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  Creditors was performed in repertory with Miss Julie at Jermyn Street Theatre, London, and Theatre by the Lake from 22 March – 1 June, 2019. The cast was as follows:




  MISS JULIE




  Premiered at Theatre by the Lake, Keswick on 1 July, 2017. Revived at Theatre by the Lake, Keswick on 1 April, 2019 with the following cast:




  

    

      	

        MISS JULIE


      



      	

        Charlotte Hamblin


      

    




    

      	

        KRISTIN


      



      	

        Dorothea Myer-Bennett


      

    




    

      	

        JEAN


      



      	

        James Sheldon


      

    




    

      	

        In the 2017 premiere, the role of Kristin was played by Izabella Urbanowicz.


      

    




    

      	

        CREDITORS


      

    




    

      	

        Premiered at Theatre by the Lake, Keswick on 22 March, 2019 with the following cast:


      

    




    

      	

        TEKLA


      



      	

        Dorothea Myer-Bennett


      

    




    

      	

        ADOLF


      



      	

        James Sheldon


      

    




    

      	

        GUSTAF


      



      	

        David Sturzaker


      

    




    

      	

        Director


      



      	

        Tom Littler


      

    




    

      	

        Designer


      



      	

        Louie Whitemore


      

    




    

      	

        Lighting Designer


      



      	

        Johanna Town


      

    




    

      	

        Sound Designer and Composer


      



      	

        Max Pappenheim


      

    




    

      	

        Associate Director


      



      	

        Gabriella Bird


      

    




    

      	

        Costume Supervisor


      



      	

        Claire Nicolas


      

    




    

      	

        Production Manager at TBTL


      



      	

        Philip Geller


      

    




    

      	

        Production Manager at JST


      



      	

        Will Herman


      

    




    

      	

        Stage Manager


      



      	

        Lisa Cochrane


      

    




    

      	

        Production Co-ordinator for TBTL


      



      	

        Mary Elliott


      

    




    

      	

        Technical Manager at TBTL


      



      	

        Andrew Lindsay


      

    


  




  





  




  The Strindberg Project




  Lost with the trolls




  The director Tom Littler and I have become obsessed with the theatre of August Strindberg. We feel affection and at times repulsion toward him – his drama is both enlightening and disturbing; it has a mystery and depth we suspect we will never fully understand. We may be quite lost.




  It is visceral writing, without easy messages, deeply human but often irrational. He is the first great modernist playwright, yet very close to the Greeks, particularly Euripides, in his iconoclasm towards his time and his twisty, bloody-minded plots. A bitter humour flashes as his characters flail about, locked in a tragic endgame they cannot escape.




  He was a troubled and troubling genius. He had extreme love-and-hate relationships with just about everything and everyone – his country, his wives, his contemporaries. It is an understatement to say he was ‘ideologically unstable’ – at times he was an atheist, an occultist, a socialist, an elitist, a reactionary, a progressive, a mystic, a passionate advocate for, then a savage critic of, feminism. He would stray into very dark areas, then pull back and reclaim some kind of balance. His work was frequently censored and banned – he was prosecuted for blasphemy and denounced as one of the most dangerous men alive. And yet there are many accounts that he was a shy, beautiful and very sexy man.




  That mad summer




  Miss Julie and Creditors were written back to back in a blaze of creativity in the summer of 1888.




  After the failure of his play The Father, Strindberg, his wife of ten years standing, Siri von Essen, and their three young children moved to the small fishing village of Taarbæk. They were all but broke. Strindberg wrote a book at lightning speed, in French, in the forlorn hope of selling it quickly in Paris (when eventually published, the book, A Madman’s Defence, caused a sensation). But they were in dire straits.




  Then it seemed that a magical world had intervened. A strange old woman, who the children thought was a witch, knocked on their door. On behalf of ‘the Countess Frankenau’ she invited them to stay, for virtually nothing, at the Countess’s castle, Skovlyst, which means ‘Delight of the Forest’. In the twilight a ramshackle, old-fashioned carriage collected the family, driven by a handsome servant. The Strindbergs were entranced.




  But the summer became a nightmare. The ‘castle’ was a vast, dilapidated old house, many of the rooms derelict; those offered to the Strindbergs were squalid and filthy. The Countess was not really a Countess and she was mercurially unstable. She was besieged by lawsuits for debt and complaints from local people about ‘goings-on’. The servant, Ludvig Hansen, was not a servant; he was the Countess’s secret lover. He was also a thief and a psychopathic conman. Strindberg was fooled by his fantastical claims to ‘gypsy powers’ and spent hours carousing with him. The children loved the wild gardens and the old house, but Siri was increasingly fearful. Strindberg clung onto his delusions about the Skovlyst magical world as their marriage imploded. The summer ended disastrously. Hansen turned on Strindberg, accusing him of seducing his underaged sister. It was a con and Strindberg refused to pay him off. A court dismissed the charge, but for Siri it was the last straw.




  Yet, as the summer dream deteriorated into chaos, Strindberg was somehow able to write his two great naturalistic masterpieces. There is something alchemical about his writing. He could turn the sludgy elements of disastrous personal experience into theatrical gold.




  Ibsen vs Strindberg?




  

    ‘Strindberg Strindberg Strindberg… the greatest of them all. Ibsen can sit serenely in his Doll’s House, while Strindberg is battling with his heaven and his hell.’


  




  Sean O’Casey




  Strindberg never met his Norwegian contemporary, Henrik Ibsen, but their rivalry was notorious. They were hyper-alert to whose reputation was on the rise or the fall, greeting each other’s latest play with disdain and even abuse (Strindberg called Ibsen’s A Doll’s House ‘swinery’). Ibsen spent many years out of Norway, living in hotels. He travelled with favourite items of furniture, including a large portrait of Strindberg which he hung above his writing desk – he said ‘I cannot work without that madman’s eyes staring down at me.’ His wife once came in when he had just finished a scene to find him shaking his fist at the portrait and shouting ‘See! See, you bastard!’




  It was a kind of inverted admiration – inflamed, I suspect, by fear that the other was the better writer! And they did directly influence each other. It may seem a bizarre comparison if you know the plays but Strindberg’s The Father was meant as a direct riposte to A Doll’s House. Hedda Gabler is obviously Ibsen’s most Strindbergian play. They were both great masters, and the force of their work still inspires playwrights: Ibsen’s social dramas, like An Enemy of the People, with its cover-up of a public scandal, and John Gabriel Borkmann, with its disgraced banker anti-hero, informed Arthur Miller and our British ‘state of the nation’ plays. Strindberg’s modernism, once so wildly experimental, echoes on in O’Neill, Beckett, Tennessee Williams, Albee, Pinter, and Caryl Churchill’s later work.




  Reputations come and go, of course. But at the moment Ibsen is widely seen as second only to Shakespeare. The architecture of his work is formidable, a consistently developing span, a theatrical cathedral of plays from his poetic folk tale Peer Gynt, through his naturalistic prose dramas to the late, increasingly imagist and poetic work, and his strange, demented last play, When We Dead Awaken. But, with the possible exception of that play and some early verse dramas that are never performed, there is not a dud.
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