alone with a lighted lamp.

“It was disgraceful! . .. What could they be
thinking of ? . . . Oh, the poor children! Well, it
would be a lesson to the mother and father ! etc., etc.

At length the parents arrived, and everybody
awaited a touching scene of reunion. Reunion! They
flew into a rage and wanted to whip their offspring
for having been so careless! This point of view had
not struck the onlookers, and it was as much of a
shock as the fire itself.

After his third season at the Empire, Cecchetti
made his final appearance there in 1892 in *‘ Versailles,”
and left his pupil, Luigi Albertieri, to take his place.
After that he remained in Petrograd, where his fame
as a teacher was bringing him a colossal amount of
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work. His name was of value, and lesser artists some-
times made use of it. Once, when his wife was in Italy,
a ballerina arrived in Petrograd who called herself
Giuseppina Cecchetti. Friends came to him and said :
*“ So your wife is back ! ”

“My wife back ? Certainly not; I had a lctter
from her this morning. She is in Turin!”

‘ But she was dancing last night at — Theatre!”

*“ Impossible !

*“ Well, go and see!”

That night Cecchetti went, and on the programme
he saw his wife’s name. Presently the ballerina came
on the stage, and she proved to be a total stranger.
She was not even a distant relation. Cecchetti went
round to the back of the house, and got an introduction
to her, without giving his name.

“You are a connection of mine ? >’ he queried.

(33 Am I ? 9

*“ Your name is Cecchetti ?

(33 Oh ! 2

*“ Are you Italian ?

““No, I come from Baku!”

““ But surely there are no families of the name of
Cecchetti in Baku ? ”

“No!”

* Then why do you call yourself Cecchetti ? ”’

*“ Oh, because my master told me it would be a
good name for my profession. He said it would help
me on!”’

Cecchetti went to the police and stated that his
name was being used without his consent. The police
shrugged their shoulders.

“Can you not stop her ? Surely you can forbid
her; she is no relation, she hardly knows that the
name is Italian!’’ More shrugs greeted his request.

““We can do nothing unless she commits a crime ;
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a murder or a robbery. As long as she is a peaceable
member of society we cannot touch her!”

The new impetus to the art of the ballet, which the
invasion of artists from the West had given, increased
the work of the professors at the Imperial School, and
not only was Cecchetti very busy there and at the
theatre, but pupils, both from the school and elsewhere,
begged for private lessons. During the first year he
refused to take them. When the second arrived he
consented to start a small class at his flat. It was on
the top floor, and had not been constructed as a danc-
ing academy. Still, it was spacious enough! The
flat beneath was occupied by a civil engineer, and
beneath him there was a teacher of ball-room dancing.
The poor man had become accustomed to feeling the
floor vibrate beneath his feet, but when the chandelier
and ceiling followed suit, he went to the landlord
and protested vigorously. He could not think, he
could not work, he could not live in an earthquake !

The landlord said he had no wish to change any of
his tenants. He was very sorry! He could only
suggest one way out of the difficulty, that was for the
civil engineer to go and learn dancing himself! How-
ever, matters straightened themselves without friction
on either side, for Cecchetti found it necessary to move
to a larger flat. There were some charming rooms in
the house of General Bodinski. They were on the
first floor over a chemist’s shop, and they were admir-
able from the point of view both of size and position.
Cecchetti and his wife and his three little boys moved
to their new quarters, and for a time everything went
well. The pupils went through their battements, their
ronds de jambe, their pliés, their jetés, their glissades ;
they did their adagios and allegros, and there were
no complaints. Everyone felt that an ideal place had
been found, when the General was confronted one
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morning by the owner of the chemist’s shop on the
ground floor. He came panting up the stairs to the
top flat, where the landlord resided.

“I am sorry to have to complain Monsieur le
Général, but . . . !”

“ Well 77

* The dancing upstairs is making all my pots and
bottles rattle. I am afraid that they will break !”

*“ Well, what can I do ?”

It is mostly when they dance quickly . . . if . .
if M. Cecchetti could keep his pupils dancmg slowly
it would be all right ! ”

The General went to Cecchetti.

“Ah!” he said, ‘it seems you have a magic
flute. You can make even the pestles and mortars
dance in the shop beneath you!”

* How do you mean ? ”

“The chemist below, he is afraid all his bottles
of medicine will break !’

Cecchetti expressed his regret, and said he would
have to find another place to teach in.

“No, no, mon ami. I don’t want you to go, I
won’t have you go! Couldn’t you make your pupils
dance more adagios and less allegros ? ”’

Of course the proposition was absurd, it was like
asking a pianist to play his scales slowly and never to
execute a run. Cecchetti said he couldn’t do that,
but he might divide his classes so as to lighten the
weight on the floor.

He made some changes, yet they did not avert
the catastrophe which followed. One morning a large
bottle of benzine, unable to bear the vibration any
longer, tumbled over on a gas jet, exploded with a
bump, and the next moment the whole shop was in
flames. They mounted to the ceiling, went through
it, burnt out Cecchetti’s dining-room, turned him and

12
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his family into the street, and brought a gaping crowd
of men, women and children, several fire-engines,
policemen and dogs. The water poured forth in a
deluge from the serpent-like hose, the firemen went
in with their axes and broke down barriers. Every
window in the front of the house was smashed, every-
body’s teeth were chattering, and presently immense
stalactites began to form on various projections.

In the midst of the general turmoil, up dashed
Cecchetti’s pupil, Mdlle. Bakerkina—now Cecilia Cherri,
premiére danseuse at Moscow. She had come many
miles, and had heard of the fire through a friend
sending her a message over the ’phone. She en-
treated the Cecchettis to come home with her;
she offered them money ; she was kind and excessively
distressed. They thanked her gratefully, and told
her that, in spite of appearances, they were really in
need of nothing, but if at any future time they needed
help they would come to her.

Presently the fire went out, and Cecchetti, with his
wife and family, was told they could go back to their
flat. Only the front rooms had suffered, the bedrooms
were intact. Madame Cecchetti stood at the door of
her devastated dining-room. Oh, how forlorn it looked !
She bent over to examine the charred carpet, and a
fireman behind her, thinking she had found some
smouldering fabric and was trying to put it out, turned
his hose on her stooping form !

What a day that was, and what a night! Cecchetti
wanted to go to an hotel, but Madame would not hear
of it! The bedrooms were untouched, there was
no reason why they should turn out ; besides, the whole
family was in a state of nervous reaction, which made
them shrink from strangers. They were shivering,
and rather forlorn, they had suddenly lost touch with
the ordinary routine of everyday happenings. Worn out
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with fatigue, they at last all went to bed, but not
to sleep. All night long the children fidgeted and
whimpered, and Madame Cecchetti, her fur-coat over
her nightgown, went to their room to soothe them.
‘“ We are so thirsty,” they murmured; ‘‘ give us some-
thing to drink ! ”

All the water pipes were out of order, and Madame
was distracted. Still the cry of thirst continued.
In desperation she seized the bottle of Hunyadi Janos
standing on a shelf, and poured some out in a tumbler.
The children drank it down quickly. But, alas! their
thirst was not assuaged. At intervals during the dark
hours the pleading voices asked for water, and from
time to time Madame Cecchetti, worried, cold and
perplexed, gave them Hunyadi Janos !

In spite of what had happened General Bodinski
would not hear of Cecchetti leaving. The damaged
part of the flat was repaired, the salon de danse was
strengthened with elegant arches, and life resumed
its normal course.

During the fifteen years that Cecchetti was in Petro-
grad he witnessed the swift changes in politics, art,
literature and music which passed over the country.

He felt the wave of national enthusiasm which
greeted Alexander II. when he went to Moscow, and
declared war against Turkey in the name of the libera-
tion of the Bulgarians. He heard the word ** Nihilist ”’
spoken with bated breath, and, without mingling in
politics, felt the influence of that * Young Russia”
which dreamed of development and progress. From
the period of modern artillery and strategical railways
of the soldierly Alexander III., he saw the country
he lived in pass on to the kindly, courteous personality
of Nicholas II., when manufacture and enterprise
were making immense strides.

He witnessed the growth of thought, stimulated

12%*
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by the publication of cheaper books and the extension
of the book market; the passing away of such noted
writers as Dostoievsky and Turgeniev; the renuncia-
tion of literature and the devotion to spiritual ideals
of Tolstoy ; the desire of the broad public for transla-
tions of foreign authors; the general advancement of
intellect and understanding.

In art and music Russian painters and composers
strained after individual expression, wherein the spirit
of Russia was the moving force ; in music it appealed
through the Orientalism of Russian legends. Tschai-
kovsky had been recognized as the most distinctively
Russian composer since Glinka. In 1879 he had
gained the first of his successes with his opera, *“ Eugen
Onegin,” based on Pushkin’s best-known poem. Airs
from the opera were hummed everywhere, and all ranks
of society followed the Emperor’'s example when he
named his daughters Olga and Tatiana, after the
heroines of the story.

Two years previously, Tschaikovsky’s first ballet,
‘* The Lake of Swans,” for which the Imperial Theatre
in Moscow paid him about a hundred pounds, was
produced there with moderate success; then General
Sevolovsky prepared the programme of the ‘“ Sleeping
Beauty,” which Tschaikovsky wrote with the enthusiasm
he had felt for * Eugen Onegin.”

This was produced at the Marynski in January,
1890. M. Petipa’s inexhaustible taste made a wonder-
ful spectacle of the °‘Sleeping Beauty.” Cecchetti
created the parts of the ‘“ Wicked Fairy” and the
‘“ Blue Bird ”’ on the same night, and a little story lay
behind his double impersonations.

Cecchetti, speaking with all due respect to Petipa’s
genius, always says that he had a spirit of mischief
which was productive of a good deal of contrariness
in affairs on the stage. He would select a tall man
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and give him a diminutive partner, and to Cecchetti
he once allotted an absolute * giraffe,” so that Cecchetti
remonstrated, saying that he was ‘“ a dancer,” and not a
*“ luggage porter.”

His gifts of persuasion were remarkable. He once
told Madame Cecchetti that he had a marvellous part
for her.

“ You will have to lie on the sofa, on the sofa, mind,
but in a prominent place on the stage. You will be
asleep on the sofa, and you will be there in every act,
and, I assure you, it is a marvellous part, a part that
an artist mime of such great talent as yourself should
play magnificently. It seems nothing when I talk
about it, but I assure you . . .!”

Madame Cecchetti said she thought a super would
be more suitable, and she did not play the ‘“ marvellous
part.”

When the * Sleeping Beauty *’ was being cast, Petipa
was determined that Cecchetti should take the part
of the “ Wicked Fairy.”

* That is the part, the best, the most effective part
in the ballet. No other artist could play it; only
Cecchetti is capable.”

“ But, M. Petipa,” Cecchetti remonstrated, ‘ the
* Wicked Fairy’ is a woman’s part for one thing, and
for another, I am not so old that I cannot dance. I am
here as danseur, not as an interpreter of old hags!”

‘“ Oh, there you are taking exception again! I tell
you it is the part. It overshadows all the others, but
since you make such a fuss about it, you shall dance
the part of the ‘ Blue Bird’ as well.”

Cecchetti rather shrugged his shoulders. He recog-
nized the difficulty of such a task. To be a stiff. bent,
wizened witch through two acts, and then in the third
to relax into youth and dance was putting a great strain
on the muscles.
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General Sevolovsky was appealed to, and he sent
for Cecchetti, doubtless expecting a controversy.

Very suavely he said that M. Petipa was anxious
that Cecchetti should take the part of the * Wicked
Fairy,” but . . .!

“Yes,” Cecchetti broke in, “ I know. As it is not
quite the sort of part for a dancer, I am to dance the
‘ Blue Bird ’ also ! ”

Sevolovsky looked up at him quickly. * Well ?”
he inquired.

“I am quite ready to do it!”

The matter being settled, rchearsals were started.
The ““ Wicked Fairy” grew in interest as Cecchetti
worked at it, but he had plenty of time to observe the
general development of the ballet. One morning he was
watching the corps de ballet dancing to the rhythm of
the suave waltz, perhaps one of the prettiest waltzes
Tschaikovsky ever wrote. Cecchetti felt that the
choreographic interpretation was not quite satisfactory.
According to the way Petipa had worked it out, the
accent was coming at the end of the bar instead of on
the first beat.

He leaned over to Petipa.

“Doesn’t it strike you that there is too much
contre-temps in that ?

*“ How do you mean ?

“ The accent is at the beginning of the bar; they
are making it seem at the end.”

Petipa laughed. * Oh, you know as much about
music as a crow ! ”’

“ Very well,” said Cecchetti, * what does M. Drigo
say ?”

M. Drigo was the conductor of the orchestra, and a
fine musician, but he was not inclined to be drawn into
the discussion and gave a diplomatic answer which
settled nothing.
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Cecchetti was determined to thrash the matter out.

‘“ Look here, M. Petipa, I will make you a bet!”

*“ What sort of a bet ? 7

“When M. Tschaikovsky comes to rehearsal to-
morrow, I will dance him the waltz in two ways. I will
dance it in your way—which strikes me as having too
much contre-temps in it—and I will dance it the way in
which I think the accent should be marked !

(X3 Well ? 2

“If M. Tschaikovsky says your arrangement is not
contre-temps, then I will give you and everybody who
is on the stage here a dinner in Paris. If he says my
accent is not contre-temps, then you will have to give
the dinner!

Petipa laughed and consented.

The following morning Tschaikovsky arrived; a
neat, precise, little man, with well-brushed grey beard,
alert poise of the head, good clothes and charming
manners. He was at once appealed to about the waltz.
Cecchetti, who had arranged a sort of little divertissement
of the two kinds of accent, went on the stage and danced
the waltz. At the end he asked for the verdict.

“ Well, M. Tschaikovsky, what do you say ? Is
that contre-temps, and is it right for the waltz, or doyou
think the second accent, which is on the first beat of the
bar, more in keeping with the rhythm of the waltz ? ”’

Tschaikovsky, always diplomatic, and possibly feel-
ing himself between two fires, replied with care. On
the one side was M. Petipa, who was mounting his ballet
in a manner that was delighting him immensely, on the
other there was M. Cecchetti, the gifted dancer who
was creating two of the parts to perfection.

He demurred.

“ Yes, well, of course, the waltz could be danced in
several ways. Itis capable of several interpretations ! ”’

“ Ah, but,” Cecchetti insisted, ‘ would you call
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my first way of dancing it contre-temps ; thatis, against
the beat of the bar ? ”

Tschaikovsky said * Yes!” and it was M. Petipa
who had to stand the dinner in Paris.

When the day arrived for the dress rehearsal,
Cecchetti was faced with further trials. A huge mask
had been provided for him to wear in the part of the
* Wicked Fairy.” The dress of the ‘ Blue Bird ”’ was
designed so that the wearer’s hands were thrust deep
into the wings, making it impossible for Cecchetti to
handle his partner in the pas de deux.

Cecchetti appealed to M. Petipa.

“I can’t dance with my hands tied up like that!”

“Oh,” said Petipa, “ what can I do? We must
not interfere with the designs made for the Imperial
Theatre. You must dance like that.”

So Cecchetti went to the ever-patient General
Sevolovsky. He couldn’t, it was quite out of the ques-
tion for him to dance with his hands encased in the
wings, and furthermore, the mask for the ¢ Wicked
Fairy 7 would stifle him. Sevolovsky listened ; he was
always open-minded. He asked Cecchetti what alterna-
tive he suggested.

“ Let me put my arms through the upper part of
the wings, then I shall be free to move ! ”

Sevolovsky thought the idea was feasible, and he
gave his consent, but what about the mask for the
“ Wicked Fairy ? ”’

* Let me make my face up. I can do it, and it will
look better than the mask!”

The demand caused a good deal of hesitation on
the part of the amiable Director, because it had not
been the practice to make up for character types. It
was the custom always to wear a mask. However,
Cecchetti was given leave to try the effect; if it were
not satisfactory, then he would have to wear the mask.
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Cecchetti had a passion for the art of ‘ make-up,”
and he had had a great deal of experience. He had
made up as various animals and insects. Once, in a
small ballet called ““ Le Caprice d’un Papillon,” he had
even made up as a locust. A mask had been provided
for the part, but he had refused to wear it. He said
he would prefer to *“ make up.” But he was told that
he could not put green paint on his face; it was made
of a mineral, and would poison him. He was quite
aware of that, so he bought himself some blue and some
yellow powdered paint, and mixed it into a beautiful
green. This he put all over his face, making the neces-
sary lines and variations with black. On his head he
put on a tight-fitting green cap with long antennsz,
and, with green tights, the effect was perfect. One
night, however, the audience shrieked with laughter
over an unexpected revelation. Cecchetti caught one
of the antennz in one of the projecting wings. Off
came the cap, and he finished his pas seul showing a
human head of hair, crowning the green outlines of a
locust’s face. An excellent caricature of him in this
guise appeared in one of the Petrograd papers.

Cecchetti’s *“ make-up” as the * Wicked Fairy ”
astounded everybody, and the idea of a mask was
discarded once and for all.

The gala rehearsal of the * Sleeping Beauty ” was
attended by all the members of the Imperial family
and court. The whole theatre was crammed with the
aristocracy of the city. The parterre was reserved for
the Imperial party, and the reception of the ballet,
though not exactly enthusiastic, was yet flattering to the
choreographic part. The music did not cause whole-
hearted praise, and the Emperor’s ‘ Very nice!”
greatly chagrined Tschaikovsky, who had thrown so
much joy and spirit into the labour of composing it.

Apparently the charm of the music was overlaid by
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the happenings on the stage, and the amount of splen-
dour and novelty which Petipa’s taste and Cecchetti’s
impersonation and dancing had put into the ballet.
The verdict of the public on the first night was similar
to that of the Imperial party, but later the public
came to appreciate the music, and the ballet became
popular.

During the two years that M. Petipa wasill, Cecchetti,
in addition to putting on the ordinary repertoire of
ballets, revived ‘‘ Coppelia” in its original form and pro-
duced Baron de Fittinghoff-Sehel’s * Cinderella.” He in-
troduced Petrograd audiences to *“ L’Enfant Prodigue,”
and for the Grand Duke Vladimirovich he wrote and
produced at the Ducal Palace, *“ The Triumph of Terp-
sichore.” In 1892, Tschaikovsky’s ‘ Nut-Cracker ”
ballet was produced at the Imperial Theatre by M.
Ivanhov. It was another of M. Sevolovsky’s commis-
sioned ballets. Madame Cecchetti created the mime
part of the mother. Tschaikovsky was terribly worried
over the delicious * Sugar Plum Fairy ” music, but his
imagination was stimulated by the discovery of the
*“ Celeste Mustel ” in Paris. He immediately com-
missioned his publisher to buy it, and paid 1,200 francs
for it lest Glazounov or Rimsky-Korsakov might
hear of it and make use of it first.

In 1902, Cecchetti was offered the post of Director
of the Imperial School of Ballet at Warsaw. Acceptance
meant a complete severance of the ties which he had
made during the years spent in Petrograd, and he
delayed before giving a definite answer. In Petrograd
he had numberless friends and devoted pupils who
wanted to keep him there ; the former out of affection,
the latter because they felt his departure would mean
a serious blow to their studies. Cecchetti, on his
side, was enormously attached to Russia; his art had
been recognized and welcomed there; he had found a
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home for himself and his work ; he had seen the ballet
grow in force and popularity.

Yet his career there had not been free from trouble.
A big combination such as the Imperial Ballet was
bound to have divisions within itself which bred
jealousies and intrigues and annoyances, and Cecchetti,
in spite of his fiery impetuousness, was excessively sensi-
tive. There were times when the bitter feeling of
injustice impelled him to give in his resignation and put
an end to his connection with the Imperial Theatre.
Unfortunately, during the latter part of his time in
Petrograd, his old friend General Sevolovsky had been
transferred to the Hermitage, where his culture was
eminently fitted to deal with the treasures it contained.
The second Director, who followed later, was not as
felicitous in his methods of dealing with artists. If
he had been, it is probable that Cecchetti would have
still remained. But it happened that the offer to go to
Warsaw came at a moment when Cecchetti was ex-
cessively distressed over an affront which he considered
had been offered to his wife. It was a small matter in
itself, yet it revealed a lack of courtesy that was de-
plorable. Cecchetti felt it bitterly. Acting on the
impulse of the moment, he accepted the post at Warsaw,
and severed his connection with the Imperial Theatre
and School.

He proffered his resignation ; the Director refused
to accept it at once. He sent a letter saying that he
would wait for three days to hear if Cecchetti was still
of the same mind; if at the end of that time he still
persisted, he would regretfully have to fall in with his
decision.

For three days Cecchetti stayed in the house, fearing
that he might meet some of his friends, who would
persuade him to remain. They did come, but he
refused to see them, and so the hours passed, and the
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end of the time allotted for him to change his mind
arrived. Even then, nobody could believe that he
was serious. Many of the most important artists
and professors entreated him not to go. Why
hadn’t he thrashed out the matter before acting so
definitely ?

General Bodinski’s voice joined in the chorus of
entreaties : ** Petrograd without Cecchetti will no
longer be Petrograd ! ”

However, the die was cast, and when the time came
for him to leave Cecchetti realized that his departure
gave him as much regret as it did his friends.

The last event of his connection with the Imperial
Theatre was a grand farewell performance, which
gave him the fullest proof of the affection in which he
was held. For some years he had not danced. His
work had been as artist mime, teacher and second
mattre de ballet, but the Director, the public and his
fellow artists wished to see him once again dance a
certain famous variation in a pas de deux which had
been acknowledged as a four de force.  When he made
his début at the Marynski as second maitre de ballet
with ‘“ Katarina, la Fille du Bandit,” he had introduced
it to Petrograd audiences, and now nothing would do but
he must dance it once more.

The evening was one long scene of enthusiasm.
Every important person, every noted actor in town was
at the Marynski, and presents, wreaths and addresses
were showered upon Cecchetti. He appeared first in
a small ballet by Marius Petipa, ‘“ Don Quixote,” in
which he took the mime part of Sancho Panza.

Then came a divertissement which he had arranged
for the introduction of his famous pas de deux, to which
he gave the name of ‘“ Le Pas de Fascination.”” As
Diavolo, he enticed the damsels round him, all of whom
were his pupils: Trefilova, Preobrajenska, Egorova,
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Godova, Kerzesinska (who married the Grand Duke
André), Will, Tatarantova and several others.

The admiration which the public had for him was
expressed to the fullest that night when he said ‘“ Fare-
well ”’ to the home of his triumphs.

Finally there was the personal parting, when pictures
were taken down; nails pulled out; there was a
running to-and-fro, while boxes were packed ; children
picked out their favourite toys; friends came with
presents ; and the last vista of the receding doorway,
as the family drove to the station. On the steps
stood the fine old General Bodinski, his hand raised
in salute.

In the records of ballets at Petrograd Cecchetti’s
name and that of his wife are associated with the
creation of numerous parts. In addition to the
‘“ Wicked Fairy ” and the ‘“ Blue Bird " in the *“ Sleeping
Beauty,” Cecchetti was the first to dance the part
of the *“ North Wind ” in Ricardo Drigo’s ballet ** The
Talisman,” and the principal role in the same composer’s
ballet ‘“ Calcabrino.” Drigo, as has been said else-
where, was the conductor of the orchestra at the Imperial
Theatre in Petrograd. He wrote charming music,
and had an adoration for Délibes which was very evident
in his melodies and his style of orchestration. Another
ballet in which Cecchetti created the chief part, was
* Vestale,”” by Viacheslav Ivanov, the poet and leader
of the modernist movement. Then there was his clever
“Locust ” in ‘“ Le Caprice d’un Papillon,” already
alluded to. The music of this ballet was written by
Kopkopf, who used to be conductor of the orchestra at
Covent Garden ; and there was his creation of the lead
in *“ L’Ordre du Roi,” which marked his second appear-
ance at the Marynski.

Madame Cecchetti, who was leading mime, created
the parts of the ““ Queen ” in the ‘“ Sleeping Beauty,”
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“ Cerce ” in ‘‘ Le Roi Candaul,” *‘ Princess ** in *‘ Ray-
mond,”” the mother in ‘‘ Cinderella ” and the ¢ Grand
Duchess” in ** Lac des Cygnes,” the last in Cecchetti’s
estimation the most beautiful ballet that Tschaikovsky
wrote.

Amongst the personalities whom he remembered
above others in Petrograd, there was first and foremost
that of the Emperor Nicholas II., and the Empress,
whose amiability and kindness were extended to him
repeatedly. Their affection for one another and their
children was most evident at all times, and observable
even on state occasions. Most of the Grand Dukes and
Duchesses were Cecchetti’s pupils, and the consideration
which he received from them all won his respect and
admiration.

In the world of literature and art he recalls the
figure of Gorky, who was a great friend of the son
of Kafi, the costumier of the Imperial Theatre. Nobody
would have thought to look at Gorky that he was
possessed of so much genius. He used to discuss
socialism with fervour, and turn over hotly debated
questions like a hoe turning a field. His sudden
rise to fame was unprecedented. The Russian people
went mad over him from the first moment that his
short stories were published. The fact that he had
come from the people seemed to bring him closer to the
large public than any other author, and he was féted
and cheered and honoured. Then there were Monsieur
and Madame Petapenko, both of whom were dramatists,
and Levitan the painter, and Serov, and Serge Diagilev
and Filosofov. The two last founded the review,
*“ Mir Iskusstva ” (The World of Art), in 1898, a publi-
cation of the highest literary merit and cultivated
thought. At a later date both Cecchetti and Diagilev
were closely associated with the fortunes of the Russian

ballet in Western_ Europe. 7 Diagilev was the centre of
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a group of painters of the advanced school who formed
a society connected with ‘‘ Mir Iskusstva” and had
their own special exhibitions, where they were able
to exploit their own individuality.

Amongst stray recollections, Cecchetti’s first intro-
duction to Tchehov’s sombrely realistic ‘“ Cherry Or-
chard ”’ has never been forgotten by him. For weeks,
indeed for years, the pathos of the last scene before the
fall of the curtain, where the poor old servant is left,
decrepit, babbling, yet faithful, crouching miserably
beneath the window, while the voices of the family
fade away, haunted him continuously. From another
point of view he can always close his eyes and see
the superb statue of Peter the Great in the Senate
Square, and recall the anecdote of how Catherine IIL
waited for Voltaire to write an inscription, and how
Voltaire put off the evil day, and at the last moment
sat down and wrote: ‘A Pierre Premier, Katherine
Seconde,” which was duly cut in the stone and reads:
‘“ Petramu Permovu, Catherina Vtovaya.”



CHAPTER XII

ARSAW, well named ‘““ Le Petit Paris,” was a
tremendous change from Petrograd. Though
the very name of Poland is a symbol of national mis-
fortune, the Polish people are the gayest of the gay ;
the city is full of animation and laughter. The public
squares and parks are crowded; the cafés are well
patronized ; everyone seems smiling; there is a veneer
of sparkle and froth which covers the heart of Poland,
ceaselessly throbbing with pride of country.

The thoroughfares of Warsaw are very wide and
handsome, and the palace which stands by the bridge is
a monument to the splendours of Polish Kings. Be-
yond the beautiful old Gothic Cathedral the streets
narrow down, and one might be in the Faubourg S.
Antoine in Paris. Further out there is the charming
little suburban palace and park of Lazienki, with its
canals and orange trees in tubs, making a scene remin-
iscent of an Italian villa on the Lake of Como. In the
grounds there is a delicious little open-air theatre,
standing on an island in the middle of a lake, much in
the same way as the open-air theatre at Peterhoff.
The auditorium is like a small Roman amphitheatre,
the stage is set in a ruined temple. Ballet and light
opera were sometimes put on there, but mostly on
special occasions, such as the visit of the Russian Em-
peror, or the inauguration of a new Governor-General

In the Saxony Gardens there is another open-air
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theatre, and still another, called the ‘‘ Bagatelle,” in
the Ohm Gardens, a favourite resort of people living
in Warsaw.

One is often tempted to think, after visiting one of
these open-air theatres, that the Serpentine in Kensing-
ton Gardens, London, could be utilized for a theatre
of similar type. An auditorium on the banks, a stage
on the water! Pessimists of course will say: *‘ Look
at our climate!” but, on the whole, the summers are
much better than they were in the days when people
crowded into the ‘‘ White City ”” and the Earl’s Court
Exhibition ! Think of the drought and heat of 1921,
when people were pining to be out in the open !

The centre of dramatic and musical art in Warsaw
in 1902, when Cecchetti and his family arrived there,
was the Imperial or Grand Theatre, looked upon as
the finest theatre in Poland. It was endowed, controlled
and subsidized by the Russian Government, and had
an opera company, a ballet, a dramatic company and
a comedy company. There were three orchestras, two
choruses, a school of dramatic art and a school for
ballet. In the great building which stood in the big
square opposite the Hotel de Ville, there were two
separate theatres and a concert hall. Up to 1906,
all plays were submitted to strict censorship, and many
amusing anecdotes of the methods of dealing with lines
that might be interpreted as disloyal have been pre-
served. As in the days of Papal Rome, the results were
more than often ludicrous.

Anything that suggested bondage or love of country
was severely banned. For instance, the word *‘ slave ”
was never permitted, usually it was replaced by ‘‘ negro.”
Of course in some instances it worked quite well, but
when the noun was used in a metaphorical sense, such
as ‘‘ He was a slave to his passions ! ”’ the whole meaning
was destroyed in the foolish statement that *“ He was a

13
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negro to his passions!” In a play where a Catholic
priest had to announce that he loved his country and
his people, the censor put him in the embarrassing
position of confessing that he loved his ** wife and
children.”

Madame Modjeska, who also recalls these blunders
in her Memoirs, had the greatest difficulty in getting
permission to play “ Romeo and Juliet ” when she was
in Warsaw. The Director of the Imperial Theatre had
been replaced for a short time by an official who was
excessively ignorant in the matter of drama and litera-
ture. He was mystified as to her reason for putting it
on in Warsaw. He thought it was unworthy of her
talent to want to appear in a play based on an opera !
Gounod’s *“ Romeo and Juliet” had been given there
a short time previously, and he considered the plot was
not at all agreeable! Madame Modjeska explained
that ‘“ Romeo and Juliet ” was originally a play and it
had been written by Shakespeare, to which the official
replied that he had never heard of the gentleman !

National opera was a distinctive feature at the
Grand Theatre, and such Polish operas as *° Goplana,”
“Janek ” and ‘‘ Stara Basn,” by Zelenski; *“ Manru,” by
Paderewski; ‘ Filenis ”” and ‘“ Marie,” by Statkowski ;
*“ Daiewcia Lodowcow,” by Gruzewski, were given.
‘*“ Halka ” was a standing success, and was performed
as many as eight hundred times. Moniuszko, who
wrote it, was a pupil of the Warsaw Conservatoire,
where Chopin studied when it was under the direction
of Elsner. The Russian Government closed the Con-
servatoire in 18381, and it was replaced by the Musical
Institute, opened by A. Kortski in 1850. Moniuszko
died in 1872, but for many years he was professor of
composition at the Musical Institute. When in later
years Cecchetti went back to Italy, he was the only
maitre de ballet there who knew how the Polish dances
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in “ Halka” should be danced, and it was he who
supervised them.

The School of Ballet at Warsaw had deteriorated
a good deal when Cecchetti took up his duties there.
He found that there had been a curtailment in the matter
of salaries that had driven all the best professors of
dancing away. Talent there was in abundance, and a
tremendous willingness to learn. Cecchetti and his
wife put all their energies into setting things right.
He managed to get more grants from the Treasury
Department in Petrograd, and he induced some of the
most talented young dancers of the Imperial Ballet—
who have since become famous—to come to Warsaw.
It was there that Madame Pavlova, as yet unknown,
danced in ‘* Giselle,” which to the dancer has been like
“ Ophelia ” to the actress, Schumann’s concerto to the
pianist, Becthoven’s concerto to the violinist, and
*“Isolde ” to the singer. The great scene was always
in the graveyard, where the wraiths of young girls who
had died of love danced on their tombstones. If a
human being chanced to come that way, the spectres
seized the unfortunate creature and danced till death
put an end to the partnership. The way in which
Giselle saves her lover, who has come to weep over her
grave, sounds the depths of a dancer’s soul, and there
is no need to speculate as to how Anna Pavlova
interpreted such a part.

Mdlle. Sirone, who was premiére danseuse at the
Imperial Theatre in Vienna, was brought to Warsaw
by Cecchetti, also Madame Trefilova, who danced in
““ Coppelia,” Mdlle. Sedova in * Paquita,” Madame
Preobrajenski in Tschaikovsky’s ‘ Lac des Cygnes,”
and Mathylde Kerzesinska.

The father of the latter was the most superb
dancer of Polish dances that existed in the land of the
Mazurka, the Obertass and the Cracovienne. Raymond

I3¥
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Kerzesinska and Popoff were brought to Petrograd, with
several other Polish dancers, for the express purpose of
dancing before the Emperor. Popoff was a little man,
excessively round and fat, Kersezinska, on the other
hand, was tall and handsome. He was sixty-two when
he headed the six couples who danced the °‘ Blue
Mazurka ”—so named because all the artists were in
blue. Nothing so magnificent or so spirited had ever
been seen in Petrograd, indeed no Russian dancer could
approach the extraordinary chic of the performance.
Kerzesinska was retained at the Imperial Theatre in
Petrograd after that, and no artist could ever dance
the Mazurka in Glinka’s opera ‘“ A Life for the Czar” as
he did.

In Poland the Mazurka is danced with the accent on
the third beat, and it goes with a swing and a stamp, a
rapture and gaiety that is indescribable. In all grades
of society it reigned supreme, as the waltz in years gone
by held the first place in every ball-room in the world,
and it was always danced several times in the evening.
Towards the early hours of the morning it was usually
danced for the last time, and it was then called the
*“ White Mazurka.” As a rule it was followed by the
‘“ Obertass,” another spirited dance with a great deal
of stamping, and this would end the ball.

One of Cecchetti’s earliest memories of Warsaw
goes back to a morning when he was on his way to the
theatre. As it was rather wet, he had on a black
mackintosh, which almost reached to his ankles. Round
his shoulders it had a short cape. As he went along the
streets he saw that he attracted a great deal of notice,
Presently people stopped and smiled at him. Many
took off their hats and bowed low. Small children
came and kissed his hand. The further he went, the
more attention did he find bestowed upon him. At
last he bolted into a cab, and scurried into the theatre.
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There he met his newly-appointed régisseur, and he
hastily asked him if there was anything strange in his
appearance.

*“ No indeed, nothing ! ”

“ You are quite sure ? ”’

“ Quite !

‘“ But people have been taking off their hats to me,
children have been kissing my hand. Is it the custom
to treat strangers likethat . . . or .. .77

The young man looked at him for a moment, then
burst out laughing.

* Why,” he said, ** in that coat you are the image of
Father ——,”” mentioning the name of a much beloved
priest. ‘“ They took you for him, M. Cecchetti, and
they were asking for your blessing ! ”’

In addition to his work as Director of the School of
Ballet, Cecchetti put on many ballets of his own in
Warsaw, and he also supervised the production of some
new operas. It was he who produced Paderewski’s
‘“ Manru,” a fine opera, with a story which was some-
what stale. It is reminiscent of ‘‘ Rigoletto,” but it
had some spirited gipsy dances in the first act. Didour,
who was the Chaliapin of Poland, sang the bass part,
and Leliva was the tenor. Podesti was the conductor,
and the leader of the orchestra was a magnificent
violinist whose genius was clouded by drink. The
public adored his playing, and whenever ** Trovatore ”’
was put on the melody in unison for violins in the last
act was always played by him alone. In “ Manru”
there was a young gipsy who was a violinist, and as he
had to prove to the audience that he could play, he was
heard before he came on the stage.

The real playing was of course done by the leader of
the orchestra, who stood in the wings. Podesti always
waited, baton in hand, till the solo was over to give the
signal to the orchestra. In the art of improvising his
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leader was extremely gifted, and one night, having
indulged his taste for spirits rather too freely, he started
playing and wandered whither his inclination led him.
Podesti listened enchanted, but he suddenly recognized,
to his horror, that the violinist was going away from the
key. Good God! when he stopped, the point of
junction with the orchestra would be entirely severed,
it would sound awful! With a face which gradually
assumed an expression of despair Podesti followed the
improvisation in the wings. On and on it went,
beautifully, no doubt, but a dreadful catastrophe was
to follow. Podesti felt sure of this. Then, to his
astonishment, he heard the gradual return, the progress
in the right direction, and finally, with a face wreathed
with smiles, Podesti heard the end—in the right key !

Another opera in which Cecchetti took great interest
was the ** Life of Chopin,” by Dell’ Orefice, an Italian
composer, who wove together numberless compositions
of Chopin and used them to give the atmosphere to
the story of Chopin’s life. In an opera called * Duc
Woiwoda,” by Grossmann and Hoffmann, Cecchetti
put in a czardas, which created a furore, and which
has remained so popular that it has been used over
and over again.

Cecchetti also put on a number of his own ballets,
amongst them ‘‘ After the Ball,” which had been sug-
gested to him by the picture by Géréme of the same
name. Cecchetti wove a little story round the well-
known painting of two maskers who are fighting a duel
in the snow. It started with the loves of two young
peasants in a village. The soldiers arrive and take the
young man away to join the ranks, the young girl
implores him to stay. There is an officer who is smitten
with the village beauty, and the elderly Mayor is also
casting a roaming eye on her. The latter gives a big
ball. The girl comes as Pierrette, the officer arrives as



The Master of the Russian Ballet 199

Harlequin, and finally the peasant, having evaded his
guard, mingles with the crowd as Pierrot. He sees
Harlequin making love to Pierrette, and tries to draw
her away. But, as she is not at all inclined to give up
her little hour of triumph, she tells Pierrot to go and
leave her to amuse herself. Harlequin laughs at
Pierrot’s chagrin, and Pierrot, mad with jealousy,
strikes him. A faithful representation of Géréme’s
picture followed the quarrel, when the two men fought
in the snow, and poor Pierrot was killed. Gillet’s
popular waltz, *“ Loin du Bal,”” was heard in the distance.

“ Piplet ” was another of Cecchetti’s ballets which
he put on at Warsaw. ¢ Piplet” is the name by
which the concierges in Paris used to be familiarly known.
The ballet was founded on an incident taken from
*“ The Mysteries of Paris,” by Eugéne Sue. It dealt
with the fortunes of a little modiste who dwelt in the
Latin quarter, in a house guarded by a concierge
and his wife—a dear old couple. She is quite in the
centre of the vie de bohéme, and one of the students is
her lover. There is an elderly old roué from whom
the young man has borrowed money, and this old
horror, for his own ends, has the careless young fellow
arrested and sent to prison. Of course, the way being
clear, he makes ardent advances to the modiste, and
she, backed up by her lover’s friend, Cabriol, and
Piplet, the concierge, who are silent witnesses of the
elderly roué’s love-making, accepts his suggestion of
going to a fancy-dress ball with him. She puts on a
pink domino, her admirer puts on a black domino.
The instant they are gone, Cabriol pushes Piplet into a
pink domino, and wraps himself in a black one. The
whole quartet meet at the ball, and the little modiste,
sure of the support of Cabriol and Piplet, humours
her admirer, and promises to yield to his pleadings
on condition that he gives her all the I.0.U.’s he has
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received from her lover. He hands them to her,
fatuously admiring, and then, being jostled by some
dancers, is separated for a moment from his pink
domino. Of course he is rejoined, not by the modiste,
but by Piplet, and when the hour for unmasking
arrives, the roué finds that he has been whispering
tender words into the ear of Piplet, instead of the
modiste. The pretty music was written by Luigi
Mardoglio, whose gifts Cecchetti’s father had humoured
by the aid of three bottles of wine, a room, a piano,
and a locked door. This ballet was also done in Italy.

On a much larger scale than either of these was
Cecchetti’s ballet * Eve,” in eight scenes and a pro-
logue. It typified the life of a heartless woman, in-
fluenced by Caprice and Fashion. Cecilia Cherri came
from Vienna to take the part of Eve, Mdlles. Zulewsky
and Krause were Caprice and Fashion, and Kulescha
was Phedio, the young man who suffered from Eve’s
insincerity.

The prologue shows the adoration of Phedio for his
statue of Eve, and his dream in which she and all
the other statues in his studio come to life. Then
there is the inevitable landlord who worries the penniless
young sculptor for his rent. Phedio confesses his
inability to pay, at which the landlord scoffs. What
about the statue of Eve ? He will take that instead
of money. But Phedio refuses to part with it, and he
is convinced that the statue itself would not agree to
such a bargain. * Very well,” says the landlord,
“we will see which she prefers? You with your
talent, or I with my money ? ” Half dreaming and half
waking, Phedio agrees to the trial, and to his despair
he sees Eve turn to the landlord.

The next scene showed the interior of a bailiff’s
cottage, where his daughter is flirting with a young
peasant. Round her flit Caprice and Fashion, rousing
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her desire for clothes and amusement, while her father
scolds her for not attending to her work. Presently
a Prince enters with a party of huntsmen, and asks
for something to drink. Eve serves them, and pays
special attention to a smart young Baron, who is
evidently excessively taken with her. The party
leave the cottage, and Eve, for want of something
better to do, is again amusing herself with her peasant
adorer, when the Baron returns for his rifle, and Eve,
yielding to the persuasions of Caprice and Fashion
and the Baron’s suggestions, runs away with him.

The story goes on to a big ball at the Baron’s house,
and the arrival of the young peasant, who tries to
persuade her to turn from her life of pleasure and
return to her home with him. She gives him gold
for her father, but he throws it on the ground, and,
turning on the Baron and his guests, he strikes them
in disgust and anger, and there is an uproar, in the
midst of which the peasant escapes.

Various scenes follow, in which the gay, dissolute
life of Eve is constantly disturbed by the efforts of the
peasant to rescue her. Finally, she becomes the
mistress of a young officer, who joins a North Pole
Expedition. To escape her creditors and the results
of her numerous follies, Eve accompanies the young
man on board, and the ship glides away before the
horrified eyes of her father and her peasant lover.

The final tableau shows the vessel held in the ice.
Polar bears are wandering round hungrily, and the
crew, half-starved and despairing, make a feeble effort
to shoot them. They descend upon the ice, but their
alm is uncertain, and the bears come upon them and
kill them. Eve, alone, despairing, suffering from
remorse, lies in a cavern of ice, breathing her last
moments, while visions of her life and follies pass before
her. As death comes upon her, the sun rises, the ice
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gradually breaks beneath its warmth, and Eve stands
in the centre of its beams. Like a passionless statue
she died on the ice, but the glow of the sun put the blood
of life into her veins and awakened her to woman-
hood !

This type of apotheosis always smoothed the shock
of a tragic ending in the grand ballet d’action of the
past, such as M. Petipa was accustomed to put on at
Petrograd. They have gone completely out of date
now, the taste for short ballets and divertissements
having taken their place. But who shall say that they
may not return ? In the revolutions of fashion the
grand ballet d’action may, in all possibility, make its
reappearance and be hailed as a novelty !

The story of the evolution of the ballet to its present
form is much the same as the story of the evolution of
Italian opera into music drama. Italy and France
created a certain type of ballet, and the former insti-
tuted a certain type of opera, both have been altered
outside their boundaries; opera in Germany, and
ballet in Russia. But even these alterations are
showing signs of wear and tear. ‘ Scheherazade”
has lost its novelty and * Tannhduser ”’ is out of date !

Polish audiences adored ‘‘ Eve,”” and the critics
of Warsaw wrote columns about it. It was a happy
event in a theatre which was the most difficult in the
world to manage, owing to race friction. From the
manager’s point of view, the public of Warsaw was
terribly puzzling. The Jews wouldn’t come to the
theatre if there was anything that attracted the Russians,
the Russians wouldn’t come if there was anything
that appealed to the Jews, the Poles wouldn’t go if
there was anything that either the Jews or the Russians
liked. As the Jews were mostly the shopkeeper class,
the Russians mostly of the aristocracy, and the Poles
a mixture of both, there was also the question of
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cultured and uncultured taste to be thought of, so
that on occasions the management catered frankly
for the one or the other. Thus, they put on Halévy’s
opera ‘“La Juive,” knowing that it would appeal
only to the Jewish population; and it did! But not
without demonstrations of displeasure from both the
Russians and the Poles, who, for once, joined hands
and kicked up a fuss in the theatre.

Considering the immense capacity of the theatre,
it was well-nigh impossible to make even a moderate
business success, consequently a ballet such as “ Eve,”
beautifully mounted, danced to perfection, with graceful
music and pretty clothes, which was symbolical yet
full of the philosophy of truth, was welcomed by
everybody.

Cecchetti, having come from Russia, and being in
the employ of the Russian Government, was taken for
a Russian, and he found it very difficult to disabuse
the Poles of the idea. He repeatedly told them that
he was Italian, but the fact that he spoke Russian
and could not speak Polish created a false impression.
The interest and friendship which was shown him
by the Governor-General, Prince Dolgouruki, and his
wife, the Princess Dolgouruki, also gave credence to
the idea.

Madame Cecchetti also suffered from the dis-
advantage of not being able to speak Polish. If she
went into a Polish shop, no haste was shown to serve
her, and she was generally asked if she really wanted
to buy ? Her three boys on their way to school used
to be pointed out as ‘“those little Russians,” and
occasionally they turned upon their tormentors and
showed them with their fists that they would not
suffer such gibes. Then the mothers of the Polish boys
came and complained to Madame Cecchetti, and there
was a great hubbub and discussion, in the midst of which
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Madame vainly repeated: “ We are not Russian, we
are Italian!”

These three sons of Cecchetti were, by the way,
excellent dancers, though they have none of them
followed their father’s profession. They often danced
in aid of charity, and a great deal of amusement was
once caused by them at an entertainment given by the
Princess Dolgouruki at the Palace, in aid of the poor
students of Warsaw. Two of Cecchetti’s boys danced
a Tarantella, one dressed as a boy and the other as a
girl. The latter picked up the mannerisms of the
prima ballerina so well that bets were made as to
whether he wasn’t a girl. One of the members of the
audience came to Madame Cecchetti and said: “1I
have been watching very closely, and every movement
of the little ballerina is feminine. It is your little girl
who danced, is it not ? ”

“No, I have no daughter, I am sorry to tell you.
You have lost your bet. Both the dancers are my
sons ! ”’

Another time these same two boys headed a horn-
pipe, which was a great novelty in Poland. The
onlookers got so excited that they backed their
favourites with cries of ¢ Bravo, Ricardo!” ¢ Bravo,
Julio ! ”” <“Bravo, Luigi ! ”” «“Bravo ! ”” < Bravo, Cesare! ”’
Parents and relatives were most appreciative, and
the situation was much like that of the poor pianist
who, having scraped up enough money to give a recital,
told his large family to sit in the front row and applaud
everything he did. On the night of the recital the
children watched their father and waited until he had
ceased playing, then they rose en bloc, and, clapping
loudly, shouted : * Bravo, papa; bravo, papa!” Even
in these days the “ Bravo, papa ” concert is not extinct,
for the assistance of the family as claque is a good way
of starting applause, also of showing the affection of a
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child for its parent, and vice versa. There was a gifted
pianist and composer in London some twenty years
ago who always employed a faithful bo’sun to start
the applause. The pianist had become acquainted with
him on the R.N.V.R. training ship on the Thames,
and his large hands and general strength were a powerful
aid to stirring up enthusiasm in any audience.

Cecchetti’s sons, who so often danced for charity
in Warsaw, are now men who follow serious professions
in Turin. Cavaliere Cesare Cecchetti is a busy lawyer,
Signor A. Cecchetti is Professor of Philosophy, and
Signor Luigi Cecchetti is a Doctor of Music.

The revolutionary tendency, slowly growing and
spreading from 1900, was marked by several upheavals
in Poland. Under the rule of Plehve, the Minister of
the Interior, suspicion and socialism grew apace until
1905, when the riots in Petrograd found their echo
in every town in the Empire. In Warsaw proces-
sions of workmen paraded the streets, bombs were
thrown here and there, troops charged and fired at
the revolutionary crowd. There was a tremendous
amount of shooting and looting of shops. A young
man, sitting at a café, jumped up and threw a bomb
at the Chief of Police. He killed himself, and injured
the unfortunate official so that he was hardly recogniz-
able. Yet he did not die! Madame Cecchetti, stand-
ing on her balcony, airing a pair of gloves she had
been cleaning with benzine, heard the explosion and
thought for a second that it was the effect of the sun
on the benzine. But she soon learned from the cries
of the people in the street, the shouts, and the looks
of horror, what had happened.

Day by day Warsaw became more and more un-
safe to live in. There were meetings, and conferences,
open demands and secret plottings. Scarcely a street
could be traversed where the shop windows had not
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been smashed. All the Russian signs had been taken
down and replaced by Polish signs. Outside every
shop that belonged to a Pole, an image of the Virgin
Mary had been placed so as to show the nationality
and religion. No one dared to look anywhere, or to
take any interest in anything, or a bullet would be
sent through their head.

Progress in art under such conditions was naturally
impossible, besides, it was physically repugnant to
walk along the street and see the blood and brains of
some unfortunate creature splashed over the wall !

So Cecchetti regretfully gave up his work in Warsaw,
and having been long away from his native Italy,
went to Turin, and settled there for a while.

His stay in Warsaw had scarcely been long enough
for the results of his teaching to be gauged on a large
scale, but it was due to him that the Imperial School of
Dancing there was set on its feet again. Curiously
enough, his best Polish pupils were not taught by him
in Poland, but in Russia. It was at Petrograd that
the exotic genius of Stanislas Nijinsky came under
the guidance of Cecchetti. Nijinsky’s father was
already known in Poland as a dancer of the national
dances of his country, but his son had gone to Russia
to benefit by Cecchetti’s technique, which was putting
so much life into the ballet at Petrograd.

Nijinsky was always too delicate to go through
severe training. He was neurasthenic and dreamy ;
a temperament that needed to be treated with gentle-
ness. There was something elusive about himself
and his art which did not fit well into the ordinary
routine of work.

A pupil of a different type was Stanislas Idzikovsky,
who has often been seen in London as Madame
Lopokova’s partner. He was the “ Blue Bird” in
the last revival of the ‘‘ Sleeping Beauty ” at the
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Alhambra. TUnlike Nijinsky, he was alert, normal,
and capable of undergoing great strain. Another
Polish dancer who was a pupil of Cecchetti’s at Petro-
grad was Mathylde Kerzesinska, daughter of Raymond
Kerzesinska, who made such a stir with his dancing of
the Mazurka that the Imperial Theatre would not let
him go. Mathylde Kerzesinska was dancing this year
(1922) at Covent Garden. Still another Polish pupil
is Leon Woizikovsky, who is well known in England.



CHAPTER XIII

THE Italy that Cecchetti returned to after such a

long absence was no longer the same Italy as
far as ballet and opera were concerned. The latter
had perhaps survived the ballet, but even so, the
glories of the ’sixties, the ’seventies and the early
’eighties were gone. The habit of looking to Italy
for the best singers and the best dancers was but a
memory of the past. Artists had carried the technique
which had been the envy of the world elsewhere, and
it was in Petrograd that opera and ballet had found
a new impetus through its arrival. Even the dignity
of criticism had not been left. It had developed into
self-seeking and intrigue.

The only paper which stood as a landmark of
Cecchetti’s youth and which still exists was the one
which belonged to the unique society called ‘‘ Enig-
mofilo.”” The society itself had its representative
group in every large town in Italy, and from the
members of each came anagrams, acrostics, rebuses,
which appeared monthly in the society’s publication
called “ La Corte di Salomne.” Some of the best
poets and writers of the day have contributed to this
paper, which was edited by Giuseppe Samborotto.
Cecchetti and his sons have all written for *‘ La Corte
di Salomne ” for years, and Cecchetti is proud of the
fact that he has composed some anagrams which have
defied discovery. The following has never been for-

208
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gotten by the members of the society: ‘ SPARPAG-
LIARE ” (to scatter); ‘“ RAPPRESAGLIA ” (to bring
together).

Long before Cecchetti became a member of the
‘ Enigmofilo ” society his passion for writing had
been cultivated by the family tradition of running a
personal newspaper. Every member of the Cecchetti
family sent the news of their doings to one another
in a weekly news sheet, neatly written and carefully
blocked out. Each of these budgets was headed with
the pseudonym under which the contributors and editors
wrote. Cecchetti’s paper was called *° Capriccioso,”
his father’s was ‘° Brontolone,” his sister Pia’s was
‘ Tarlatan,” and they all contained general news,
personal news, poetry, and puzzles—on the last page.
The following is a charade which Cecchetti sent at a
later date to *“ La Corte di Salomne,” and which very
few guessed.

Quando su carta affacciasi

Da solo il mio secondo

Ti rissovvien dell’ Aquila
Terror di tutto mondo

A cui Petereo empireo

Tal un Total stampo

Che ne al primier ne all’ ultimo
Scusa lettor dono.

me—N—te. (Mente) (The mind).

This paper exercised all its old influence over
Cecchetti on his return to Turin, and he again became
an active contributor. But otherwise he did not
find much opening for his gifts and interests. There
was some idea of his starting a school of dancing at
Rome, under State aid, but Cecchetti did not wel-
come the idea with enthusiasm. In the meantime
the management of the Teatro Lyrico in Milan pounced
upon him to arrange the Polish dances in ‘ Halka.”
Then in the winter he was engaged at Rome to assist
in putting on several operas, amongst them Halévy’s

4
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‘ La Juive ”—which had been rather a tough proposi-
tion in Warsaw—and Berlioz’s ‘“ Damnation de Faust,”
with which he created quite a sensation by breaking
through the old tradition of three angels, and enlarg-
ing their number to seven. Then he was engaged to
go to Livorno, to put on the charming ballet-mime,
“ L’Histoire d’un Pierrot,” in which his friend Rossi
had appeared in London. From there the same com-
pany went with him to Pisa. On the return journey
he met with an accident. A goods train on a siding
was by mistake shunted on to the main line, with the
result that a collision occurred. Cecchetti, his light
luggage placed in the rack above his head, was thrown
violently backwards while his valise, his handbag
and various parcels struck him on the face and chest.
His face was bleeding and his chest was bruised, but he
was not half as much hurt as other passengers, who
were terribly wounded and cut by glass and splinters.
After a horrified pause and silence, there was a great
stir and commotion. A special train was sent out from
Pisa to the scene of the accident, and conveyed the
sufferers to the station, where Red-Cross nurses were
waiting in readiness. Each passenger was carefully
examined and treated, but when it came to Cecchetti’s
turn, he felt that his injuries were so small in compari-
son to those which others had received, he was inclined
to treat the whole affair lightly and refuse assistance.
One of the members of the company plucked at the
sleeve of his fur coat.

*“ Don’t be a fool !

* What do you mean ? ”’

“ Don’t say there is nothing the matter with you.
Let them look after you.”

143 Oh ! 2

When Cecchetti was examined it was found that
he was far more hurt than he imagined, and that he
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needed as much attention as anybody. He was
told to put in a claim for damages, and he asked
for five thousand francs; he was granted —one
thousand.

Round and about Italy Cecchetti toured for a time,
but wherever he went the change which had taken
place in opera and ballet was conspicuous. When
he had gone forty years earlier to Petrograd, opera
had then begun to swallow up the ballet because of the
exorbitant demands of opera singers. Coming back
to his own haunts h