Chapter 1

August Strindberg (1849-1912)

August Strindberg was a playwright, director, novelist, painter, photographer, and
leading contributor to theatrical modernism. His plays and theories influenced Natur-
alism, Symbolism, and Expressionism. His naturalistic plays, primarily Miss Julie
(1888) and The Father (1887), were intimate portraits of nuanced psychology and
sexual warfare. His experimental plays, especially Ghost Sonata (1907, part of his
Chamber Plays), To Damascus (3 parts, 1900-1), and A Dream Play (1900), estab-
lished a trend in European and American Expressionism. Though his Preface to Miss
Julie was written in the late nineteenth century, technically setting it outside the
boundaries of this collection, its enduring importance renders it worth retaining.
Strindberg absorbed considerable criticism for his play The Father in 1887. He
responded with this Preface as a way of explicating his goals and challenging his
critics. Strindberg countered nineteenth-century notions of fixed dramatic characters
based on types in favor of more psychologically nuanced characterization. He built his
ideas on Nietzsche’s notion of multiplicity. For Nietzsche, the idea of a unitary self is
a fiction. Strindberg’s Preface describes his characters as indeterminate, ambiguous,
and vacillating; Julie and Jean experience contradictory feelings of hatred and lust. The
characters’ conflicting drives are a product of Schopenhauer and Nietzsche’s concep-
tion of a volatile will, the influence of hypnotic suggestion, and they anticipate Freud’s
notion of multiple motivations. The fragmentary sense of self also looks forward to
late twentieth-century postmodernism’s emphasis on an unstable and patchwork sense
of self. The modern conception of mind and knowledge developed an abstracted self,
severed from the certainty of a stable social world. When in the Preface to Miss Julie
Strindberg describes his characters as ‘‘conglomerations’”’ pasted together from
newspaper clippings and books, pieced up from scraps of human lives, and patched
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up from the old ball gowns that have become rags like the human soul is, he repeats this
notion in his expressionist play, A Dream Play, saying that the “‘characters split,
double, multiply, evaporate, condense, disperse, assemble.”’* Within this fragmentation
traces of a unified self dissolve. Identity is merely dispersed into diversified and
evolving rhetoric, language attempting to hold together a singularity in the face of
dissolution.

Strindberg took nothing for granted; no preconceived idea was accepted at face
value. His Naturalism was informed by a single-minded determination to see the world
objectively. Naturalism (influenced by Zola) advocated objectivity without the inter-
fering sentimentality or moral tidiness that was the bailiwick of melodrama. But
Strindberg was also an Impressionist who observed the world subjectively, incorporat-
ing light impressions optically. His plays followed the blueprint of naturalism — the
descent into sordidness and mental breakdown — but the structural trajectory was hardly
linear. Strindberg was too original to follow any form slavishly. He wanted to penet-
rate beyond surface reality, uncovering the dark contours of sexual combat and moral
degeneration. This essay is a groundbreaking outline of theatrical modernism.

Preface to Miss Julie (1888)

Like the arts in general, the theatre has for a long time seemed to me a Biblia Pauperum,
a picture Bible for those who cannot read, and the playwright merely a lay preacher
who hawks the latest ideas in popular form, so popular that the middle classes — the
bulk of the audiences — can grasp them without racking their brains too much. That
explains why the theatre has always been an elementary school for youngsters and the
half-educated, and for women, who still retain a primitive capacity for deceiving
themselves and for letting themselves be deceived, that is, for succumbing to illusions
and responding hypnotically to the suggestions of the author. Consequently, now that
the rudimentary and undeveloped mental processes that operate in the realm of fantasy
appear to be evolving to the level of reflection, research, and experimentation, I believe
that the theatre, like religion, is about to be replaced as a dying institution for whose
enjoyment we lack the necessary qualifications. Support for my view is provided by
the theatre crisis through which all of Europe is now passing, and still more by the
fact that in those highly cultured lands which have produced the finest minds of our
time — England and Germany — the drama is dead, as for the most part are the other
fine arts.

Other countries, however, have thought to create a new drama by filling the old forms
with new contents. But since there has not been enough time to popularize the new ideas
the public cannot understand them. And in the second place, controversy has so stirred up
the public that they can no longer look on with a pure dispassionate interest, especially
when they see their most cherished ideals assailed or hear an applauding or booing
majority openly exercise its tyrannical power, as can happen in the theatre. And in the
third place, since new forms for the new ideas have not been created, the new wine has
burst the old bottles.

In the play that follows [ Miss Julie] I have not tried to accomplish anything new — that is
impossible. I have only tried to modernize the form to satisfy what I believe up-to-date
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people expect and demand of this art. And with that in mind I have seized upon — or let
myself be seized by — a theme which may be said to lie outside current party strife, since
the question of being on the way up or the way down the social ladder, of being on the
top or on the bottom, superior or inferior, man or woman, is, has been, and will be of
perennial interest. When I took this theme from real life — I heard about it a few years ago
and it made a deep impression on me — I thought it would be a suitable subject for a
tragedy, since it still strikes us as tragic to see a happily favored individual go down in
defeat, and even more so to see an entire family line die out. But perhaps a time will come
when we shall be so highly developed and so enlightened that we can look with indiffer-
ence upon the brutal, cynical, and heartless spectacle that life offers us, a time when we
shall have laid aside those inferior and unreliable instruments of thought called feelings,
which will become superfluous and even harmful as our mental organs develop. The fact
that my heroine wins sympathy is due entirely to the fact that we are still too weak to
overcome the fear that the same fate might overtake us. The extremely sensitive viewer
will of course not be satisfied with expressions of sympathy, and the man who believes in
progress will demand that certain positive actions be taken for getting rid of the evil,
a kind of program, in other words. But in the first place absolute evil does not exist. The
decline of one family is the making of another, which now gets its chance to rise. This
alternate rising and falling provides one of life’s greatest pleasures, for happiness is, after
all, relative. As for the man who has a program for changing the disagreeable circumstance
that the eagle eats the dove and that lice eat up the eagle, I should like to ask him why it
should be changed? Life is not prearranged with such idiotic mathematical precision
that only the larger gets to eat the smaller. Just as frequently the little bee destroys the lion
[in Aesop’s fable] — or at least drives him wild.

If my tragedy makes most people feel sad, that is their fault. When we get to be as strong
as the first French Revolutionists were, we shall be perfectly content and happy to watch
the forests being cleared of rotting, superannuated trees that have stood too long in the
way of others with just as much right to grow and flourish for a while — as content as we
are when we see an incurably ill man finally die.

Recently my tragedy The Father was censured for being too unpleasant — as if one wanted
amusing tragedies. “The joy of life” is now the slogan of the day. Theatre managers send
out orders for nothing but farces, as if the joy of living lay in behaving like a clown and in
depicting people as if they were afflicted with St. Vitus’s dance or congenital idiocy. I find
the joy of living in the fierce and ruthless battles of life, and my pleasure comes from
learning something, from being taught something. That is why I have chosen for my play
an unusual but instructive case, an exception, in other words — but an important exception
of the kind that proves the rule — a choice of subject that I know will offend all lovers of
the conventional. The next thing that will bother simple minds is that the motivation
for the action is not simple and that the point of view is not single. Usually an event in life —
and this is a fairly new discovery — is the result of a whole series of more or less deep-seated
causes. The spectator, however, generally chooses the one that puts the least strain on his
mind or reflects most credit on his insight. Consider a case of suicide. “Business failure,”
says the middle-class man. “Unhappy love,” say the women. “Physical illness,” says the
sick man. “Lost hopes,” says the down-and-out. But it may be that the reason lay in all of
these or in none of them, and that the suicide hid his real reason behind a completely
different one that would reflect greater glory on his memory.
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I have motivated the tragic fate of Miss Julie with an abundance of circumstances: her
mother’s basic instincts, her father’s improper bringing-up of the girl, her own inborn
nature, and her fiancé’s sway over her weak and degenerate mind. Further and more
immediately: the festive atmosphere of Midsummer Eve, her father’s absence, her monthly
illness, her preoccupation with animals, the erotic excitement of the dance, the long summer
twilight, the highly aphrodisiac influence of flowers, and finally chance itself, which drives
two people together in an out-of-the-way room, plus the boldness of the aroused man.

As one can see, I have not concerned myself solely with physiological causes, nor
confined myself monomaniacally to psychological causes, nor traced everything to an
inheritance from her mother, nor put the blame entirely on her monthly indisposition or
exclusively on “immorality.” Nor have I simply preached a sermon. For lack of a priest,
I have let this function devolve on a cook.

I'am proud to say that this complicated way of looking at things is in tune with the times.
And if others have anticipated me in this, [ am proud that I am not alone in my paradoxes,
as all new discoveries are called. And no one can say this time that I am being one-sided.

As far as the drawing of characters is concerned, I have made the people in my play
fairly “characterless” for the following reasons. In the course of time the word character
has acquired many meanings. Originally it probably meant the dominant and fundamen-
tal trait in the soul complex and was confused with temperament. Later the middle class
used it to mean an automation. An individual who once for all had found his own true
nature or adapted himself to a certain role in life, who in fact had ceased to grow, was
called a man of character, while the man who was constantly developing, who, like a
skillful sailor on the currents of life, did not sail with close tied-sheet sheets but who fell
off before the wind in order to luff again, was called a man of no character — derogatorily
of course, since he was so difficult to keep track of, to pin down and pigeonhole. This
middle-class conception of a fixed character was transferred to the stage, where the
middle class has always ruled. A character there came to mean someone who was always
one and the same, always drunk, always joking, always moving, and who needed to be
characterized only by some physical defect such as a club foot, a wooden leg, or a red
nose, or by the repetition of some such phrase as, “That’s capital,” or “Barkis is willin’.”
This uncomplicated way of viewing people is still to be found in the great Moliere.
Harpagon is nothing but a miser, although Harpagon could have been not only a miser
but an exceptional financier, a fine father, and a good citizen. Worse still, his “defect” is
extremely advantageous to his son-in-law and his daughter who will be his heirs and
therefore should not find fault with him, even if they do have to wait a while to jump into
bed together. So I do not believe in simple stage characters. And the summary judgments
that writers pass on people — he is stupid, this one is brutal, that one is jealous, this one is
stingy, and so on — should not pass unchallenged by the naturalists who know how
complicated the soul is and who realize that vice has a reverse side very much like virtue.

Since the persons in my play are modern characters, living in a transitional era more
hurried and hysterical than the previous one at least, I have depicted them as more
unstable, as torn and divided, a mixture of the old and the new. Nor does it seem
improbable to me that modern ideas might also have seeped down through newspapers
and kitchen talk to the level of the servants. [...]

My souls — or characters — are conglomerations from various stages of culture, past
and present, walking scrapbooks, shreds of human lives, tatters torn from former fancy
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dresses that are now old rags — hodgepodges just like the human soul. I have even supplied
a little source history into the bargain by letting the weaker steal and repeat words of
the stronger, letting them get ideas (suggestions as they are called) from one another,
from the environment (the songbird’s blood), and from objects (the razor). [...]

I say Miss Julie is a modern character not because the man-hating half-woman has
not always existed but because now she has been brought out into the open, has taken the
stage, and is making noises. [...] The half-woman is a type that forces itself on others,
selling itself for power, medals, recognition, diplomas, as formerly it sold itself for money.
It represents degeneration. It is not a strong species for it does not maintain itself,
but unfortunately it propagates its misery in the following generation. Degenerate men
unconsciously select their mates from among these half-women, so that they breed and
spread, producing creatures of indeterminate sex to whom life is a torture, but who
fortunately are overcome eventually either by hostile reality, or by the uncontrolled
breaking loose of their repressed instincts, or else by their frustration in not being able to
compete with the male sex. It is a tragic type, offering us the spectacle of a desperate fight
against nature; a tragic legacy of romanticism which is now being dissipated by naturalism —
a movement which seeks only happiness, and for that strong and healthy species required.

But Miss Julie is also a vestige of the old warrior nobility that is now being superseded
by a new nobility of nerve and brain. She is a victim of the disorder produced within a
family by a mother’s “crime,” of the mistakes of a whole generation gone wrong, of
circumstances, of her own, defective constitution — all of which put together is equivalent
to the fate or universal law of the ancients. The naturalists have banished guilt along with
God, but the consequences of the act — punishment, imprisonment, or the fear of it —
cannot be banished for the simple reason that they remain whether or not the naturalist
dismisses the case from his court. Those sitting on the sidelines can easily afford to be
lenient; but what of the injured parties? And even if her father were compelled to forgo
taking revenge, Miss Julie would take vengeance on herself, as she does in the play, because
of that inherited or acquired sense of honor which has been transmitted to the upper
classes from — well, where does it come from? From the age of barbarism, from the first
Aryans, from the chivalry of the Middle Ages. And a very fine code it was, but now
inimical to the survival of the race. It is the aristocrat’s form of hara-kiri, a law of
conscience that bids the Japanese to slice his own stomach when someone else disho-
nors him. The same sort of thing survives, slightly modified, in that exclusive prerog-
ative of the aristocracy, the duel. [ ...] Hence the servant Jean lives on; but not Miss Julie,
who cannot live without honor. The advantage that the slave has over his master is that
he has not committed himself to this defeatist principle. In all of us Aryans there is
enough of the nobleman, or of the Don Quixote, to make us sympathize with the man
who takes his own life after having dishonored himself by shameful deeds. And we are
all of us aristocrats enough to be distressed at the sight of a great man lying like a dead
hulk ready for the scrap pile, even, I suppose, if he were to raise himself up again and
redeem himself by honorable deeds.

The servant Jean is the beginning of a new species in which noticeable differentiation
has already taken place. He began as the child of a poor worker and is now evolving
through self-education into a future gentleman of the upper classes. He is quick to learn,
has highly developed senses (smell, taste, sight), and a keen appreciation of beauty. He
has already come up in the world, for he is strong enough not to hesitate to make use of
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other people. He is already a stranger to his old friends, whom he despises as reminders
of past stages in his development, and whom he fears and avoids because they know his
secrets, guess his intentions, and look with envy on his rise and in joyful expectation
toward his fall. Hence his character is unformed and divided. He wavers between an
admiration of high positions and a hatred of the men who occupy them. He is an
aristocrat — he says so himself — familiar with the ins and outs of good society. He is
polished on the outside, but coarse underneath. He wears his frock coat with elegance but
gives no assurance that he keeps his body clean.

He respects Miss Julie but he is afraid of Christine, for she knows his innermost secrets.
Yet he is sufficiently hard-hearted not to let the events of the night upset his plans for
the future. Possessing both the coarseness of the slave and the tough-mindedness of the
born ruler, he can look at blood without fainting, shake off bad luck like water, and take
calamity by the horns. Consequently he will escape from the battle unwounded, probably
ending up as proprietor of a hotel. And if he himself does not get to be a Rumanian count,
his son will doubtless go to college and possibly end up as a government official.

Now his observations about life as the lower classes see it, from below, are well worth
listening to — that is, they are whenever he is telling the truth, which is not too often, because
he is more likely to say what is advantageous to him than what is true. When Miss Julie
supposes that everyone in the lower classes must feel greatly oppressed by the weight of
the classes above, Jean naturally agrees with her since he wants to win her sympathy. But
he promptly takes it all back when he finds it advisable to separate himself from the mob.

Apart from the fact that Jean is coming up in the world, he is also superior to Miss Julie
in that he is a man. In the sexual sphere, he is the aristocrat. He has the strength of the
male, more highly developed senses, and the ability to take the initiative. His inferiority
is merely the result of his social environment, which is only temporary and which he
will probably slough off along with his livery.

His slave nature expresses itself in his awe of the Count (the boots) and in his religious
superstitions. But he is awed by the Count mainly because the Count occupies the place
he wants most in life; and this awe is still there even after he has won the daughter of
the house and seen how hollow that beautiful shell was.

I do not believe that any love in the “higher” sense can be born from the union of two
such different souls; so I have let Miss Julie’s love be refashioned in her imagination as a
love that protects and purifies, and I have let Jean imagine that even his love might have
a chance to grow under other social circumstances. For I suppose love is very much
like the hyacinth that must strike roots deep in the dark earth before it can produce a
vigorous blossom. Here it shoots up, bursts into bloom, and turns to seed all at once;
and that is why it dies so quickly.

Christine — finally to get to her — is a female slave, spineless and phlegmatic after years
spent at the kitchen stove, bovinely unconscious of her own hypocrisy, and with a full
quota of moral and religious notions that serve as scapegoats and cloaks her sins — which
a stronger soul does not require since he is able either to carry the burden of his own
sins or to rationalize them out of existence. [...]

Now as far as the dialogue is concerned, I have broken somewhat with tradition
in refusing to make my characters into interlocutors who ask stupid questions to elicit
witty answers. I have avoided the symmetrical and mathematical design of the artfully
constructed French dialogue and have let minds work as irregularly as they do in real life,
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where no subject is quite exhausted before another mind engages at random some cog in
the conversation and governs it for a while. My dialogue wanders here and there, gathers
material in the first scenes which is later picked up, repeated, reworked, developed, and
expanded like the theme in a piece of music.

The action of the play poses no problems. Since it really involves only two people,
I have limited myself to these two, introducing only one minor character, the cook, and
keeping the unhappy spirit of the father brooding over the action as a whole. I have
chosen this course because I have noticed that what interests people most nowadays is the
psychological action. Our inveterately curious souls are no longer content to see a thing
happen; we want to see how it happens. We want to see the strings, look at the machinery,
examine the double-bottom drawer, put on the magic ring to find the hidden seam, look
in the deck for the marked cards. [...]

As far as play construction is concerned, I have made a try at getting rid of act divisions.
I was afraid that the spectator’s declining susceptibility to illusion might not carry him
through the intermission, when he would have time to think about what he has seen and
to escape the suggestive influence of the author-hypnotist. I figure my play lasts about
ninety minutes. Since one can listen to a lecture, a sermon, or a political debate for that
long or even longer, I have convinced myself that a play should not exhaust an audience in
that length of time. As early as 1872 in one of my first attempts at the drama, The Outlaw,
I tried out this concentrated form, although with little success. I had finished the work in
five acts when I noticed the disjointed and disturbing effect it produced. I burned it, and
from the ashes there arose a single, completely reworked act of fifty pages that would run
for less than an hour. This play form is not completely new but seems to be my special
property and has a good chance of gaining favor with the public when tastes change.
My hope was to get a public so educated that they could sit through a full evening’s
show in one act. But this whole question must first be probed more deeply. In the
meantime, in order to establish resting places for the audience and the actors without
destroying the illusion, I have made use of three arts that belong to the drama: the
monologue, the pantomime, and the ballet, all of which were part of classic tragedy, the
monody having become the monologue and the choral dance, the ballet.

The realists have banished the monologue from the stage as implausible. But if I can
motivate it, [ make it plausible, and I can then use it to my advantage. Now it is certainly
plausible for a speaker to pace the floor and read his speech aloud to himself. It is
plausible for an actor to practice his part aloud, for a child to talk to her cat, a mother
to babble to her baby, an old lady to chatter to her parrot, and a sleeping man to talk in
his sleep. And in order to give the actor a chance to work on his own for once and for
a moment not be obliged to follow the author’s directions, I have not written out the
monologues in detail but simply outlined them. Since it makes very little difference what
is said while asleep, or to the parrot or the cat, inasmuch as it does not affect the main
action, a gifted player who is in the midst of the situation and mood of the play can
probably improvise the monologue better than the author, who cannot estimate ahead
of time how much may be said and for how long before the illusion is broken.

Some theatres in Italy have, as we know, returned to the art of improvisation and have
thereby trained actors who are truly inventive — without, however, violating the intentions
of the author. This seems to be a step in the right direction and possibly the beginning of
a new, fertile form of art that will be genuinely productive.
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In places where the monologue cannot be properly motivated, I have resorted to
pantomime. Here I have given the actor even more freedom to be creative and win
honor on his own. Nevertheless, not to try the audience beyond its limits, I have relied
on music — well motivated by the Midsummer Eve dance — to exercise its hypnotic powers
during the pantomime scene. I beg the music director to select his tunes with great
care, so that associations foreign to the mood of the play will not be produced by
reminders of popular operettas or current dance numbers or by folk music of interest
only to ethnographers.

The ballet that I have introduced cannot be replaced by a so-called crowd scene. Such
scenes are always badly acted, with a pack of babbling fools taking advantage of the
occasion to “gag it up,” thereby destroying the illusion. Inasmuch as country people do
not improvise their taunts but make use of material already to hand by giving it a double
meaning, I have not composed an original lampoon but have made use of a little known
round dance that I noted down in the Stockholm district. The words do not fit the
situation exactly, which is what I intended, since the slave in his cunning (that is,
weakness) never attacks directly. At any rate, let us have no comedians in this serious
story and no obscene smirking over an affair that nails the lid on a family coffin.

As far as the scenery is concerned, I have borrowed from impressionistic painting the
idea of asymmetrical and open composition, and I believe that I have thereby gained
something in the way of greater illusion. Because the audience cannot see the whole room
and all the furniture, they will have to surmise what’s missing; that is, their imagination
will be stimulated to fill in the rest of the picture. I have gained something else by this:
I have avoided those tiresome exits through doors. Stage doors are made of canvas and
rock at the slightest touch. They cannot even be used to indicate the wrath of an angry
father who storms out of the house after a bad dinner, slamming the door behind him “so
that the whole house shakes.” (In the theatre it sways and billows.) Furthermore, I have
confined the action to one set, both to give the characters a chance to become part and
parcel of their environment and to cut down on scenic extravagance. If there is only one
set, one has a right to expect it to be as realistic as possible. Yet nothing is more difficult
than to make a room look like a room, however easy it may be for the scene painter to
create waterfalls and erupting volcanoes. I suppose we shall have to put up with walls
made of canvas, but isn’t it about time that we stopped painting shelves and pots and pans
on the canvas? There are so many other conventions in the theatre which we are told to
accept in good faith that we should be spared the strain of believing in painted saucepans.

I have placed the backdrop and the table at an angle to force the actors to play face
to face or in half profile when they are seated opposite each other at the table. In a
production of Aida I saw a flat placed at such an angle, which led the eye out in an
unfamiliar perspective. Nor did it look as if it had been set that way simply to be different
or to avoid those monotonous right angles.

Another desirable innovation would be the removal of the footlights. I understand that
the purpose of lighting from below is to make the actors look more full in the face. But
may I ask why all actors should have full faces? Doesn’t this kind of lighting wipe out
many of the finer features in the lower part of the face, especially around the jaws? Doesn’t
it distort the shape of nose and throw false shadows above the eyes? If not, it certainly does
something else: it hurts the actor’s eyes. The footlights hit the retina at an angle from
which it is usually shielded (except in sailors who must look at the sunlight reflected in the
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water), and the result is the loss of any effective play of the eyes. All one ever sees on stage
are goggle-eyed glances sideways at the boxes or upward at the balcony, with only the
whites of the eyes being visible in the latter case. And this probably also accounts for that
tiresome fluttering of the eyelashes that the female performers are particularly guilty of. If
an actor nowadays wants to express something with his eyes, he can only do it looking
right at the audience, in which case he makes direct contact with someone outside the
proscenium arch — a bad habit known justifiably or not as “saying hello to friends.”

I should think that the use of sufficiently strong side lights (through the use of reflectors
or something like them) would provide the actor with a new asset: an increased range of
expression made possible by the play of the eyes, the most expressive part of the face.

I have scarcely any illusions about getting actors to play for the audience and not
directly at them, although this should be the goal. Nor do I dream of ever seeing an actor
play through all of an important scene with his back to the audience. But is it too much to
hope that crucial scenes could be played where the author indicated and not in front of
the prompter’s box as if they were duets demanding applause? I am not calling for a
revolution, only for some small changes. I am well aware that transforming the stage into
a real room with the fourth wall missing and with some of the furniture placed with backs
to the auditorium would only upset the audience, at least for the present.

If T bring up the subject of make-up, it is not because I dare hope to be heeded by
the ladies, who would rather be beautiful than truthful. But the male actor might do well to
consider if it is an advantage to paint his face with character lines that remain there like a
mask. Let us imagine an actor who pencils in with soot a few lines between his eyes to
indicate great anger, and let us suppose that in that permanently enraged state he finds he
has to smile on a certain line. Imagine the horrible grimace! And how can the old character
actor wrinkle his brows in anger when his false bald pate is as smooth as a billiard ball?

In a modern psychological drama, in which every tremor of the soul should be reflected
more by facial expressions than by gestures and grunts, it would probably be most
sensible to experiment with strong side lighting on a small stage, using actors without
any make-up or a minimum of it.

And then, if we could get rid of the visible orchestra with its disturbing lights and
the faces turned toward the public; if the auditorium floor could be raised so that the
spectator’s eyes are not level with the actor’s knees; if we could get rid of the proscenium
boxes with their occupants, giggling diners and drinkers; and if we could have it dark in
the auditorium during the performance; and if, above everything else, we could have a
small stage and a small auditorium — then possibly a new drama might arise and at least
one theatre become a refuge for cultured audiences. While we are waiting for such a
theatre, we shall have to write for the dramatic stockpile and prepare the repertory that
one day shall come.

Here is my attempt. If I have failed, there is still time to try again!

Notes

1 A. Strindberg, “Preface” to A Dream Play, tr. M. Meyer, in Strindberg: Plays Two (London:
Methuen, 1982), 175.
2 “Counting the house” would be the equivalent in American theatre slang. — Translator’s note.





