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  To Jane


   


  Beliefs are the rungs of the ladder. We need them, but as we grasp them, something tells us they are not as solid as they seem.


  Peter Brook
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  Introduction


  Peter Brook is arguably the greatest living theatre director, although ‘theatre director’ is an inadequate term. It implies a specialist craft, and many of his contemporaries could match him skill for skill. But more than a stager of shows, Brook is the radical spirit of contemporary theatre. Over a career of more than sixty years, he has shaken and re-shaped modern theatre no less deeply than its pioneers, Stanislavski, Craig, Meyerhold, Artaud or Grotowski. He has changed its rituals, made it ask harder questions, probed its links to language, culture, myth and the brain.


  His productions in every kind and genre, from the most showbizzy to the most spiritual, provided a richly eclectic theatre experience for his later distilled experiments. His writing about the theatre, his interrogation of its very nature, notably in his book The Empty Space, have re-energised theatre-makers. His cross-cultural work over the past thirty years has taken drama into the heart of our attempts to understand a society of tradition and modernity, ourselves and the Other.


  But parallel to his work in theatre is his lifelong work on himself. Brook’s life has become a relentless pursuit of authenticity, a search to make sense of the glimpses of ‘something else’ he experienced as a child. This ‘something else’ gives him a detachment about theatre, an awareness of dimensions beyond the stage. Yet he continues to pursue and refine theatre, for ‘the way of theatre’ can become another kind of discipline, in which great truths can be grounded, through playing and storytelling and communicating truthfully with an audience.


  If many of the qualities of theatre now – its spectrum of formal and informal spaces, its physicality, its drive towards a greater, more naked theatricality – can be traced to Peter Brook’s example, it is sobering to recall how different and distant from us was the theatre in which he began. Postwar British theatre was the divertissement of a wounded nation, seeking comfort and elegance after the privations of war, a theatre of style over substance. Brook had no scruples about becoming one of its foremost stylists, then darting out to scale the peaks of English classical culture. Always he preserved his keen sense of what was dead or conventional; this led him to bolder acts of seeing afresh. They were greeted either as outrage, or as the frisson-inducing iconoclasm of the prodigal son.


  More than half a century later, now based in Paris, he practises another way of making theatre. It goes beyond the reflexes and specifics of British, or indeed, French, culture. It is a way of working at which he has arrived through determination, ruthless clarity and a sensitivity to the full human span.


  Brook’s work with his ‘inter-cultural’ group, as it has been labelled by the academics, is not a swap-shop of skills and techniques, but, as he once suggested in an aside, culture like yoghurt, culture as fermentation. His Bouffes du Nord theatre has housed a mixed group unafraid to descend into disorder to surface with forms of performance that are nuanced, direct and – using a word Brook likes – transparent. This theatre does not belong to any single culture. It has no homeland, and no abroad. It is extra-territorial.


  At the same time, in countless, often almost imperceptible ways, Brook’s work and thinking have exemplified another of his keywords: ‘elimination’. Indeed, his whole curve of work in the theatre, from the glitter and glamour of his spectacular days in the fifties to the serene simplicity of Tierno Bokar, can be seen as a process of casting away, of distillation. Paring away can lead to a void or to a womb, and the secret of Peter Brook – the author of an essay ‘There Are No Secrets’ – doesn’t lie in any clear-the-stage formula but in the example of a director unafraid to question most where he has most succeeded, and a man who has guided his own profusion to a rich simplicity.


  Part One

  

  Lighting the Fire


  1

  

  Sons and Fathers

  1925–39


  ‘If you close your eyes and try to think what the world looks like, what do you find?’ Peter Brook asked a group of young actors in London in 1992. ‘As I was born in Turnham Green, my first impression of a universe went in one direction as far as Richmond Park and when my mother took me to Kew Gardens, the world was all sweetness and light. But when we needed pâté or salami in the home, my father would take me in the opposite direction, along the Goldhawk Road, to the other end of the world, all the way to Mr Eisner’s delicatessen in a mysterious zone of dark excitement called Shepherd’s Bush.’


  Peter Brook was born on 21 March 1925 to parents who were Russian-Jewish émigrés from Latvia, then part of the Russian Empire, finding their feet in the London suburb of Chiswick in the 1920s. He grew up in comparative comfort, interrupted by the occasional crisis, like the economic crash of 1929. His dynamic father, an entrepreneur as much as an electrical engineer, left an especially deep impression on his younger son. The Russia which Simon and Ida Brook had left behind them in 1914 still permeated the house where Peter was born.


  In his frank yet masked memoir Threads of Time he decodes the topography of the family house at 27 Fairfax Road, its ‘green front door with a brass knocker and the number in shining brass’; its cellar, ‘a complete underworld of coal and cobwebs and grime’. But this ‘place of blackness’, he writes, had its own light, warmth and security, and ‘when the war came … became our shelter from the bombs’. As he showed later in his work and his journeying into hidden worlds, there is no negative that is wholly negative, no black that does not make light more radiant. ‘My mother later swore that the happiest time of her life was holding her family close to her in this deep womb.’


  Dvinsk, where Peter Brook’s grandfather Matthew was born, was a centre of both Russian and Jewish life. His father, Simon, fifth child of non-observant-minded parents, was born in Dvinsk in 1888, and grew up in a liberal atmosphere. At sixteen, showing a radical temperament and a determination to join in the mainstream of Russian political life, Simon joined the Mensheviks. They were the moderate faction of the Russian Social Democrat Party, led by an intellectual from Odessa, born Julius Cedarbaum but taking the conspiratorial nickname Martov. The Mensheviks were in continual conflict with the Bolsheviks. They supported Alexander Kerensky, Russia’s first post-revolutionary prime minister, who was then deposed by the Bolsheviks. The Mensheviks, in constant cut-throat dispute with the Bolsheviks, gave the young Simon Brook a spring-board for his social fervour and political ideas. A rebellious young man, he earned a scant living by selling newspapers. ‘It was probably a double rebellion,’ his son Alexis, Peter’s older brother, told me, ‘political, and against his strict, authoritarian father.’ Simon Brook was arrested and jailed for two months for making inflammatory political speeches, before securing his bail through family connections and setting out for Belgium. He catapulted himself out of his native place, as many did in this period of upheaval.


  After leaving Russia, Simon Brook settled in Liège where he joined the university to read physics, mathematics and electrical engineering. The family name underwent its first metamorphosis, courtesy of frontier officials. From the letters БPYK, it was transliterated by a Belgian official to Brouck. In London it would be transformed again into Brook. Ida Judson, his future wife, who he had met in Russia, joined him in Liège. She studied chemistry, and wanted to be a doctor but she gave this up because any country she settled in would have required extensive retraining. They got married in 1914, while on holiday in Germany; she with an excellent degree as Doctor of Science, he with a reasonable one as an electrical engineer.


  As the Great War threatened to engulf Belgium in early 1914, the young couple caught the last train to Brussels, where the local students were digging trenches, and then the very last train from Brussels to Ostend, where, with a group of Russian engineers, they travelled to England, arriving with one English pound in their pockets. Simon Brook found his first job in England, with a London firm making field telephones; by the end of the war he had become works manager. His wife (who features less vividly in Brook’s memoir than her husband) worked for a firm making antidotes to poison gases.


  Brook was a rotund baby, already with the sharp gaze that is one of his defining features. His father was beginning to make his way, starting an electrical engineering company and acting as the English representative of a German engineering firm. But he lost his business as a result of the crash of 1929. With the help of his wife, and her chemistry degree, he switched tracks and started a manufacturing pharmaceutical firm, Westminster Laboratories. The company patented and marketed several successful brands of the time – a stomach powder called Magtriz, a form of aspirin, and a best-selling laxative called Brooklax, no less. When Peter started out in theatre, some English actors and technicians were less than kind to this small, irrepressible director, and made jokes in the pub about ‘the little shit’.


  Outwardly, Brook grew up as a cultivated, well-heeled middle-class English boy. ‘My parents,’ said Alexis, ‘always spoke Russian between themselves, particularly anything Peter and I were not supposed to understand.’ Their mother came from that part of Latvia which was strongly influenced by Germanic culture. Theirs was already a household through which different cultures flowed. As the fortunes of ‘Papa Brook’ (his family nickname) looked up, the family were able to afford a servant, who combined cooking and cleaning. A key figure in Brook’s childhood was his piano-teacher, a Russian, Mrs Biek, whose son Leo became one of Peter’s boyhood friends. In a moving passage of his memoir, he reveals that it was Mrs Biek who taught him the essential artistic lesson of rhythm, and an even more vital sense that ‘there was no such thing as preparation; you have to be fully prepared each time’.


  There may have been many painful moments in childhood which I have put to one side. But essentially, everything was exciting. And if it wasn’t that, I was looking for excitement, which meant the inexhaustible excitement of this strange unknown thing called life, all around, on every level. I can’t look back on any painful experiences. I suppose I have a mechanism that puts them out of the way, so I would say very simply that for the first segment of my life – twenty or thirty years – every single response I had was so totally involved and engaged in the world, my world, that I never turned introspective. I had nothing to connect with the phrase ‘inner life’. What was ‘inner life’? There was life. Everything was one hundred per cent extravert.


  This untroubled focus of consciousness was a great gift, and one Brook would expand. To the young Brook, the taste of life was grounded in a sense of wellbeing in which there was no fissure between inner and outer worlds. It came from an utter confidence and trust in the support of his father. In Threads of Time, Brook describes the security provided by his father’s gaze and concern: ‘I adored my father and never knew the tragic rejection of the father-figure that is so much part of our time.’ More recently, he gives an even warmer picture:


  My father was very proud of his adaptability, the fact that he had made many changes in his life, that he had gone through the Depression, so from the stories that he would tell – and he was always telling stories – I obviously saw there a line that taught adaptability. Within that, he had natural wide ambitions for his children. He would have liked me at a certain point to go into his business, but was delighted when I didn’t want to. In wanting his children not to be like him but to go beyond him, it was clear to him that he should encourage, give the means and in no way hedge anything in. That can be boiled down to one word: constant encouragement. That was very fundamental. One of the things he would repeat was, ‘If one day you commit a murder, and everyone in the world is against you, you know that your father will stand by you.’


  Papa Brook was all the things the young Brook wanted him to be – playful, reliable, solid, clever – and physically lax. ‘My father was absolutely there,’ says Brook, in the documentary film Brook par Brook made by his son Simon in 2001. ‘He was present. Loving. He transmitted the highest standards, yet he never imposed anything.’ It was an enviable start in life.


  By the time he was ten, Brook had been given his own movie camera, a 9.5 mm Bolex. He was already devouring photography magazines, thrilled by their talk of lenses, film-stock, tricks of shooting and printing. Seeing home movie footage of Papa Brook at play in Brook par Brook, you observe a bright, animated man juggle, puff at cigarettes, caress his sober-faced wife, perform conjuring tricks for Peter’s camera. For Peter was already trying the magic of trick photography: Simon waves his arms and his sons appear. He waves them again, and they’re gone.


  Simon Brook looks like a man who was confident himself, enjoyed and understood his younger son, and was wise enough to make space for his determined and distinctive development. Peter was treated like a young man, not a small creature to be bent to his father’s will. The presence of this unconditionally loving father fed Peter’s self-belief. As his psychiatrist brother Alexis notes: ‘Peter identified with Simon’s drive and mastery. Simon saw some of his unacted hopes and achievements fulfilled through Peter.’


  After the war, Brook’s parents began to argue. His mother Ida was, in Brook’s words, ‘both stubborn and afraid. She had loyally followed my father to a science-orientated university without a medical school and renounced her deep wish to be a doctor. Because of this she never lost a sense of deep disappointment with herself in a life which gave no outlet to the special talents she had begun to develop. When guests came to the house, my mother would panic and hide in the bathroom, leaving my father to organise every detail of the evening.’


  In the interplay between parable and documentation which makes Threads of Time such a moving but teasing read, Brook soothes out the strife of mother and father and its effect on their sons. In his writing, the disputes between parents become a wise balance, a see-saw of opposites: ‘the unremitting struggle between energy, impulsiveness and determination opposed by a need for yielding, for balance, for reconciliation’. These were the two forces at work in Brook from early on: his father’s forcefulness, his wish to conquer and control the real world, his mother’s equilibrium, her withdrawal, and, perhaps, her resignation. It is noteworthy that Peter doesn’t give such a vivid image of his mother as of his father, but what she had been through shouldn’t be discounted: she had given up her profession for her husband, and had wound up in a culture that didn’t accept that women should work.


  She was very frustrated, and this became a focus of their quarrels. My father would be coming home from work at a quarter to six, and on the way he would meet my mother rushing out because she’d forgotten to buy butter. This became a coat-peg on which so much of the friction was displaced.


  Meanwhile, his father was planning jobs for his sons, not wanting them to lack status in their new country. Papa Brook, like many émigrés, determined that his boys would have a better life than he’d managed. With so much insecurity following the 1929 crash, he wanted to ensure that both his sons were professionals: ‘my son the lawyer and his brother the doctor’. From the age of fifteen, Alexis moved towards medicine, but Peter showed little interest in the law. By the time he was seven or eight, he was already a precocious play-maker. He had become enraptured by a Pollock’s Toy Theatre, an enchanted miniaturised version of a traditional, nineteenth-century, gilt-and-velvet Victorian theatre. Pollocks supplied cut-out moveable, scenery which a child could hand colour and scene-shift, and tiny cardboard actors striking heroic poses, which could be manipulated. Peter began to do both. (In his autobiographical film Fanny and Alexander, Ingmar Bergman traces his passion for theatre to a similar toy playhouse, and his love of film to a domestic projector, which in Brook’s house also opened pre-television windows on the world.)


  Alexis was very interested in photography, ‘but not with the same degree of passion,’ he says. ‘My father played with both of us much more than my mother. In the family, playing was always with Dad. Caring was from them both, though more from her. It wasn’t an integrated family.’


  Brook has an often-told story about staging Hamlet in the family drawing-room for an initially entertained and eventually sorely tried audience of his parents and their friends
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  Peter Brook, aged twelve, curious about film.
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  Brook aged twenty-one in 1946, when he staged Love’s Labour’s Lost.
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  Brook at twenty-one celebrated by Vogue as a rising star, 1946.
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  Brook directing A Sentimental Journey, Oxford, 1944.
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  Brook with John Gielgud (left) and Anthony Quayle (right) in the stalls of the Stratford Shakespeare Memorial Theatre, 1950.
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  Peter Brook and Natasha Parry around the time of their marriage, 1950s.
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  Alec Guinness distraught in Sartre’s Vicious Circle, Arts Theatre, London, 1946.
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  Captivating post-war elegance in Jean Anouilh’s sweet-sour characters, including Paul Scofield (right) playing twins, in Oliver Messel’s filigree conservatory, Ring Round the Moon, 1950.
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  Peter Brook and Natasha Parry with Fidel Castro, Cuba, 1953.


  


  [image: image]


  Paul Scofield as a mould-breaking King Lear, Stratford, 1962.
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  Paul Scofield as Lear in the film of King Lear, 1969.
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  Descent into savagery, Lord of the Flies, 1963.


  


  [image: image]


  The inmates of Charenton asylum in the pit, The Marat/Sade, 1964.
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  At work on the Vietnam War material for US, 1966, with Peter Brook (centre); Michael Kustow, Patrick O’Donnell, Hugh Sullivan, Clifford Rose (to the right); Mike Pratt, Barrie Stanton (to the left); and stage management (upstage).
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  Model of Sally Jacobs’ design for A Midsummer Night’s Dream, 1970.
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  Bottom (Barry Stanton) transformed into an ass frightening the ‘mechanicals’ as Puck (Robert Lloyd) looks on, A Midsummer Night’s Dream, Stratford, 1970.
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  The trapeze-borne Oberon (Alan Howard) and Puck (John Kane) in the fairy realm above Bottom (David Waller) in the arms of Titania (Sara Kestelman), A Midsummer Night’s Dream, Stratford, 1970.
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  Brook and Ted Hughes, poet and Orghast playwright, Persia, 1971.
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  Orghast at Persepolis in rehearsal, 1971.
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  The birds set out on their voyage of discovery, The Conference of the Birds, Bouffes du Nord, 1979.
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  Scenes from The Mahabharata, 1989. Arjuna (Vittorio Mezzogiorno), the hero.
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  Lord Ganesha, the scribe of the Mahabharata.
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  The battle begins.
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  The aftermath of battle.
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  Drona (Yoshi Oida) drowned in his own blood.
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  Peter Brook demonstrating at a theatre day in the Bouffes du Nord, 1982.
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  The Man Who, Bouffes du Nord, 1993. Yoshi Oida as mental patient.
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  Matilda (Marianne Jean-Baptiste) and her ‘lover’, The Suit, Bouffes du Nord, 1999.
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  Hamlet (Adrian Lester, back left) watches the player king re-enact the murder of his father. The Tragedy of Hamlet, Bouffes du Nord, 2000.
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  Sotigui Kouyate as Tierno Bokar, Bouffes du Nord, 2004.
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  Thanks


  My thanks of course are to Peter Brook, for giving his time over the past three years to answer searching questions, to free-associate, call up memories, point me to documents and interviewees. At our meetings, he invariably switched right into our work, despite being in the throes of rehearsing – a revival of Happy Days – and the research and travel for his new theatre piece. This is an authorised biography and I received what would be the equivalent of critical notes to an actor, but notes which rarely felt like constraints, and I would expect no less from as fearless a questioner as he. It was an encouragement, too, to see him visibly becoming more involved in the emotions of the book.


  I owe an immense debt to Nina Soufy, Peter Brook’s assistant and life-organiser. From her office at the Bouffes du Nord, crammed with scripts, photographs, editions, videos, she was tireless in tracking down crucial elements and chronologies. Even when under the greatest pressure, she always made me feel welcomed and at home, and I realised what a centre she provides for Brook’s many-faceted life and work.


  I interviewed scores of Brook’s associates – actors, writers, designers, critics, producers, in England, France, America – and I thank them for their memories and vivid insights. Even when their words have not been quoted in the text, their contributions have coloured and influenced it. Special thanks are due to Robert Facey, a friend of Peter’s since prep school, who, in the Canadian suburb where he now lives, opened up his cache of a lifetime’s correspondence with Peter.


  A travel fellowship from the Leverhulme Trust enabled me to make such journeys. The tapes of my interviews were faithfully transcribed by Sherry Baines, and Rebecca Pilbeam brought a keen passion for theatre to the later stages of tracking and clearing sources and photographs.


  At Bloomsbury, in Bill Swainson I have been blessed with an editor of contained enthusiasm and fierce concentration, who has helped me dig the book out from too many words, and made me feel, as a theatre enthusiast himself, that the book and its subject would matter to those who love theatre and could speak to those who may not. His assistant Sarah Marcus has cheerfully guided the book towards production. Picking my way through narrow book-lined landings above Soho Square has made each trip to Bloomsbury an excitement. Liz Calder has been calmly encouraging.


  My agent David Godwin’s endless enthusiasm and belief sustained me along the way. Simon Callow, John Goodwin and John Barton, former theatre colleagues and friends, have at key points lifted me back into the main current of the book. Their pointed, even their critical comments have been priceless. My French translator Marie-Thérèse Weal, working on a text that seemed to shift under her gaze, asked sharp and pertinent questions. David Bradby and Royal Holloway University of London kindly awarded me a fellowship, and David’s interest and knowledge of French theatre has continually refreshed me.


  Acknowledgements


  For permission to reprint copyright material the author and publishers gratefully acknowledge the following:


  Copyright (© 1998) from Threads of Time by Peter Brook. Reproduced by permission of Methuen Publishing Ltd. Copyright (© 1988) from The Shifting Point by Peter Brook. Reproduced by permission of Methuen Publishing Ltd. Copyright (© 1987) from The Mahabharata by Jean-Claude Carrière, translated by Peter Brook. Reproduced by permission of Methuen Publishing Ltd. Copyright (© 1992) from Peter Brook – A Theatrical Casebook by David Williams. Reproduced by permission of Methuen Publishing Ltd. Copyright (© 1972) from Orghast at Persepolis by Anthony Smith. Reproduced by permission of Methuen Publishing Ltd.


  Extracts from The Empty Space reprinted by permission of HarperCollins Publishers Ltd. © Peter Brook, 1968.


  Extracts from Peter Brook – Directors in Perspective by Albert Hunt and Geoffrey Reeves © Cambridge University Press (1995) reproduced with permission of Cambridge University Press, Albert Hunt and Geoffrey Reeves.


  Copyright (© 1990) from Burnt Bridges: A Souvenir of the Swinging Sixties and Beyond by Charles Marowitz. Reproduced by permission of Hodder & Stoughton.


  Copyright (© 1991) from Peter Brook and the Mahabharata: Critical Perspectives by David Williams. Reproduced by permission of Routledge/Taylor & Francis Books, Inc.


  Copyright (© 1998) from Peter Brook: From Oxford to Orghast eds. Richard Helfer and Glenn Loney. Reproduced by permission of Routledge/Taylor & Francis Books, Inc.


  Copyright (© 1977) from Conference of the Birds by John Heilpern. Reproduced by permission of Routledge/Taylor & Francis Books, Inc.


  Copyright (© 1968) from US – The Book of Royal Shakespeare Theatre Production by Peter Brook et al. Reproduced by permission of Calder Publications Ltd.


  Copyright (© 2003) from Conversations with Peter Brook by Margaret Croyden. Reproduced by permission of Faber & Faber Ltd.


  All articles from the Guardian and the Observer reprinted with kind permission of Guardian Newspapers Ltd.


  All articles from The Times and The Sunday Times reprinted with kind permission of Times Newspapers Ltd.


  Extract from Terence Rattigan’s letter to The Times dated 27 August 1964 included by kind permission of The Sir Terence Rattigan Charitable Trust Copyright agent: Alan Brodie Representation Ltd, 211 Piccadilly, London WlJ 9HFinfo@alanbrodie.com


  All articles from the Times Literary Supplement reprinted with kind permission of the Times Literary Supplement.


  All articles from the New York Times reprinted with kind permission of the New York Times Agency.


  Extracts from Encore magazine reprinted by kind permission of Methuen Publishing Ltd.


  All articles from New Theatre reprinted with kind permission of Bristol University Theatre Collection, Department of Drama. Extract from Peter Ustinov’s review of Romeo and Juliet in New Theatre, April 1947, included by kind permission of the Estate of Sir Peter Ustinov, c/o Steve Kenis & Co.


  By the Same Author


  The Book of US

  Tank

  One in Four

  theatre@risk


  First published in Great Britain 2005


  This electronic edition published in 2013 by Bloomsbury Publishing Plc


  Copyright © by Michael Kustow 2005


  The right of Michael Kustow to be identified as author of this work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988


  Every reasonable effort has been made to contact holders of copyright material reproduced in this book, but if any have inadvertently been overlooked the publishers world be glad to hear from them and to make good in future editions any errors or omissions brought to their attention.


  All rights reserved

  

  You may not copy, distribute, transmit, reproduce or otherwise make available this publication (or any part of it) in any form, or by any means (including without limitation electronic, digital, optical, mechanical, photocopying, printing, recording or otherwise), without the prior written permission of the publisher. Any person who does any unauthorised act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.


  A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library


  Bloomsbury Publishing Plc

  50 Bedford Square 

  London

  WC1B 3DP

  www.bloomsbury.com


  eISBN: 978-1-4088-5228-6


  Bloomsbury Publishing, London, New Delhi, New York and Sydney


  To find out more about our authors and their books please visit www.bloomsbury.com where you will find extracts, author interviews and details of forthcoming events, and to be the first to hear about latest releases and special offers, sign up for our newsletters here.

OEBPS/Images/ps2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps4.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps3.jpg






OEBPS/Images/ps6.jpg






OEBPS/Images/ps5.jpg






OEBPS/Images/ps30.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps8.jpg






OEBPS/Images/ps7.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps9.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps23.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps24.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps25.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9781408852286.jpg
‘Indispensable ... | defy anyone
to read the book and not come
away thinking better of the
theatre, its scope, its passion,
its contribution ... fascinating'
Simon Callow,

hael Kustow

ETER

BROOK

A Biography






OEBPS/Images/ps26.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps20.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps21.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps22.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps27.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps28.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps29.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps12.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps13.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps14.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps15.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps10.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps11.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps16.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps17.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps18.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ps19.jpg





OEBPS/Images/pub.jpg
PETER BROOK

A Biography

Michael Kustow

BLOOMSBURY

LONDON + NEW DELHI + NEW YORK + SYDNEY





