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  My Master Builder was first performed at Wyndham’s Theatre, London, on 29 April 2025 (previews from 17 April), presented by Marketstall, MGC and Seaview, with the following cast:
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  ‘She often seemed like a little bird of prey, who would gladly have included me among her victims… She did not get hold of me, but I got hold of her – for my play.’




  Henrik Ibsen, on Emilie Bardach (1891)




  ‘And why not a bird of prey! Why shouldn’t I go hunting too? Take the prey I want? If I can get my claws into it, and hold it firm.’




  Hilde, The Master Builder (1892)




  

    

  




  




  Characters




  HENRY SOLNESS, fifties, British, architect and academic




  ELENA SOLNESS, fifties, British, publishing executive




  MATHILDE, thirty, American, writer




  RAGNAR, forty, British-African, rising architect




  KAIA, thirty, American, Elena’s editorial assistant




  Setting




  July 4th. The Hamptons, New York.




  The chapel can be seen as both real and abstract, bending the spatial reality of the play. Part memorial pavilion, part spiritual sanctuary. A sculptural pyramid-shape of translucent blocks, with perforated slats that allow a play of light and shadow. It rises towards a soaring spire, reflecting the sky beyond.




  Each time the chapel is revealed, it should subtly shapeshift: the color, the angle, the light.




  Note




  My Master Builder was inspired by Henrik Ibsen’s The Master Builder (Bygmester Solness), his autobiographical play published in 1892.




  In the last line of his play, Hilda cries out: ‘My – my master builder! Mine!’




  This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  

    

  




  




  ACT ONE




  Scene One




  A sunlit afternoon in The Hamptons. Bucolic green acres stretching towards the blue sea.




  On the edge of a field, a breathtaking vertical structure ascends: the CHAPEL.




  HENRY SOLNESS, British, stands before his new work. A commanding, charismatic visionary with an intensely poetic soul.




  Ahead of the unveiling, later that evening, he is being filmed for a press segment on the CHAPEL, in his most impassioned, captivating element:




  HENRY. The thing about being an architect is you have this transformative, almost transcendent power to turn dreams into reality, with brick and mortar, and to turn history into hope. Architecture is the fiction of the real world, if you think about it, which is completely insane – and why architects get a bad rap, they all think they’re bloody Howard Roark. But it’s the reason memory remains the key to all of my work: memory is the foundation that grounds it with meaning, that connects the past to the future. Even our most problematic, or tragic ruins – such as the site we’re standing on now – carry memories that demand our attention, our preservation, that remind us where we have come from and what we have survived.




  Beat.




  When I was envisioning how to reconstruct this nineteenth-century old Whaler’s Church – after it was destroyed in a devastating fire – the intention was to honor its character as a space of contemplation, yet one for our creative soul. I wanted it to be like… the David Bowie of chapels! On that slippery edge between the sacred and the profane…




  Excitedly, HENRY scales the exterior of the CHAPEL, pausing on a low landing.




  And the best part is: it can be climbed! Well, before that feature was banned by some gormless committee. But still, the chapel was built to be ascended – so anyone, at anytime, can feel they are reaching closer to the stars.




  HENRY jumps down as ‘Moonage Daydream’ by David Bowie plays.




  The CHAPEL recedes.




  Lights up on:




  Scene Two




  Later that day.




  An atrium in a modern house. A fluid indoor-outdoor space, light-filled and inviting. Beyond, the dunes, and the sea glimmering in the distance.




  ELENA SOLNESS, British, a magnetic powerhouse at the top of the publishing industry, arranges a stack of place cards ahead of dinner this evening. She moves them like a chess master, but something is off.




  ELENA. No.




  Beat, moves a card.




  No.




  Beat, moves a card.




  … maybe?




  Beat, moves a card.




  No.




  ELENA picks up another card. As she is about to move it, she stops.




  She stares at the name on the card. Deeply unsettled by it.




  KAIA, thirty, American, her editorial assistant, enters.




  KAIA. The permit for the fireworks is all set.




  ELENA quickly places the card down.




  ELENA. Oh brilliant. How did you manage to pull it off?




  KAIA. I said you’d write a scathing exposé on bribery in the Southampton fire department.




  ELENA. Clever girl. Bravo!




  KAIA. Learned from the best.




  ELENA. And you know I’d print it, too.




  ELENA picks up another card.




  KAIA. Is everything okay?




  ELENA. Hmmm? Yes, of course. Why?




  KAIA. It’s just… you hate seating arrangements.




  ELENA. True. They should be illegal, really.




  KAIA. And I’ve only seen you use them once…




  ELENA. Right… at Henry’s fiftieth. I placed my seat beside his nemesis, hoping Henry might protest, cause a scene…




  Beat.




  But he didn’t.




  KAIA. I recall. So…




  ELENA. So, why not stir up a little drama tonight! God knows we can’t take another dinner of crusty old men wanking on about who’s erected the biggest tower.




  KAIA picks up a card.




  KAIA. Oh no, that art-collector guy is coming?




  ELENA. Ghastly, I know. But I’m hoping he’ll hire Henry for the renovation of his new art foundation.




  KAIA. Should we put them next to each other then?




  ELENA. No, better not. Shall we put him next to you?




  KAIA. Oh no no, please don’t, he’ll try to maul me like last time –




  ELENA. Maul you? With those prehistoric teeth of his?




  ELENA plucks the card from KAIA, and switches it with another card on the table.




  There! He can maul the Director of the Met instead.




  KAIA. Oh I forgot – he called to say he’s stuck in traffic.




  ELENA. Good, he’s a little prick for not giving Henry the commission for their annex.




  KAIA. Also, your attorney called…?




  ELENA. Don’t tell me I accidentally invited him too.




  KAIA. No, he called to say the ‘papers’ were almost ready.




  Beat. ELENA takes this in, distressed.




  ELENA. Well, talk about opportune timing.




  KAIA. Is it?




  ELENA. Depending on if I serve them, I suppose.




  Beat.




  KAIA. Elena, I had no idea. You didn’t tell me – ?




  ELENA. I haven’t told anyone. Not even my own husband.




  KAIA. But – but you’ve been married nearly twenty years.




  ELENA. Correct. And?




  KAIA. I just thought you two were still so…




  ELENA. … what?




  KAIA. I don’t know. Still in love.




  ELENA. Love…




  Beat.




  The thing is, Kaia, somehow, somewhere in marriage, the wires of love and pain become so crossed through the years that you cannot tell one from the other. And the only way to unravel them, to untangle yourself from the wreck is to cut yourself free.




  Beat. Then ELENA turns back to the business of place cards, diverting her energy.




  Right. So which guest shall I maul tonight?




  KAIA. Elena, are you okay?




  ELENA. Kaia, darling, I’ve never felt better.




  Beat.




  As someone once said, the chains of marriage are so heavy that it takes two to bear them – and sometimes three.




  ELENA checks her phone.




  Have you heard from Ragnar yet?




  KAIA. Yes, he said his ETA is any moment now.




  ELENA. What?! Why didn’t you tell me?




  KAIA. I thought you knew – !




  ELENA. He texted you?!




  KAIA. You asked me to be in touch with directions!




  ELENA anxiously checks herself.




  ELENA. Oh god, I haven’t even showered yet. How do I look?




  KAIA. Stunning.




  ELENA. I’ll fire you if you’re lying to me.




  KAIA. That’s why I’m not.




  Beat. ELENA turns to KAIA in a moment of insecurity.




  ELENA. Kaia, be honest with me. Do you think a younger man like Ragnar could ever be… you know, interested?




  KAIA. How could anyone not be?




  ELENA. I don’t know. I suppose the last time I was single was when I was about your age…




  Beat.




  A terrifying thought.




  KAIA. Don’t they say age is just a number?




  ELENA. Whichever impotent middle-aged man came up with that line deserves to be hung in the town square, castrated, and SHOT!




  As HENRY enters on ‘hung’.




  He is dripping wet, full of exuberant energy. He recites ‘The Palace of Art’ by Tennyson like a Romantic poet.
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