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  This version of John Gabriel Borkman was first performed at

the Bridge Theatre, London, on 24 September 2022. The cast

(in order of speaking) was as follows:




  

    


      	

        GUNHILD BORKMAN


      



      	 



      	

        Clare Higgins


      

    




    

      	

        ELLA RENTHEIM


      



      	 



      	

        Lia Williams


      

    




    

      	

       FANNY WILTON


      



      	 



      	

        Ony Uhiara


      

    




    

      	

        ERHART BORKMAN


      



      	 



      	

        Sebastian De Souza


      

    




    

      	

        JOHN GABRIEL BORKMAN


      



      	 



      	

        Simon Russell Beale


      

    




    

      	

        FRIDA FOLDAL


      



      	 



      	

        Daisy Ou


      

    




    

      	

        VILHELM FOLDAL


      



      	 



      	

        Michael Simkins


      

    




    

      	

        


      



      	 



      	

        


      

    




    

      	

        UNDERSTUDIES


      



      	 



      	

        


      

    




    

      	

        JOHN GABRIEL BORKMAN/VILHELM FOLDAL


      



      	 



      	

        Nick Barclay


      

    




    

      	

        ERHART BORKMAN


      



      	 



      	

        James Coutsavlis


      

    




    

      	

        GUNHILD BORKMAN


      



      	 



      	

        Hilary Derrett


      

    




    

      	

        FRIDA FOLDAL


      



      	 



      	

        Antonia Huang


      

    




    

      	

        ELLA RENTHEIM/FANNY WILTON


      



      	 



      	

        Catharine Humphrys


      

    




    

      	

        


      



      	 



      	

        


      

    




    

      	

        Director


      



      	 



      	

        Nicholas Hytner


      

    




    

      	

        Set Designer


      



      	 



      	

        Anna Fleischle


      

    




    

      	

        Costume Designer & Associate Set Designer


      



      	 



      	

        Liam Bunster


      

    




    

      	

        Lighting Designer


      



      	 



      	

        James Farncombe


      

    




    

      	

        Sound Designer


      



      	 



      	

        Gareth Fry


      

    




    

      	

        Casting Director


      



      	 



      	

        Robert Sterne


      

    




    

      	

        Associate Director


      



      	 



      	

        Isabel Marr


      

    




    

      	

        Costume Supervisor


      



      	 



      	

        Olivia Ward


      

    




    

      	

        Props Supervisor


      



      	 



      	

        Lily Mollgaard


      

    




    

      	

        Production Manager


      



      	 



      	

        Kate West


      

    




  











  




  For my mother, Sheila














  Characters


  

  JOHN GABRIEL BORKMAN, a former bank 


  CEO GUNHILD BORKMAN, his wife 


  ERHART BORKMAN, their son, a student 


  ELLA RENTHEIM, Mrs Borkman’s sister 


  FANNY WILTON, a neighbour 


  VILHELM FOLDAL, a former colleague at the bank 


  FRIDA FOLDAL, his daughter


  

     




  

  

The action takes place over a single winter evening at the Borkmans’ house, in a wealthy suburb on the outskirts of Oslo.


The house itself is an impressive Modernist concrete construction, but the interior is faded, cheaply and sparsely furnished now.


   




   




   




   




   


  

  

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











  




  ACT ONE




The sitting room. GUNHILD BORKMAN sits on the sofa watching Norwegian daytime television. A few mismatched electric heaters warm the space around her.




Offstage, a jangling sound, the crump of tyres on snow and the passing beam of a car’s headlights glimpsed through a window.




GUNHILD. Erhart! Finally…




GUNHILD turns off the television, hurries to look out. But she sees someone unexpected. She backs away from the window. Waits.




ELLA RENTHEIM enters the room. The sisters stand motionless, scrutinising one another.




ELLA. Yes, you must be surprised to see me, Gunhild.




GUNHILD. I’m sorry, I think you’ve taken a wrong turn, arrived at the wrong address.




ELLA. Not at all.




GUNHILD. So, you actually meant to come here?




ELLA. There’s something we need to discuss.




GUNHILD. Well then. You’d better sit down.




GUNHILD gestures –




ELLA. Thank you, I’m ﬁne standing.




GUNHILD. Have it your own way. You might at least unbutton your coat.




ELLA. Yes, it is hot in here.




GUNHILD. I’m cold – all the time.




ELLA unbuttons her coat.




ELLA. Well. It’s been quite a while since we saw one another.




GUNHILD. Eight years.




ELLA. That’s right.




GUNHILD. Right here, in this room. It was the week before he was… released.




ELLA. I know when it was, Gunhild.




GUNHILD. The great banker… set free.




ELLA. Yes. I’d hardly forgotten… I just try not to dwell on it. Even now, thinking about it all leaves me… very low.




GUNHILD. But how can one think about anything else? I mean, I can’t stop. It beggars belief. That something so appalling could happen to anyone. But that it should happen to us?




ELLA. Plenty of people beyond our family were ruined by what happened.




GUNHILD. I couldn’t care less about them. For people like that, it’s just money. But for me… And for Erhart? He was only a child… To be burdened with the shame of it. Then left bankrupt into the bargain.




ELLA. How is he bearing it?




GUNHILD. Erhart?




ELLA. No – him. How is he bearing it?




GUNHILD. How should I know?




ELLA. You must have some impression…




GUNHILD. You don’t think I engage with him? Spend time with him? Even set eyes on him?




ELLA. But surely you…




GUNHILD. He was behind bars for ﬁve years! The overwhelming disgrace of it. John Gabriel Borkman – when I think what that name once stood for! No – I’ll never see him again. Never.




ELLA. You’re hard-hearted, Gunhild.




GUNHILD. Towards him, I am.




ELLA. He’s still your husband, after all.




GUNHILD. He is – the same husband who told the whole courtroom that it was me who ruined him. My luxury lifestyle.




ELLA. Wasn’t there some truth in that?




GUNHILD. He insisted on it! Everything had to be stupidly extravagant…




ELLA. This is why he needed you to restrain him.




GUNHILD. How was I to know it wasn’t his? The money he gave me to squander. And which he spent like water. He was ten times worse than I was.




ELLA. I’m sure at least some of that spending was necessary. Given his social position.




GUNHILD. Oh, of course – we had to ‘entertain’. And ‘entertain’ he certainly did. That’s why he had to build this palace! So he could hold court here like a king. His Royal Highness John Gabriel Borkman! They didn’t even bother with his full name back then – all over the country, they called him ‘JG’. They all knew what a great man ‘JG’ was back then.




ELLA. He was great then, Gunhild.




GUNHILD. No, he just looked that way. He never spoke a true word to me about what was really going on. He owed me the truth. And I never got it. He lied through his teeth, from start to ﬁnish…




ELLA. I’m sure he didn’t, Gunhild. Perhaps he wasn’t completely honest. But he didn’t lie.




GUNHILD. Dress it up how you like. What’s the difference in the end? It all came crashing down. Everything. The whole damn house of cards.




ELLA. Ruin, for him and everyone else.




But GUNHILD seems galvanised with a dangerous new energy.




GUNHILD. Not for me, Ella. I’m down but not out. I’ll be fully reimbursed. You wait and see.




ELLA. Reimbursed? In what sense?




GUNHILD. I’ll get it all back – my name, my reputation and my money. Full compensation for the life that was stolen from me. I’ve got someone up my sleeve, in my corner, let me tell you. Someone who’ll wash away all the ﬁlth the banker slung at me.
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