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MNareyer: Gone are the nights of &9 curtain calls

“CHESS" proclaims the
huge banner ouizide the
irab one-time elnema that
is now the Playhousse then-
tre in Edinbuargh. Scarcaly
noticenble benoath it a
small strip reads "Rudolph
Nureyev™.

The audlence Mle in,
looking as if they were go-
ing to the local histro, no
one particularly glammed
up for the occaslon.

Inside, an usher gives
me—and every other
woman In the front stalls—
n plnk rosa, to throw on
stage nt the end of the per-
formance.

An adolescent girl In
Jeans apd T-shirt (no
pearis and fur coats hened
asks her companion:
“Where's the orchesira®™
There ksn't one.
iEFur the 90,75 thcket and

P LmiTee Yol got pro-
ru:m music, on a dia-
bollcal systom.

The performance |s
billed s part of the 16-stop
MNureyvey Farewell Tour,
the road show which
reaches Wembley Confer-
ence Centre on F‘ril:!ﬁv.

But what we are wiimess-
lng L:rnighl is the

Tha % Goodbye, the
Irﬂﬂedy a lepend who
ecannot let the fina] curtain

1L

Haa it really come to
thia? Inexorahly, the man
who cnthralied millions
around the world is join-
ing the ranks of those who
destroy their own mys-
tigue,

e Maria Callas, Sarah
Bernhardi, Frank Singtra
and Ella Fltzgerald Clih.

The first Hme [ ever saw

Mureyev., he was in the
Russian Orthodox Church
in Eenslngton.

The [ncenss hurned, peg-
chanted glorionsly and.
paraded in an  ankle-

grezing sable coat.

Ha that distinetive

haughty tresd and trade-
cap pulled over his
thick hrows and dark eyes,

This wasz the Intermn

tlonal superstar Incarmuats;
defiant, handsome, magis-
::iia], proud, [emperamen-

And now heme he was
playing in a provincial the-

afre In Edinburgh. It wasa
bleak, undecorative and
charmless affair.

In Sunderland, on the
opening of the tour five
days ago, 50 fans de-
manded thelr money back.

Hiz performanes at Liv-
erpool was described by
critice as lacklusire.
“Mureyev leaves them
shouting for less,” sald the
headiines,

Here in Edinburgh,
thers were T00 tickets still
on sale the night before.
During the performance,
there are rows of empty
seats at the front.

But where a8 Nursyes?
Ah, yes. He comes on just
before tha interval.

He does no solos and af-
ter a little exertion in The
Lesson, the fery Tartar
slts breathless,

Sweat pours off him. He
i In constant pain and vir-
tually disabled by o cal-
clum spur on his heel.

He's 53 years old and for
more than 20 years has
pérformed a near-
masochistic 250 perform-
ANEes 0 Fear,

His boddy has grown wea-
ry, hiz stamina nigh pone E:-

Tonight he s no mr
:ﬂm" virtuosn rolas, bt

h depend on dra-
"?““”'i‘.‘i“f.;'i';’ he milks
mper [
the audlence for
and to he falr he =t l:uu
fading sexual charisma
co Stige pres-
enco, but It is s on an
associntion with the glori-
ots past, not the now,

What he s now dolng ks
really low grade theatre,

The soundirack crackles
dismally out of the PA,
ugly great speakers set to
the fore of a space that has
no stage set and no design
to relleve it It s as allur-
ing as a schoal hall on a

Sunday night at midnight.

The whole evening
grows artistically
like . ..like...well, ke
somethin thrown
Lugt'!ht'r by the promoters
for tho solo

there we sit with our
pink roses. If they are
meant o be thrown to tha
maesiro, nobody does,

S0 why doea he do {i?
Mot for mamey, ambition
or ame. “1 am a dancer. |
am o doncoer. Moybs I am
the donecer,”™ he once safd.

There 13 & demon Inside
him. He is simply a man
obsessad: oné condumsd

by m passion; one for
whom cing is the focis
of Life.

He is also a man who
has always fought agalnst
critics, competitors, his
own muscles and even

of
:pgnlns o fast tum-ﬂu“

Agony of the long goodbye

CAROLINE PHILLIPS
witnesses the pathos

and poignancy of

a fading legend’s swansong

gravity., He 1s & wartior
Wi has the will to Naht—
even when he 18 loaing. He
won't give 1n to loneliness,
olel ageer or infirmity.

Al the end aof the
ovening, the aundience du-
tifully claps. But there ls
none of the fool-stamping
or whistling that denotes
serious approval,

A girl In the stalls ealls
“Braval” Nureyev's eyes
Light up as he hears it, the
single voles In the dark. A
lone cheer that s of litile

cheer,

Where 1= the retinne of
yesferyear?! The fans
siraining at the police cor-
dons? The autograph
hunters? Gone are the
nights of 8 curtain ealls.

8 the performance
ends, those watching file
out. Many leave before the
applmitss ks through.

WHERE CAN
YOUBOOK A
WORLD CRUISE

AND ARRANGE
THE MORTGAGE!?

! HMORE THINGE WE BET TOU |
BIBHT KHNOW ARQUT STLFRIDGES.

@& With our Travel Bureau, you can go
virtually everywhere In the world,
@ And well g0 almoit lnrw'h:rt 1
Britaln to plan and fit a kitchen.
| i Yau s drog in for wesur Dasipart



