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INTRODUC..

The Warriors at Helgeland (Hermen.

land), the first of the three plays included ..

volume, was written in 1857, when Ibsen (whe

in his thirtieth year) was at Christiania. Bothin .

tion and execution it i3 an enormous advance on
immature efforts which had preceded it; and, apart fron.
its own very considerable merits, poetic and dramatic, it
is noteworthy as foreshadowing two aspects of the later
genius that could produce Peer Gynt and The Wild Duck.
Judged as a poetic romance, it has great charm if ap-
proached in the necessary 5pirit of simplicity. As a
piece of dramatic construction it js admirable, and
already characteristic of the later Ibsen in its methods.
A preface which Ibsen wrote in 1876 for a German trans-
lation of the play affords interesting evidence of his sane
dramatic sense. After remarking that the Volsung Saga
was the source of his inspiration for the play; he goes on
to say that he was nevertheless convinced that * the
idealised and, to a certain extent, impersonal figures
in the Sagas ”’ were unsuitable for representation on the
stage of to-day, and that, apart from this, it had been
his aim in this play to present “ not mythical person-
ages, but Scandinavian life in olden times.” To realise
the wisdom of this, one has only to compare the human
interest possessed by the characters in The Warriors at
Helgeland with the almost entire lack of it in the heroes
and heroines of Wagner’s Ring der Nibelungen.

Ibsen offered the play to thé Royal Theatre at Copen-
hagen and to the Christiania Theatre, and both promptly
rejected it as unsuitable to the tastes of the public. It
was not until 1861, after a tentative performance at
Bergen, that the play was produced at the Christiania
Theatre. It was not seen in Copenhagen until some
fourteen years later. The publication of the translation

referred to above gave the play a footing in Germany
i
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yed after that date. Itsonly
so far, has been that at the
403, during Ellen Terry’s manage-
ayed under the title of The Vikings. |
.4 two plays here translated, Ghosts
and An Enemy of the People (En Folke-
. closely connected in their origin. Ghosis was
. in 1881, when Ibsen was in Italy, and was pub-
.d at the close of that year, Ibsen could not have
.xpected—indeed did not expect—anything but a mixed
reception for a play so aggressively daring in its defiance
of all conventions. Thought has moved so quickly
in the last thirty years, the boundary-posts (to use a
favourite metaphor of Ibsen’s) have been so often shifted
in that time, that it requires a readjustment of one’s
point of view to realise fully how daring a thing it was
to publish a play on such a theme as this and expect
it to be performed. It is Ibsen’s most remarkable
polemical, and perhaps his most remarkable intellectual,
effort; and, as a play, it grips the mind and extorts a
close interest despite all repugnance to its subject.s Soft-
ening of the brain as the resplt of disease inherited from a
licentious father is a subject wsthetically repulsive, and
must become especially so upon the boards of a theatre.
No doubt the play teaches lessons that social teachers
‘cannot emphasise too strongly; and in none of his plays
has Ibsen diagnosed a social malady (a proceeding which
he was fond of claiming as his aim in writing these plays)
with more terrible.skill. But it is a very open question
whether the acted drama—which, after all, is a form of
art distinguished by peculiar conditions—is a legitimate
medium for the exposition of such truths. There is much
virtue in the old artistic canon as to what may fitly be:
displayed coram populo.

Another criticism that may fairly be made upon
Ghosts, judged as a play, is that it is too obviously
& work with a didagtic purposs. The dramatist is plainly
more interested in his thesis than in his characters. The
characterisation_is weak, for a writer of Ibsen’s rare

)



Introduction 5.4

ability in that respect; his personages seem to be ex-
pounding the dramatist’s views, rather than voicing
thoughts that are the result of their own personality.
And yet Ibsen wrote to a friend of his, at this time, that
“in none of his plays did the author stand so entirely
apart from the action as in Ghosts |

However prepared he may have thought he was for
the reception of the play, Ibsen was nevertheless con-
slderably taken aback by the bitter storm of abuse it
aroused in Norway. B]omson was the only public
man who would say a word in his defence; and the
‘“Liberal ” press, on whose professions of broad-
mindedness Ibsen had more or less relied, threw him over
altogether. The as the writing, at white heat, of
An Enemy of the People, in which Ibsen sought to chastise
his opponents with satire. Dr. Stockmann, the protago-
nist of the play, is not intended as a portrait of the
author; but the picture of his relations to his fellow-
townsmen, to the Liberal press, and to the “ damned
compact majority ’—his account of himself as * fight-
ing at the outposts of thoughy,” and standing at a point
which in ten years’ time the majority would have
reached, while he himself would be far ahead again—
vaiously depict Ibsen’s own position towards his coun-
trymen in the matter of Ghosts. Writing to his friend
Brandes at this time about the controversy, Ibsen com-
plains of the Liberal press prating of freedom of action
and thought, and then letting themselves become merely
the slaves of their subscribers’ opinions and following
the crowd instead of leading it; and, again, writes of
himself as being always ten years ahead of the great
mass of the people—expressions identical with those used
by Dr. Stockmann.

Despite its satirical intention, An Enemy of Society
s in many ways more genial than most of Ibsen’s * social
Iramas,” thanks to the leavenmg of humour which he
bas permitted himself to mix with his scorn.  The result
of this, and of the fact that the play contains some
theatrically effective scenes, was that it became imme-
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diateiy popular on the Scandinaviap stage—the audience,
wherever 1t was played, no doubt considering the satire
peculiarly applicable to every other community but their
own.

Ghosts was at first refused a hearing either in Norway,
Denmark or Sweden; but in 1883 the Swedish actor
August Lindberg was attracted by the play’s possibilities,
and toured with it—with the result that soon afterwards
it was played at the Royal Theatre at Stockholm. It
was a good many years, however, before it was seen in
Norway or in Denmark. It was first performed (pri-
vately) in Germany in 1886; in Paris, by the Théatre
Libre, in 18g0; and in London, by the Independent
Theatre, in 189x. Since then it has been played in
most European countries. The censor has always refused
to remove his veto on its public performance in this
country, probably on account of the fact that the plot
of the play involves even uglier questions than hereditary
disease.

An Enemy of the People was published in the winter of
1882, and performed early the following year in Norway,
Sweden and Denmark, and since then has been widely
played on the continent. It was first produced in Eng-
land, in 1893, at the Haymarket Theatre, by Sir (then
Mr.) Herbert Beerbohm Tree, who has more than once
revived it.

For the verse translation of Ornulf’s funeral chant
over his dead sons in Act IV. of The Warriors at Helge-
land, I am indebted to the kindness of Mr. Ernest Rhys,

R. FARQUHARSON SHARP.
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THE WARRIORS AT HELGELAND
A Play in Four Acts



DRAMATIS PERSONZ.

irnulf of the F]ords, a chxeitam in Iceland,

Borolf, his

igurd the Strong, 1king,

agny, hus wife daug%mf Ornulf).

uanar, a rich yeoman of Helgeland.

]érdls his wife (foster-sister to Dagny),

gil, Kis'Son, four years old,

aare, a Helgeland yeoman,

rnulf's six elder sons,

rnulf's and Sigurd’s Men, Guests, Servants, Wait
ing-Women, Outlaws, etc, -

(The action takes place i the time of Evic Bloody-Axe; at, ana
s the merghbourhaod of, Gunnar's house at Helgeland, su nor
thers Norway.)



THE WARRIORS AT HELGELAND
ACT I

(ScENE.—The top of a high cliff, which in the back-
ground drops sheer down into the sea. On the left is a boat-
shed, on the right hills covered with pine woods. The
masis of two ships of war can be seen down in the creek
below; far out on the right, vocks and islands. The sea is
very rough. It is winter, with storms of wind and snow.

SIGURD comes up from the ships. He is dressed in a
white tunic with silver belt, a blue cloak, loose hose, fur
boots and a steel casque, with a short sword hanging at his
side. A moment later, ORNULF comes into sight on the hill-
side, dressed in a dark lambskin tunic, with breastplate,
greaves worn over woollen hose, and fur boots; over his
shoulders he wears a cloak of brown frieze, with the hood
drawn over his casque in such a way as partly to conceal
his face. He s tall and powerfully built, but has a long
white beard, and is a little bent with age. He is armed
with a round shield, a sword and a spear. SIGURD ad-
vances first, looks around and sees the boat-shed, goes quickly
‘up to it and tries to burst open the door. ORNULF comes
down from the higher ground, starts when he sees SIGURD,
appears to recognise him, strides forward and calls out to
hzm.) v
Ornulf. Stand back, warrior !

Sigurd (turns, and lays his hand on his sword). If I did
that, it would be the first time !

Ornulf. You must and shall!l I need this boat-shed
for a night’s shelter for my men, who are half frozen.

Sigurd. And I need it for a weary woman.

Ornulf. My men are of more worth than your woman !

Sigurd. Qutlaws must be of great value in Helgeland,
then!

Ornulf (raising his spear). You shall pay dearly for
those words |

3



4 Lhe Warriors at Helgeland  [acr 1.

Sigurd (drawing his sword). It shall go ill with you,
old man|
OrNULF falls upon him; SIGURD defends himself.
DAGNY and some of SIGURD’S men come up from the
shore; ORNULF’S six sons appear on the higher ground
on the right. DAGNY, who is dressed in a red kirtle,
blue cape and fur cap, is a little sn advance of the
others.)
Dagny (calls down towards the ships). Up, all Sigurd’s
men! My husband is at blows with a stranger |
Ornulf's Soms. To our father’s helpl (They come
down.)
Sigurd (o his men). Stay where you are. Surely I can
deal with him alone!
Ornulf (to his sons). Let me fight in peace! (Closing
in upon S1GURD.) I will draw your blood !
Sigurd. You shall see your own first |
(Wounds him in the arm, so that his spear falls from his
hand.)
Ornulf. A good stroke, warrior I-—
Swift the sword thou swingest,
Keen thy weapon’s aim;
Sigurd’s self, the Strong One,
It would put to shame!
Stgurd (with a smile). Then would he have shame and
honour at the same time |
Ornulf’s Sons (in tones of surprise). It is Sigurd him-
self! Sigurd the Strong$
Ornulf. But it was a keener stroke you dealt me the
night you stole away Dagny, my daughter! (Throws
back the hood from his face.)
Sigurd and his Men. Ornulf of the Fjords!
Dagny (happily, but with some signs of uneasiness). My
father and my brothers !
Sigurd. Get behind me.
Ornulf. There is no need, (Approaches SIGURD.)
I knew you as soon as I saw you, and that was why I
provoked a quarrel; I wanted to try whether they speak
truly who say of you that you are the best swordsman
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in Norway. Now let there be peace and reconciliation
between us!

Sigurd. 1 ask nothing better, if it may be arranged.

Ornulf. There is my hand. You are a doughty hero;
such swashing blows has no one before exchanged with
old Ornulf.

Sigurd (grasping his outstretched hand). Then may it
be the last time we exchange blows! And therewith I
beg you to give judgment on the matter that lies between
us. Are you willing to name conditions on which we
may be at one?

Ornulf. That I am, and the dispute shall forthwith
be settled. (To the others.) Now shall you all know
what is the matter in question. Five winters ago Sigurd
and Gunnar, on a Vikings’ quest, came to Iceland and
received from me free hospitality for the winter. So it
was that Gunnar, with craft and force, carried off my
foster-daughter, Hjordis; but you, Sigurd, took Dagny,
my own child, and sailed away with her. To atone for
that you shall be sentenced to pay three hundred pieces
of silver, and so shall you expiate your deed of
violence.

Sigurd. The conditions you choose seem to me easy
indeed. The three hundred pieces shall be paid, and to
them I will add a broidered cloak of silk that was a
gift to me from King Athelstan of England—such a cloak
as no man in Iceland has ever worn.

Dagny. Well said, my brdve husband; and my
thanks, my father, to you; this is the first day I have
known real happiness! (Ske grasps her father's and
brothers’ hands and talks to them aside.)

Ornulf. Now peace is fully established between us,
and from to-day Dagny shall be in every way as honour-
ably esteemed as if you and she had been wedded law-
fully and with her kinsmen’s consent.

Sigurd. And now can yeu depend upon me as upon
one of your own blood.

Ornulf. Of that I am assured, and instantly mean to
make trial of your goodwill,
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Sigurd. You shall find me ready. Say on—what do
you require of me ?

Ornulf. Your help in word and deed. I have steered
hither to Helgeland in search of Gunnar, to demand of
him reparation for the carrying-away of Hjordis.

Sigurd (in surprise). Gunnar

Dagny. And Hjérdist Where are they to be found ?

Ornulf. At home in Gunnar’s house, I imagine.

Sigurd. And that is—?

Ornulf. Not many bow-shots away. Did you not
know that?

Stgurd (repressing a movement). Not I! It is seldom
that I have sought news of Gunnar since last we sailed
from Iceland together. A Viking’s life has led me afar
and I have served many kings in foreign lands, while
Gunnar has sat at home. Before the stress of the storm
I came under the lee of this land at daybreak to-day; and
though it is true I knew that Gunnar dwelt here in the
north in the home of his fathers, still—

Dagny (to OrNULF). So that was the errand on which you
set forth from home? .

Ornulf. 1t was. (To SicUrRD.) Our meeting has been
the work of the Mighty Ones above; they have willed
it so. Had I been minded to seek you, I should have had
but little knowledge where I should find you.

Sigurd (thoughtfully). Very true, very true —But now
about Gunnar—tell me, Ornulf, are you resolved to
press him to the uttermost, with all your power, by fair
means or foul ?

Ornulf. That I must do. Listen, Sigurd, to what I
have to say. Last summer I rode to the meeting of the
Thing, where many men of high honour sat with me in
council. When that was over, I sat in the hall and
drank with the men of my own Hundred, and it hap-
pened that our talk turned upon the carrying-off of
women ; and then was I reproached with scorn for having
let my disgrace go so long unavenged. Thereupon my
anger rose; and I swore to go to Norway and seek out
Gunnar, and demand amends from him, or vengeance,
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for his deed, and never to journey home again to Iceland
till T had accomplished my purpose.

Stgurd. Ah, well—if that is how it stands, it is clear
that the matter must be hotly pursued in whatever way
is needful.

Ornulf. It must; but I shall not be unreasonable, and
Gunnar is reputed an honourable man. I am glad, too,
to have set out upon this journey; time has hung very
heavily upon my hands in Iceland of late. It was on the
blue waters that I had grown old and grey, and I yearned
to be out upon them once more before I——. Ah,
well |—Bergthora, my good wife, is long since dead; my
eldest sons have left me every summer to go on Vikings’
quests; and now, as Thorolf was growing up—

Dagny (happily). 1Is Thorolf with you? Where is he?

Ornulf. On board my ship, out there. (Points to the
background on the right.) A fine lad—you shall see. He
has grown big and strong and comely since you were at
home. He will make a splendid man, Sigurd; he’ will
be like you some day.

Dagny (with a smile). It is just as it always was, I see.
Thorolf was ever the nearest to your heart.

Ornulf. He is the youngest, and like his mother; that
is why it is.

Sigurd. But tell me, now—your errand with Gunnar—
do you mean this very day—?

gmulf. Rather to-day than to-morrow. I shall be
well content with a reasonable sum paid as penalty; but if
Gunnar refuse such an offer of reconciliation, then must
he take the consequences that will follow.

(KAARE enters hurriedly from the hillside. He is
dressed in a coat of grey frieze and a felt hat, and
carries a broken staff in his hand.)

Kaare. Well met, warriors

Ornulf. Warriors are seldom good to meet.

Kaare. If you are honourable men, let me find safety
among you. Gunnar’s menareafter me and would kill me !

Ornulf. Gunnar’s men |

Sigurd. Then you must have done him some harm!



8 The Warriors at Helgeland  [acr 1

Kaare. I did no more than I had a right. We had set
our cattle to graze together on an island just off the
shore. Gunnar’s people drove off my best oxen, and one
of his men abused me, calling me a thrall, For that I
took my sword to him and slew him.

Ornulf. That you had the right to do.

Kaare. But now this morning his men came to make
an attack on me. By good luck I was warned in time
and got away; but I can look but for a short respite, for
my enemies are seeking me.

Sigurd. I can put but little faith in your story, fellow!
In days gone by I knew Gunnar as well as I know my-
self; and this I know, that never would he attack a
peaceable man.

Kaare. Gunnar has no hand in the matter; he is away
southwards. No, it is Hjordis, his wife—

Dagny. Hjordis !

Ornulf (muttering). Yes, it would be just like her!

Kaare. 1 offered to pay Gunnar a penalty for the
killing of his thrall, and he was willing to accept it; but
then came Hjordis and goaded her husband with scorn-
ful words, and prevented our peace-making; so Gunnar
went away to the south, and this morning—

Sigurd (looking out to the left). Are those not men coming
on the road northward ?

Kaare. It is Gunnar himself |

Ornulf. Take comfort; I fancy I shall be able to make
your peace with him.

(GUNNAR, with some of his men, enters from the left,
He is in home dress; brown tunic, woollen hose, a
blue cloak and wide-brimmed hat; the only weapon
he carries is a small axe.)

Gunnar (stopping in wonder and uncertainty at the

sight of the gathering). Ornulf of the Fjords | Yes, in truth—|

Ornulf. Yes, it is he.

Gunnar (approaching). Then welcome to my land |—
if you are come in peace.

Ornulf. 1f you be of the same mind as I, there shall be
peace between us.
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Sigurd (coming forward). Well met, Gunnar |

Gunnar. Sigurd—foster-brother| (Grasps his hand.)
Nay, if you are with him, I know for certain that Ornulf
is come in peace. (To OrNuLF.) Give me your hand,
old man! It is not difficult to guess what errand has
brought you here in the north. It concerns Hjérdis,
your foster-daughter.

Ornulf. 1t is as you say. It was a great wrong you
did me when you sailed away with her from Iceland with-
out asking my consent.

Gunnar. You have right and custom on your side. A
man must pay for his youth’s wild deeds. I have ex-
pected you this many a day, Ornulf, for that deed of
mine; and if paying a penalty can make peace between
us, it shall soon be done.

Sigurd. That is what I think. Ornulf will be reason-
able.

Gunnar (with warmtk). That must you be, old man; for
if you were to esteem her at her true worth, all that I
have could not pay the price.

Ornulf. 1 shall go by law and custom, be assured of
that. But now there is another matter. (Points to
Kaare.) Do you see this man?

Gunnar. Kaare! (To OrnurLr.) Do you not know
there 1s enmity between us?

Ornulf. Your men have raided his cattle, and amends
should be made for a raid.

Gunnar. And for killing also. He has killed my thrall.

Kaare. Because he insulted me.

Gunnar. 1 told you I was ready to arrange an agree-
ment with you.

Kaare. But Hjordis was in no mind for that; and
this morning, while you were away, she fell upon me, and
seeks me now to take my life.

Gunnar (in an irritated lone). Are you speaking the
truth? Did she—?

Kaare. Every word is true.

Ornulf. And for that it was that this fellow craved my
belp, and he shall surely have it,
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Gunnar (after a moment’s thought). You have dealt
honourably with me, Ornulf; it is only right, therefore,
that I should conform to your will. Listen to me,
Kaare. I am willing to let my thrall’s death, and all
the injury that you have suffered, acquit one another.

Kaare (holding out his hand to GUNNAR). That is fairly
spoken; I agree to that.

Ornulf. And he shall be at peace with you and yours?

Gunnar. At peace in my house or wherever else he may
choose to go.

Sigurd (pointing to the hillside). Look there]

Gunnar (displeased). It is Hjordis

Ornulf. With armed men!!

Kaare. She is seeking me

(Enter HjorDIS with a train of followers. She is

dressed in black kirtle, cloak and hat. Her followers
are armed with swords and axes; she carries a light
spear in her hand.)

Hjordss (stopping abruptly). We are mustering strong
here, it seems |

Dagny (advancing towards her). Greeting to you,
Hjordis !

Hjordis (coldly). Thank you. I heard that you were
not far off. (She advances, casting a keen glance on the
men who are standing logether.) Gunnar—and Kaare,
my enemy—Ornulf and his sons, and—(as her glance
falls on SIGURD she gives an almost imperceptible start,
is sient for an instant, them recovers herself). 1 see
many faces that I know; but this I do not know—which
of you is best disposed towards me.

Ornulf. Indeed we are all well disposed towards you.

Hjordis. If that is so, you will not refuse to hand
Kaare over to my husband to deal with.

Ornulf. There is no need.

Gunnar. Thereis peace between us,and areconciliation.

Hjordis (with stifled derision). A reconciliation? I
see. I know you are a prudent man, Gunnar; Kaare
hias fallen in with a goodly number of friends, and I can
easily understand that you thought it safest—
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Gunnar. Taunts are of no avail! (Decisively.) Kaare
is at peace with us.

Hjordis (restraining herself). So be it; if you have
promised him peace, you must keep your promise.

Gunnar (firmly,but without heat). 1 must and shall do that.

Ornulf (to Hyorpis). And another reconciliation was
half accomplished, before you came.

Hjordis (sharply). Between you and Gunnar ?

Ornulf (nodding his head). It has to do with you.

Hjordis. 1 know full well what it has to do with;
but this I tell you, foster-father, never shall it be said
that Gunnar allowed himself to be frightened because
you came with armed men to his shores. Had you come
alone, as a traveller seeking shelter in our house, the
breach between us might have been easier healed.

Gunnar. Ornulf and his sons are come in peace.

Hjordis. Maybe; but the people will have a different
tale to tell. And you yourself, Gunnar, had no such
great trust in this peace yesterday, when you sent our
son Egil to the south as soon as it was noised abroad that
Ornulf’s war-ship lay in the fjord.

Sigurd (to GUNNAR). Have you sent your son to the
south ?

Hjordis. Yes, so that he should be safe if Ornulf fell
upon us !

Ornulf. It is no matter for jesting, Hjérdis. What
Gunnar has done may prove to have been the deed of a
prudent man, if you prevent our reconciliation.

Hjgrdis. Fate rules our lives. What must be, will
be; but for my part I would rather die than save my hfe
by a cowardly reconciliation.

Dagny. Sigurd is making due amends, and none will
deem him a man of less account for that.

Hjordis. Sigurd should know best what his honour
can stand.

Sigurd. As to that I shall never need another’s telling,

Hjordis. Sigurd is a renowned slayer of men; but Gun
x‘xlar did a bolder deed when he slew the white bear at my

00r,



12 The Warriors at Helgeland  [acr1.

Gunnar (with an embarrassed glance at SIGURD). Yes,
yes, but no more of that!

Ornulf. In very truth that was the boldest deed that
ever man did in Iceland, and therefore—

Sigurd. So may Gunnar all the easier make a pact
without being called a craven.

Hjordis. If he pay a penalty, he shall demand one
too. Remember, Gunnar, the promise that once you gave |

Gunnar. It was an ill thought of mine to make the pro-
mise. Do you mean to hold me to it?

Hjordis. Indeed you shall hold to it, if we two are
to live under the same roof after to-day. Listen to me,
Ornulf; if amends are to be made for the carrying-off
of your foster-daughter, you too shall make amends for
having murdered my father Jékul and laid hands on all
he possessed.

(gmulf. Jokul fell in fair fight, in a duel between us.
Your kinsmen did me a worse wrong by sending you to
Iceland without telling me who you were, and causing
me to adopt you.

Hjordis. It was an honour, and no ‘wrong done to
you, to be foster-father to Jokul’s daughter.

Ornulf. It brought me nothing but trouble; that I
know.

Hjordis. Worse trouble may befall you now, if—

Ornulf. 1 am not come here to wrangle with women!
—Gunnar, for the last time, are you willing to make
amends for her carrying-off ?

Hjordis. Remember what you promised !

Gunnar (fo ORNULF). You have heard that I have
given a promise and I must—

Ornulf (in an exasperated tone). Enough, enough!
Never shall it be said of me that I made amends for
killing in fair fight |

Hjordis (proudly). Then we defy you and yours|

Ornulf (with growing anger). And who is there here
that has the right to demand amends for Jokul's death ?
Where are his kinsmen to be found ? Not one of them is
alive! Where is his lawful champion?
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Hjordis. That Gunnar is—on my behalf |

Ornulf. Gunnar! Undoubtedly, if you had been
wedded to him with your foster-father’s consent, or if
he had made amends for your carrying-off, he might have
been your lawful champion ; but—

Dagny (pleading anxiously). Father! Father!

Sigurd (quickly). Do not say it!

Ornulf (raising his voice). Yes, I shall cry it aloud!
A captured woman has no lawful husband !

Gunnar (vehemently). Ornulf|

Hjordis (in a wild outburst). Insulted! Shamed! (In
a trembling voice.) You—you shall come to repent this !

Ornulf (continuing). A captured woman may only
lawfully be esteemed a man’s mistress! If you wish a
more honourable name, you must—

Hjordis (restraining herself). No, Ornulf, I know better
what is seemly. If I am only to be esteemed Gunnar’s
mistress, well and good; then must he regain my honour
for me by his deeds—by deeds so mighty that my posi«
tion shall mean no shame to me! Have a care now,
Ornulf! Here our ways part, but our swords shall be
drawn against you and yours without respite; life and
limb, you shall always be in danger, and so shall all who
— (turns angrily upon KaArRe) Ah, Kaare! Ornulf
has taken your part, and there is peace between us, but
I would counsel you not to go home yet awhile. The
man you slew has many to avenge him, and it might
easily happen that—welf, I have warned you of the
danger, .now take the consequences. Come, Gunnar—
to arms! You did a splendid deed in Iceland, but you
must do greater deeds now, unless your—your mistress
is to be ashamed of you and of herself |

Gunnar. Curb yourself, Hjérdis; these are unseemly
words you speak |

Dagny (pleading with her). Foster-sister, stay—stay; I
will bring my father to reason!

Hjordis (without listening to her). Let us home, let us
home! Never was it foretold to me that I should spend
my life as a wretched wanton; but if that is the life and
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that the shame that I have to endure, even for a single
day more, then must my husband do some deed that
shall make him more renowned than all other men!
(Goes out to the right.)

Gunnar (sadly). Sigurd, one thing you must promise
me; we must speak together before you leave these
shores. (Goes out, with his followers, to the right. Mean-
while the storm has ceased. The midday sun is seen like
a red disc far out on the horizon.)

Ornulf (threateningly). Dear shall this day cost you,
foster-daughter !

Dagny. Father! Father! Surely you cannot mean
them harm !

Ornulf. Let me be —Now, Sigurd, there will be matter
more serious than the mere paying of a penalty, betwixt
Gunnar and me!

Sigurd. What do you mean to do?

Ornulf. I do not know; but 1t will be enough to set
men talking, far and wide, of the visit of Ornulf of the
Fjords to Gunnar.

Sigurd (quietly and firmly). Perhaps. But this I tell
you, Ornulf, you shall never take up arms against him as
long as I am alive.

Ornulf. Not! But suppose I say I will?

Stgurd. It shall not be—no matter how much you may
will it.

Ornulf (impetuously). Verygwell. Even if you side
with my foes, I shall not fear to face you all

Sigurd. Listen to me, Ornulf. Never shall you see
the day when you and I meet as enemies. There is an
honourable peace between us; Dagny is dearer to me
than victories or gold, and never shall I forget that you
are her nearest kinsman.

Ornulf. That is no more than I expected of your
noble heart, Sigurd.

Sigurd. But Gunnar is my foster-brother. We have
sworn peace and friendship. Both in battle and in
times of peace we have taken life’s chances together, and
he is dearer to me than any other man, Brave as he is,
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he has no lust for fighting. And as for me, you au
know me, and know that warfare has no terrors for me;
but here I stand forth, Ornulf, and entreat you to be re-
conciled to Gunnar. Let me have my way in this|

Ornulf. I cannot. I shall be the laughing-stock of all
my peers if I go empty handed back to Iceland !

Stgurd. Empty handed you shall not go. Here in
the creek lie my two ships of war, with all the spoils I
have won on my Viking quests. There are many costly
gifts from kings, coffers full of goodly weapons and
other precious things. Take one of the ships; choose
whichever you prefer, it shall be yours with all that it
contains; let that pay the penalty for Hjordis’ carrying-
off, and so let Gunnar go in peace.

Ornulf. Worthy Sigurd, would you do that for Gun-
nar!

Sigurd. No man can do too much for.a trusty friend.

Ornulf. You would give half of all you have!

Sigurd (urgently). Take all I have, both my ships and
all that is in them, and let me go with you to Iceland as
the poorest man in your following. What I give, I can
win again; but if you take up arms against Gunnar, I
shall never again be happy. Now, Ornulf, what is your
answer ?

Ornulf (thoughtfully). Two good ships of war, weapons
and precious things—a man cannot have too much of
such things, but—(vehegently}—no, no! Hjordis has
threatened me! I will not! It would be a dishonour-
able thing if I took your gifts |

Stgurd. But listen to me—

Ornulf. No, I say! I must enforce my rights alone,
and take my chance of the issue.

Kaare (approaching). It is kindly advice that Sigurd
gives; but if you are minded to enforce your rights to the
best advantage, I can advise you better. Count upon
no satisfaction while Hjérdis has any word in the matter;
but revenge may be yours, if you will follow my coun-

brmdf. Revenge? What counsel is this of yours?



The Warriors at Helgeland  [acr 1.

Sigurd. An evil counsel, I dare swear!

Dagny (to OrNULF). Do not listen to him !

Kaare. Hjordis has made an outlaw of me, and with
guile she will seek my life. Do you but promise to pro-
tect me afterwards, and this night I will go to Gunnar’s
house and burn it down over their heads. Is that to
your mind ?

Stgurd. Miscreant!

Ornulf (quietly). To my mind? Shall I tell you,
Kaare, what is far more to my mind? (In tomes of
thunder.) To cleave the nose and ears off you, you
miserable thrall! Little do you know of old Ornulf
1f youdeem that he will have partinsuchadeed of infamy |

Kaare (recoiling). If you do not set upon Gunnar, he
will set upon you |

Ornulf. 1have fists and weapons to hinder that.

Sigurd (to KaarE). And now, be off! It is a disgrace
to an honourable man to hold converse with you.

Kaare (going). So be it. Then I must defend myself
as best I can. But this I tell you—you will repent it,
if you persist in gentle dealing. I know Hjordis—and
Ishall find a way to strikeat her ! (Goes down to the shore.)

Dagny. He is plotting some revenge. Sigurd, it must
be prevented |

gmulf. (angrily). Oh, let him do what he lhikes. She
deserves nothing better !

Dagny. You do not mean that. Remember, you have
been her foster-father. .

Ornulf. 1t was a baleful hour for me when I took her
under my roof. Things begin to fall out as Jokul prophesied.

Stgurd. Jokul?

Ornulf. Jokul, her father. When I gave him his
death-stroke, he fell back upon the sward, looked at me,
and chanted:

“fbkul’s seed their father’s slaying
Shall avenge in fullest measure;
Nor shall he find any gladness
Who hath taken Jékul’s treasurel”
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Then, when he had chanted this, he was silent for a
while; then he laughed, and with that he died.

Sigurd. You should take little account of that.

Ornulf. Who knows? Who knows? Men tell it for
a true tale that Jokul gave each of his children a wolf’s
heart to eat, to make them fierce. Hjordis certainly
had her share; one can see it in her. (Stops as ke looks
out o the right) Gunnar!—Are we two to meet again?

Gunnar (entering). Yes, Ornulf; think what you will
of me, but I cannot part from you as an enemy.

Ornulf. What do you want ?

Gunnar. To grasp your hand in friendship, before you
go. Listen to me, all of you. Follow me to my house,
and be my guests there as long as you have a mind to.
Sleep and good food shall not be lacking; and none shall
speak of the dispute between us, either to-day or to-
MOITOW.

Sigurd. But Hjérdis?

Gunnar. She is obedient to my will. She is of a
different mind since we went home, and thinks with me
that we may yet be reconciled if you will be our guests.

Dagny. Yes, yes—if only that could be!

Stgurd (irresolutely). But indeed I do not know
whether—

Dagny. Gunnar is your foster-brother; surely you
will not refuse—if I know anything of your nature.

Gunnar (to SIGURD). You have been my friend in all
our wanderings; you will not set yourself against me
now !

Dagny. And to sail away and leave hatred in Hjordis’
heart—no, no, we could never do that!

Gunnar. 1 have done Ornulf a great wrong; till that
is righted my mind will know no peace.

Sigurd (vehemenily). I will do anything else for you,
Gunnar, but I cannot remain here. (Recovers himself.)
I am King Athelstan’s vassal, and must be whth him in
England before the end of winter.

Dagny. But you can be that nevertheless |

Gunnar. No man knows what the future has in store

B
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for him; it may be, Sigurd, that this is the last time we
shall meet; and, if that be so, you will regret that you did
not grant my last request.

Dagny. And it will be long ere you see me happy again,
if you sail away to-day.

Sigurd (decisively). So be it, then! It shall be as you
wish, although—. However, I have decided. There is
my hand. I will stay here and be your guest and
Hjordis’.

Gunnar (grasping his hand). Thanks, Sigurd; I knew
well you would.—And you, Ornulf, do you say the same
as he?

Ornulf (sullenly). I will think on it. Hjordis has
offended me bitterly—I will give you no answer to-day.

Gunnar. Ah well, old warrior, Sigurd and Dagny will
know how to smooth the wrath from your brow. Now
Igo to prepare the feast ; peace be with you, till we are well
met in my halls! (Goes out to the right.)

Sigurd (to himself). Hjordis has changed her mind, he
said! He knows her but little, then; I should be more
ready to believe that she is plotting—. (Breaks off and
turns to his men.) Come, follow me all to the ships; I
will choose goodly gifts to take to Gunnar and his folk.

Dagny. Gifts of the best we have. And you, my
father—I shall let you have no peace until you relent.
(Ske goes with SIGURD and his men down o the seashore
at the back.)

Orunulf. Relent? Truly, if Gunnar had no women-
folk in his house, I might—. Ah! if only I knew how I
could strike at her I—Thorolf, you here ?

Thorolf (who has entered hurriedly). As you see! Isit
true what they say, that you have met with Gunnar?

Ornulf. Yes!

Thorolf. And are now at strife with him?

Ornulf. Well—at all events with Hjordis.

Thorolf. Be of good cheer, then; you shall have your
revenge.

Ornulf. Revenge? Who will avenge me?

Thorolf. Listen. 1 was standing on shipboard, when
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he has no lust for fighting. And as for me, you au
know me, and know that warfare has no terrors for me;
but here I stand forth, Ornulf, and entreat you to be re-
conciled to Gunnar. Let me have my way in this!

Ornulf. I cannot. I shall be the laughing-stock of all
my peers if I go empty handed back to Iceland !

Stgurd. Empty handed you shall not go. Here in
the creek lie my two ships of war, with all the spoils I
have won on my Viking quests. There are many costly
gifts from kings, coffers full of goodly weapons and
other precious things. Take one of the ships; choose
whichever you prefer, it shall be yours with all that it
contains; let that pay the penalty for Hjordis’ carrying-
off, and so let Gunnar go in peace.

Ornulf. Worthy Sigurd, would you do that for Gun-
nar!

Sigurd. No man can do too much for.a trusty friend.

Ornulf. You would give half of all you have!

Sigurd (urgently). Take all I have, both my ships and
all that is in them, and let me go with you to Iceland as
the poorest man in your following. What I give, I can
win again; but if you take up arms against Gunnar, I
shall never again be happy. Now, Ornulf, what is your
answer ?

Ornulf (thoughtfully). Two good ships of war, weapons
and precious things—a man cannot have too much of
such things, but—(vehegently)—no, no! Hjoérdis has
threatened me! I will not! It would be a dishonour-
able thing if I took your gifts |

Stgurd. But listen to me—

Ornulf. No, I say! I must enforce my rights alone,
and take my chance of the issue.

Kaare (approaching). It is kindly advice that Sigurd
gives; but if you are minded to enforce your rights to the
best advantage, I can advise you better. Count upon
no satisfaction while Hjérdis has any word in the matter;
but revenge may be yours, if you will follow my coun-
sel.
Ornulf. Revenge? What counsel is this of yours?
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Thorolf. No, set your mind at ease!

Ornulf. Well, now, away to the feast in Gunnar’s
house. I am coming to the feast too, and that in a way
that is least looked for. (Cheerfully, to the others.)
Up, my wolf cubs! Sharpen your fangs!—you shall
have blood to drink now! (Goes out with his other
sons by the background on the right. SIGURD and DAGNY,
dressed 1n handsome festal garments, come up from the
shore, followed by two men carrying a coffer; the men go
back again at once.)

Thorolf (looking after his father). Now are they all
away to fight, and I must not go with them. It 1s hard
to be the youngest.—Dagny! Greeting and hail to you,
sister !

Dagny. Thorolf! By heaven—how you are grown|

Thorolf. Well, in five years I suppose—

Dagny. Of course, of course.

Sigurd (offering him his hand). Ornulf will have a
doughty helpmate in you, or I am much mistaken.

Thorolf. 1f only he would try me—

Dagny (with a smile). But he takes more care of you
than is to your liking. I know he is almost too fond of
you.

Sigurd. Where is he gone ?

Thorolf. Down to the ship. Let us go now; he is
coming later.

Stgurd. 1 am waiting for my men; they are bringing
up some things and making fast the ships.

Thorolf. 1 will go and help them. (Goes down to the
shore.)

Stgurd (after a moment’s thought). Dagny, my wife—
now we are in private, I have something to tell you
which may no longer be concealed.

Dagny (in astonishment). What do you mean ?

Stgurd. This visit to Gunnar’s house may prove perilous |

Dagny. Perilous? Do you think Gunnar—?

Sigurd. Gunnar is an honourable man. No, no—but
it would have been better had I sailed away from here
without being his guest.
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Dagny. You frighten me! Sigurd, what is it?

Stgurd. Answer me one thing first. The gold bracelet
that once I gave you—where is 1t ?

Dagny (showing st to him). Here on my arm; you bade
me wear it.

Sigurd. Throw it into the depths of the sea, so deep
that it can never be found l—because it may mean the
doom of many men.

Dagny. The bracelet!

Sigurd (in a low voice). The night when you were
carried off from your father’s house—you remember ?—

Dagny. Do I remember !

Stgurd. It is of that I wish to speak.

Dagny (anxiously). What is it? Tell me!

Stgurd. You know, there had been a feast; you went
early to your chamber, but Hjordis still sat at table
with the men, who were drinking. The cup went freely
round, and all sorts of brave oaths were sworn. I swore
to carry off a fair maid with me from Iceland; Gunnar
swore the same, and offered Hjordis the drinking-cup.
Taking it, she stood up and swore that no warrior should
have her to wife save he who should go to her chamber,
slay the white bear that stood chained at her door, and
carry her off in his arms.

Dagny. Yes, yes, I know that.

Sigurd. But all thought it was an impossible task;
for the bear was the fiercest of wild beasts. None save
Hjordis could come near it, and it had the strength of
twenty men.

Dagny. But Gunnar slew it, and became famous far
and wide for the deed.

Sigurd (in low tones). He became famous—but—I did
the deed !

Dagny (with a cry). Youl

Sigurd. When the men left the banquet-hall, Gunnar
bade me withdraw to his bedchamber with him to talk
with him in private. Then said he: *“ Hjordis is dearer
to me than all other women; I cannot live without her.”
I answered him: ‘ Go to her chamber, then; you know
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the terms she has set.” But he said: ‘“ A man who is
in love prizes his life dearly. The issue would be doubt-
ful, if T attacked the bear, and I am fearful of losing my
life now—for I should lose Hjérdis with it.”” For long
we talked together; and the end of it was that Gunnar
got ready his ship, but I drew my sword, put on Gun-
nar’s armour and went to Hjsrdis’ chamber.

Dagny (with proud happiness). Then it was you—you
who slew the bear!

Stgurd. It was I. In her chamber it was dark and
black as a raven’s wing. Hjordis thought it was Gunnar
that was at her side—her head was heavy with wine.
She drew a bracelet off her arm, and gave it to me—it 1s
that you wear now.

Dagny (hesitatingly). And you were all the night
through in Hjordis’ chamber ?

Sigurd. My sword lay drawn between us. (Skort silence.)
Before the day dawned, I bore Hjordis to Gunnar’s ship;
she never perceived our trick, and he sailed away with her.
Then I went to your chamber and found you there among
your women. What followed afterwards, you know. I
salled away from Iceland with a fair maid, as I had
sworn, and faithfully since then have you followed me
wherever I have steered my course.

Dagny (excitedly). My brave husband! You did the
mighty deed—oh, I might have known it! None but
you were strong enough! You might have won Hjordis,
that proud and splendid woman, and yet you chose me
Ten times dearer would you be now, were you not already
the dearest thing in the world to me!

Sigurd. Dagny, my dear wife, now you know—all
that there is need you should know. I had to warn you,
because of the bracelet—. Never let Hjordis set eyes
upon it. If you will do as I desire, you will cast it away
—into the depths of the sea!

Dagny. No, Sigurd, it is too dear to me for that; it
is a gift from you! But be at ease, I shall hide it from
every eye, and never shall I betray what you have told
meﬁ
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(THOROLF comes up from the ships with SIGURD’S men.)

Thorolf. Allis ready; let us go to the feast!

Dagny. Come, Sigurd—my brave and noble warrior |

Stgurd. Softly, Dagny—softly! It depends on you
now, whether our journey shall end in peace or slaugh-
ter! (Quickly, to the others.) Now away, all, to the
feast in Gunnar’s halls! (Goes out with DAGNY to the
right; the others follow him.)

ACT II

(SCENE.—The Bangueting-hall in GUNNAR’s house.
The main entrance is at the back; there are smaller doors
in the side walls. In the foreground on the left, the chief
seat of honour; opposite to it, on the right, the lesser seat of
honour. A fire of logs is burning on a stone hearth in the
middle of the floor. In the background, on both sides of
the door, are platforms for the serving-women. From the
seats of honour two long tables, with benches, stretch along
the walls to the background. It is dark without; the log
fire lights up the hall. HJORDIS and DAGNY enter from the
right.)

Dagny. No, Hjordis, I do not understand you. You
have shown me your home; I can see nothing lacking
there, and everything that you have is fine and hand-
some. How can you complain as you do?

Hjordis. Ah!—set an eagle in a cage and it will bite
at the bars, whether they be iron or gold.

Dagny. At any rate in one thing you are richer than I;
you have Egil, your little son.

Hjordis. Better far to have no child than one born in
dishonour.

Dagny. In dishonour?

Hjordis. Have you forgotten your father’s words?
Egil is a bastard—that is what he said.

Dagny. A word spoken in anger—why do you pay
heed to that? ’
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Hjordis. Oh, Ornulf was right. Egil is a poor crea-
ture; he has not the look of a free-born lad,

Dagny. Hjordis, how can you—!

Hjordis (without paying attention to her). Doubtless
infamy of that sort may be absorbed into the blood, like
the venom from a snake-bite. The frce-born sons of
heroes are of different stuff. I have heard of a queen
who took her little son and sewed his tunic fast to his
flesh, and he never so much as stirred an eyelid. (With
a malignant expression.) Dagny, I should like to try
that with Egil |

Dagny (in disgust). Hjordis! Hjordis !

Hjordis (with a laugh). Ha, ha, ha! Did you think
I was in earnest? (Changing her tone.) But, believe
me or not as you will, there sometimes comes over me an
overwhelming desire to do things hike that. 1 daresay
it is born in me; for I am descended from a race of giants,
they say.—Come, sit down, Dagny. You have journeyed
far and wide in these five long years. Tell me, have you
often been a guest in kings’ houses?

Dagny. Yes—especially at the court of Athelstan in
England. )

Hjordis. And were received with the highest honour
everywhere—and everywhere sat in the highest seats at
table ? '

Dagny. Of course. As Sigurd’s wife—

Hjordis. Yes, quite so. Sigurd is a man of great
renown, though Gunnar outranks him.

Dagny. Gunnar?

Hjordis. Gunnar did a deed which Sigurd dared not
attempt—but let that pass. Tell me, when Sigurd has
been on a Viking’s quest and you have been with him—
when you heard the blades whistling in keen sword-play,
when the decks of the ship reeked red with blood—were

ou never filled with a wild desire to join with the men
in the fight?—did you never put on armour and take a
sword in your hand ?

Dagny. Never! What are you thinking of? I, a
woman ?

Qe
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Hjordis. A woman, a woman—I tell you, no one
knows of what a woman is capable |—At all events there
is one thing you can tell me, Dagny, because in truth you
must know it well. When a man embraces a woman,
loves her—is it true that then her blood is on fire, her
breast throbs—that she swoons with a strange joy ?

Dagny (blushing). Hjordis, how can you—1

Hjordis. Well, but tell me!

Dagny. 1 think there can be little doubt you have
known it yourself.

Hjordis. Yes, once—once only. It was that night
Gunnar sat beside me in my chamber; he crushed me
in his embrace till his coat of mail burst apart, and then,
then—!

Dagny (with a cry). What! Sigurd—?

Hjordis. Sigurd? Who spoke of Sigurd? 1 said
Gunnar—the night he carried me off—

Dagny (recovering herself). Yes, yes, I remember—of
course I know—

Hjordis. That was the only time. Never again—
never! I thought I had been bewitched, because for
Gunnar to embrace a woman in such a fashion—(stops,
and looks at DAGNY). Are you ill? Your colour comes
and goes.

Dagny. It is nothing, it is nothing!

Hjordis (without heeding her). No, I ought to have gone
out to taste the joy of battle! It would have been better
for me—better, maybe, for us all. It would have been a
full and glorious life! Are you not amazed, Dagny, to
find me still alive here? Would you not be afraid to
be alone with me here in my chamber, when all is dark ?
Would you not imagine that I had died long since, and
that it was the ghost of me that was here with you?

Dagny (uneasily). Come—let us go—and join the
others |

Hjordis (taking her by the arm). No, stay! Can you
understand, Dagny, how anyone can be alive after
sitting here for five nights?

Dagny. Five nights?
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Hjérdis. Here in the north it is night all the winter
long. (Quickly, and in an altered tone.) But you must
not think it is not splendid enough here sometimes. You
shall see sights here such as you have never seen in the
halls of England’s king. We shall be as sisters together
while you are my guest. We will go down to the sea
when the storms begin to rage; you shall see the billows
breaking on the shore like wild white-maned horses—
and the whales far out atsea! They rush on one another
like foemen clad in steel! What joy to sit like a witch
on a whale’s back and ride before the ships, rousing the
storm and luring men into the depths with spells of witch-
craft !

Dagny. For shame, Hjordis, how can you speak so!

Hjordis. Do you know any witches’ spells, Dagny ?

Dagny (with horror). 11

Hjordis. 1 had thought you did; how did you entice
Sigurd?

Dagny. What you say is shameful—let me go |

Hjordss (holding her back). 1 was but jesting! Nay,
but listen! Think of it, Dagny—to sit at night here by
the door, and listen to the kelpies wailing by the boats;
to sit and wait, listening for the dead men to pass on
their last journey homewards, for their path must lie
past these northern shores—heroes who have fallen
in battle, noble women who have not spent their life
tamely as you and I have. In the storm and tempest
they hurtle through the air on black horses, to the sound
of bells! (Throws her arms round her and clasps her
wildly to her.) Ah, think of it, Dagny! To ride one’s
last ride on so goodly a steed !

Dagny (shaking herself free of her). Hjordis, Hjordis!
Let me go! I will not listen to you!

Hjordis (laughing). You are a poor thing, and easy to
scare |

(GUNNAR enters from the back, with SIGURD and

THOROLF.)

Gunnar. Yes, in truth, I could wish for nothing better

than this. I have found you again, Sigurd, my brave and
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noble brother, faithful and true as ever; I have a son ot
Ornulf’s under my roof, and Ornulf himself will be here
ere long—is it not so ?

Thorolf. He promised to come.

Gunnar. The only thing I lack is to have my little
Egil at home.

Thorolf. You must love the boy dearly; you speak of
him so often.

Gunnar. That I do. He is the only one, and has the
makings of a well-favoured and warm-hearted man,

Hjordis. But not of a hero.

Gunnar. Come, come—you have no right to say that.

Sigurd. And yet you sent him away—

Gunnar. I would I had not done so! (In a lower
vowe.) But you, Sigurd, know that a man is apt to play
the woman sometimes when there is one thing dearer
to him than all else in the world. (Raising his voice
again.) I had but few men about the house; and there
was not one of us but felt that his hfe was in danger,
when we heard that Ornulf lay off the shore with lus
ships of war.

Hjordis. I know one thing that a man should think
of first, before his life.

Thorolf. And that is?

Hjordis. His honour and repute.

Gunnar. Hjordis!

S1gurd. No one will ever say of Gunnar that he has
forfeited his honour by what he has done.

Gunnar (severely). It is a bootless task to try and
embroil me with Ornulf’s friends !

Hjordis (w1th a smile). Hm |—tell me, Sigurd, can your
ship sail before any wind ?

Sigurd. Yes, if it be shrewdly steered.

Hjordis. Good 1—1I shall steer my ship shrewdly, too,
and shall know how to reach the port I am making for,
(Goes further into the room.)

Dagny (in a low, uneasy voice). Sigurd, let us go away
from here—this very night!

Sigurd. It is too late now ; it was yourself that—
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Dagny. 1 felt fond of Hjérdis then; but now—I have
beard her say what I am afraid to think of. (SicurD’s
followers and other guests, men and women, serving-men
and maids, come in-at the back of the hall. Salutations are
exchanged among the guests.)

Gunnar. Now, to table] My most honoured guest,
Ornulf of the Fjords, comes later; that Thorolf promises
me.

Hjordss (to the serving-folk). Pass round ale and mead,
that tongues may be loosened and hearts made merry.

(GUNNAR leads SIGURD 1o the seat of honowr on the

right. DAGNY sits on SIGURD’S right, HJSRDIS oppo-
site to him at the same table. THOROLF 1s given &
similar place at the other table, and sits facing GUNNAR,
who takes his seat in the chief seat of honour. The
others take thesr places further back. There is a short
pause, while the guests drink and talk together.)

Hjordss. It is not often that so many brave men sit,
together as are gathered in this hall to-night; it would
seem a suitable occasion to practise an old pastime. Let
each man tell of his exploits, and all here shall judge who
is the best man among us.

Gunnar. That is an ill custom when the drinking-horn
is passing round ; often it breeds quarrels.

Hjérdis, 1 did not think that Gunnar was afraid,

Stgurd. That no one can think; but so many are we
here that it would be late ere we had finished, were we
to tell our exploits. Rather do you tell us, Gunnar, of
your journey to Bjarmeland; it was a goodly exploit to
journey so far northwards, and we would gladly hear of it
from you.

Hjordis, The journey to Bjarmeland was nought but
& journey, and scarcely worth mention among heroes.
No, do you begin, Sigurd l—unless you would have me
think that you can ill bear to hear my husband praised.
So begin! Tell us which you esteem the finest of the
deeds you have done.

Sigurd. Well, since you force me, so be it. It may be
worth the telling, that once on'a Viking quest, as I lay
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off the Orkneys, enemies attacked us, but we cleared
their ships and I fought alone against eight men,

Hjordss. It was a goodly exploit; but were you fully
armed ?

Stgurd. Fully armed, with axe, spear and shield,

Hjordis. It was a goodly exploit, nevertheless. Now,
husband, must you say what you deem the bravest deed
you have ever done.

Gunnar (reluctantly). 1 slew two berserkers that had
seized a merchant vessel, and thereupon sent the cap-
tured seamen home and gave them their ship freely and
with8ut ransom. The king of England thought well of
the ,exploit and said I had done what was worthy of
honour, and gave me thanks and goodly gifts.

Hjordis. Truly, Gunnar, you could tell us of a nobler
exploit than that.

Gunnar (vehemently). I will boast of no other exploit!
Since last I journeyed from Iceland, I have lived at peace
and been nought buta traveller. So thereisnomoreto tell !

Hjordis. If you conceal what is your glory, then must
your wife speak.

- Gunnar. Hjordis, be silent— I command you!

Hjordis. Sigurd fought with eight men when he was
fully armed ; but Gunnar came to my chamber in the dead
of night and slew the bear that had the strength of twenty
-men, and he had nought but a short sword in his hand.

Gunnar (deeply agitated). Woman, not another word |

Dagny (in a low voice). Sigurd, will you endure this—?

Stgurd (to her). Be still |

Hjordis (to the guests). And now, good friends—which
is the braver man, Sigurd or Gunnar?

Gunnar. Silence!

Hjirdis (raising her voice). Speak on, I have the right
to ask !

An 0ld Man (among the guests). If truth be told, Gun-
nar’s deed stands above all other deeds men have dorfe;
Gunnar is the bravest hero, and Sigurd the next to him.

Ginnar (glancing across the tabte). Oh, Sigurd, Sigurd,
if only you knew—"
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Dagny (in a low voice). It is too much—even for
friend ! '

Sigurd. Silence, wife! (Aloud, to the others.) Yes,
indeed is Gunnar the most worthy of honour among all
men; and that would I deem him till my last breath, even
had he never done that brave deed—for that I esteem
less highly than you.

Hjordis. There speaks envy in you, Sigurd |

Stgurd (smiling). There you are much mistaken! (In
a friendly tone, to GUNNAR, while he pledges him across
the table.) Your health, noble Gunnar; our friendship
shall stand fast, whoever may attempt to sever it.

Hjordis. That no one is attempting, so far as I know.

Stgurd. Do not say that. I am almost tempted to
believe that you invited us to this feast in order to stir
up strife.

Hjordis. That is like you, Sigurd; you are wroth now,
because you cannot be looked upon as the best man here !

Sigurd. I have always thought more of Gunnar than
of myself.

Hjordis. Well, well—to be second to Gunnar is an
honour, too; and— (with a sidelong glance at THOROLF)
—if Ornulf had been here he might have had the third
place.

Thorolf. Then if Jokul, your father, were here, he
would have to take a lowly seat—for he had to bow low
before Ornulf, as we know.

(The subsequent dialogue is carried on with @ growing,
if restrained, excitement.)

Hjordis. You have no right to say that! We know
that Ornulf is a bard; and there are those who whisper
that he has taken credit for greater deeds than he has
done.

Thorolf. Then let those that whisper such things have
a care that it does not reach my ears |

Hjaordes (with a provoking smile). Would you avenge
it?

Thorolf. Yes, and in such a way that men should know
it far and wide!
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Hjirdis. Then I drink to you, with the wish that you
may first grow a beard on your smooth chin.

Thorolf. Even a beardless boy is too good to bandy
words with women.

Hjordis. But too weak to fight with men! That was
why your father let you sit still by the fireside at home,
while your brothers went forth to fight.

Thorolf. It was ill done of him that he did not keep
as watchful an eye on you; for then you would not have
left his shores as a captured woman |

Gunnar and Sigurd. Thorolf !

Dagny (at the same time). Brother |

Hjordis (in a low voice, trembling with rage). Ah—waltl
Only wait|

Thorolf (holding out his hand to GUNNAR). Do not be
angry with me, Gunnar; they were evil words that my
tongue let slip—but your wife provoked me to it!

. Dagny (in a low, entreating voice). Foster-sister, if ever
you had any love for me, do not stir up strife!

Hjordis (with a laugh). One must jest at a feast, if
there is to be any merriment.

Gunnar (who has been talking aside to THOROLF). You
are a brave lad. (Takes down a sword that is hanging
above his seat, and gives it to him.) There, Thorolf—
there is a good gift for you. Use it well, and let us be
friends.

Thorolf (examining the sword). Thanks for the gift,
Gunnar; it shall never be used in a dishonourable
fight.

gH j6rdis. If you mean to keep that promise, never lend
the sword to your brothers—

Gunnar. Hjordis!

Hjordis (continuing). Nor hang it on your father's
walls either, for there it would hang beside the weapons
of a dishonoured man.

Thorolf. True enough, Hjordis—your father’s axe
and shield have hung there these many years.

Hjordis (restraining herself). You are for ever boasting
of (;rnulf’s having defeated my father; but, if rumour
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speaks truly, that exploit was not so honourable as you
think.

Thorolf. What rumour?

Hjordis (with a smile). 1 dare not tell you; it would
make you angry.

Thorolf. Then be silent; that is what I should prefer.
(Turns away from her.)

Hjordis. Oh, 1 may as well tell you. Is it true,
Thorolf, that your father, before he dared go oul to meet
Jokul in the duel, put on a woman’s clothes and sat for
three nights brewing spells with the witch of Smalser-
horn ?

(Al rise; consternation spreads among the guests.)

Gunnar, Sigurd and Dagny. Hjordis!

Thorolf (provoked beyond endurance). So foul a lie
have you never heard spoken of Ornulf of the Fjords!
You have invented it yourself; only a mind so poisoned
as yours could invent such infamy! You have accused
my father of the basest thing a man could do! (Throws
the sword away from him.) There, Gunnar, take back
your gift| I take no gifts from a house 'where my father
is insulted |

Gunnar. Thorolf, only listen to me!

Thorolf. Let me go! But have a care, both you and
Hjordis; for my father has in his power at this moment
one that is dearest of all to you both!

Hjordis (with a start). Your father has—

Gunnar (with a cry). What are you saying !

Sigurd (quickly). Where is Ornulf ?

Thorolf (with a scornful laugh). Gone to the south—with
my brothers ! “e

Gunnar. Gone to the south!

Hjordis (impetuously). Gunnar] Ornulf has slain
Egil, our son!

Gunnar. Slain —Egil slain! Then woe betide Ornulf
and all his house! Thorolf, tell me—is this true?

Stgurd. Gunnar, Gunnar, listen to me!

Gunnar. Tell me, if you value your life !

Thorolf. You cannot frighten me! Wait till my
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father comes. He will brand Gunnar’s house with
shame. But you, Hjérdis—do you, meantime, make
the most of the words I heard to-day: * Before night-
fall, Gunnar and his wife shall have no child to glory
inl” (Goes out at the back.)

, Gunnar (in deepest grief). Slain—slain! My little Egil
slamn !

Hjordis (wildly). And you—you have let him go!
Are you going to let Egil, your own son, be unavenged !
You will be the mock of every man if you—

Gunnar (as if beside himself). A sword—an axe! He
has spoken his last word! (Snaiches an axe from one of
the bystanders and rushes out.)

Sigurd (trying to fallow him). Gunnar, hold your hand |

Hjpordss (holding him back). Let himbe! Let him bel
They will separate them. Iknow Gunnar!

(4 cry is heard from among the crowd which has gathered
round the door.)

Sigurd and Dagny. What is that?

A Voice from the Crowd. Thorolf is killed !

Si1gurd. Thorolf! Ah,let mego!

Dagny. My brother! Oh, my brother!

(As SIGURD turns to rush out, the crowd parts and
GUNNAR comes in, throwing his axe away from him
at the door.)

Gunnar. It is done. Egil is avenged |

Stgurd. Aye,if only your hand has not struck too soon.

Gunnar. Maybe, maybe; but Egil, Egil, my beauti-
ful boy !

Hjordis. We must arm ourselves now, and claim our
friends’ help, forthere will be many that will seek to
avenge Thorolf.

Gunnar (darkly). He himself will be his grimmest
avenger; he will be in my thoughts night and day.

Hjordis. Thorolf got what he deserved. One of a
family must suffer for the misdeeds of another.

Gunnar. True; but this I know, that I was happier
in my mind before I slew him.

Hjordis. The first night after a killing is always the

c
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worst; when that is past, all goes well again. Ornulf
has accomplished his revenge with shameful cunning;
he would not come against us in open fight, but made as
though his mind were set on reconciliation, that he
might fall thus upon our defenceless childl I saw
more clearly than you all; I knew Ornulf to be evil-
minded and crafty,and good cause had I to stir you to
enmity with him and his false brood !

Gunnar (excitedly). That had you! My vengeance
is but a little thing compared with Ornulf’s crime. He
has lost Thorolf, but he has still six sons left to him, and
I not one—not one!

A Serving-Man (rushing up from the back of the hall).
Ornulf of the Fjords is here!

Gunnar. Ornulf!

Hjordis and some of the Men. To arms! To arms!

Dagny. My father!

Sigurd (as if seized with misgiving). Ornulf—| Ah,
Gunnar, Gunnar!

Gunnar (drawing his sword). Up, all of youl Ven-
geance for Egil’s death!

(ORNULF strides in with EGIL in his arms.)

Gunnar (with a shriek). Egil |

Ornulf. Here is your little Egil come back to you !

All (in amazement). Egil! Egil alive |

Gunnar (letting his sword fall out of his hand). Woe is
me—what have I done?

Dagny. Oh, Thorolf, my brother |

Sigurd. 1 was sure of it

Ornulf (setting EcIL down). There, Gunnar, there is
your splendid boy for you !

Egil. Father! Old Ornulf was not going to do me
any harm, as you said he would when I went away |

Ornulf (to Hjorpis). Now I have atoned for your
father’s death; now I think we may be reconciled.

Hjordis (restraining herself). That may be!

Gunnar (as if waking from a dream). Is it a horrible
dream that is bgwildering me! You—vou have brought
Egil home!
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Ornulf. As you see; but this let me tell you, that he
has been very near death.

Gunnar. 1know it.

Ornulf. And yet you show no more happiness than
this over his return?

Gunnar. Had he but come sooner, I would have
shown more happiness. But tell me everything—all
that has happened !

Ornulf. 1t is soon told. Kaare, the peasant, had an
evil design against you; together with some other wret-
ches he went southwards after Egil.

Gunnar. Kaare! (In alow voice.) Ah, now I under-
stand what Thorolf said !

Ornulf. His plot came to my ears, and such a crime
was not to be permitted. I would have refused all
atonement for Jokul’s death, and willingly, Gunnar,
would I have slain you in a duel if fate had so decreed
—but I could not but defend your child. So with my
sons I went after Kaare.

Sigurd (to himself). A terrible deed has been done here |

Ornulf. When I came up with them, Egil’s attendants
had been captured, your son was at the mercy of his
enemies, and they would not long have spared him,
Fierce became the fighting then! Keener blows has my
sword seldom dealt! XKaare and two of his men escaped
inland ; the rest are sleeping soundly and will be hard to
wake.

Gunnar (in the greatest anxiety). But you—you, Ornulf ?

Ornulf (grimly). Six sons of mine followed me into the
strife.

Gunnar (breathlessly). And there came back—?

Ornulf. Not one.

Gunnar (in terror). Not onel (Softly.) And Thorolf,
Thorolf !

(Profound sensation among the crowd. HYSRDIS appears
to be fighting a hard fight with herself. DAGNY §s
weeping quietly. SIGURD, deeply moved, stands
beside her.)

Ornulf (after a short pause). It is hard to stand like
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a green and vigorous tree, and then to be stripped of
all one’s branches by a single storm. Nevertheless, one
man must die and another live. Give me a cup; I will
drink to the memory of my sons. (One of SIGURD’S men
brings him a drinking-horn). Hail to you on your last
ride, my noble sons! The copper gates shall not be
shut upon your heels, because ye are come to the halls
of Walhalla with a goodly following! (Drinks, and gives
back the horn.) And now, home to Iceland; Ornulf’s
fighting days are over. The old tree has but one green
branch left, and that he must protect. Where is Thorolf ?

Egil (to his father). Yes, show me Thorolf! Ornulf
told me he would carve me a wooden ship with lots
and lots of warriors.

Ornulf. 1 should thank the good gods that Thorolf
was not with me; because if he too—no, strong as I am,
that would have been too hard for me to bear. But
why does he not come? He has always been the first
+o greet his father, for it seemed to both of us as if we

'd not live a day without the other.
wnar. Ornulf, Ornulf!
2ulf (with growing uneasiness). You all stand silent,
now see—. What has happened? Where is
lf?
my. Sigurd, Sigurd—this will be the cruellest blow
nl

wunnar (fighting with himself). Old man l—no—no—
and yet it cannot be concealed—

Ornulf (vehemently). My son! Where is he ?

Gunnar. Thorolf is slain |

Ornulf. Slam! Thorolf? Thorolf? You are lying!

Gunnar. 1 would give the last drop of my blood to
see him alive again!

Hjordis (to OrNULF). Thorolf had but himself to blame
for what came to pass. He told us a dark saying, that
you had fallen upon Egil and killed him. It was half in
enmity that you and we parted last, and you have
already dealt death among my race—and, besides,
Thorolf behaved like a pert boy, at the feast; he took
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every jest amiss, and spoke many an ill word. It was
only then that Gunnar was moved to anger—only then
that he raised his hand against your son. I should say
indeed that he had good causc for what he did.

Ornulf (calmly). It is easily seen you are a woman;
you use many words. What is the use? If Thorolf
1s slain, then the book of his life is closed.

Egil. If Thorolf 1s slain, I shall not get my warriors.

Ornulf. No, Egil—we have both lost our warriors,
youand I. (To Hjorpis.) Your father sang:

“ Jokul’s seed their father’s slaying
Shall avenge in fullest measure.”

You have taken good care that his words should come
true. (After a moment's silence, he turns to the men.)
Where did he receive his death-blow ?

A Man. Over the brow.

Ornulf (happily). Ahl—that is an honourable place;
he did not turn his back on his foe. But did he fall
to the side, or in towards Gunnar’s feet ?

A Man. Half to the side and half towards Gunnar.

Ornulf. That bodes only half a vengeance. Ah, well—
we shall see!

Gunnar (drawing near). Ornulf, well do I know that
all my possessions could not make up for your loss; but
demand what you will of me—

Ornulf (coldly, interrupting him). Give me Thorolf’s
body, and let me go! Where is he lying? (GuNNar
points silently to the back. ORNULF lakes a few steps,
then turns and says in tones of thunder to SIGURD, DAGNY
and others who are following him compassionately:) Back!
Do you think Ornulf needs to be followed by a train of
mourners, like a whining woman! Back, I say I—I can
tend Thorolf alone. (With quiet digmity.) Childless I
go; but none shall say he saw me bowed in grief! (Goes
oul slowly.)

Hjordis (with a bitter laugh). Let him go as he likes.
There will be no need for us to be many here, if he should
come again as a foe! Well, Dagny—I should think this
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were the last time your father would sail from Iceland on
such an errand !

Stgurd (indignantly). For shame!

Dagny (in the same tone). Have you the heart to mock
at him I—to mock at him, after what has passed |

Hjordis. When a deed is done, it is wise to make the
best of it. I swore hatred and vengeance on Ornulf this
morning. J6kul’s death I might have forgotten, and
all else—but not his insults to myself. Gunnar’s mis-
tress, he called me; if that be so, I count it no shame,
because Gunnar is a mightier man than your father now.
He is nobler and more renowned than Sigurd, your
husband |

Dagny (deeply stirred). There you are wrong, Hjor-
dis—and this moment all shall know that you live under
a coward’s roof |

Sigurd (hastily). Dagny, what are you going to do!

Gunnar. A coward |

Hjordis (with a mocking laugh). You talk like one out
of her wits!

Dagny. It shall be concealed no longer. I was silent
until you mocked at my father and my dead brothers;
I was silent while Ornulf was here, so that he should not
hear that Thorolf had fallen by the hand of a dastard.
But now—never again praise Gunnar for his brave deed
in Iceland, for Gunnar is a coward! The sword that
lay drawn between you and the man that captured you,
hangs at my husband’s side—and the bracelet that you
drew off your arm, you gave to Sigurd—(draws it off
her arm and holds it high in the air) and here it is !

Hjordis (wildly). Sigurd|

The Crowd. Sigurd! It was Sigurd that did it!

Hjordis (trembling with emotion). He—he! Gunnar,
is it true?

Gunnar (with quiet dignity). 1t is all true —except that
Iam a coward. I am neither coward nor dastard.

Sigurd (moved). That you are not, Gunnar! That
you have never been! (To the others.) Away, my men!
Let us away from here |



acr m.] The Warriors at Helgeland 39

Dagny (from the doorway, to HybrpI1s). Who is the best
man among us now, my husband or yours!
(She goes out with SIGURD and his followers.)
Hjirdis (alone). Now I have but one thing left to do—
but one thing to think of. Either Sigurd or I must
die!

ACT III

(SCENE.—The hall in GUNNAR’S house. It is day.
H)6RDIS is siting on a seat in front of the lesser seat of
honour, busy twisting a bowstring. A bow and some
arrows are lying on the table.)

Hjordis (stretching the string). It is tough and strong.
(Glances at the arrows.) The arrows are sharp and well-
weighted. (Lets her hands fall into her lap.) But where
is the hand that will—! (Impetuously.) To be made a
mock of—by him—by Sigurd! It is he that deserves
my hate more than anyone—that is certain—and the
day is not far off when I shall—. (Brooding.) VYes,
but where—where is the hand that will do the deed ?

(GUNNAR enlers from the back, silent and deep sn

thought.)

Hjordis (after a short pause). How goes it with you,
husband ?

Gunnar. 111, Hjérdis; I cannot rid myself of the bur-
den of yesterday’s deed. It lies heavy on me.

Hjordis. Do as1do;get yourself some work to do.

Gunnar. Yes, I must. (4 pause. GUNNAR walks
up and down, then looks attentively at what she is doing and
draws near.) What are you doing there ?

Hjordis (without looking up). Making a bowstring, as
you can see.

Gunnar. A bowstring—of your own hair |

Hjordis (with a smile). Great things happen every
hour nowadays; you. killed my foster-brother, and I’
have been twisting this since daybreak,
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Gunnar. Hjérdis, Hjordis |

Hjordis (looking up). What is it?

Gunnar. Where were you last night ?

Hjordis. Last night?

Gunnar. You were not in your chambery

Hjordis. Do you know that?

Gunnar. 1 could not sleep; I dreamed restlessly of—
of what happened to Thorolf. I thought I saw him
before me—. Well, at last I woke, and heard the sound
of strange and beautiful singing through the house. I
got up, peeped in through this door, and here you sat
by the fire, which was burning blue and red, sharpening
your arrows and crooning witches’ spells over them.

Hjordis. There was good need; for it is a stubborn
heart that must be pierced to-day.

Gunnar. 1 understand you well enough: You would
have Sigurd dead.

Hjordis. Hm! Perhaps.

Gunnar. You shall never have your will, then. I am
Sigurd’s friend, however bitterly you may incite me
against him.

Hjordis (smiling). Do you mean that?

. Gunnar. Certainly.

Hjordis (holding out the bowstring to him). Tell me,
Gunnar—can you undo that knot ?

Gunnar (trying). No, it is tied too well and cleverly.

Hjordis (getting up). The mesh that the Norns weave
is knotted even tighter than that; it will not be in your
power to undo it.

Gunnar. The ways of the Mighty Ones are strange;
neither you nor I know aught of them.

Hjordis. One thing I know well, Sigurd will bring
misfortune to us both.

(A pause. GUNNAR stands buried in thought. Hj6RDIS

waiches him silently.)

Hjordis. What are you thinking of ?

Gunnar. Of a dream I had lately. I dreamt I had
done the deed you are set upon; Sigurd lay dead upon
the ground, and you were standing by him, as pale as
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death. Then I said: “ Are you glad now, when what
you wished is done? ” But you laughed and answered:
‘I should be gladder if you, Gunnar, lay there in Sigurd’s
stead.”

Hjordis (with a constrained laugh). Little do you
know me, if so senseless a dream can stay your hand !

Gunnar. Ah!—Tell me, Hjordis, are you happy
here ?

Hjordis. If T must tell you truth, Gunnar, there are
times when I feel cramped in these halls.

Gunnar, Just as I thought, We are one too many
here.

Hjordis. Perhaps two.

Gunnar (not hearing her last remark). But that shall be
remedied.

Hjordis (looking at him questioningly). Remedied? Do
you mean—?

Gunnar. 1 mean to arm my ships of war and sail
away from here. I mean to win back the honour that
I lost because you were dearer than all else to me.

Hjordis (pensively). You are going away? VYes—
maybe that will be best for us both.

Gunnar. Ever since the day we sailed away from
Iceland, I have known that we should not be happy
together. You are proud and resolute; there are times
when I am almost afraid of you—and yet, strangely
enough, it is most of all on that account that I love you
so dearly. You seem to cast a terrible spell upon me;
I feel as if you could tempt me to any crime, and that
I should think anything good that you bade me do.
(Shaking his head slowly.) Inscrutable are the ways of
the Norns [—Sigurd should have been your husband,

Hjordis (with a cry). Sigurd!

Gunnar. Yes, Sigurd. If you were not blinded by
hate and vengeance, you would see his worth better. If
I had been like Sigurd, I might have made your life happy
for you.

Hyi&rdis (with deep, but restrained emotion). And do
you mean that—that Sigurd could have done that?
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Gunnar. He is a man of resolute mind, and wellnigh
as proud as you.

Hijordis (impetuously). If that is so—. (Restrains her-
self.) No matter, no matter! (Wih a wild outburst.)
Gunnar—kill Sigurd !

Gunnar. Never!

Hjordis. By cunning and deceit you got me for your
wife—that shall be all forgotten! Tive joyless years
have I spent here—that shall be all forgotten, on the day
when Sigurd shall cease to live !

Gunnar. No harm shall come to him at my hands.
(Starting back nvoluntarily.) Hjordis, Hjoérdis, you
shall not tempt me!

Hjordis. Then must I find another avenger; Sigurd
shall no longer be able to heap insults on me and on
you! (Clenching her fists convulsively in her passion.)
Perhaps he is sitting alone with her now—with that fool
of a woman—dallying with her and laughing at us,
telling over again the tale of the disgrace he wrought me
when he carried me off in your stead; telling her how
craftily he laughed when he stood 1n my chamber in the
dark and I did not know it was he!

Gunnar. That he would never do—never |

Hjordis (violently). Sigurd and Dagny must die! Ican
never breathe freely till they two are dead! (Comes
closer to him, with ghittering eyes, and speaks in a pas-
sionate whisper.) 1f you could help me to that, Gunnar
—then I would live lovingly with you; I would clasp
you in my arms with such passionate caresses as you
have never dreamt of |

Gunnar (vacilating). Hjordis! Would you—!1

Hjordis. Set your hand to the work, Gunnar—and
there shall be no more unhappy days for you; no longer
will I go out of the room when you come in—never
speak an unkind word, or quench your smile when you
are happy; I will deck myself in furs and costly silken
dresses; if you go fighting, I will follow you—if you
ride out on peaceful journeys, I will ride beside you; at
the feast I will sit at your side, and fill your drinking-
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horn and drink o you, and sing goodly songs to you to
make your heart 3lad !

Gunnar (almost won over). Is it true? Would you—!1

Hjordis. 1 would do more than that—ten times more
—1I swear it! Only avenge me! Avenge me upon
Sigurd and Dagny, and then I will— (breaks off, as she
sees the door opened). Dagny—youl

Dagny (from the back of the hall). Haste, Gunnar—call
your men to arms!

Gunnar To arms? What for?

Dagny. Kaare is coming with a rabble of outlaws. He
means you harm. Sigurd has checked him for the
moment, but who can tell—

Gunnar (moved). Sigurd has done that for me!

Dagny. Sigurd is indeed a faithful friend to you,

Gunnar. And we, Hjordis—we that were thinking—
What I said was true; there is witchcraft in every
word you speak; any kind of deed seems fair to me when
you urge it.

Dagny (1n amazemeént). What do you mean?

Gunnar. Nothing, nothing! Thanks for your warn-
ing, Dagny; I will away and collect my men. (Turns
towards the door, but stops and comes forward again). Tell
me—how goes it with Ornulf ?

Dagny (drooping her head). Do not ask. Last night
he bore Thorolf’s body to his ship ; now he is on the shore
digging a grave—for his sons to lie in. (GUNNAR fs
silent, and goes out.) There is no danger before the
evening. (Approaches Hjorpis.) Hjordis, I have one
task still to perform in this house. It was you I was
seeking.

Hjordis. Me? After what passed yesterday?

Dagny. Just on that account. Hjordis, my foster-
sister, do not nourish hate against me. Forget the
words that grief and a wicked impulse brought to my lips,
Forgive me the wrong I have done you—for, believe me,
I am now ten times more wretched than you.

Hjordis, Wretched? You—3igurd’s wife?

Dagny. 1 am to blume for all that has happened—for
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the strife that arose, for Thorolf’s death, and for all the
shame that Gunnar and you have sufiered. It was all
my fault! Alas, alas—I was so happy; but never shall
I know happiness again after this.

Hjordis (as if seized by a sudden thought). But before
this—all these five long years—were you happy all that
time?

Dagny. Can you doubt it ?

Hjordis. Hm |—yesterday I did not doubt it, but—

Dagny. What do you mean?

Hjordss. Oh, nothing much. Let us talk of something
else.

Dagny. No, indeed. Hjordis, tell me—!

Hjordis. It will do you no good; still, if you wish
it—,  (With a malicious expression.) You remember
how once, in Iceland yonder, we had been to the meeting
of the Thing with Ornulf, and were sitting with our
companions n the council hall, as usual; then there
came two strangers into the hall.

Dagny. Sigurd and Gunnar.

Hjordis. They greeted us courtegusly, sat down
beside us, and there was much jesting talk between us.
And there were some who asked why these two war-
riors had come to Iceland, and if it were not to find
themselves wives there. Then Sigurd said: “ It will
be difficult for me to find the woman my heart will
cleave to.” Ornulf laughed, and said that in Iceland
there was no lack of high-born maidens, or of rich
ones either. But Sigurd answered: “ A hero needs a
high-souled wife. She that I shall choose must not be
one to be content with an ordinary woman’s lot. She
must think no honour too great for her to aspire to.
When I go on Viking’s quest she must be willing to follow
me; she must go armed in steel, and spur me on to the
fight, and her eyes must be able to bear the flash of sword-
blades; for if she should be a craven, she would bring me
but small renown.” Is it not true that Sigurd spoke so?

Dagny (uneasily). He did—but—

Hjordis. Such a woman should she be, who should
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make his life happy; and then—(with a contemptuous
smile) he chose you!

Dagny (with a painful start). Ah, you mean that—?

Hjordis. And, no doubt, on that account you have
borne yourself proudly and imperiously, and have de-
manded honour from every one, so that Sigurd should
be honoured through you—is it not so ?

Dagny. No, Hjordis, but—

Hjordis. No doubt you have incited him to heroic
deeds, have followed him in arms, and have taken
joy in being where the fight was thickest—have you
not?

Dagny (deeply moved). No, no!

Hjordis. Then have you been a craven, such as would
bring shame to Sigurd ?

Dagny (overcome). Hjordis, Hjordis!

Hjordss (with a scornful smile). And yet you have heen
happy all this time; do you suppose that Sigurd can say
the same |

Dagny. Let me be. Alas, you have made me see
myself only too clearly.

Hjordis. One jesting word, and you are in tears
immediately! Think no more of it. See, what I have
been doing to-day. (Takes some arrows from the table.)
See how keen the points are! Do not I know well how
to sharpen arrows |

Dagny. And how to use them, too! You know how to
strike home, Hjordis! All that you have just said
to me—TI never thought of before. (More courageously.)
But to say that Sigurd—! To say that all this time
I bave made his life unhappy and unhonoured—no, no,
that cannot be true!

Hjordis. No, no, be comforted, Dagny—indeed it
cannot be true. Certainly, if Slgurd were of the same
disposition now as he was then, it might be true. Then,
all his aim and desire was to be the foremost man in the
land—now he is content with a lesser happiness.

Dagny. No, Hjordis, Sigurd’s mind is set on as great
things as ever. I see quite well that I am not a fitting
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wife for him. He has hidden it from me, but it shall be
different now.

Hjordis. What do you mean to do?

Dagny. I mean to be a burden and a hindrance to him
no longer.

Hjordis. Are you thinking of—?

Dagny. Silence, someone is coming.

(A servant comes from the back of the hall.)

Sérvant. Sigurd the Viking approaches.

Hjordis. Sigurd! Then let Gunnar be summoned.

Servant. Gunnar has ridden out to assemble his neigh-
bours, because Kaare the yeoman is—

Hjordis. Yes, yes, I know. You may go. (The
servant goes out. HJORDIS turns to DAGNY, who is per-
paring to go also.) Where are you going ?

Dagny. Out of here, so as not to meet Sigurd. The
only end there can be to this is our separation, I see
that well enough; but to meet him now—no, no, I can-
not! (Goes out to the left.)

Hjordis (looks after her for a moment in silence). And it
was she that I was going to—(continues her train of
thought, with a glance at the bowstring). That would
have been a paltry vengeance—no, now I have struck a
keener blow than that! It is hard to die, but sometimes
to go on living is even worse. (SIGURD comes in from the
back.) It is Gunnar you are seeking, I suppose, Sit
down, he will be here directly. (Turns to go.)

Sigurd. No, stay. Itis you I am seeking rather than
him.

Hjordis. Me?

Sigurd. And it is well that I have found you alone.

Hjordis. If you have come to insult me, a hall full
of men and women would be no protection to me.

Sigurd. Ah, I know very well what you think of
me.

Hjordis (bitterly). Perhaps I am doing you an injus-
tice! No, no, Sigurd, you have poisoned my whole life.
Remember, it was you that played me that shameful
trick; it was you that sat with me in my chamber and
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fooled me with talk of love, while all the time you were
laughing craftily at me; you flung me to Gunnar, because
I was good enough for him—and then you sailed away
from Iceland with the woman you loved |

Sigurd. Thare is much that the will of man can accom-
plish; but great events are directed by fate—and thus it
has been with us two.

Hjordis. Very true—the cruel Norns rule the world;
still, their power is but slight, if they do not find our own
hearts respond to them. Happiness waits for whoever
1s strong enough to defy the Norns—and that I mean
to do.

Sigurd. What do you mean?

Hjordis. 1 mean to risk a trial of my strength with
them, though they be greater than I. But let us talk no
more of it; I have much to do to-days (Suts dotwn at the
table.)

Sigurd (after a short pause). You are making good
weapons for Gunnar,

Hjordis. Not for Gunnar, but against you.

Stgurd. It may prove to be the same thing.

Hjordis. That may be so; for, if I become as the
Norns, then shall you and Gunnar sooner or later—.
(She stops, leans backwards against ihe table, looks at him
with a smile, and continues in an altered tone.) Do you
know what I think of sometimes? I often take plea-
sure in devising imaginary scenes. At such times
I sit and shut my eyes and think: Now Sigurd the Brave
is come to our shores—he threatens to burn down our
house and us in it. All Gunnar’s men are slain; only
he and I are left. They are setting light to the house.
“ One bowshot,” says Gunnar, “ a single shot will save
us "—and his bowstring breaks. ‘ Hjords, cut off a
tress of your hair, and make a bowstring of it—it will
mean saving our lives!” But I laugh, and say: “ Let
it burn, let it burn—life is not worth a handful of hair
tome!”

Sigurd. There is a strange power in all you say,

(Draws nearer to her.)
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Hjordis (looking coldly at him). You—you sit beside
me |

Sigurd. You think I bear wrath in my heart. Hjérdis,
this is the last time we shall talk together; there is
something that lies like a canker on my soul, and I can-
not go away thus; you must know me better before I

0.
8 Hjordis. What do you want?

Sigurd. To tell you a tale.

Hjordis. A sad one?

Sigurd. Sad as life itself.

Hjordis (bitterly). What do you know of the sadness
f life ?

Stgurd. Judge of that, when my tale is told.

Hjordis. Tell it then; I will work meanwhile,

(He sits down on a stool by her side.)

Sigurd. Once there were two young warriors, who
sailed away from Norway to win riches and fame. They
had sworn friendship together, and stood honourably
by one another wherever their wanderings led them. °

Hjordis. And the two young warriors’ names were
Sigurd and Gunnar?

Sigurd. Well, we may give them those names. After
some time they came to Iceland, where dwelt an old
chieftain who had gone thither from Norway in King
Harald’s time. He had two fair maidens in his house;
but one of them, his foster-daughter, far surpassed the
other, for she was stout of heart; and the two warriors
used to talk of her, and agree that neither of them had
seen a goodlier woman.

Hjérdis (anxiously). Both of them? Are you mock-
ing me?

Sigurd. Gunnar thought of her night and day, and
so did Sigurd; but neither spoke of their love. On her
part, she gave no sign that Gunnar pleased her; on the
other hand it was easier to see that Sigurd found no
favour in her eyes.

Hjordis (breathlessly). Go on, I entreat you—1|

Sigurd. Well, this only made Sigurd think the more of
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her, but he showed it to no ones Then it happened that
one evening, at a feast, this proud maiden swore that
no man should possess her save the one who should per-
form a great task that she named. Sigurd’s heart beat
high with joy, for he felt in him the strength to do the
deed; but Gunnar took him apart, and told him of his
love—Sigurd said naught of his own, and so it came about
that—

Hjordis (interrupting him). Sigurd, Sigurd! (Con-
trols herself.) And this tale—is it true?

Sigurd. It is. One of us had to give way. Gunnar
was my friend; I could not have done otherwise than I
did. Thus it was that you became Gunnar’s wife, and
I married another woman.

Hjordis. And came to love her?

Sigurd. 1 learnt to esteem her; but there is only one
woman Sigurd has ever loved, and that 1s the woman
who set her face against him from the first day they met.
(Rises.) And so ends my tale, and now let us part.—
Farewell, wife of Gunnar; we shall never meet again,

Hjordis. No, stay! Alas for us both—Sigurd, what
have you done ?

Sigurd (astontshed). What have I done? What ails
you ?

Hjordis. And you tell me all this now! No, no—it
cannot be the truth!

Stgurd. This 1s the last time we shall talk together;
every word of it is the truth. I wished you to judge
more kindly of me, and that is why I had to tell you
now.

Hjordis (clasping her hands involuntorily, and looking
at him wn calm amazement). Loved me—you loved me—
you! (Impetuously, going close up to kim.) I do not
believe you! (Fixes her eyes on him and says in an
outburst of wild agony.) Yes, it 1s true—unhappily for
us bothl (Covers her face with her hands and draws
back.)

Sigurd (in dismay). Hjordis!

Hiordis (quietly, struggling between tears and laughter),

D
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Take no notice of me, All I meant was—. (Lays her
hand on his arm.) Sigurd, you have not told all the tale!
That proud maiden you spoke of—she loved you too!

Stgurd (recoiling). Youl

Hjordss (with composure). Yes, Sigurd, I loved you—I
know it now. You said I was silent and ungentle with
you—what else could a woman do? If I had let my
love be seen, you would have thought but little of me.
You always seemed to me the goodhest of all men—and
to see you the husband of another gave me a bitter pain
that I scarcely understood!

Sigurd (shaken). It is a web of woe that the Norns
have weaved around us two.

Hjordis. You have yourself to blame for it! A man
should act firmly and bravely! When I set that hard
condition on which I was to be won, in very truth I was
thinking of you—and then you could—!

Stgurd. T knew Gunnar was heart sick; I alone could
cure him—how else could I have chosen? Besides, had
I known what I now know, I could not have answered
for myself; the power of love is too strong.

Hjordis (guickly). Well, then, Sigurd—a wretched
trick has separated us for these long years; now the
knot is untied; the days that are to come shall requite us.

Sigurd (shaking his head). That can never be. We
must part again.

Hjordis. We must not. I love you, and dare say so
now without a blush, for mine is not the light love of a
weak woman. If I were a man—by all the Gods, mv
love could not be stronger than it is! Up, Sigurd!
Happiness is worth some great deed to win it. We are
both free, if we ourselves will it, and so we may win the
game!

Sigurd. Free? What do you mean?

Hjordis. What is Dagny to you? What can she ever
be to you? No more than Gunnar is to me in my inmost
heart. What compulsion is there to spoil two wretched
lives!

Sigurd. Hjordis, Hjérdis!
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Hjordis. Let Gunnar stay here; let Dagny go back to
Iceland with her father; I will put on my armour and
follow you wherever you choose to go. (S1GURD moves un-
easily.) It is not as your wife that I will follow you—for
I have belonged to another, and the woman still lives
who has been your bedfellow. No, Sigurd, not as your
wife, but like a splendid Valkyrie will I follow you—urge
you on to the fight and to a hero’s deeds, so that your
name may be famed abroad; when swords are flashing
I will stand by your side, and will go with your warriors
across the stormy seas wherever fate may lead you; and
when your funeral song is sung, it shall honour Sigurd
and Hjérdis together |

Stgurd. That was what I used to dream of once, but
now it is too late. Gunnar and Dagny stand between us
—as they have both the right to do. I wasted the love
of my youth for Gunnar’s sake—if I must suffer for that,
at least it must not have been done in vain, And Dagny
—who left her home and her own people, suspecting
nothing and full of trust—never must she think that I
yearned for Hjordis as often as she took me in her
arms.

Hjordis. And for such reasons as this would you
burden your whole life? What is the good of your
power and strength and all your splendid gifts of mind ?
Do you think that now I could endure to live in Gunnar’s
house any longer? No, Sigurd, believe me, there is
much here that a man like you could achieve. Erik is
King of Norway; pit yourself against him. There are
many doughty fighters will range themselves with your
own men. We will go forward with invincible might, to
fight and strive and never rest until you are seated in
the King’s throne!

Sigurd. Hjordis, Hjordis, it was what I used to dream
of in my wild youth; let it be forgotten—do not tempt
me!

Hjordis (in exallation). The Norns have decreed that
our lives should be bound up together; it cannot be
otherwise. Now I see clearly my task in life—to make
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you famous. Vou have been in my thoughts every day,
every hour I have lived here. I tried to tear you out
of my mind, but had not the power. Now there is no
need—now that I know you love me.

Sigurd (forcing himself to speak coldly). If that is so—
then, listen; I did love you, but that 1s all over now—I
have forgotten those days.

Hjordss. 1t is a lie, Sigurd! This much worth I know
I have—that if you once loved me you can never forget it:

Sigurd (vehemently). I must—I will |

Hjordis. Maybe—but you cannot! Thwart me if
you will, it will do you no good—for before nightfall
Gunnar and Dagny shall know all.

Sigurd. You would not do that!

Hjordis. I would!

Sigurd. Then I have known you but ill; I have always
imagined you noble-hearted.

Hjordis. Evil days beget evil thoughts. Vou have
put too great a trust in me. I will and must follow you,
out into the battle of lifel The roof of Gunnar’s house
is too low for me. .

Sigurd (with emphasis). But you have always held
men’s honour in such high esteem. There is reasonable
ground of quarrel between Gunnar and me. Suppose
he were to fall by my hand—would you even then dis-
close everything and follow me?

Hjordis (with a start). Why do you ask that?

Sigurd. Answer me first. What would you do if I
slew your husband?

Hjordis (looking fixedly at him). I should keep silence,
and never rest until I had brought about your death.

Sigurd (with a smile). That is well, Hjérdis—I knew it
would be so.

Hjordis (quickly). But that can .ever happen!

Stgurd. It may; you yourself have cast the die that
may decide Gunnar’s death or mine.

(GUNNAR and some of his men enter from the back.)

Gunnar (gloomily, to Hjorpis). Well—the seed you
have sown is sprouting |
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Sigurd (approaching). What has gone amiss with
you

Gunnar. Sigurd, is it you! What has gone amiss with
me? Nothing but what I might have expected. As
soon as Dagny had brought me the news of Kaare, I
mounted my horse and rode to seek help among my
neighbours.

Hjordis (anxiously). Well?

Gunnar. A surly answer met me everywhere. My
quarrel with Kaare was an unworthy affair, they said;
other things they said, too, that I cannot repeat. I
am a dishonoured man; I am accused of having played
& coward’s part, and 1t 1s thought a disgrace to have any-
thing to do with me.

Stgurd. It shall not be thought a disgrace long.
Before nightfall you shall have plenty of men to go with
you against Kaare.

Gunnar. Sigurd |

Hjordis (sn a low voice, triumphantly). 1 knew it

Stgurd (with forced sternmess). But it means also
that peace is broken between us. Listen to me, Gunnar
—you have slain Thorolf, my wife’s kinsman, and for
that I challenge you to a duel to the death to-morrow
at sunrise |

(Hjorbpis, torn by her emotions, takes a step towards

SIGURD, but controls herself and remains motionless
during the rest of the scene.)

Gunnar (in profound amazement). A duel |l —With mel
You are jesting, Sigurd |

Sigurd. I formally challenge you to a duel. It will be
a question of life and death—one of us must fall |

Gunnar (bitterly). Ah, I understand. You were talk-
ing alone with Hjordi. when I came in; she has insulted
you afresh.

Sigurd. Pcrhaps. (Turning slightly towards HyoRrpIs.)
A noble-spirited woman must defend her husband’s
honour. (To the men standing at the back.) And you,
fellows, do you go now to Gunnar’s neighbours and tell
them that to-morrow he is to fight me; rone will call that
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man a coward who will stand up in fight against Sigurd
the Viking.
(The men go out.)

Gunnar (goes quickly up to SIGURD and grasps his hand
in obvious emotion). Sigurd, my noble brother, I under-
stand now. You are risking your hfe for my honour,
just as once you risked it for my happiness.

Sigurd. Thank your wife. She has had most to do
with what I have done. To-morrow, at sunrise—

Gunnar. I will meet you. (Afectionately.) Foster-
brother, will you accept a good sword at my hands? It
is a gift of some value.

Sigurd. I thank you—but let it hang where it is.
Who can tell whether to-morrow night I shall have need
of a sword ?

Gunnar (grasping his hand). Farewell, Sigurd !

Sigurd. Farewell—and may good fortune go with you!

(They part. GUNNAR goes out to the left; SiGUrD

casts a glance at HJorRDIS and goes out at the back )

Hjordis (after a pause, in a low and thoughtful voice).
A duel to the death in the morning! Which-of them
will fall? (Is silent for a short time; then cries out, as if
possessed by a sudden resolve:) No matter which of them
falls—Sigurd and I shall never be separated !

ACT IV

(ScENE.—The seashore. It is evening. Glimpses of
the moon are seen in a dark, storm-swept sky. At the back
is a lofty, newly-made grave-mound. ORNULF is silting
on a rock lo the right of the foreground, bareheaded, his
elbows resting on his knees and his face hidden sn his hands.
His men are at work om the grave-mound, to the light of
torches. After a short pause SIGURD and DAGNY come out
of the boat-shed, in which a fire is burning.)

Dagny (in a low woice). There he sits, still. (Holds
S1GURD back.) No, do not speak to him !
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Sigurd. You are right, it is too soon; let us leave him
alone.

Dagny (crosses over and looks at her father with quiet
sorrow). He was so brave yesterday, when he bore
Thorolf’s body upon his back, and so brave while the
grave was being dug; but when they had all been laid
in it, and the earth and stones heaped over them, then
his grief was too great for him—it seemed to crush him.,
(Wipes away her tears.) Tell me, Sigurd, when do you
mean to sall home to Iceland ?

Sigurd. As soon as this storm is over and I have
finished with Gunnar.

Dagny. And then you will buy land and build your-
self a house, and never go to war again ?

Sigurd. Yes, yes—I have promised you so.

Dagny. And I may really beheve that Hjérdis was
deceiving me when she said I was no fit wife for
you?

Stgurd. Yes, yes, Dagny—you may believe me.

Dagny. Then I am happy again, and will try to forget
all the horrors I have seen here. In the long winter
evenings we will often talk of Gunnar and Hjordis,
and—

Sigurd. No, Dagny, as you value our happiness, never
let me hear Hjordis’ name again when we are home
in. Iceland |

Dagny (gently reproachful). Your hatred of her is un-
reasonable. Sigurd, that is not like you!

One of the Men (approaching). The grave-mound is
finished.

Ornulf (as if waking from a dream). The grave-mound ?
Is it—then we must—

Sigurd. Speak to him now, Dagny.

Dagny (going to her father's side). Father, it is cold out
here, and a storm is brewing,

Ornulf. What matter if it is? The grave-mound is
solidly built; they will lie warm,

Dagny. Yes, but you—

Ornulf. I? 1 am not cold.
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Dagny. You have eaten nothing to-day. Come into
the shelter—there is food ready there.

Ornulf. Let it bide—I am not hungry,

Dagny. But do not sit here like this—believe me, it
can do you no good; it is not what you are wont to do.

Ornulf. You are right; there is something gripping
me at the chest; I cannot draw my breath. (He buries
his face again in his hands. After a pause, DAGNY sils
down beside him.)

Dagny. To-morrow, will you hoist sail and away to
Iceland ?

Ornulf (withowt looking up). What should I do there?
No, I shall stay with my sons.

Dagny (with a cry of pain). Father!

Ornulf (ufting his head). Go in, and let me be. When
one or two nights of storm have beaten upon me, there
will be an end.

Stgurd. How can you have such thoughts|

Ornulf. Do you wonder that I long for rest? My
day’s work is done; I have buried my sons. (Impa-
tiently.) Leave me alonel—Go, go! .

Stgurd (1n a low voice, to DAGNY, who has got up). Let
him sit awhile longer.

Dagny. No, I must try one more appeal—I know
him. (7o OrNuLFr.) Your day’s work 1s done, you
say—but it is not done yet. You have buried your
sons; but are you not a bard? Then you must chant
a funeral song in their honour.

Ornulf. A funeral song? No, no. Yesterday I
might have done that; to-day I am too old.

Dagny. You must do it. Your sons were all men
worthy of honour; they must have their funeral song,
and none of their kin can make it but you.

Ornulf (looking gquestioningly at SIGURD). A funeral
song? What do you say, Sigurd ?

Stgurd. 1 think Dagny is right; you should do as she
says.

Dagny. It will seem to your neighbours in Iceland
ill done if, when they drink to the memory of Ornulf’s
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sons at the funeral feast, there is no funeral song to
chant. There is no need to think of following your
sons yet,
Ornulf. Well, I will try; and do you, Dagny, listen to
it, so that afterwards you may carve it in runes|
(His men group themselves round him with their torches.
He is silent for a little, 1n thought; and then begins:)

The heart with woe wounded
Cannot laugh with the Song-God;
Heart-broken, the bard then
Makes a song of his hardship.

To me, too, the Song-God

Gave the gift of the glee-men;

Let me make with my heartstrings
My loss loud and mournful.

The Norns, stern and wrathful,
Have laid waste my life-way;
Have scattered my gladness;
Have wasted my housegear,

Seven sons were to Ornulf,

By the gods freely given:

Now he fares forthright lonely:
Not a son left hath Ornulf.

Seven sons, seven swordsmen,
Like a bulwark about me;
Like a built wall to harbour
The white-haired old Viking

Now the wall it is wasted,
Laid low; and my sons lie
Dead, all; while an old man,
In a lone house sits Ornulf.

Thorolf, youngest, and bravest
Of brave ones; oh Thorolf!

I could yet be contented,

Had my youngest been left me,
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Fair like spring thou wert, Thorolf,
Fair and kind to thy father;

With a light in thy forehead,

The promise of heroes.,

But a mortal wound, baleful
And heavy, has crush’d me,
As if my old bosom

Were crush’d between shields,

A jealous Norn leaves me

No rich gift, god-given;

She has sprinkled my pathway
With pain and with trouble.

Weak, worn, my old weapon:
Had I only the gods’ arm,

One thing would be left me—
On the Norn to take vengeance

One thing left to Ornulf:

To fight for her downfall

Who hath seized all he held dear,
And hath taken, last, Thorolf.

Hath she seized all? Nay, one thing
The Norn hath not taken:

For Ornulf at birth had

The gods’ gift, the song-mead,

My sons she took from me:

But power hath my tongue still
To sing with the Song-God—
Ay, my grief turn to singing,

On my lips did the Norn lay

The fair gift, the song-gift:

Loud my song shall resound, then,
Even here, by my sons’ grave.
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Hail ye! my bright riders!

Hail ye ! while ye ride there,

My sons! Let the gods’ gift

Heal the woe, the world-anguish

(He draws a deep breath, pushes the hair back from his fore-
head, and says calmly:)

Ahl—now Ornulf is himself again. (To his men.)
Come to supper, my lads; we have had a heavy day’s
work. (Goes with them into the boat-shed.)

Dagny. Thanks to the gods above, that put such good
counsel into my mind! (Te¢ Sigurp.) Are you not
going in.

Stgurd. No, I have no fancy to. Tell me, is every-
thing ready for to-morrow ?

Dagny. Everything. A shroud, sewn with silk, lies
upon the bench within; but I have shed no tears over it,
for I know well that you will be a match for Gunnar.

Sigurd. May the gods grant that you may never shed
tears on my account. (Stops and looks into the distance.)

Dagny. What are you listening to?

Sigurd. Do you not hear—over there? (Points to the
left.

D)agny. Yes, 1t sounds like a storm over the sea !

Sigurd (going towards the background). There will be
hard hailstones from this storm. (Calls.) Who comes
there?

Kaare (from without). Folk that you know, Sigurd!

(KAARE, with a rabble of armed men, comes in from the

left.

Sig;{r}. Where are you going?

Kaare. To Gunnar’s house !

Stgurd. As foes?

Kaare. Yes, trust us for that! You hindered me
before ; but now I expect this will be to your liking.

Sigurd. Maybe.

Kaare. I have heard of your business with Gunnar;
but, if I have my way, it will be with weak weapons that
he goes to the duel,
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Sigurd. It is dangerous work you are thinking of;
have a care, Kaare|

Kaare (with a defiant laugh). Leave that to me! If
you want to rig your ship to-night, I will furnish you
with a light to see by l—Come, all of you, here is the
path! (They go out.)

Dagny, Sigurd, Sigurd, you must prevent this dis-
aster |

Stgurd (goes to the door of the shed, and calls 1n). Up
Ornulf—avenge yourself on Kaare!

Ornulf (coming out with his men). Kaare!'—where 15
he?

Sigurd. He is making for Gunnar’s house, to burn it
down over his head !

Ornulf. Aha—let him, then! That will avenge me
on Gunnar and Hjordis at one stroke. I will look for
Kaare later.

Stgurd. No, that is profitless talk! VYou must look
for Kaare to-night, if you wish to strike at him, As soon
as he has done this foul deed, he will take to the hills.
I have chal'enged Gunnar to a duel; hre will not escape
you, even supposing I do not—. Well, it is no matter;
to-night he must be protected from his foes, for it would
be a disgrace if an outlawed wretch like Kaare were to
steal my vengeance from me!

Ornulf. That is true. I will protect Gunnar to-
night ; but to-morrow he must die.

Stgurd. Either he or I—of that you may be certain.

Ornulf. Vengeance, then, for Ornulf’s kinsmen !

(Rushes out with his men.)

Stgurd. Dagny, go with him! I must stay here, for
the news of our duel has spread far and wide, and 1
must not meet Gunnar before the time has come. But
you must guide and advise your father. He must act
honourably. In Gunnar’s house there are many women;
no harm must come to Hjordis or the others.

Dagny. Yes, yes, I will go with him. You are thought-
ful even for Hjordis; thank you for that, Sigurd.

Sigurd. Go, go, Dagny |
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Dagny. 1 am going; but we need not fear for Hjordis
—she has a suit of golden armour in her chamber, and
can defend herself.

Sigurd. So I think. But go now; be your father’s
guide, and watch over them all and—over Gunnar’s
wifel

Dagny. Trust to me. Farewell, till we meet again|
(Goes out.) .

Sigurd. This is the first time, foster-brother, that
have not taken up arms when you were in danger.
(Listens.) 1 hear cries and sword-blows—they are at
the house already. (Turns to go, but stops suddenly and
starts back in amazement.) Hjordis! Isshe come here?

(HjorDIS enters hastily, dressed in a short scarlet

kirtle and golden armour; helmet, coat of mail, arm-
preces and greaves; her hair is flying loose; on her
back a quiver is slung, and she carries a small shield
at her belt; in her hand is the bow with the bowstring
of her own hair. She keeps looking behind her, as if
in fear of something that followed her; goes close to
SIGURD, catches him by the arm, and whispers to
him:)

Hjordss. Sigurd, Sigurd, can you see it ?

Stgurd. What? Where?

Hjordis. The wolf—just behind mel It does not
move—it glares at me with two red eyes!—It is my
familiar, Sigurd! It has appeared to me three times;
that means that I shall surely die to-night |

Sigurd. Hjordis! Hjordis!

Hjordis. Now he has disappeared into the ground!
I have had my warning.

Sigurd. You are ill; come into shelter

Hjordis. No, I will wait here; I have not much more
time !

Sigurd. What has come over you?

Hjordis. What has come over me? I cannot tell;
but what you said to-day was true, that Gunnar and
Dagny stand between us. We must get away from them
and from life; then we shall be together.
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Sigurd. We? Ah, you mean—!

Hjordis (with exaltation). I have known no real home
since the day you took another woman to wife. It was
8 wicked deed you did then! There is only one gift
a man may not give to his dearest friend—and that is,
the woman he loves; for if he does that, he breaks the
thread of fate that the Norn has spun, and two lives
are ruined. There is a voice within me that tells me
surely that my destiny was that my strong soul should
encourage and support you when things went ill with
you; and that yours was to let me find, in one man’s
love, all that was bravest and best in manhood. For
this I know, Sigurd, that if our lives had been united
you would have become the most renowned man, and I
the happiest woman, in the world !

Stgurd. Such regrets are useless now. Do you sup-
pose I can see any happiness in the life that lies before
me? To be by Dagny’s side every day, and to pretend
a love that my heart shrinks from. However, it must
be s0; it cannot be altered.

Hjordis (with growing excitement). It shall be! We
will both leave this life! Do you see this bowstring?
1 shall hit surely with this, for I have sung the goodliest
spells of magic over it! (Stretches the bow and fits an
arrow to i1.) Listen] Listen, how the wind howls!
It is the last ride of the dead men; my spells have called
them hither. We shall follow in thelr train |

Sigurd (recoiling). Hjordis, Hjordis—I am afraid of you !

Hjordis (without heeding him). No power can alter
our fate now! After all, it is better so, than if we had
been married in this life; better than sitting in your
house weaving linen and wool, and bearing children to
you—ugh!

Sigurd. Stop, stop! Your magic arts have over-
wrought your mind; your soul has sickened under
them. (In alarm.) Ah, look—look! Gunnar’s house
—it is burning!

Hjordis. Let it burn! Let it burn! The mansion
of the clouds are better than Gunnar’s wooden halls |
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Sigurd. But Egil, your son—they are killing him

Hjordis. Let him die—and then my shame will die
with him|

Sigurd. And Gunnar—they are taking your husband’s
life!

Hjordis. What matter to me! I shall follow a better
husband home to-night! Yes, Sigurd, it must be so.
This country holds no happiness for me. The White
God is coming northwards; I will not stay to meet him,
The old gods are not as mighty as they were; they are
asleep, or sit like shadows of themselves; we will wrest
their power from them, Out of this life, Sigurd; I will
set you on the throne of heaven, and sit beside you
there! (The storm rages wildly.) Listen, listen! There
come our companions! Do you see the black horses
flying by—one for you and one for me! (Raises her
bow and shoots him.) Now to your last journey !

Sigurd. A goodly shot, Hjordis! (Falls.)

Hjordis (in triumph, while she rushes lowards him),
Sigurd, my brother—now we belong to one another |

Stgurd. Now less than ever. Here our ways part—
for I am a Christian.

Hjordis (dismayed). You! Oh,no,no!

Stgurd. The White God is my god. King Athelstan
taught me to know Him—it is to Him I am going
now.

Hjordis (in despair). And I—! (Lets her bow fall.)
Alas, alas!

Stgurd. My life has been oppressed with sorrow since
the hour-I tore you out of my heart and gave you to
Gunnar. Thanks, Hjordis—now my heart is light and
free| (Dies.)

Hjordis (quietly). Dead! And I have made ship-
wreck of my lifel (The storm increases. She cries in a
wild outburst:) There they come! My witchcraft has
brought them! No, no—I will not go with them! I
will not ride without Sigurd! It is no use—they see
me; they laugh and beckon to me; they are spurring their
horses| (Rushes to the edge of the cliff.) They are upon
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me—and no shelter, nowhere to hide! Yes, perhaps
in the depths of the sea! (Throws herself down.)

(OrnuLr, DacNy, GUNNAR carrying EcGIL, come in

one by one from the right, followed by SIGURD’S men.)

Ornulf (turmng to the grave-mound). Now I can sleep
in peace; for you are not unavenged, my sons !

Dagny. Father, father—I am wellnigh dead with fear!
The ways are red with blood; and the storm |—listen,
listen !

Gunnar (with EGIL in his arms). Let me come in peace
and shelter my child |

Ornulf. Gunnar!

Gunnar. Yes, Ornulf, my house is burnt and my men
all slain. I am in your power—do what you will with
me

Ornulf. That rests with Sigurd. But come into
shelter; it is not safe out here!

Dagny. Yes—in, inl (Goes towards the boat-shed, sees
SIGURD’s dead body, and shrieks.) Sigurd, my husband |
—they have killed him! (Throws herself dowm beside
him.)

Ornulf. Sigurd!

Gunnar (setting EGIL down). Sigurd killed !

Dagny (looking wildly at them as they stand by the corpse).
No, no, it is not truel—he must be alive still. (Sees
the bow.) Ah, what is that! (Gets up.)

Ornulf. Daughter, it is as you said at first—Sigurd
is slan.

Gunnar (as if seized by a sudden thought). And Hjér-
dis l—Has Hjordis been here?

Dagny (in a low voice, meaningly). I do not know; but
this I know, that her bow has been here.

Gunnar. Ah, I feared it!

Dagny. Hush, hush! (To herself.) How bitterly she
must have hated him !

Gunnar (in a low voice). Killed him—the night before
the duel; at last she loved me, then.

(Al start suddenly as they hear, hurtling through the air

the last ride of the dead warriors.)
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Egil (in terror). Father! Look, look!

Gunnar. What is it?

Egil. Up there—all those black horses—1

Gunnar. 1t is only the clouds—

Ornulf. No, it is the last ride of the dead.

Egil (with a shriek). Mother is with them

Dagny. Merciful gods !

Gunnar. Child, what are you saying ?

Egil. There—in front—on the black horse! Fatherl
father| (Clings to his father in terror. A short pause;
then the storm passes over, the clouds part, and the moon
shines out over all the scene.)

Gunnar (quietly and sadly). Now we know she is dead.

Ornulf. Yes, Gunnar—and it was she rather than
you that was the object of my vengeance. Our meeting
has cost us both dear; there is my hand-—let there be
peace and forgiveness between us.

Gunnar. Thanks, Ornulf! And now, to the ships.
I am for Iceland with you !

Ornulf. Yes, to Iceland—and long shall this journey
be remembered:

Long remembered shall these heroes
Be, 1n all our northern land;

And our children’s tongues shall honour
Those that sleep upon this strand,
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GHOSTS
ACT I

(ScENE.—A large room looking upon a gardem. A
door in the left-hand wall, and two in the right. In the
middle of the room, a round table with chairs set about it,
and books, magazines and newspapers upon it. In the
foreground on the left, a window, by which is a small
sofa with a work-table in front of it. At the back the
room opens into a conservatory rather smaller than ihe
room. From the right-hand side of this a door leads to the
garden. Through the large panes of glass that form the
outer wall of the conservatory, a gloomy fjord landscape
can be discerned, half obscured by steady rain.

ENGSTRAND 15 standing close up to the garden door.
His left leg is slightly deformed, and he wears a boot with
a clump of wood under the sole. REGINA, with an empty
garden-syringe in her hand, ss trying to prevent his coming
in.

Regina (below her breath). What is it you want? Stay
where you are. The rain is dripping off you.

Engstrand. God’s good rain, my girl.

Regina. The Devil’s own rain, that’s what it is!

Engstrand. Lord, how you talk, Regina. (Takes a
few limping steps forward.) What I wanted to tell you
was this—

Regina. Don’t clump about like that, stupid! The
young master is lying asleep upstairs.

Engstrand. Asleep still? In the middle of the day?’

Regina. Well, it’s no business of yours.

Engstrand. 1 was out on the spree last night—

Regina. 1 don’t doubt it.

Engstrand. Yes, we are poor weak mortals, my
girl—

Regina, We are indeed.
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« —and the temptations of the world are
sou know—but, for all that, here I was at my
aalf-past five this morning.

Regina. Yes, yes, but make yourself scarce now. I
am not going to stand here as if I had a rendes-vous with
you.

Engstrand. As if you had a what?

Regina. 1amnot going to have any one find you here;
50 now you know, and you can go.

Engstrand (coming a few steps nearer). Not a bit of it!
Not betore we have had a little chat. This afternoon I
shall have finished my job down at the school house,
and I shall be off home to town by to-night’s boat.

Regina (mutters). Pleasant journey to you !

Engstrand. Thanks, my girl. To-morrow is the open-
ing of the Orphanage, and I expect there will be a fine
kick-up here and plenty of good strong drink, don’t
you know. And no one shall s1y of Jacob Engstrand
that he can’t hold off when temptation comes in his
way,

Regind. Ohol

Engstrand. Yes, because there will be a lot of fine
folk here to-morrow. Parson Manders is expected from
town, too.

Regina. What is more, he’s coming to-day.

Engstrand. There you are! And I'm going to be
precious careful he doesn’t have anything to say against
me, do you see?

Regina. Oh, that’s your game, is it ?

Engstrand. What do you mean ?

Regina (with a significant look at him). What is it
you want to humbug Mr. Manders out of, this time ?

Engstrand. Shl Shl Are you crazy? Do you sup-
pose I would want to humbug Mr. Manders? No, no—
Mr. Manders has always been too kind a friend for me
to do that. But what I wanted to talk to you about,
was my going back home to-night.

Regina. The sooner you go, the better I shall be
pleased.



Acr1 | Ghosts 71

Engstrand. Yes, only I want to take you with me,
Regina.

Regina (open-mouthed). You want to take me—?
What did you say?

Engstrand. 1 want to take you home with me, I said.

Regina (contemptuously). You will never get me home
with you.

Engstrand. Ah, we shall see about that.

Regina. Yes, you can be quite certain we shall see
about that. I, who have been brought up by a lady
like Mrs. Alving?—I, who have been treated almost as
if I were her own child?>—do you suppose I am going
home with you ?—to such a house as yours? Not likely!

Engstrand. What the devil do you mean? Are you
setting yourself up against your father, you hussy ?

Regina (muiters, without looking at him). You have
often told me I was none of yours.

Engstrand. Bah |—why do you want to pay any atten-
tion to that?

Regina. Haven’t you many and many a time abused
me and called me a —? For shame! v

Engstrand. I'll swear I never used such an ugly
word.

Regina. Oh, it doesn’t matter what word you used.

Engstrand. Besides, that was only when I was a bit
fuddled—hm ! Temptatlons are manifold in this world,
Regina. oM e

Regina. Ugh!® " ' T

Engstrand. And lt was when your mother was in &
nasty temper. I had to find some way of gettmg my
knife into her, my girl. She was always so precious gen-
teel. (Muimicking her.) “Let go, Jacob! Let me
be! Please to remember that I was three years with
the Alvings at Rosenvold, and they were people who
went to Court!” (Laughs.) Bless my soul, she never
could forget that Captain Alving got a Court: appoint—
ment while she was in service here.

Regina. Poor mother—you worried her into her grave
pretty soon.
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Engstrand (shrugging his shoulders). Of course, of
course; I have got to take the blame for everything.

Regina (beneath her breath, as she turns away). Ugh—
that leg, too!

Engstrand. What are you saying, my girl 2

Regina. Pied de mouton.

Engstrand. Is that English?

Regina. Yes.

Engstrand. You have had a good education out here,
and no mistake; and it may stand you in good stead
now, Regina.

Regina (after a short silence). And what was it you
wanted me to come to town for?

Engstrand. Need you ask why a father wants his only
child? Ain’tIa poor lonely widower?

Regina. Oh, don’t come to me with that tale. Why do
you want me to go?

Engstrand. Well, I must tell you I am thinking of
taking up a new line now.

Regina (whistles). You have triéd that so often—but
it has always proved a fool’s errand.

Engstrand. Ah, but this time you will ]ust see, Regina |
Strike me dead i

Regina (stamping her foot). Stop swearing !

Engstrand. Shl Shl—you’re quite nght, my girl,
quite right! What I wanted to say was only this, that
I have put by a tidy penny out of what I have made by
working at this new Orphanage up here.

Regina. Have you? All the better for you,

Engstrand. What 1z there for a man to spend his
money on, out here infthe country? N

Regina. Well, what then?

Engstrand. Well, you see, I thought of putting the
money into something that would pay. I thought of
some kind of an eating-house for seafaring folk—

Regina. Heavens!

Engstrand. Oh, a high-class eating-house, of course,—
not a pigsty for common sailors. Damn it, no; it would
be a place ships’ captains and first mates would come to;
really good sort of people, you know.
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Regina. And what should I—?

Engstrand. You would help there. But only to make
a show, you know. You wouldn’t find it hard work, I
can promise you, my girl. You should do exactly as you
liked.

Regina. Oh, yes, quiteso!

Engstrand. But we must have some women in the
house; that is as clear as daylight. Because in the
evening we must make the place a little attractive—
some singing and dancing, and that sort of thing. Re-
member they are seafolk—wayfarers on the waters of
lifel (Coming mearer to her.) Now don’t be a fool
and stand in your own way, Regina. What good are
you going to do here? Will this education, that your
mistress has paid for, be of any use? You are to look
after the children in the new Home, I hear. Is that the
sort of work for you? Are you so frightfully anxious
to go and wear out your health and strength for the sake
of these dirty brats?

Regina. No, if things were to go as I want them to,
then—. Well, it may happen; who knows? It may
happen!

Engstrand. What may happen?

Regina. Never you mind. Is it much that you have
put by, up here?

Engstrand. Taking it all round, I should say about
forty or fifty pounds.

Regina. That’s not so bad.

Engstrand. It’s enough to make a start with, my girl.

Regina. Don’t you mean to give me any of the money ?

Engstrand. No, ’m hanged if I'Ylo.

Regina. Don’t you mean to send me as much as a
dress-length of stuff, just for once ?

Engstrand. Come and live in the town with me and
you shall have plenty of dresses.

Regina. Pooh!—I can get that much for myself, if I
have a mind to.

Engstrand. But it’s far better Lo have a father’s guiding
hand, Regina. Just now I can get a nice house in
Little Harbour Street. They don’t want much money
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down for it—and we could make it like a sort of
seamen'’s home, don’t you know.

Regina. But I have no intention of living with you!
I have nothing whatever to do with you. So now, be
off |

Engstrand. You wouldn’t be living with me long, my
girl. No such luck—not if you knew how to play your
cards. Such a fine wench as you have grown this last
year or two—

Regina. Well—?

Engstrand. It wouldn’t be very long before some first
mate came along—or perhaps a captain.

Regina. 1 don’t mean to marry a man of that sort.
Sailors have no savoir-vivre. e« z- [ ¢ oliwe

Engstrand. What haven’t they got ?

Regina. 1 know what sailors are, I tell you. They
aren’t the sort of people to marry.

Engstrand. Well, don’t bother about marrying them.
You can make it pay just as well. (More confidentrally.)
That fellow—the Englishman—the one with the yacht——-
be gave seventy pounds, he did; and _she wasn ’t a bit
prettier than you.

Regina (advancing towards him). Get out|

Engstrand (stepping back). Here! herel—you’re not
going to hit me, I suppose ?

Regina. Yes! If you talk like that of mother, I
will hit you. Get out, I tell you! (Pushes him up to the
garden door.) And don’t bang the doors. Young Mr.
Alving—

Engstrand. Is asleep—I know. It’s funny how
anxious you are about young Mr. Alving. (In a lower
tone.) Oholis it possible that it is ke that—?

Regina. Get out, and be quick about it! Your wits
are wandering, my good man. No, don’t go that way;
Mr. Manders is just coming along. Be off down the
kitchen stairs.

Engstrand (moving towards the right). Yes, yes—all
right. But have a bit of a chat with him that’s coming
along. He’s the chap to tell you what a child owes to
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its father. For I am your father, anyway, you know.
I can prove it by the Register. (He goes out through the
farther door which REGINA has opened. She shuts it
after him, looks hastily at herself in the marror, fans
herself with her handkerchief and seis her collar straight;
then busies herself with the flowers. MANDERS enters the
conservatory through the gardem door. He wears an
overcoat, carries an umbrella, and has a small travelling-
bag slung over his shoulder on a strap.)

Manders. Good morning, Miss Engstrand.

Regina (turning round with a look of pleased surprise)s
Oh, Mr. Manders, good morning. The boat is in, then?

Manders. Just in. (Comes into the room.) It is most
tiresome, this rain every day.

Regina (following him 1n). It’s a splendid rain for the
farmers, Mr. Manders.

Manders. Yes, you are quite right. We town-folk
think so little about that. (Begins to take off his over-
coat.)

Regina. Oh, let me help you. That’s it. Why,
how wet it is! I will hang it up in the hall. Give me
your umbrella, too; I will leave it open, so that it will
dry.

(She goes out with the things by the farther door on the
right. MANDERS lays his bag and his hat down on a
chair. REGINA re-enters.)

Manders. Ah, it’s very pleasant to get indoors. Well,

is everything going on well here?

Regina. Yes, thanks.

Mandérs. Properly busy, though, I expect, getting
ready for to-morrow ?

Regina. Oh, yes, there is plenty to do.

Manders. And Mrs. Alving is at home, I hope?

Regina. Yes, she is. She has just gone upstairs to
take the young master his chocolate.

Manders. Tell me—I heard down at the pier that
Oswald had come back.

Regina. Yes, he came the day before yesterday. We
didn’t expect him till to-day.
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Manders. Strong and well, I hope?

Regina. Yes, thank you, well enough. But dreadfully
tired after his journey. He came straight from Paris
without a stop—I mean, he came all the way without
breaking his journey. I fancy he is having a sleep now,
so we must talk a little bit more quietly, if you don’t
mind.

Manders. All right, we will be very quiet.

Regina (while she moves an armchair up to the table).
Please sit down, Mr. Manders, and make yourself at
home. (He sits down; she puts a footstool under his feet.)
There! Is that comfortable?

Manders. Thank you, thank you. That is most
comfortable. (Looks at her.) T'll tell you what, Miss
Engstrand, I certainly think you have grown since I saw
you last.

Regina. Do you think so? Mrs. Alving says, too,
that I have developed.

Manders. Developed? Well, perhaps a little—just
suitably. (4 short pause.)

Regina. Shall I tell Mrs. Alving you are here?

Manders. Thanks, there is no hurry, my dear child.—
Now tell me, Regina my dear, how has your father been
getting on here?

Regina. Thank you, Mr. Manders, he is getting on
pretty well,

Manders. He came to see me, the last time he was in
town.

Regina. Did he? He is always so glad when he can
have a chat with you.

Manders. And I suppose you have seen him pretty
regularly every day?

Regina. 1? Oh, yes, I do—whenever I have time,
that is to say.

Manders. Your father has not a very strong character,
Miss Engstrand. He sadly needs a guiding hand.

Regina. Yes, I can quite believe that.

Manders. He needs someone with him that he can
cling to, someone whose judgment he can rely on. He
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acknowledged that freely himself, the last time he came
up to see me.

Regina. Yes, he has said something of the same sort
to me. But I don’t know whether Mrs. Alving could
do without me—most of all just now, when we have the
new Orphanage to see about. And I should be dread-
fully unwilling to leave Mrs, Alving, too; she has always
been so good to me.

Manders. But a daughter’s duty, my good child—,
Naturally weshould haveto get your mistress’ consent first,

Regina. Still I don’t know whether it would be quite
the thing, at my age, to keep house for a single man,

Manders. What!! My dear Miss Engstrand, it is
your own father we are speaking of |

Regina. Yes, I dare say, but still—. Now, if it were
in a good house and with a real gentleman—

Manders., But, my dear Regina—

Regina. —one whom I could feel an affection for, and
really feel in the position of a daughter to—

Manders. Come, come—my dear good child—

Regina. 1 should like very much to live in town,
Out here it is terribly lonely; and you know yourself,
Mr. Manders, what it is to be alone in the world. And,
though I say it, I really am both capable and willing.
Don’t you know any place that would be suitable for me,
Mr. Manders?

Manders. 1? No, indeed I don’t,

Regina. But, dear Mr. Manders—at any rate don’t
forget me, in case—

Manders (getting up). No, I won’t forget you, Miss
Engstrand.

Regina. Because, if I—

Manders. Perhaps you will be so kind as to let Mrs,
Alving know I am here?

Regina. I will fetch her at once, Mr. Manders. (Goes
out to the left. MANDERS walks up and down the room
once or twice, stands for a moment at the farther end of the
room with his hands behind his back and looks out into
the garden. Then he comes back to the table, takes up a book



78 Ghosts [acr 1.

and looks at the title page, gives a start, and looks at some
of the others.)

Manders. Hm |—Really

(MRrs. ALVING comes in by the door on the left. She is

followed by REGINA, who goes out again at once
through the nearer door on the right.)

Mrs. Alving (holding out her hand). I am very glad
to see you, Mr. Manders.

Manders. How do you do, Mrs. Alving. Here I am,
as I promised.

Mprs. Alving. Always punctuall

Manders. Indeed, I was hard put to it to get away.
What with vestry meetings and committees—

Mrs. Alving. It was all the kinder of you to come in
such good time; we can settle our business before dinner.
But where is your luggage ?

Manders (quickly). My things are down at the village
shop. I am going to sleep there to-night.

Mrs. Alving (repressing a smale). Can’t I really per-
suade you to stay the night here this time?

Manders. No, no; many thanks all the same; I will
put up there, as usual. It is so handy for getting on
board the boat again.

Mrs. Alving. Of course you shall do as you please.
But it seems to me quite another thing, now we are two
old people—

Manders. Ha! ha! You will have your joke! And
it’s natural you should be in high spirits to-day—firs
of all there is the great event to-morrow, and also you
have got Oswald home.

Mrs. Alving. Yes, am I not a lucky woman! It is
more than two years since he was home last, and he has
promised to stay the whole winter with me.

Manders, Has he, really? That is very nice and filial
of him; because there must be many more attractions
in his life in Rome or in Paris, I should think.

Mrs. Alving. Yes, but he has his mother here. you see.
Bless the dear boy, he has got a corner in his heart for
his mother still,
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Manders. Oh, it would be very'sad if absence and pre-
occupation with such a thing as Art were to dull the
natural affections.

Mrs. Aluing. It would, indeed. But there is no fear
of that with him, I am glad tosay. Iam quite curious to
see if you recognise him again. He will be down directly;
he is just lying down for a little on the sofa upstairs.
But do sit down, my dear friend.

Manders. Thank you. You are sure I am not dis-
turbing you ?

Mprs. Alving. Of course not. (Ske sits down at the
table.)

Manders. Good. Then I will show you—. (He goes
to the chair where his bag is lying and takes a packet of
papers from it; then sits down at the opposite side of the
table and looks for a clear space to put the papers down.)
Now first of all, here is—(breaks off). Tell me, Mrs.*
Alvirg, what are these books doing here ?

Mrs. Aluing. These books? I am reading them,

M nders. Do you read this sort of thing?

Mis, Alving. Certainly I do.

Manders. Do you feel any the better or the happier
for reading books of this kind ?

Mrs. Almng. 1 think it makes me, as it were, more
self-reliant.

Manders. That is remarkable. But why?

Mrs. Alying. Well, they give me an explanation or a
confirmation of lots of different ideas that have come
into my own mind. But what surprises me, Mr. Manders,
is that, properly speaking, there is nothing at all new in
these books. There is nothing more in them than what
most people think and believe. The only thing is, that
most people either take no account of it or won’t admit it
to themselves.

Manders. But, good heavens, do you seriously think
that most people—?

Mrs. Alving. Yes, indeed, I do.

Manders. But not here in the country at any rate ? Not
here amongst people like ourselves ?
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Mrs. Alving. Yes, amongst people like ourselves too.

Manders. Well, really, I must say—!

Mrs. Alving. But what is the particular objection that
you have to these books ?

Manders. What objection? You surely don’t sup-
pose that I take any particular interest in such pro-
ductions ?

Mrs. Alving. In fact, you don’t know anything about
what you are denouncing ?

Manders. I have read quite enough about these books
to disapprove of them.

Mrs. Alving. Yes, but your own opinion—

Manders. My dear Mrs. Alving, there are many occa-
sions in life when onﬂias to rely on the opinion-of others.
That is the way in this world, and it is quite right that
it should be so. “What would become of society, 0 other-

" Mrs. Alving. Well, you may be right.

Manders. Apart from that, naturally I don’t deny that
literature of this kind may have a considerable attrac-
tion. And T cannot blame you, either, for wishing to
make yourself acquainted with the intellectual ten-
dencies which I am told are at work in the wider world
in which you have allowed your son to wander for so long.
But—

Mrs. Alving. But—?

Manders (lowering his voice). But one doesn’t talk
about it, Mrs. Alving. One certainly is not called upon
to account to every one for what one reads or thinks in
the privacy of one’s own room.

Mprs. Alving. Certainly not. I quite agree with you.

Manders. Just think of the consideration you owe to
this Orphanage, which you decided to build at a time
when your thoughts on such subjects were very dif-
ferent from what they are now—as far as I am able to

judge.
: Mrs. Alving. Yes, 1 freely admit that. But it was
about the Orphanage—

Manders, 1t was about the Orphanage we were going
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to talk; quite so. Well—walk warily, dear Mrs. Alving!
And now let us turn to the business in hand. (Opens an
envelope and takes out some papers.) You see these ?

Mrs. Alving. The deeds?

Manders. Yes, the whole lot—and everything in order.
I can tell you it has been no easy matter to get them in
time. I had positively to put pressure on the authori-
ties; they are almost painfully conscientious when it is
a question of settling property. But here they are at
last. (Twrns over the papers.) Here is the deed of con-
veyance of that part of the Rosenvold estate known as
the Solvik property, together with the buildings newly
erected thereon—the school, the masters’ houses and the
chapel. And here is the legal sanction for the statutes
of the institution. Here, you see—(reads) ‘‘ Statutes
for the Captain Alving Orphanage.”

Mys. Alving (after a long look at the papers). That seems
all in order.

Manders. 1 thought “ Captain  was the better title
to use, rather than your husband’s Court title of  Cham-~
berlain.” ‘‘ Captain ”’ seems less ostentatious.

Mrs. Alving. Yes, yes; just as you think best.

Manders. And here is the certificate for the investment
of the capital in the bank, the interest being earmarked
for the current expenses of the Orphanage.

Mrs. Alving. Many thanks; but I think it will be
most convenient if you will kindly take charge of them.

Manders. With pleasure. I think it will be best to
leave the money in the bank for the present. The
interest is not very high, it is true; four per cent at six
months’ call. Later on, if we can find some good mort-
gage—of course it must be a first mortgage and on unex-
ceptionable security—we can consider the matter fur-
ther.

Mys. Alving. Yes, yes, my dear Mr. Manders, you
know best about all that,

Manders. 1 will keep my eye on it, anyway. But
there is one thing in connection with it that I have often
meant to ask you about.

F
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Mprs. Alving. What is that?

Manders. Shall we insure the buildings, or not?

. Mrs. Alving. Of course we must insure them.

Manders. Ah, but wait a moment, dear lady. Let us
look into the matter a little more closely.

Mprs. Alving. Everything of mine is insured—the
house and its contents, my livestock—everything.

Manders. Naturally. They are your own property.
I do exactly the same, of course. But this, you see, is
quite a different case. The Orphanage is, so to speak,
dedicated to higher uses.

Mrs. Alving. Certainly, but—

Manders. ' As far as I am personally concerned, I can
conscientiously say that,I don’t see the smallest objec-
tion to our insuring ourselves against all risks.

Mrs. Alving. That is exactly what I think.

Manders. But what about the opinion of the people
hereabouts ?

Mrs. Alving. Their opinion—?

Manders. Is there any considerable body of opinion
here—opinion of some account, I mean—that might take
exception to it ?

Mrs. Alving. What, exactly, do you mean by opinion
of some account?

Manders. Well, I was thinking particularly of per-
sons of such independent and influential position that
one could hardly refuse to attach weight to their
opinion.

Mrs, Alving. There are a certain number of such
people here, who might perhaps take exception to it if
we—

Manders. That’s just it, you see. In town there are
lots of them. All my fellow-clergymen’s congregations,
for instance! It would be so extremely easy for them to
interpret it as meaning that neither you nor I nhad a
proper reliance on Divine protection.

Mrs, Alving. But as far as you are concerned, my dear
friend, you have at all events the consciousness that—

Manders, Yes I1know I know:my own mind is quite



act 1] Ghosts 83

easy about it, it is true. But we should not be able to
prevent a wrong and injurious interpretation of our
action. And that sort of thing, moreover, might very
easily end in exercising a hampering influence on the
work of the Orphanage.

Mrs. Alving. Oh, well, if that is likely to be the effect
of it—

Manders. Nor can I entirely overlook the difficult—
indeed, I may say, painful—position I might possibly be
placed in. In the best circles in town the matter of this
Orphanage is attracting a great deal of attention.
Indeed the Orphanage is to some extent built for the
benefit of the town too, and it is to be hoped that it may
result in the lowering of our poor-rate by a considerable
amount. But as I have been your adviser in the matter
and have taken charge of the business side of it, I should
be afraid that it would be I that spiteful persons would
attack first of all—

Mrs. Alusng. Yes, you ought not to expose yourself to
that.

Manders. Not to mention the attacks that would un-
doubtedly be made upon me in certain newspapers and
reviews—

Myrs. Alving. Say no more about it, dear Mr. Manders;
that quite decides it.

_ Manders. Then you don’t wish it to be insured ?

Myrs. Alving. No, we will give up the idea.

Manders (leaning back in his chair). But suppose,
now, that some accident happened >—one can never tell
—would you be prepared to make good the damage ?

Mrs. Alving. No; I tell you quite plainly I would not
do so under any circumstances.

Manders. Still, you know, Mrs. Alving—after all, it is
a serious responsibility that we are taking upon ourselves.

Mprs. Alving. But do you think we can do otherwise?

Manders. No, that’s just it. We really can’t do other-
wise. We ought not to expose ourselves to a mistaken
judgment ; and we have no right to do anything that will
scandalise the community.
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Mrs. Alving. You ought not to, as a clergyman, at any
rate.

Manders. And, what is more, I certainly think that we
may count upon our enterprise being attended by good
fortune—indeed, that it will be under a special protec-
tion.

Mrs. Alsing. Let us hope so, Mr. Manders.

Manders. Then we will leave it alone?

Mrs. Alying. Certainly.

Manders. Very good. As you wish. (Makes a note.)
No insurance, then.

Mrs. Alving. It's a funny thing that you should just
have happened to speak about that to-day—

Manders. 1 have often meant to ask you about it—

Mrs. Alving. —because yesterday we very nearly
had a fire up there.

Manders. Do you mean it!

Mprs. Alving. Oh, as a matter of fact it was nothing of
any consequence. Some shavings in the carpenter’s
shop caught fire.

Manders. Where Engstrand works ?

Mrs. Alving. Yes. They say he is often so careless
with matches.

Manders. He has so many things on his mind, poor
fellow—so many anxieties. Heaven be thanked, I am
told he is really making an effort to live a blameless life,

Mys. Aluing. Really? Who told youso?

Manders. He assured me himseli that it is so. He’s
a good workman, too. Se ot

Mors. Alving. Oh, yes, when he is gober.

Manders. Ah, that sad weakness of his! But the pain
in his poor leg often drives him to it, he tells me. The
last time he was in town, I was really quite touched
by him. He came to my house and thanked me so
gratefully for getting him work here, where he could
have the chance of being with Regina.

Mys. Alving. He doesn’t see very much of her.

Manders. But he assured me that he saw her every
day.
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Mrs. Alving. Oh well, perhaps he does.

Manders. He feels so strongly that he needs some one
who can keep a hold on him when temptations assail him,
That is the most winning thing about Jacob Engstrand;
he comes to one like a helpless child and accuses himself
and confesses his frailty. The last time he came and had
a talk with me—. Suppose now, Mrs. Alving, that it
were really a necessity of his existence to have Regina
at home with him again—

Mrs. Alving (standing up suddenly). Regina !

Manders. —you ought not to set yourself against him,

Mprs. Alving. Indeed, I set myself very definitely
against that. And, besides, you know Regina is to have
a post in the Orphanage.

Manders. But consider, after all he is her father—

Mys. Alving. T know best what sort of a father he has
been to her. No, she shall never go to him with my
consent.

Manders (getting up). My dear lady, don’t judge so
hastily. It is very sad how you misjudge poor Engstrand.
One would really think you were afraid—

Mrs. Alving (more calmly). That is not the question.
I have taken Regina into my charge, and in my charge
she remains. (Listens) Hush, dear Mr. Manders,
don’t say any more about it. (Her face brightens with
pleasure.) Listen! Oswald is coming downstairs, We
will only think about him now.

(OswaLD ALVING, tn a light overcoat, hat in hand and
smoking a big meerschaum pipe, comes in by the door
on the left.)

Oswald (standing in the doorway). Oh, I beg your
pardon, I thought you were in the office. (Comes, in.)
Good morning, Mr. Manders.

Manders (staring at him). Welll It’s most extra-
ordinary—

Mrs. Alving. Yes, what do you think of him, Mr.
Manders?

Manders. 1—I— no, can it possibly be—?

Oswald. Yes, it really is the prodigal son, Mr. Manders,



84 Ghosts [acT 1.

Manders. Oh, my dear young friend—

Oswald. Well, the son come home, then.

Mrs. Alving. Oswald is thinking of the time when
you were so opposed to the idea of his being a painter.

Manders. We are only fallible, and many steps seem
to us hazardous at first, that afterwards—(grasps his
hand). Welcome, welcome! Really, my dear Oswald
—may I still call you Oswald ?

Oswald. What else would you think of calling me?

Manders. Thank you. What I mean, my dear Os-
wald, is that you must not imagine that I have any
unqualified disapproval of the artist’s hfe. I admit that
there are many who, even in that career, can keep the
inner man free from harm,

Oswald. Let us hope so.

Mys. Alving (beaming with pleasure). 1 know one who
has kept both the inner and the outer man free from
harm. Just take a look at him, Mr. Manders.

Oswald (walks across the room). Yes, yes, mother dear,
of course.

Manders. Undoubtedly—no one can deny it. And
I hear you have begun to make a name for yourself. I
have often seen mention of you in the papers—and
extremely favourable mention, too. Although, I must
admit, latterly I have not seen your name so often.

Oswald (going towards the conservatory). 1 haven’t
done so much painting just lately.

Mrs. Alving. An artist must take a rest sometimes,
like other people.

Manders. Of course, of course. At those times the
artist is preparing and strengthening himself for a greater
effort.

Oswald. Yes. Mother, will dinner soon be ready ?

Mprs. Alving. In half an hour. He has a fine appetite,
thank goodness.

Manders. And a liking for tobacco too.

Oswald. 1 found father’s pipe in the room upstairs,
end—

Manders. Ah, that is what it was |
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Mys. Alving. What?

Manders. When Oswald came in at that door with
the pipe in his mouth, I thought for the moment it was
his father in the flesh.

Oswald. Really?

Mrs. Alving. How can you say so! Oswald takes
after me.

Manders. Yes, but there is an expression about the
corners of his mouth—something about the lips—
that reminds me so exactly of Mr. Alving—especially
when he smokes.

Mrs, Alving. 1 don’t think so at all. To my mind,
Oswald has much more of a clergyman’s mouth.

Manders. Well, yes—a good many of my colleagues
in the church have a similar expression.

Mys. Alving. But put your pipe down, my dear boy. 1
don’t allow any smoking in here.

Oswald (puts down his pipe). All right, I only wanted
to try it, because I smoked it once when I was a child.

Mrs. Alying. You?

Oswald. Yes; it was when I was quite a little chap.
And I can remember going upstairs to father’s room one
evening when he was in very good spirits.

Myrs. Alving. Oh, you can’t remember anything about
those days.

Oswald. Yes, I remember plainly that he took me on
his knee and let me smoke his pipe. “ Smoke, my boy,”
be said, “have a good smoke, boy!” And I smoked
as hard as I could, until I felt I was turning quite pale
and the perspiration was standing in great drops on my
forehead. Then he laughed—such a hearty laugh—

Manders. 1t was an extremely odd thing to do.

Mps. Alving. Dear Mr. Manders, Oswald only drealt
it.
Oswald. No indeed, mother, it was no dream. Be-
cause—don’t you remember—you came into the room
and carried me off to the nursery, where I was sick, and I
saw that you were crying. Did father often play such
tricks ?
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Manders. In his young days he was full of fun—

Oswald. And, for all that, he did so much with his
life—so much that was good ang useful, I mean—short
as his life was.

Manders. Yes, my dear Oswald Alving, you have
inherited the name of a man who undoubtedly was both
energetic and worthy. Let us hope it will be a spur to
your energies—

Oswald. It ought to be, certainly.

Manders. In any case it was nice of you to come home
for the day that is to honour his memory.

Oswald. 1 could do no less for my father.

Mrs. Alving. And to let me keep him so long here—
that’s the nicest part of what he has done.

Manders. Yes, I hear you are going to spend the winter
at home.

Oswald. 1 am here for an indefinite time, Mr. Manders.
—Oh, it’s good to be at home again !

Mrs. Alving (beaming). Yes, isn’t it?

Manders (looking sympathetically at him). You went
out into the world very young, my dear Oswald.

Oswald. 1 did. Sometimes I wonder if I wasn’t too young.

Mrs. Alving. Not a bit of it. It is the best thing for
an active boy, and especially for an only child. It’s a
pity when they are kept at home with their parents and
get spoilt.

Manders. That is a very debatable question, Mrs,
Alving. A child’s own home is, and always must be,
his proper place.

“Oswald. There I agree entirely with Mr. Manders.

Manders. Take the case of your own son. Oh yes,
we can talk about it before him. What has the result
been in his case? He is six or seven and twenty, and has
never yet had the opportunity of learning what a well-
regulated home means.

Oswald. Excuse me, Mr. Manders, you are quite wrong
there.

Manders. Indeed? I imagined that your life abroad
had nracticallv been snent entirelv in artistic circles.
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Oswald. So it has.

Manders. And chiefly amongst the younger artists.

Oswald. Certainly. 5

Manders. But I imagined that those gentry, as a rule,
had not the means necessary for family life and the sup-
port of a home.

Oswald. There are a consxderable number of them whe
have not the means to marry, Mr. Manders.

Manders. That is exactly my point.

Oswald. But they can have a home of their own, all
the same; a good many of them have. And they are very
well-regulated and very comfortable homes, too.

(MRrs. ALVING, who has listened 1o him altentively, nods

assent, but says nothing.)

Manders. Oh,but I am not talking of bachelor estab-
lishments. By a home I mean family life—the life a
man lives with his wife and children.

Oswald. Exactly, or with his children and his children’s
mother.

Manders (starts and clasps his hands). Good heavens |

Oswald. What is the matter ?

Manders. Lives with—with—his children’s mother |

Oswald. Well, would you rather he should repudiate
his children’s mother ?

Manders. Then what you are speaking of are those
unprincipled conditions known as irregular unions |

Oswald. 1 have never noticed anything particularly
unprincipled about these people’s lives.

Manders. But do you mean to say that it is pos-
sible for a man of any sort of bringing up, and a young
woman, to reconcile themselves to such a way of living—
and to make no secret of it, either!

Oswald. What else are they to do? A poor artist, and
a poor girl—it costs a good deal to get married. What
else are they to do?

Manders. What are they to do? Well, Mr, Alving, I
will tell you what they ought to do. They ought to keep
away from each other from the very beginning—that is
what they ought to do!
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Oswald. That advice wouldn’t have much effect upon
hot-blooded young folk who are in love.

Mrs. Alving. No, indeed it wouldn’t.

Manders (persistently). And to think that the authori-
ties tolerate such things! That they are allowed to go
on, openly! (Turns to Mrs. ALvinG.) Had I so little
reason, then, to be sadly concerned about your son?
In circles where open immorality is rampant—where, one
may say, it is honoured—

Oswald, Let me tell you this, Mr. Manders. I have
been a constant Sunday guest at one or two of these
“irregular ” households—

Manders. On Sunday, too!

Oswald. Yes, that 1s the day of leisure. But never
have I heard one objectionable word there, still less have
I ever seen anything that could be called immoral. No;
but do you know when and where I kave met with im-
morality in artists’ circles ?

Manders. No, thank heaven, I don’t!

Oswald. Well, then, I shall have the pleasure of
telling you. I have met with it when some one or other
of your model husbands and fathers have come out there
to have a bit of a look round on their own account, and
have done the artists the honour of looking them up in
their humble quarters. Then we had a chance of learn-
ing something, I can tell you. These gentlemen were
able to instruct us about places and things that we had
never so much as dreamt of.

Manders. What? Do you want me to believe that
honourable men when they get away from home will—

Oswald. Have you never, when these same honourable
men come home again, heard them deliver themselves
on the subject of the prevalence of immorality
abroad ?

Manders. Yes, of course, but-

Mrs. Alving. I have heard them, too.

Oswald. Well, you can take their word for it, unhesi-
tatingly. Some of them are experts in the matter.
(Putting his hands to his head.) To think that the
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lorious freedom of the beautiful life over there should
e so besmirched |

Mys. Alving. You mustn’t get too heated, Oswald; you
gain nothing by that.

Oswald. No, you are quite right, mother. Besides, it
isn’t good for me. It’s because I am so infernally tired,
you know. I will go out and take a turn before dinner.
I beg your pardon, Mr. Manders. It is impossible for
you to realise the feeling; but it takes me that way
(Goes out by the farther door on the right.)

Mrs. Alving. My poor boy !

Manders. You may well say so. This is what it has
brought him to! (Mrs. ALVING looks at him, but does
not speak.) He called himself the prodigal son. It’s
only too true, alas—only too true! (MRs. ALVING looks
steadily at him.) And what do you say to all this?

Mrs. Alving. 1 say that Oswald was right in every
single word he said.

Manders. Right? Right? To hold such principles
as that?

Mrs. Alving. In my loneliness here I have come to
just the same opinions as he, Mr. Manders. But I have
never presumed to venture upon such topics in conver-
sation. Now thereis noneed; my boy shall speak for me,

Manders. You deserve the deepest pity, Mrs. Alving.
It is my duty to say an earnest word to you. It is no
longer your business man and adviser, no longer your old
friend and your dead husband’s old friend, that stands
before you now. It is your priest that stands before
you, just as he did once at the most critical moment of
your life.

Mrs. Alving. And what is it that my priest has to say
to me?

Manders. First of all I must stir your memory. The
moment is well chosen. To-morrow is the tenth anni-
versary of your husband’s death; to-morrow the memor-
ial to the departed will be unveiled; to-morrow I shall
speak to the whole assembly that will be met together,
But to-day I want to speak to you alone.



92 Ghosts [acr &

Jars. Alving, Very well, Mr. Manders, speak |

Manders. Have you forgotten that after barely a year
of married life you were standing at the very edge of a
precipice P—that you forsook your house and home ?—
that you ran away from your husband—yes, Mrs. Alving,
ran away, ran away—and refused to return to him
in spite of his requests and entreaties ?

Myrs. Alving. Have you forgotten how unspeakably
unhappy I was during that first year?

Manders. To crave for happiness in this world is
simply to b& possessed by & spirit of revolt. What
Tight Tave we t6 happiness? No! we must do our duty,
Mrs. Alving. And your duty was to cleave to the man
you had chosen and to whom you were bound by a sacred
bond.

Mpys. Alving. You know quite well what sort of a life
my husband was living at that time—what excesses he
was guilty of.

Manders. 1 know only too well what rumour used to
say of him; and I should be the last person to approve
of his conduct as a young man, supposing that rumour
spoke the truth. But it is not a wife’s part to be her
hI\)Jsband’s judge. You should have c6ns§3€?€d"iﬁ3ix’r
boufiden duty humbly to have borne the cross that a
higher will had laid upon you. But, instead of that, you
rebelliously cast off your cross, you deserted the man
whose stumbling footsteps you should have supported,
you did what was bound to imperil your good name and
reputation, and came very near to imperilling the repu-
tation of others into the bargain.

v Mrs. Alving. Of others? Of one other, you mean.
b Manders. It was the height of imprudence, your seek-
ing refuge with me. -

Mrs. Alving, With our priest? With our intimate
friend ?

Manders. All the more on that account. You should
thank God that I possessed the necessary strength of
mind—that I was able to turn you from your outrageous
intention. and that it was vouchsafed to me to succeed
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n leading you back into the path of duty and back to
your lawful husband.

Mrs. Alying. Yes, Mr. Manders, that certainly was
your doing.

Manders. 1 was but the humble instrument of a higher
power. And is it not true that my having been able to
bring you again under the yoke of duty and obedience
sowed the seeds of a rich blessing on all the rest of your
Iife? Did things not turn out as I foretold to you?
Did not your husband turn from straying in the wrong
path, as a man should? Did he not, after that, live
a life of love and good report with you all his days? Did
he not become a benefactor to the neighbourhood?
Did he not so raise you up to his level, so that by degrees
you became his fellow-worker in all his undertakings—
and a noble fellow-worker, too, I know, Mrs. Alving; that
praise I will give you.—But now I come to the second
serious false step in your life.

Mys. Alving. What do you mean ?

Manders. Just as once you forsook your duty as a
wife, so, since then, you have forsaken your duty as a
mother. 25 A

Mrs. Alving. Oh—1

Manders. You have been overmastered all your life
by a disastrous spirit of wilfulness. All your impulses
have led you towards what is undisciplined and lawless,
You have never been willing to submit to any restraint,
Anything in life that has seemed irksome to you, you
have thrown aside recklessly and unscrupulously, as if it
were a burden that you were free to rid yourself of if you
would. It did not please you to be a wife any longer,
and so you left your husband. Your duties as a mother
were irksome to you, so you sent your child away among
strangers.

Mrs. Alving. Yes, that is true; I did that.

Manders. And that is why you have become a stranger
to him.

Mpys. Alving. No, no, I am not that!

Manders. You are; you must be. And what sort
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of a son is it that you have got back? Think over it
seriously, Mrs. Alving. You erred grievously in your
husband’s case—you acknowledge as much, by erecting
this memorial to him. Now you are bound to acknow-
ledge how much you have erred in your son’s case; pos-
sibly there may still be time to reclaim him from the
paths of wickedness. Turn over a new leaf, and set
yourself to reform what there may still be that is capable
of reformation in him. Because (with uplifted fore-
finger) in very truth, Mrs. Alving, you are a. guilty
mother |—That is what I have thought it my duty to
say to you,
(A4 short silence.)

Myrs. Alving (speaking slowly and with self-control).
You have had your say, Mr. Manders, and to-
morrow you will be making a public speech in memory
of my husband. I shall not speak to-morrow. But
now I wish to speak to you for a little, just as you have
been speaking to me.

Manders. By all means; no doubt you wish to bring
forward some excuses for your behaviour—

Mrs. Alving. No. I only want to tell you something,

Manders. Well ?

Mrs. Alving. In all that you said just now about me
and my husband, and about our life together after you
had, as you put it, led me back into the path of duty—
there was nothing that you knew at first hand. From
that moment you never again set foot in our house—
you, who had been our daily companion before that.

Manders. Remember that you and your husband
moved out of town immediately afterwards.

Mprs. Alving. Yes, and you never once came out here
to see us in my husband’s lifetime. It was only the
business in connection with the Orphanage that obliged
you to come and see me.

Manders (in a low and uncertain voice). Helen—if that
is a reproach, I can only beg you to consider—

Mrs. Alving. —the respect you owed to your calling?
—yes, All the more as I was a wife who had tried to
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run away from her husband. One can never be too care-
ful to have nothing to do with such reckless women.

Manders. My dear—Mrs. Alving, you are exaggerating
dreadfully—

Mrs. Aluing. Yes, yes,—very well. What I mean
is this, that when you condemn my conduct as a wife
you have nothing more to go upon than ordinary public
opinion.

Manders. T admit it. What then?

Mrs. Alving. Well—now, Mr. Manders, now I am
going to tell you the truth. I had sworn to myself that
you should know it one day—you, and you only !

Manders. And what may the truth be?

Mprs. Alving. The truth is this, that my husband died
just as great a profligate as he had been all his life.

Manders (feeling for a chair). What are you saying?

Mrs. Alving. After nineteen years of married life,
just as profligate—in his desires at all events—as he was
before you married us.

Manders, And can you talk of his youthful indiscre-
tions—his irregularities—his excesses, if you like—as a
profligate life |

Mys. Alving. That was what the doctor who attended
him called 1t.

Manders. 1 don’t understand what you mean,

Mrs. Alving. It is not necessary you should.

Manders. It makes my brain reel. To think that
your marriage—all the years of wedded life you spent
with your husband—were nothing but a hidden abyss
of misery.

Mrs. Alving. That and nothing else. Now you know.

Manders., This—this bewilders me. I can’tunderstand
it! Ican’t graspit! How in the world was it possible— ?
How could such a state of things remain concealed ?

Mprs. Alving. That was just what I had to fight for
incessantly, day after day. When Oswald was born,
I thought I saw a slight improvement. But it didn’t
last long. And after that I had to fight doubly hard—
fight a desperate fight so that no one should know what
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sort of a man my child’s father was. You know quite
well what an attractive manner he had; it seemed as if
people could believe nothing but good of him. He was
one of those men whose mode of life seems to have no
effect upon their reputations. But at last, Mr. Man-
ders—you must hear this too—at last something hap-
pened more abomingble than everything else.

Manders. More abominable than what you have told
me |

Mps. Alving. 1 had borne with it all, tHough I knew
only too well what he indulged in in secret, when he was
out of the house. But when it came to the point of the
scandal coming within our four walls—

-~ Manders. Can you mean it! Here?

Mys. Alving. Yes, here, in our own home. It was in
there (pointing to the nearer door on the vight) in the dining-
room that I got the first hint of it. I had something to
do in there and the door was standing ajar. I heard our
maid come up from the garden with water for the flowers
in the conservatory.

Manders. Well—? .

Mys. Alving. Shortly afterwards I heard my husband
come in too. I heard him say something to her in a low
voice. And then I heard—(witk a short laugh)—oh, it
rings in my ears still, with its mixture of what was
heartbreaking and what was so ridiculous—I heard my
own servant whisper: “ Let me go, Mr. Alving! Let
me be!”’

Manders. What unseemly levity on his part! But
surely nothing more than levity, Mrs. Alving, believe
me.

Myrs. Alwing. I soon knew what to believe. My
husband had his will of the girl—and that intimacy had
consequence$, Mr. Manders.

Manders (as if turned to stone). And all that in this
house! In this house!

Mrs. Alving. 1 have suffered a good deal in this house.
To keep him at home in the evening—and at night—I
have had to play the part of boon companion in his secret
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drinking-bouts in his room up there. I have had to sit
there alone with him, have had to hobnob and drink
with him, have had to listen to his ribald senseless talk,
have had to fight with brute force to get him to bed—

Manders (trembling). And you were able to endure all
this |

Mrs. Alving. I had my little boy, and endured it for his
sake. But when the crowning insult came—when my
own servant—then I made up my mind that there should
be an end of it. I took the upper hand in the house,
absolutely—both with him and all the others. I had
a weapon to use against him, you see; he didn’t dare to
speak. It was then that Oswald was sent away. He
was about seven then, and was beginning to notice things
and ask questions as children will. I could endure all
that, my friend. It seemed to me that the child would
be poisoned if he breathed the air of this polluted house.
That was why I sent him away. And now you under-
stand, too, why he never set foot here as long as his
father was alive. No one knows what it meant to me.

Manders. You have indeed had a pitiable experience.

Mrs. Alving. 1 could never have gone through with it,
if I had not had my work. Indeed, I can boast that I
have worked. All the increase in the value of the pro-
perty, all the improvements, all the useful arrange-
ments that my husband got the honour and glory of—
do you suppose that he troubled himself about any of
them? He, who used to lie the whole day on the sofa
reading old Official Lists! No, you may as well know
that too. It wasI that kept him up to the mark when
he bad his lucid intervals; it was I that had to bear the
whole burden of it when he began his excesses again
or took to whining about his miserable condition.

Manders. And this_is the man you are building a
memorial to!

Mps. Alving. There you see the power of an uneasy
conscience.

Manders. Anuneasy conscience? What do you mean ?

Mys. Alving. 1 had always before me the fear that

G
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it was impossible that the truth should not come out
and be believed. That is why the Orphanage is to exist,
to silence all rumours and clear away all doubt.

Manders. You certainly have not fallen short of the
mark 1n that, Mrs. Alving.

Mrs. Alving. 1 had another very good reason. I did
not wish Oswald, my own son, to inherit a penny that
belonged to his father. T

Manders. Then 1t is with Mr. Alving’s property—

Mrs. Alving. Yes. Thesums of money that, year after
year, I have given towards this Orphanage, make up the
amount of property—I have reckoned 1t carefully—
which in the old days made Lieutenant Alving a catch.

Manders. 1 understand.

Mrs. Alving. That was my purchase money. I
don’t wish 1t to pass into Oswald’s hands. My son shall
have everything from me, I am determined. =~

(OswALD comes in by the farther door on the right. He

has left his hat and coat outside.)

Mrs. Alving. Back again, my own dear boy ?

Oswald. Yes, what can one do outside in this ever-
lasting rain? I hear dinner is nearly ready. That’s
good!

(REGINA comes in from the diming-room, carrying a

parcel.)

Regina. This parcel has come for you, ma’am. (Gves
§t 1o her.)

Mrs. Alving (glancing at MANDERS). The ode to be
sung to-morrow, I expect.

Manders. Hm—!

Regina. And dinner is ready.

Mrs. Alving. Good. We will come in a moment. I
will just—(begins to open the parcel).

Regina (to OswaLp). Will you drink white or red wine,
sir?

Oswald. Both, Miss Engstrand.

Regina. Bien—very good, Mr. Alving. (Goes into the
dining-room.)

Oswald, 1 may as well help you to uncork it—. (Fol-
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him.

Mrs. Alving. Yes, I thought so. Here 1s the ode, M
Manders.

Manders (clasping his hands). How shall I ever have the
courage to-morrow to speak the address that—

Mrys. Alving.  Oh, you will get through it.

Manders (sn a low voice, fearing to be heard in the dining-
room). Yes, we must raise no suspicions.

Mrs. Alving (quietly but firmly). No;and then this long
dreadful comedy will be at an end. After to-morrow, I
shall feel as if my dead husband had never lived in this
house. There will be no one else here then but my boy
and his mother.

(From the dining-room is heard the noise of a chair
Salling; then REGINA’S voice 1s heard in a loud whis-
per: Oswald! Are you mad? Let me go!)

Mys. Alving (starting in horror). Oh—

(She stares wildly at the half-open door. OSWALD is
heard coughing and hummang, then the sound of a
bottle being uncorked.)

Manders (in an agitated manner). What’s the matter ?

What is 1t, Mrs. Alving ?

Mrs. Alving (hoarsely). Ghosts. The couple in the
conservatory—over again.

Manders. What are you saying! Regina—? Is
she—1?

Mrs. Alving. Yes. Come. Not a word—!

(Grips MANDERS by the arm and walks unsieadily with
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it was jr
oyt ACT II

(The same scene. The landscape is still obscured by
mist. MANDERS and MRs. ALVING come in from the
dining-room.)

Mrs. Alving (calls into the dining-room from the door-
way). Aren’t you coming in here, Oswald ?

Oswald. No, thanks; I think I will go out for a bit.

Mrys. Alving. Yes, do; the weather is clearing a
little. (She shuts the dining-room door, then goes to the
hall door and calls.) Regina!

Regina (from without). Yes, ma’am?

Mrs. Alving. Go down into the laundry and help with
the garlands.

Regina. Yes, ma’am.

(MRs. ALVING satisfies herself that she has gone, then
shuts the door.)

Manders. 1suppose he can’t hear us? -f

Mrs. Alving. Not when the door is shut. Besides,
he is going out.

Manders. 1 am still quite bewildered. I don’t know
bow I managed to swallow a mouthful of your ex-
cellent dinner.

Mrs. Alving (walking up and down, and trying to control
her agitation). Nor I. But what are we to do?

Manders. Yes, what are we to do? Upon my word
I don’t know; I am so completely unaccustomed to
things of this kind.

Mrs. Alving. I am convinced that nothing serious has
happened yet.

Manders. Heaven forbid! But it is most unseemly
behaviour, for all that.

Mrs. Alving. It is nothing more than a foolish jest of
Oswald’s, you may be sure.

Manders. Well, of course, as I said, I am quite in-
experienced in such matters; but it certainly seems to
me—
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Mrs. Alving. Out of the house she shall go—and-at
once. That part of it is as clear as daylight—

Manders. Yes, that is quite clear. *

Mys. Alving. But where is she to go? We should not™
be justified in—

Manders. Where to? Home to her father, of course..

Mrs. Alving. To whom, did you say?

. Manders. To her—. No, of course Engstrand isn’t—,
But, great heavens, Mrs. Alving, how is such a thing
possible? You surely may have been mistaken, in spite
of everything.

Mrs. Alving. There was no chance of mistake, more’s
the pity. Joanna was obliged to confess it to me—and
my husband couldn’t deny it. So there was nothing
else to do but to hush it up.

Manders. No, that was the only thing to do.

Mys. Alving. The girl was sent away at once, and was
given a tolerably liberal sum to hold her tongue. She
looked after the rest herself when she got to town. She
renewed an old acquaintance with the carpenter Engs-
strénd; gave him a hint, I suppose, of how much money
she had got, and told him some fairy tale about a
foreigner who had been here in his yacht in the summer,
So she and Engstrand were married in a great hurry.
Why, you married them yourself |

Manders. I can’t understand it—. I remember
clearly Engstrand’s coming to arrange about the mar-
riage. He was full of contrition, and accused himself
bltterly for the light conduct he and his fiancée had been
guilty of.

Mrs. Alving. Of course he had to take the blame on
himself.

Manders. But the deceitfulness of it! And with me,
too! T positively would not have believed it of Jacob
Engstrand, I shall most certainly give him a serious
talking to.—And the immorality of such a marriage!
Simply for the sake of the money—! What sum was it
that the girl had?

Mrs. Alving. It was seventy pounds.
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Manders. Just think of it—for a paltry seventy
pounds to let yourself be bound in marriage to a fallen
woman |

Mrs. Alving. What about myseH, thenp—I let
myself be bound in marriage to a fallen man.

Manders. Heaven forgive you! what are you saying?
A fallen man?

Mrs. Alving. Do you suppose my husband was any
purer, when I went with him to the altar, than Joanna
was when Engstrand agreed to marry her?

Manders. The two cases are as different as day from
night—

Mrs. Alving. Not so very different, after all. It is
true there was a great difference in the price paid, be-
tween a paltry seventy pounds and a whole fortune.

Manders. How can you compare such totally different
things! I presume you consulted your own heart—and
your relations.

Mrs. Alving (looking away from him). 1 thought you
understood where what you call my heart had strayed to
at that time.

Manders (in a constrained voice). If I had understood
anything of the kind, I would not have been a daily guest
in your husband’s house.

Myrs. Alving. Well, at any rate this much is certain,
that I didn’t consult myself in the matter at all.

Manders. Still you consulted those nearest to you,
as was only right—your mother, your two aunts.

Mrs. Alving. Yes, that is true. The three of them
settled the whole matter for me. It seems incredible
to me now, how clearly they made out that it would
be sheer folly to reject such an offer. If my mother
could only see what all that fine prospect has led to!

Manders. No one can be responsible for the result of
it. Anyway there is this to be said, that the match
was made in complete conformity with law and order.

Mrs. Alving (going to the window). Oh, law and order!
I often think it is that that is at the bottom of all the
misery in the world,
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Manders. Mrs. Alving, it is very wicked of you to say
that.

Mrs. Alving. That may be so; but I don’t attach
importance to those obligations and considerations
any longer. I cannot! I must struggle for my free-
dom.

Manders. What do you mean?

Mrs. Aluing (tapping on the window panes). I ought
never to have concealed what sort of a life my husband led.
But I had not the courage to do otherwise then—for
my own sake, either, I was too much of a coward.

Manders. A coward?

Myrs. Alving. If others had known anything of what
happened, they would have said: “ Poor man, it is
natural enough that he should go astray, when he has
a wife that has run away from him.”

Manders. They would have had a certain amount of
justification for saying so.

Mrs. Alving (looking fixedly at him). If T had been the
woman I ought, I would have taken Oswald into my
confidence and said to him: “ Listen, my son, your
father was a dissolute man ”—

Manders. Miserable woman—

Mrs. Alving. —and I would have told him all I have
told you, from beginning to end.

Manders. 1 am almost shocked at you, Mrs. Alving.

Mrs. Almng. 1 know. I know quite welll I am
shocked at myself when I think of it. (Comes away
from the window.) I am coward enough for that.

Manders. Can you call it cowardice that you simply
did your duty! Have you forgotten that a child should
love and honour his father and mother ?

Mys. Alving. Don’t let us talk in such general terms.
Suppose we say: ‘“ Ought Oswald to love and honour
Mr. Alving? ”

Manders. You are a mother—isn’t there a voice in
your heart that forbids you to shatter your son’s ideals ?

Mrs. Alving. And what about the truth?

Manders. What about his ideals?
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Mys. Alving. Oh—ideals, ideals! If only I were not
such a coward as I am!

Manders. Do not spurn ideals, Mrs. Alving—they
have a way of avenging themselves cruelly. Take
Oswald’s own case, now. He hasn’t many ideals, more’s
the pity. But this much I have seen, that his father is
something of an ideal to him.

Mrs. Alving. You are right there.

Manders. And his conception of his father is what you
inspired and encouraged by your letters.

Mrs. Alving, Yes, I was swayed by duty and con-
sideration for others; that was why I lied to my son,
year in and year out. Oh, what a coward—what a cow-
ard I have been!

Manders. You have built up a happy illusion in your
son’s mind, Mrs. Alving—and that is a thing you cer-
tainly ought not to undervalue.

Mys. Alving. Ah, who knows if that is such a desirable
thing after all!'—But anyway I don’t intend to put up
with any goings on with Regina. I am not going to let
him get the poor girl into trouble. .

Manders. Good heavens, no—that would be a fright-
ful thing!

Mrs. Alving. If only I knew whether he meant it
seriously, and whether it would mean happiness for him—

Manders. In what way? I don’t understand.

Mrs. Alving. But that is impossible; Regina is not
equal to it, unfortunately.

Manders., 1 don’t understand. What do you
mean ?

Mrs. Alving. If 1 were not such a miserable coward,
I would say to him: ““ Marry her, or make any arrange-
ment you like with her—only let there be no deceit
in the matter.”

Manders. Heaven forgive you! Are you actually
suggesting anything so abominable, so unheard of, as a
marriage between them !

Mrs. Alving. Unheard of, do you call it? Tell me
honestly, Mr. Manders, don’t you suppose there are
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plenty of married couples out here in the country that
are just as nearly related as they are?

Manders. T am sure I don’t understand you.

Mrs. Alving. Indeed you do.

Manders, 1 suppose you are thinking of cases where
possibly—. It is only too true, unfortunately, that
family life is not always as stainless as it should be. But
as for the sort of thing you hint at—well, it’s impossble
to tell, at all events with any certainty. Here, on the
other hand—for you, a mother, to be willing to allow
your—

Mrs. Alving. ButIam not willing to allow it. I would
not allow it for anything in the world; that is just what I
was saying.

Manders. No, because you are a coward, as you put
it. But, supposing you were not a coward—! Great
heavens—such a revolting union !

Myrs. Alving. Well, for the matter of that, we are all
descended from a union of that description, so we are
told. And who was it that was responsible for this state
of things, Mr. Manders ?

Manders. 1can’t discuss such questions with you, Mrs.
Alving; you are by no means in the right frame of mind
for that. But for you to dare to say that it is cowardly
of you—!

Mrs. Alving. I will tell you what I"mean by that. I
am frightened and timid, because I am obsessed by the
presence of ghosts that I never can get rid of.

Manders. The presence of what?

Mrs. Alving. Ghosts. When I heard Regina and
Jswald in there, it was just like seeing ghosts before my
eyes. Iam half inclined to think we are all ghosts, Mr.
Manders.” Tt is not only what we have inherited from
our fathers and mothers that exists again in us, but all
sorts of old dead ideas and all kinds of old dead beliefs
and things of that kind. They are not actually alive
in us; but there they are dormant, all the same, and we
can never be rid of them. Whenever I take up a news-
paper and read it, I fancy I see ghosts creeping between
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the lines. There must be ghosts all over the world.
They must be as countless as the grains of the sands, it
seems to me. And we are so miserably afraid of the
light, all of us.

Manders. Ah!—there we have the outcome of your
reading. Fine fruit it has borne — this abominable,
subversive, free-thinking lterature!

Mrs. Alving. You are wrong there, my friend.
You are the one who made me begin to think; and I
owe you my best thanks for it.

Manders. 1!

Mrs. Alving. Yes, by forcing me to submit to what
you called my duty and my obligations; by praising
as right and just what my whole soul revolted against,
as it would against something abominable. That was
what led me to exammne your teachings critically. I
only wanted to unravel one point in them; but as soon
as I had got that unravelled, the whole fabiic came to
pieces. And then I realised that 1t was only machine-
made.

Manders (softly, and with emotion). Is that all I
accormplished by the hardest struggle of my lfe?

Mys. Alving. Callit rather the most ignominious defeat
of your lfe.

Manders. It was the greatest victory of my life,
Helen; victory over myself.

Mrs. Alnng. It was a wrong done to both of us.

Manders. A wrong ?—wrong for me to entreat you
as a wife to go back to your lawful husband, when you
came to me half distracted and crying: ‘ Here I am,
take me!” Was that a wrong?

Mprs. Alving. 1 think it was.

Manders. We two do not understand one another.

Mrs. Aluing. Not now, at all events.

Manders. Never—even in my most secret thoughts—
have I for a moment regarded you as anything but the
wife of another.

Mys. Alving. Do you believe what you say?

Manders. Helen—!|
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Mrs. Alving. One so easily forgets one’s own feelings.

Manders. Not I. 1 am the same as I always was.

Mrs. Aluing. Yes, yes—don’t let us talk any more
about the old days. You are buried up to your eyes
now in committees and all sorts of business; and I
am here, fighting with ghosts both without and within me.

Manders. 1 can at all events help you to get the
better of those without you. After all that I have been
horrified to hear you from to-day, I cannot conscien-
tiously allow a young defenceless girl to remain in your
house.

Mrs. Alving. Don’t you think it would be best if
we could get her settled P—by some switable marnage,
I mean.

Manders. Undoubtedly. I think, in any case, it
would have been desirable for her. Regmna is atan age
now that—well, I don’t know much about these things,
but—

Mpys. Alving. Regina developed very early.

Manders. Yes, didn’t she. I fancy I remember think-
ing she was remarkably well developed, bodily, at the
time I prepared her for Confirmation. But, for the time
being, she must 1n any case go home. Under her father’s
care—no, but of course Engstrand is not—. To think
that he, of all men, could so conceal the truth from me!

(A knock is heard at the hall door.)

Mrs. Alving. Who can that be? Come inl

(ENGSTRAND, dressed in his Sunday clothes, appears

in the doorway.)

Engstrand. T humbly beg pardon, but—

Manders. Aha! Hml—

Mrs. Alving. Oh, it’s you, Engstrand!

Engstrand. There were none of the maids about,
so I took the great liberty of knocking.

Mrs. Alving. That’s all right. Come in. Do you want
to speak to me?

Engstrand (coming in). No, thank you very much,
ma’am. It was Mr, Manders I wanted to speak to
for a moment,
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Manders (walking up and down). Hm!—do you. You
want to speak to me, do you?

Engstrand. Yes, sir, I wanted so very much to—

Manders (stopping in front of him). Well, may I ask
what it is you want?

Engstrand. 1t’s this way, Mr. Manders. We are being
paid off now. And many thanks to you, Mrs. Alving.
And now the work is quite finished, I thought it
would be so nice and suitable if all of us, who have
worked so honestly together all this time, were to finish
up with a few prayers this evening.

Manders. Prayers? Up at the Orphanage?

Engstrand. Yes, sir, but if it isn’t agreeable to you,
then—

Manders. Oh, certainly—but—hm |—

Engstrand. 1 have made a practice of saying a few
prayers there myself each evening—

Mys. Alving. Have you?

Engstrand. Yes, ma’am, now and then—just as a
little edification, so to speak. But I am only a poor
common man, and haven’t rightly the 'gift, alas—and
so I thought that as Mr. Manders happened to be here,
perhaps—

Manders. Look here, Engstrand. First of all I
must ask you a question. Are you in a proper frame of
mind for such a thing? Is your conscience free and
untroubled ?

Engstrand. Heaven have mercy on me a sinner!
My conscience isn’t worth our speaking about, Mr.
Manders.

Manders. But it is just what we must speak about.
What do you say to my question?

Engstrand. My conscience? Well—it’s uneasy some-
times, of course.

Manders. Ah, you admit that at all events. Now will
you tell me, without any concealment—what is your
relationship to Regina?

Mys. Alving (hastily). Mr. Manders!

Manders (calming her).—Leave it to me!
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Engstrand. With Regina? Good Lord, how you
frightened mel (Looks at MRrs. ALvING.) There is
nothing wrong with Regina, is there?

Manders. Let us hope not. What I want to know is,
what is your relationship to her? Vou pass as her
father, don’t you?

Engstrand (unsteadily). Well—hm !—you know, sir,
what happened between me and my poor Joanna.

Manders. No more distortion of the truth! Your
late wife made a full confession to Mrs. Alving, before
she left her service.

Engstrand. What!—do you mean to say—? Did she
do that after all?

Manders. You see it has all come out, Engstrand.

Engstrand. Do you mean to say that she, who gave
me her promise and solemn oath— .

Manders. Did she take an oath?

Engstrand. Well, no—she only gave me her word,
but as seriously as a woman could.

Manders. And all these years you have been hiding
the truth from me—from me, who have had such com-
plete and absolute faith in you.

Engstrand. 1 am sorry to say I have, sir.

Manders. Did I deserve that from you, Engstrand?
Haven’t I been always ready to help you in word and
deed as far as lay in my power? Answer me! Isitnotso?

Engstrand. Indeed there’s many a time I should
have been very badly off without you, sir.

Manders. And this is the way you repay me—
by causing me to make false entries in the church
registers, and afterwards keeping back from me for
years the information which you owed it both to me and
to your sense of the truth to divulge. Your conduct has
been absolutely inexcusable, Engstrand, and from to-
day everything is at an end between us.

Engstrand (with a sigh). Yes, I can see that’s what it
means.

Manders. Yes, because how can you possibly justify
what you did?
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Engstrand. Was the poor girl to go and increase her
load of shame by talking about it? Just suppose, sir,
for a moment that your reverence was in the same
predicament as my poor Joanna—

Manders. 11

Engstrand. Good Lord, sir, I don’t mean the same
predicament. I mean, suppose there were something
your reverence were ashamed of in the eyes of the world,
so to speak. We men oughtn’t to judge a poor woman
too hardly, Mr. Manders.

Manders. But I am not doing so at all. Itis you I
am blaming.

Engstrand. Will your reverence grant me leave to ask
you a small question ?

Manders. Ask away.

Engstrand. Shouldn’t you say it was right for a man
to raise up the fallen?

Manders. Of course it is.

Engstrand. And isn’t a man bound to keep his word
of honour?

Manders. Certainly he is; but—

Engstrand. At the time when Joanna had her mis-
fortune with this Enghshman—or maybe he was an
American or a Russian, as they call ’em—well, sir, then
she came to town. Poor thing, she had refused me once
or twice before; she only had eyes for good-looking men
in those days, and I had this crooked leg then. Your
reverence will remember how I had ventured up into a
dancing-saloon where seafaring men were revelling
in drunkenness and intoxication, as they say. And when
I tried to exhort them to turn from their evil ways—

Mrs. Alving (coughs from the window). Ahem !

Manders. 1 know, Engstrand, I know—the rough
brutes threw you downstairs. You have told me about
that incident before. The affliction to your leg is a
credit to you.

Engstrand. 1 don’t want to claim credit for it,. your
reverence. But what I wanted to tell you was that
she came then and confided in me with tears and
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gnashing of teeth. I can tell you, sir, it went to my
heart to hear her.

Manders. Did it, indeed, Engstrand? Well, what
then?

Engstrand. Well, then I said to her: * The American
is roaming about on the high seas, he is.  And you,
Joanna,” T said, * you have committed a sin and are a
fallen woman. But here stands Jacob Engstrand,”
I said, ““ on two strong legs ”’—of course that was only
speaking in a kind of metaphor, as it were, your
reverence.

Manders. 1 quite understand. Go on.

Engstrand. Well, sir, that was how I rescued her and
made her my lawful wife, so that no one should know
how recklessly she had carried on with the stranger.

Manders. That was all very kindly done. The only
thing I cannot justify was your bringing yourself to
accept the money—

Engstrand. Money? I1? Not a farthing.

Manders (to MRs. ALVING, in a gquesiioning tone).
But—

Engstrand. Ah, yes!—wait a bit; I remember now,
Joanna did have a trifle of money, you are quite right.
But I didn’t want to know anything about that.
“Fie,” I said, “on the mammon of unrighteousness,
it’s the price o of your sin; as for thls tainted gold ”’—
—or noies, or whatever it was—“we will throw it
back in the American’s face,” I said. But he had gone
away and disappeared on the stormy seas, your rever-
ence.

Manders. Was that how it was, my geod fellow?

Engstrand. It was, sir. So then Joanna and I decided
that the money should go towards the child’s bringing-
up, and that’s what became of 1t; and I can give a faith-
ful account of every single penny of it.

Manders. This alters the complexion of the affair
very considerably.

Engstrand. That’s how it was, your reverence.
And I make bold to say that I have been a good father
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to Regina—as far as was in my power—for I am a
poor erring mortal, alas|!

Manders. There, there, my dear Engstrand—

Engstrand. Yes, I do make bold to say that I brought
up the child, and made my poor Joanna a loving and
careful husband, as the Bible says we ought. But it
never occurred to me to go to your reverence and claim
credit for it or boast about it because I had done one
good deed in this world. No; when Jacob Engstrand
does a thing like that, he holds his tongue about it,
Unfortunately it doesn’t often happen, I know that only
too well. And whenever I do come to see your rever-
ence, I never seem to have anything but trouble and
wickedness to talk about. Because, as I said just now—
and I say it agam—consmence can be very hard on us
sometimes. i

Manders. Give me your hand, Jacob Engstrand.

Engstrand. Oh, sir, I don’t hke-—

Manders. No nonsense. (Grasps his hand.) That’s
it!

Engstrand. And may I make bold- humbly to beg
your reverence’s pardon—

Manders. You? On the contrary it is for me to beg
your pardon—

Engstrand. Oh no, sir.

Manders. Yes, certainly it is, and I do it with my
whole heart. Forgive me for having so much misjudged
you. And I assure you that if I can do anything for you
to prove my sincere regret and my goodwill towards
you—

Engstrand. Do you mean it, sir?

Manders. It would give me the greatest pleasure.

Engstrand. As a matter of fact, sir, you could do it
now. I am thinking of using the honest money I have
put away out of my wages up here, in establishing a
sort of Sailors’ Home in the town.

Mrs. Alving. You?

Engstrand. Yes, to be a sort of Refuge, as it were,
There are such manifold temptations lying in wait for
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sailor men when they are roaming about on shore. But
my idea is that in this house of mine they should have
a sort of parental care looking after them.

Manders. What do you say to that, Mrz. Alving!

Engstrand. 1 haven’t much to begin such a work with,
I know; but Heaven might prosper it, and if I found
any helping hand stretched out to me, then—

Manders. Quite so; we will talk over the matter
further. Your project attracts me enormously. But
in the meantime go back to the Orphanage and put
everything tidy and light the lights, so that the occasion
may seem a little solemn. And then we will spend
a little edifying time together, my dear Engstrand,
for now I am sure you are in a suitable frame of mind.

Engstrand. 1 believe I am, sir, truly. Good-bye, then,
Mrs. Alying, and thank you for all your kindness; and
take good care of Regina for me. (Wipes a tear from
his eye.) Poor Joanna'’s child—it is an extraordinary
thing, but she seems to have grown into my life and
to hold me by the heartstrings. That’s how I feel about
it, truly. (Bows, and goes out.)

Manders. Now then, what do you think of him, Mrs
Alving! That was quite another explanation that he
gave us.

Mrs. Alving. It was, indeed.

Manders. There, you see how exceedingly careful
we ought to be in condemning our fellow-men. But at
the same time it gives one genuine pleasure to find that
one was mistaken. Don’t you think so?

Mprs. Aluing. What I think is that you are, and
always will remain, a big baby, Mr. Manders.

Manders. 1?

Mprs. Alving (laying her hands on his shoulders). And
I think that I should like very much to give you a

good hug.
M anders (drawing back hastily). No, no, good gracious |
What an ideal
fM rs. Alving (with a smile). Oh, you needn’t be afraid
of me.
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whole heart. Forgive me for having so much misjudged
you. And I assure you that if I can do anything for you
to prove my sincere regret and my goodwill towards
you—
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Manders. It would give me the greatest pleasure.

Engstrand. As a matter of fact, sir, you could do it
now. I am thinking of using the honest money I have
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sailor men when they are roaming about on shore. But
my idea is that in this house of mine they should have
a sort of parental care looking after them.

Manders. What do you say to that, Mrz. Alving!

Engstrand. 1 haven’t much to begin such a work with,
I know; but Heaven might prosper it, and if I found
any helping hand stretched out to me, then—

Manders. Quite so; we will talk over the matter
further. Your project attracts me enormously. But
in the meantime go back to the Orphanage and put
everything tidy and hight the lights, so that the occasion
may seem a little solemn. And then we will spend
a little edifying time together, my dear Engstrand,
for now I am sure you are in a suitable frame of mind.

Engstrand. 1 believe I am, sir, truly. Good-bye, then,
Mrs. Alying, and thank you for all your kindness; and
take good care of Regina for me. (Wipes a tear from
his eye.) Poor Joanna's child—it is an extraordinary
thing, but she seems to have grown into my life and
to hold me by the heartstrings. That’s how I feel about
it, truly. (Bows, and goes out.)

Manders. Now then, what do you think of him, Mrs
Alving! That was quite another explanation that he
gave us. .

Mrs. Alving. It was, indeed.

Manders. There, you see how exceedingly careful
we ought to be in condemning our fellow-men. But at
the same time it gives one genuine pleasure to find that
one was mistaken. Don’t you think so?

Mrs. Alving. What I think is that you are, and
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Manders. 1?
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Manders (standing by the table). You choose such an
extravagant way of expressing yourself sometimes.
Now I must get these papers together and put them in
my bag., (Does so.) That’s it. And now good-bye, for
the present. Keep your eyes open when Oswald comes
back. I will come back and see you again presently.

()KL akes his hat and goes out by the hall door. MRs.

two‘&'mc sighs, glances out of the window, puls one or
a things tidy in the room and turns to go into the

Mrs. A\i8-r0om. Sheslopsinihe doorway with a stifled cry.)

OSw:zl i gvmg. Oswald, are you still sitting at table!
my cigar. "‘from the dining-room). I am only finishing

turﬂrf.rs- Ah?ging. I thought you had gone out for a little

( Aoﬁﬁdis*{’\/rom within the room). In weather like this?
o ”g‘ and st heard clinking. MRs. ALVING leaves the door
4 v down with her kmitting on the couch by the

:’;:,d; w.) We’w\tsn’t that Mr. Manders that went out just

%xd‘;lv&f \Yes, he has gone over to the Orphanage.
again.) T \(The clink of a bottle on a glass 1s heard
deﬁf,;ofl:lzl)i lc(lwbth an uneasy expression.) Oswald,
stro r’lg. ye careful with that hiqueur. Itis

Oswald. 1t's & got »d protective against the dam

Mrs. Alving. WOUY@dn!’)t you rathgr come in herep ?
you don’t like smoking in there.
1y smoke a cigar in here, certainly.

will come in, then. Just one drop
°s in, smoking a cigar, and shuts
piort silence.) Where has the parson

Oswald. You know
Mprs. Alving. You m:
Oswald. Allright; I
more. There! (Comd
the door after him. A s
gone? ;
Or%]r:;mgimng. ! tofld you he had gone over to the
Oswald. Oh, so y 0"

.2~ Jyou did.
Os%;f(.l. Almng.“{ou shouldn’t sit so long at table,
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Oswald (holding his cigar behind his back). But it's
so nice and cosy, mother dear. (Caresses her with one
hand.) Think what it means to me—to have come home;
to sit at my mother’s own table, in my mother’s own
room, and to enjoy the charming meals she gives me.

Mrs. Alving. My dear, dear boy !

Oswald (a litle impatiently, as he walks up and down
smoking.) And what else is there for me to do here?
I have no occupation—

Mrs. Alving. No occupation ?

Oswald. Not in this ghastly weather, when there isn’t
a blink of sunshine all day long. (Walks up and down
the floor.) Not to be able to work, 1t’s—

Mrs. Alving. 1 don’t believe you were wise to come
home.

Oswald. Yes, mother; I had to.

Mrs. Alving. Because 1 would ten times rather give
up the happiness of having you with me, sooner than
that you should—

Oswald (standing still by the table). Tell me, mother—
is it really such a great happiness for you to have me
at home?

Mrs. Alving. Can you ask?

Oswald (crumpling up a newspaper). I should have
thought it would have been pretty much the same
to you whether I were here or away.

Mrs. Alving. Have you the heart to say that to your
mother, Oswald?

Oswald. But you have been quite happy living without
me so far.

Mrs. Alving. Yes, I have lived without you—that
is true.

(A silence. The dusk falls by degrees. OswaLD walks

restlessly up and down. He has laid aside his cigar.)

Oswald (stopping beside Mrs. ALVING). Mother, may
I sit on the couch beside you?

Mrs. Alving. Of course, my dear boy.

Oswald (sitting down). Now I must tell you some-
thing mother,
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Mrs. Alving (anxiously). What?

Oswald (staring in front of kim). 1 can’t bear it any
longer,

Mrs. Alving. Bear what? What do you mean?

Oswald (as before). I couldn’t bring myself to write
to you about it; and since I have been at home—

Mrs. Alving (catching him by the arm). Oswald, what isit ?

Oswald. Both yesterday and to-day I have tried to
push my thoughts away from me—to free myself from
them. But I can’t.

Mrs. Alving (getting up). You must speak plainly,
Oswald !

Oswald (drawing her down to her seat again). Sit
still, and I will try and tell you. I have made a great
deal of the fatigue I felt after my journey—

Mrs. Alying. Well, what of that?

Oswald. But that isn’t what is the matter. It is no
ordinary fatigue—

Mrs. Alving (trying to get up). You are not il
Oswald!

Oswald (pulling her down again). Sit still; mother. Do
take it quietly. I am not exactly ill—not ill in the usual
sense. (Takes his head in his hands.) Mother, it’s my
mind that has broken down—gone to pieces—I shall
never be able to work any more! (Buries his face in
his hands and throws himself at her knees in an outburst
of sobs.)

Mrs. Alving (pale and trembling). Oswald! Look at
me! No, no, it isn’t truel
* Oswald (looking wup with a distracted expression).
Never to be able to work any more! Never—never!
A living death! Mother, can you imagine anything so
borrible !

Mrs. Alving. My poor unhappy boy? How has this
terrible thing happened?

Oswald (sitting up again). That is just what I cannot
possibly understand. I have never lived recklessly, in
any sense. You must believe that of me, mother!
I have never done that,
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Mys. Alving. 1 haven’t a doubt of it, Oswald.

Oswald. And yet this comes upon me all the same |—
this terrible disaster!

Mys. Alving. Oh, but it will all come right again, my
dear precious boy. It is nothing but overwork. Believe
me, that is so.

Oswald (dully). I thought so too, at first; but it
isn’t so.

Mrs. Alving. Tell me all about it.

Oswald. Yes, I will,

Mrs. Alving. When did you first feel anything?

Oswald. It was just after I had been home last time
and had got back to Paris. I began to feel the most
violent pains in my head—mostly at the back, I think.
It was as if a tight band of iron was pressing on me
from my neck upwards.

Mrs. Alving. And then?

Oswald. At first I thought it was nothing but the head
aches I always used to be so much troubled with while
I was growing.

Mprs. Alving. Yes, yes—

Oswald. But it wasn’t; I soon saw that. I couldn’t
work any longer. I would try and start some big new
picture; but it seemed as if all my faculties had forsaken
me, as if all my strength were paralysed. I couldn’t
manage to collect my thoughts; my head seemed to
swim—everything went round and round. It was a
horrible feeling! At last I sent for a doctor—and from
him I learnt the truth.

Mrs. Alving. In what way, do you mean?

Oswald. He was one of the best doctors there. He
made me describe what I felt, and then he began
to ask me a whole heap of questions which seemed to
me to have nothing to do with the matter. I couldn’t
see what he was driving at—

Mrs. Alving. Well?

Oswald. At last he said: “ You have/had the canker
of disease in you practically from your birth”’—the actual
word he used was * vermoulu.”
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Mpys. Alving (anxiously). What did he mean by that?

Oswald. 1 couldn’t understand, either—and I asked
him for a clearer explanation, And then the old cyric
said—(clenching his fist). Oh!—

Mrs. Alving. What did he say?

Oswald. He said: “ The sins of the fathers are visited
on the children.” T -

Mrs. Alving (geiting up slowly). The sins of the
fathers—!

Oswald. 1 nearly struck him in the face—

Myrs. Alving (walking across the room). The sins of
the fathers—!

Oswald (smiling sadly). Yes, just imagine! Naturally
[ assured him that what he thought was impossible.
But do you think he paid any heed to me? No, he
persisted in his opinion; and 1t was only when I got
out your letters and translated to him all the passages
that referred to my father—

Mrs. Alnng. Well, and then?

Oswald. Well, then of course he had to admit that
he was on the wrong tack; and then I learnt the truth—
the incomprehensible truth! I ought to have had
nothing to do with the joyous happy hife I had lived with
my comrades. It had been too much for my strength,
So it was my own fault!

Mprs. Almng. No, no, Oswald! Don’t believe that!

Oswald. There was no other explanation of it possible,
he said. That is the most horrible part of it. My whole
life incurably ruined—justbecause of my own imprudence,
All that I wanted to do in the world—not to dare to
think of it any more—not to be able to think of it!l
Oh! if only I could live my life over again—if only I
could undo what I have done! (Throws himself on his
face on the couch. MRs. ALVING wrings her hands, and
walks up and down silently fighting with herself.)

Oswald (looks up after a while, raising himself on his
elbows). If only\it had been something I had inherited—
something I could not help. But, instead of that, to
have disgracefully, stupidly, thoughtlessly thrown away
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one’s happiness, one’s health, everything in the world—
one’s future, one’s life—

Mrs. Alnng. No, no, my darling boy; that is
impossible! (Bending over him.) Things are not so
desperate as you think. - ’

Oswald. Ah,you don’t know—. (Springsup.) And to
think, mother, that I should bring all this sorrow
upon you! Many a time I have almost wished and
hoped that you really did not care so very much for
me.

Mrs. Alving. 1, Oswald? My only son! All that I
have in the world! The only thing I care about!

Oswald (taking hold of her hands and kissing them).
Yes, yes, I know that is so. When I am at home I know
that is true. And that is one of the hardest parts of
it to me. But now you know all about it; and now we
won’t talk any more about it to-day. I can’t stand
thinking about it long at a time. (Walks across the
room.) Let me have something to drink, mother!

Mrs. Alving. To drink? What do you want?

Oswald. Oh, anything you like. I suppose you have
got some punch 1n the house.

Mrs. Alving. Yes, but my dear Oswald—|

Oswald. Don’t tell me I mustn’t, mother. Do be
nice! I must have something to drown these gnawing
thoughts. (Goes into the conservatory.) And how—how
gloomy it is here! (MRs. ALVING rings the bell.) And
this incessant rain. It may go on week after week—a
whole month. Never a ray of sunshine. I don’t remember
ever having seen the sun shine once when I have been
at home.

Mrs. Alving. Oswald—you are thinking of going away
from mel .

Oswald. Hm |—(sighs deeply). T am not thinking about
anything. I can’t think about anything! (In a low
voice.) 1 have to let that alone.

Regina (coming from the dining-room). Did you ring,
ma’am?

Mrs. Alving. Yes, let us have the lamp in,
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Regina. In a moment, ma’am; it is all ready lit.
(Goes out.)
Mys. Alving (going up to OswarLp). Oswald, don’t keep
anything back from me.
Oswald. I don’t, mother. (Goes to the table) It
seems to me I have told you a good lot.
(REGINA brings the lamp and puts it upon the table.)
Mrs. Alying. Regina, you mught bring us a small
bottle of champagne.
Regina. Yes, ma’am. (Goes out.)
Oswald (taking hold of his mother’s face). That’s
right. I knew my mother wouldn’tlet herson go thirsty.
Mrs. Alving. My poor dear boy, how could I refuse
you anything now ?
Oswald (eagerly). Is that true, mother? Do you mean
it?
Mys. Alving. Mean what?
Oswald. That you couldn’t deny me anything ?
Mys. Alving. My dear Oswald—
Oswald. Hush!
(REGINA brings in a tray with a small bottle of cham-
pagne and two glasses, which she puts on the table.)
Regina. Shall I open the bottle?
Oswald. No, thank you, I will do it.
(REGINA goes out.)
Mrs. Alving (sitting down at the table). What did you
mean, when you asked if I could refuse you nothing?
Oswald (busy opening the bottle). Let us have a glass
first—or two. .
(He draws the cork, fills one glass and is going to fill the
other.)
Mrs. Alving (holding her hand over the second glass).
No, thanks—not for me.
Oswald. Oh, well, for me then! (He empties his glass,
fills it again and empties it; then sits down at the table.)
Mrs. Alving (expectantly). Now, tell me.
Oswald (without looking at her). Tell me this; I thought
you and Mr. Manders seemed so strange—so quiet—at
dinner,
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Mys. Alving. Did you notice that?

Oswald. Yes. Ahem! (After a short pause.) Tell
me—what do you think of Regina ?

Mrs. Alving. What do I think of her?

Oswald. Yes, isn’t she splendid |

Mrs. Alving. Dear Oswald, you don’t know her as well
as I do—

Oswald. What of that?

Mprs. Alving. Regina was too long at home, unfor-
tunately. I ought to have taken her under my charge
sooner.

Oswald. Yes, but isn’t she splendid to look at, mother ?
(Flls his glass.)

Mrs. Alving. Regina has many serious faults—

Oswald. Yes, but what of that? (Drinks.)

Mrs. Alving. But I am fond of her, all the same; and
I have made myself responsible for her. I wouldn’t for
the world she should come to any harm.

Oswald (jumping up). Mother, Regina is my only hope
of salvation!

Mrs. Alving (getting up). What do you mean ?

Oswald. 1 can’t go on bearing all this agony of mind
alone.

Mrs. Alving, Haven’t you your mother to help you to
bear it ?

Oswald. Yes, I thought so; that was why I came
home to you. Butitisno use;Iseethatitisn’t. Ican-
not spend my life here.

Mrs. Alving. Oswald!

Oswald. I must live a different sort of life, mother;
so0 I shall have to go away from you. I don’t want you
watching it.

Mrs. Alving. My unhappy boy! But, Oswald, as
long as you are ill like this—

Oswald. If it was only a matter of feeling ill, I would
stay with you, mother. You are the best friend I have
in the world.

Myrs. Alving. Yes, I am that, Oswald, am I not?

Oswald (walking restlessly about). But all this torment
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—the regret, the remorse—and the deadly fear. Oh—
this hornble fear |

Mrs. Alving (following him). Fear? Fear of what?
What do you mean?

Oswald. Oh, don’t ask me any more about it. I don’t
know what it is. I can’t put it into words. (Mrs.
ALVING crosses the room and rings the bell.) What do you
want ?

Mys. Alving. I want my boy to be happy, that’s what
I want. He mustn’t brood over anything. (To RE-
GINA, who has come o the door.) More champagne—a
large bottle.

Oswald. Mother|

Mrs. Alving. Do you think we country people don’t
know how to live?

Oswald. Isn’t she splendid to look at? What a
figure! And the picture of health!

Mrs. Alving (sstting down at the table). Sit down,
Oswald, and let us have a quiet talk,

Oswald (sitting down). You don’t know, mother, that
I owe Regina a httle reparation.

Mys. Alving. You!

Oswald. Ob, it was only a little thoughtlessness—call
it what you like. Something quite innocent, anyway.
The last time I was home—

Mys. Alving. Yes?

Oswald. —she used often to ask me questions about
Pans, and I told her one thing and another about the
life there. And I remember saying one day: “ Wouldn’t
you like to go there yourself? ”

Mrs. Alving. Well?

Oswald. 1 saw her blush, and she said: * Ves, I
should like to very much.” “ All right,” I said, “1
daresay it might be managed "—or something of that
sort.

Mrs. Alving. And then?

Oswald. 1 naturally had forgotten all about it; but
the day before yesterday I happened to ask her if she
was glad I was to be so long at home—
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Mys. Alving. Well ?

Oswald. —and she looked so queerly at me, and asked:
* But what is to become of my trip to Paris? ”

Mrs. Alving. Her trip!

Oswald. And then I got it out of her that she had
taken the thing seriously, and had been thinking about
me all the time, and had set herself to learn French—

Mys. Alving. So that was why—

Oswald. Mother—when I saw this fine, splendid,
handsome girl standing there in front of me—I had
never paid any attention to her before then—but now,
when she stood there as if with open arms ready for me
to take her to myself—

Mys. Alving. Oswald |

Oswald. —then I realised that my salvation lay in
her, for I saw the joy of life in her.

Mrs. Alving {starizng back). The joy of life—? Is
there salvation in that?

Regina (coming in from the dining-room with a bottle
of champagne). Excuse me for being so long; but I had
to go to the cellar. (Puts the bottle down on the table.)

Oswald. Bring another glass, too.

Regina (looking at him in astonishment). The mis-
tress’s glass is there, sir.

Oswald. Yes, but fetch one for yourself, Regina,
(REGINA starts, and gives a quick shy glance at MRs,
ArLving.) Well?

Regina (in a low and hesstating voice). Do you wish
me to, ma’am?

Mrs. Alving. Fetch the glass, Regina. (REGINA goes
into the dining-room.)

Oswald (looking after her). Have you noticed how well
she walks ?—so firmly and confidently |

Mys. Alving. It cannot be, Oswald.

Oswald. 1t is settled. You must see that, It is no
use forbidding it. (REGINA comes in with a glass, which
she holds in her hand.) Sit down, Regina, (REGINA
looks questioningly at MRrs. ALVING.)

Mrs. Alving. Sit down. (REGINA sits down on a chair
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near the dining-room door, still holding the glass in her
hand.) Oswald, what was it you were saying about the
joy of life ?

Oswald. Ah, mother—the joy of life! You don’t
know very much about that at home here. I shall
never realise it here.

Mrs. Alving. Not even when you are with me ?

Oswald. Never at home. But you can’t understand
that.

Mrs. Alving. Yes, indeed I almost think I do under-
stand you—now.

Oswald. That—and the joy of work. They are really
the same thing at bottom, But you don’t know any-
thing about that either.

Myrs. Alving. Perhaps you are right. Tell me some
more about it, Oswald.

Oswald. Well, all I mean is that here people are
brought up to believe that work is a curse and a punish-
ment for sin, and that life is a state of wretchedness and
that the sooner we can get out of it the better.

Mrs. Alving. A vale of tears, yes. And we quite con-
scientiously make it so.

Oswald. But the people over there will have none of
that. There is no one there who really believes doc-
trines of that kind any longer. Over there the mere fact
of being alive is thought to be a matter for exultant
happiness. Mother, have you noticed that everything
I have painted has turned upon the joy of life P—always
upon the joy of life, unfailingly. There is light there,
and sunshine, and a holiday feehng—and people’s faces
beaming with happiness. That is why Iam afraid to
stay at home here with you.

Mrs. Alving. Afraid? What are you afraid of here,
with me?

Oswald. 1 am afraid that all these feelings that are so
strong in me would degenerate into something ugly
here.

Mrs. Alving (looking steadily at him). Do you think
that is what would happen?
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Oswald. T am certain it would. Even 1t one lived the
same life at home here, as over there—it would never
really be the same life.

Mrs. Alving (who has listened anxiously to him, gets up
with a thoughtful expression and says:) Now I see
clearly how it all happened.

Oswald. What do you see?

Mys. Alving. I see it now for the first time. And now
I can speak.

Oswald (getting up). Mother, I don’t understand you.

Regina (who has got up also). Perhaps I had better go.

Mys. Alving. No, stay here. Now I can speak. Now,
myson, youshallknow the wholetruth. Oswald ! Regina |

Oswald. Hush |—here is the parson—

(MANDERS comes in by the hall door.)

Manders. Well, my friends, we have been spending
an edifying time over there.

Oswald. So have we.

Manders. Engstrand must have help with his Sailors’
Home. Regina must go home with him and give him her
assistance.

Regina. No, thank you, Mr. Manders.

Manders (perceiving her for the first time). What—?
You in here ?—and with a wineglass in your hand !

Regina (putting down the glass hastly). I beg your
pardon—

Oswald. Regina is going away with me, Mr. Manders,

Manders. Going away! With you!

Oswald. Yes, as my wife—if she insists on that.

Manders. But, good heavens—! |

Regina. It is not my fault, Mr. Manders.

Oswald. Or else she stays here if I stay.

Regina (involuntarily). Here!

Manders. 1 am amazed at you, Mrs. Alving,

Mrs. Alving. Neither of those things will happen, for
now I can speak openly.

Manders. But you won’t do that! No, no, no!

Mrs. Alving. Yes, I can and I will. And without
destroying any one’s ideals.
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Oswald. Mother, what is it that is being concealed
from me?

Regina (listening). Mrs. Alving! Listen! They are
shouting outside.

(Goes into the conservatory and looks out.)

Oswald (going to the window on the left). What can be
the matter? Where does that glare come from ?

Regina (calls out). The Orphanage is on fire!

Mprs. Alving (gosng to the window). On fire?

Manders. On fire? Impossible. I was there just
& moment ago.

Oswald. Where is my hat? Oh, never mind that.
Father’s Orphanage— |

(Runs out through the garden door.)

Mrs. Alving. My shawl, Regina! The whole place is
in flames.

Manders. How terrible! Mrs. Alving, that fire is a
judgment on this house of sin !

Mrs. Alying. Quite so. Come, Regina.

(She and REGINA hurry out.)
Manders (clasping his hands). And no insurancel
(Follows them out.)

ACT 111

(The same sceme. All the doors are standing open.
The lamp is still burning on the table. It is dark out-
side, except for a faint glimmer of light seen through the
windows at the back. MRs. ALVING, with a shawl over
her head, is standing in the conservatory, looking out.
REGINA, also wrapped in a shawl, is standing a litle
behind her.)

Mrs. Alving. Everything burnt—down to the ground.

Regina. It is burning still in the basement.

Mzys. Alving. 1 can’t think why Oswald doesn’t come
back. There is no chance of saving anything.

Regina. Shall I go and take his hat to him ?
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Mrys. Alving. Hasn’t he even got his hat?

Regina (pointing to the hall). No, there it is, hanging
up.
Mrs. Alving. Never mind. He is sure to come back
soon. I will go and see what heisdoing. (Goes out by the
garden door. MANDERS comes in from the hall.)

Manders. Isn’t Mrs. Alving here?

Regina. She has just this moment gone down into the
garden,

Manders. 1 have never spent such a terrible night in
my life.

Regina. Isn’t it a shocking misfortune, sir |

Manders. Oh, don’t speak about it. I scarcely dare
to think about it.

Regina. But how can it have happened ?

Manders. Don’t ask me, Miss Engstrand! How
should I know? Are you going to suggest too—?
Isn’t it enough that your father—?

Regina. What has he done?

Manders. He has nearly driven me crazy.

Engstrand (coming 1n from the hall). Mr. Manders— !

Manders (turning round with a star!). Have you even
followed me here! .

Engstrand. Yes, God help us all—! Great heavens!
What a dreadful thing, your reverence !

Manders (walking up and down). Oh dear, oh dear!

Regina. What do you mean?

Engstrand. Our little prayer-meeting was the cause
of it all, don’t you see? (Aside, to REGINA.) Now we've
got the old fool, my girl. (Aloud.) And to think it is
my fault that Mr. Manders should be the cause of such a
thing !

Manders. 1 assure you, Engstrand—

Engstrand. But there was no one else carrying a light
there except you, sir.

Manders (standing still). Yes, so you say. But I
have no clear recollection of having had a light in my
hand.

Engstrand. But 1 saw quite distinctly your reverence
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Oswald. Mother, what is it that is being concealed
from me?

Regina (listening). Mrs. Alving! Listen! They are
shouting outside.

(Goes into the conservatory and looks out.)

Oswald (going to the window on the left). What can be
the matter? Where does that glare come from?

Regina (calls out). The Orphanage is on fire!

Mrs. Alving (going to the window). On fire?

Manders. On fire? Impossible. I was there just
& moment ago.

Oswald. Where is my hat? Oh, never mind that.
Father’s Orphanage— |

(Runs out through the garden door.)

Mpys. Alving. My shawl, Regina! The whole place is
in flames.

Manders. How terrible! Mrs. Alving, that fire is a
judgment on this house of sin!

Mrs. Aluing. Quite so. Come, Regina.

(She and REGINA hurry out.)
M anders (clasping his hands). And no insurance!l
(Follows them out.)

ACT III

(The same scene. All the doors are standing open.
The lamp is still burning on the table. It is dark out-
side, except for a faint glimmer of light seen through the
windows at the back. MRs. ALVING, with a shawl over
her head, is standing in the conservatory, looking out.
REGINA, also wrapped in a shawl, is standing a litile
behind her.)

Mrs. Alving. Everything burnt—down to the ground.

Regina. It is burning still in the basement.

Mrs. Alving. 1 can’t think why Oswald doesn’t come
back. There is no chance of saving anything,.

Regina. Shall I go and take his hat to him?
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Mys. Alving. Hasn’t he even got his hat ?

Regina (pointing to the hall). No, there it is, hanging
up.
Mys. Alving. Never mind. He is sure to come back
soon. I will goand see what he isdoing. (Goes out by the
garden door. MANDERS comes tn from the hall.)

Manders. Isn’t Mrs. Alving here ?

Regina. She has just this moment gone down into the
garden.

Manders. T have never spent such a terrible night in
my life.

Regina. Isn’t it a shocking misfortune, sir!

Manders. Oh, don’t speak about it. I scarcely dare
to think about it.

Regina. But how can it have happened ?

Manders. Don’t ask me, Miss Engstrand! How
should I know? Are you going to suggest too—?
Isn’t it enough that your father—?

Regina. What has he done?

Manders. He has nearly driven me crazy.

Engstrand (coming in from the hall). Mr. Manders— |

Manders (turning round with a start). Have you even
followed me here! .

Engstrand. Yes, God help us all—] Great heavens!
What a dreadful thing, your reverence!

Manders (walking up and down). Oh dear, oh dear!

Regina. What do you mean?

Engstrand. Our little prayer-meeting was the cause
of it all, don’t you see? (Aside, to REGINA.) Now we've
got the old fool, my girl. (Aloud.) And to think it is
my fault that Mr. Manders should be the cause of such a
thing |

Mgandm. I assure you, Engstrand—

Engstrand. But there was no one else carrying a light
there except you, sir.

Manders (standing still). Yes, so you say. But I
have no clear recollection of having had a light in my
band.

Engsirand. But I saw quite distinctly your reverence
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take a candle and snuff it with your fingers and throw
away the burning bit of wick among the shavings.

Manders. Did you see that?

Engstrand. Yes, distinctly.

Manders. I can’t understand it at all. It is never
my habit to snuff a candle with my fingers.

Engstrand. Yes, it wasn’t like you to do that, sir. But
who would have thought it could be such a dangerous
thing to do?

Manders (walking restlessly backwards and forwards).
Oh, don’t ask me!

Engstrand (following him about). And you hadn’t
insured it either, had you, sir ?

Manders. No, no, no; you heard me say so.

Engstrand. You hadn’t insured it—and then went
and set light to the whole place! Good Lord, what bad
luck !

Manders (wiping the perspiration from his forehead).
You may well say so, Engstrand.

Engstrand. And that it should happen to a charitable
institution that would have been of service both to the
town aund the country, so to speak! The newspapers
won’t be very kind to your reverence, I expect.

Manders. No, that is just what I am thinking of.
It is almost the worst part of the whole thing. The
spiteful attacks and accusations—it is horrible to think of |

Mrs. Alving (coming in from the garden). I can’t get
him away from the fire.

Manders. Oh, there you are, Mrs. Alving.

Myrs. Alving. You will escape having to make your
inaugural address now, at all events, Mr. Manders.

Manders. Oh, I would so gladly have—

Mrs. Alving (in a dull vorce). It is just as well it has
happened. This Orphanage would never have come
to any good.

Manders. Don’t you think so?

Mys. Alving. Do you?

Manders. But it is none the less an extraordinary
piece of ill luck,
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Mrs. Alving. We will discuss it simply as a business
matter.—Are you waiting for Mr. Manders, Engs-
strand ?

Engstrand (at the hall door). Yes, I am.

Mprs. Alving. Sit down then, while you are waiting.

Engstrand. Thank you, I would rather stand.

Mrs. Alving (to MaNDERs). I suppose you are going
by the boat?

Manders. Yes. It goesin about an hour.

Mys. Alving. Please take all the documents back with
you. I don’t want to hear another word about the
matter. I have something else to think about now—

Manders. Mrs. Alving—

Mprs. Alving. Later on I will send you a power of
attorney to deal with it exactly as you please.

Manders. 1 shall be most happy to undertake that.
I am afraid the original intention of the bequest will
have to be entirely altered now.

Mrs. Alving. Of course.

* Manders. Provisionally, I should suggest this way
of disposing of it. Make over the Solvik property to
the parish. The land is undoubtedly not without a
certain value; it will always be useful for some purpose
or another. And as for the interest on the remaining
capital that is on deposit in the bank, possibly I might
make suitable use of that in support of some under-
taking that promises to be of use to the town.

Mrs. Alving. Do exactly as you please. The whole
thing is a matter of indifference to me now.

Engstrand. You will think of my Sailors’ Home, Mr,
Manders ?

Manders. Yes, certainly, that is a suggestion. But
we must consider the matter carefully.

Engstrand (aside). Consider l—devil take it! Oh Lord.

Manders (sighing). And unfortunately I can’t tell
how much longer I may have anything to do with the
matter—whether public opinion may not force me to
retire from it altogether. That depends entirely upon
the result of the enquiry into the cause of the fire.

1
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Mys. Alving. What do you say?

Manders, And one cannot in any way reckon upon
the result beforehand.

Engstrand (going nearer to him). Yes, indeed one canj
because here stand I, Jacob Engstrand.

Manders. Quite so, but—

Engstrand (lowering his voice). And Jacob Engstrand
isn’t the man to desert a worthy benefactor in the hour
of need, as the saying is.

Manders. Yes, but, my dear fellow—how—?

Engstrand. You might say Jacob Engstrand is an
angel of salvation, so to speak, your reverence.

Manders. No, no, I couldn’t possibly accept that,

Engstrand. That’s how it will be, all the same. I
know some one who has taken the blame for some one
else on his shoulders before now, I do.

Manders. Jacob! (Grasps his hand.) You are one in
a thousand! You shall have assistance in the matter
of your Sailors’ Home, you may rely upon that.

(ENGSTRAND tries to thank him, but is prevented by

emotion.)

Manders (hanging his wallet over kis shoulder). Now
we must be off. We will travel together.

ngstrand (by the dining-room door, says aside to
recINA). Come with me, you hussy! You shall be as
cosv as the yolk in an egg !

Regina (tossing her head). Merci !

(She goes out into the hall and brings back MANDERS'

luggage.)

Manders. Good-bye, Mrs. Alving! And may the
spirit of order and of what is lawful speedily enter into
this house.

Mys. Alving. Good-bye, Mr. Manders.

(She goes into the conservatory, as she sees OSWALD

coming in by the garden door.)

Engstrand (as he and REGINA are helping MANDERS
on with his coat). Good-bye my child. And if anything
should happen to you, you tnow where Jacob Engstrand
is to be found: (Lowering his voice.) Little Harbour
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Street, ahem—! (To MRrs. ALVING and OswaLD.) And
my house for poor seafaring men shall be called the
¢ Alving Home,” it shall. And, if I can carry out my
own ideas about it, I shall make bold to hope that it
may be worthy of bearing the late Mr. Alving’s name.

Manders (at the door). Ahem—ahem! Come along, my
dear Engstrand. Good-bye—good-bye!

(He and ENGSTRAND go out by the hall door.)

Oswald (going to the table). What house was he speaking
about?

Mrs. Alving. 1 believe it is some sort of a Home that
he and Mr. Manders want to start.

Oswald. It will be burnt up just like this one.

Mrs. Alving. What makes you think that?

Oswald. Everything will be burnt up; nothing will be
left that is in memory of my father. Here am I being
burnt up, too. N

(REGINA looks at him in alarm.)

Mrs. Alving. Oswald! You should not have stayed
so long over there, my poor boy.

Oswald (sitting down at the table). 1 almost believe you
are right.

Mrs. Alving. Let me dry your face, Oswald; you are
all wet. (Wipes his face with her handkerchief.)

. Oswald (looking straight before him, with no expression
in his eyes). Thank you, mother.

Mrs. Alving. And aren’t you tired, Oswald? Don’t
you want to go to sleep ?

Oswald (uneasily). No, no—not to sleep! I never
sleep; I only pretend to. (Gloomily.) That will come
soon enough.

Mrs. Alving (looking at him anxiously), Anyhow you
are really ill, my darling boy.

Regina (intently). Is Mr. Alving ill?

. Oswald (impatiently). And do shut all the doors!
This deadly fear—

Mrs. Alving. Shut the doors, Regina. (REGINA shuts
the doors and remains standing by the hall door. MRs.
ALVING takes off her shawl; REGINA does the same. Mgs..
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ALVING draws up a chair near to OSWALD’S and sits down
beside him.) That’s it! Now I will sit beside you—

Oswald. Yes, do. And Regina must stay in here toos
Regina must always be near me. You must give me a
helping hand, you know, Regina. Won’t you do that?

Regina. I don’t understand—

Mrs. Alying. A helping hand

Oswald. Yes—when there is need for it.

Mprs. Alving. Oswald, have you not your mother to
give you a helping hand ?

Oswald. You? (Smales.) No, mother, you will never give
me the kind of helping hand I mean. (Laughs grimly.)
You! Ha, ha! (Looks gravely at her.) After all, you have
the best right. (Impetuously.) Why don’t you call
me by my Christian name, Regina? Why don’t you say
Oswald ?

Regina (in a low wvoice). T did not think Mrs. Alving
would like it.

Mrs. Alving. It will not be long before you have the
right to do it. Sit down here now beside us, too. (RE-
GINA sits down quietly and hesitatingly at the other side of
the table) And now, my poor tortured boy, I am
going to take the burden off your mind—

Oswald. You, mother?

Mrs. Alving. —all that you call remorse and regret
and self-reproach.

Oswald. And you think you can do that?

Mrs. Alving. Yes, now I can, Oswald. A little while
ago you were talking about the joy of life, and what you
said seemed to shed a new light upon everything in my
whole life.

Oswald (shaking his head). 1 don’t in the least under-
stand what you mean.

Mrs. Alving. You should have known your father
in his young days in the army. He was full of the joy
of life, I can tell you.

Oswald. Yes, I know,

Mys. Alving. It gave me a holiday feeling only to look
at him, full of irrepressible energy and exuberant spirits.
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Oswald. What then?

Mrs. Alving. Well, then this boy, full of the joy of
life—for he was just like a boy, then—had to make his
home in a second-rate town which had none of the joy
of life to offer him, but only dissipations. He had to
come out here and live an aimless hife; he had only an
official post. He had no work worth devoting his whole
mind to; he had nothing more than official routine to
attend to. He had not a single companion capable of
appreciating what the joy of life meant; nothing but
idlers and tipplers—

Oswald. Mother—

Mys. Alving. And so the inevitable happened |

Oswald. What was the inevitable ?

Mrs. Alving. You said yourself this evening what
would happen n your case if you stayed at home.

Oswald. Do you mean by that, that father—?

Mrs. Alving. Your poor father never found any outlet
for the overmastering joy of life that was in him, And
I brought no holiday spirit into his home, either.

Oswald. You didn’t, either?

Mrs. Alving. I had been taught about duty, and the
sort of thing that I believed in so long here. Everything
seemed to turn upon duty—my duty, or his duty—and
I am afraid I made your poor father’s home unbearable
to him, Oswald,

Oswald. Why did you never say anything about it
to me in your letters ?

Mrs. Alving. 1 never looked at it as a thing I could
speak of to you, who were his son.

Oswald. What way did you look at it, then?

Mps. Alving. 1 only saw the one fact, that your father
was a lost man before ever you were born.

Oswald (in a choking voice). Ah— | (He gets up and
goes to the window.)

Mrs. Alving. And then I had the one thought in my
mind, day and night, that Regina in fact had as good a
right in this house—as my own boy had.

Oswald (turns round suddenly). Regina—p
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Regina (gets up and asks in choking tones). I—?

Mrs. Alving. Yes, now you both know it.

Oswald. Reginal

Regina (to herself). So mother was one of that sort
too.

Mrs. Alving, Your mother had many good qualities,
Regina.

Regina. Yes, but she was one of that sort too, all the
same. I have even thought so myself, sometimes, but—.
Then, if you please, Mrs. Alving, may I have permission
to leave at once?

Mrs. Alving. Do you really wish to, Regina ?

Regina. Yes, indeed, I certainly wish to.

Myrs. Alving. Of course you shall do as you like, but—

Oswald (going up to REGINA). Leave now? This is
your home.

Regina. Merci, Mr. Alving—oh, of course I may say
Oswald now, but that is not the way I thought it would
become allowable,

Mrs. Alving. Regina, I have not been open with you—

Regina. No, I can’t say you havel If I had known
Oswald was ill—. And now that there can never be
anything serious between us—, No, I really can’t stay
here in the country and wear myself out looking after
invahds.

Oswald. Not even for the sake of one who has so near
& claim on you?

Regina. No, indeed I can’t. A poor girl must make
some use of her youth, otherwise she may easily find
herself out in the cold before she knows where she is,
And I have got the joy of life in me too, Mrs. Alving!

Mrs. Alving. Yes, unfortunately; but don’t throw
yourself away, Regina.

Regina. Oh, what’s going to happen will happen. If
Oswald takes after his father, it is just as likely I take
after my mother, I expect.—May I ask, Mrs. Alving,
whether Mr. Manders knows this about me ?

Mrs. Alving. Mr. Manders knows everything.

Regina (putting on her shawl). Oh, well then, the best
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thing I can do is to get away by the boat as soon as I can.
Mr. Manders is such a nice gentleman to deal with; and
it certainly seems to me that I have just as much right
tosome of that money as he—as that horrid carpenter.

Mrs. Alving. You are quite welcome to it, Regina.

Regina (looking at her fixedly). You might as well
have brought me up like a gentleman’s daughter; it
would have been more suitable. (Tosses her head.)
Oh, well-—never mind! (With a bitter glance at the un-
opened bottle.) 1 daresay some day I shall be drinking
champagne with gentlefolk, after all.

Mrs. Alving. If ever you need a home, Regina, come
to me.

Regina. No, thank you, Mrs. Alving. Mr. Manders
takes an interest in me, I know. And if things should
go very badly with me, I know one house at any rate
where I shall feel at home.

Myrs. Alving. Where is that?

Regina. In the *“ Alving Home.”

Mrs. Alving. Regina—I can see quite well—you are
going to your ruin !

Regina. Pooh!—good-bye.

(She bows to them and goes out through the hall.)

Oswald (standing by the window and looking out). Has
she gone?

Myrs. Alving. Yes.

Oswald (mutlering to himself). 1 think it’s all wrong.

Mrs. Alving (going up to him from behind and putting
her hands on his shoulders). Oswald, my dear boy—has
it been a great shock to you?

Oswald (turning his face towards her). All this about
father, do you mean ?

Mrys. Alving. Yes, about your unhappy father, Iam
so afraid it may have been too much for you.

Oswald. What makes you think that? Naturally it
has taken me entirely by surprise; but, after all, I don’t
know that it matters much to me.

Mrs. Alving (drawing back her hands). Doesn’t matter |
—that your father’s life was such a terrible failure!
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Oswald. Of course I can feel sympathy for him, just
as I would for anyone else, but—

Mys. Alving. No more than that! For your own
father |

Oswald (impatienily). Father—father! I never knew
anything of my father. I don’t remember anything
else about him except that he once made me sick.

Mrs. Alving. It is dreadful to think of I—But surely
a child should feel some affection for his father, what-
ever happens?

Oswald. When the child has nothing to thank his
father for? When he has never known him? Do you
really cling to that antiquated superstition—you, who
are so brozd-minded in other things ?

Mrs. Alving. You call it nothing but a superstition !

Oswald. Yes, and you can see that for yourself quite
well, mother. It is one of those beliefs that are put into
circulation in the world, and—

Myrs. Alving. Ghosts of beliefs !

Oswald (walking across the room). Yes, you might call
them ghosts.

Mrs. Alving (with an outburst of feeling). Oswald—then
you don’t love me either!

Oswald. You I know, at any rate—

Mrs. Alving. You know me, yes; but is that all ?

Oswald. And I know how fond you are of me, and I
ought to be grateful to you for that. Besides, you can
be so tremendously useful to me, now that I am ill.

Mrs. Alving. Yes, can’t I, Oswald! I could almost
bless your illness, as it has driven you home to me. For
I see quite well that you are not my very own yet; you
must be won.

Oswald (impatiently). Yes, yes, yes; all that is just a
way of talking. You must remember I am a sick man,
mother. I can’t concern myself much with anyone else;
I have enough to do, thinking about myself.

Mrs. Alving (gently). I will be very good and patient,

Oswald. And cheerful too, mother!

Mys. Alving. Yes, my dear boy, you are quite right,
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(Goes up to him.) Now have I taken away all your re-
morse and self-reproach ?

Oswald. Yes, you have done that. But who will take
away the fear?

Mys. Alving. The fear?

Oswald (crossing the room). Regina would have done it
for one kind word.

Mys. Alving. I don’t understand you. What fear
do you mean—and what has Regina to do with it?

Oswald. Is it very late, mother ?

Mys. Alving. It 1s early morning. (Looks out through
the conservatory windows.) The dawn is breaking already
on the heights. And the sky is clear, Oswald. In a
little while you will see the sun.

Oswald. 1 am glad of that. After all, there may be
many things yet for me to be glad of and to live for—

Mrs. Alving. 1 should hope so !

Oswald. Even if I am not able to work—

Myrs. Alving. You will soon find you are able to work
again now, my dear boy. You have no longer all those
painful depressing thoughts to brood over.

Oswald. No, it is a good thing that you have been
able to rid me of those fancies. If only, now, I
could overcome this one thing—. (Sits down on the
couch.) Let ushave a little chat, mother.

Mrs. Alving. Yes, let us. (Pushes an armchair near
to the couch and sits down beside him.)

Oswald. The sun is rising—and you know all about it;
so I don’t feel the fear any longer.

Mrs. Alving. 1 know all about what?

Oswald (without listening to her). Mother, isn’t it the
case that you said this evening there was nothing in
the world you would not do for me if I asked you?

Mrs. Alving. Yes, certainly I said so.

Oswald. And will you be as good as your word,
mother?

Mys. Alving. You may rely upon that, my own dear
boy. I bave nothing else to live for, but you.

Oswald. Yes, yes; well, listen to me, mother, You
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are very strong-minded, I know. I want you to sit
quite quiet when you hear what I am going to tell you,

Mys. Alving. But what is this dreadful thing—?

Oswald. You mustn’t scream. Do you hear?. Will
you promise me that? We are going to sit and talk it
over quite quietly. Will you promise me that, mother?

Mrs, Alving. Yes, yes, I promise—only tell me what
it is.

Oswald. Well, then, you must know that this fatigue
of mine—and my not being able to think about my work
—all that is not really the illness itself—

Mrs. Alving. What is the illness itself ?

Oswald. What I am suffering from is_hereditary; it—
\touches his forehead, and speaks very—guielly)—it hes
here.

Mrys. Alving (almost speechless). Oswald! No—no!

Oswald. Don’t scream; I can’t stand it. Yes, I tel)
you, it lies here, waiting. And any time, any moment,
1t may break out.

Mrs. Alving. How horrible—1

Oswald. Do keep quiet. That is the state I am in—

Mys. Alving (springing up). It isn’t true, Oswald
It is impossible ! It can’t be that!

Oswald. I had one attack while I was abroad. It
passed off quickly. But when I learnt the condition
I had been in, then this dreadful haunting fear took pos-
session of me.

Mrys. Alving. That was the fear, then—

Oswald. Yes, it is so indescribably horrible, you know,
If only it had been an ordinary mortal disease—. Iam
not so much afraid of dying; though, of course, I should
like to live as long as I can.

Mrs. Alving. Yes, yes, Oswald, you must !

Oswald. But this is so appallingly horrible. To
become like a helpless child again—to have to be fed,
to have to be—. Oh, it’s unspeakable!

Mrs. Alving. My child has his mother to tend him.

Oswald (jumping up). No, never; that is just what I
won’t endure! I dare not think what it would mean to
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linger on like that for years—to get old and grey like that.
And you might die before I did. (Sits down in Mgs.
ALVING’S chatr.) Because it doesn’t necessarily have a
fatal end quickly, the doctor said. He called it a kind
of softening of the brain—or something of that sort.
(Smiles mournfully.) 1 think that expression sounds so
nice. It always makes me think of cherry-coloured vel-
vet curtains—something that is soft to stroke,

Mrs. Alving (with a scream). Oswald |

Oswald (jumps up and walks about the room). And now
you have taken Regina from me! If I had only had her.
She would have given me a helping hand, I know.

Myrs. Alving (going up to him). What do you mean, my
darling boy? Is there any help in the world I would
not be willing to give you?

Oswald. When I had recovered from the attack I had
abroad, the doctor told me that when it recurred—and it
will recur—there would be no more hope. e

Mys. Alving. And he was heartless enough to—

Oswald. 1 insisted on knowing. I told him I had
arrangements to make—. (Smiles cunningly.) And so
I had. (Takes a small box from his inner breasi-pocket.)
Mother, do you see this ?

Mrs. Alving. Whatisit?,,, ‘), 5 o

Oswald. Morphia powders. '+ 7 "0’

Mys. Alving (looking at him in lerror). Oswald—my
boy! ‘

Oswald. I have twelve of them saved up—

Mrs. Alving (snatching at it). Give me the box, Oswald |

Oswald. Not yet, mother. (Puls it back in his pocket.)
* Mys. Alving. 1 shall never get over this!

Oswald. You must. If I had had Regina here now, I
would have told her quietly how things stand with me—
and asked her to give me this last helping hand. She
would have helped me, I am certain, ~

Mys. Alving. Never!

Oswald. 1f this horrible thing had come upon me and
she had seen me lying helpless, like & baby, past help,
past saving, past hope—with no chance of recovering—
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Mrs. Alving. Never in the world would Regina have
done it.

Oswald. Regina would have done it. Regina was so
splendidly light-hearted. And she would very soon
have tired of looking after an invalid like me.

Mys. Alving. Then thank heaven Regina is not here!

Oswald. Well, now you have got to give me that help-
ing hand, mother.

Myrs. Alving (with a loud scream). 11

Oswald. Who has a better right than you?

Mrs. Alving. 1! Your mother !

Oswald. Just for that reason.

Mrs. Almng. 1, who gave you your life!

Oswald. 1 never asked you for life. And what kind
of a life was it that you gave me? I don’t want it!
You shall take it back!

Mrs. Alving. Help! Help! (Runs into the hall.)

Oswald (following her). Don’t leave me! Where are
you going ?

Mrs. Alving (in the hall). To fetch the doctor to you,
Oswald! Let me out!

Oswald (going into the kall). You shan’t go out. And
no one shall come in. (Turns the key in the lock.)

Mrs. Alving (coming in again). Oswald! Oswald l—my
child!

Oswald (following her). Have you a mother’s heart—
and can bear to see me suffering this unspeakable terror ?

Mys.Alving (controlling herself, after a moment’s silence).
There is my hand on it.

Oswald. Will you—?

Mrs. Alving. If it becomes necessary. But it shan’t
become necessary. No, no—it is impossible it should !

Oswald. Let us hope so. And let us live together as
long as we can. Thank you, mother.

(He sits down in the armchair, which Mrs. ALviNe
had moved beside the couch. Day is breaking; the
lamp is still burning on the table.)

Myrs. Alving (coming cautiously nearer). Do you feel

calmer now?
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Oswald. Yes.

Myrs. Alving (bending over him). It has only been a
dreadful fancy of yours, Oswald. Nothing but fancy.
All this upset has been bad for you. But now you will
get some rest, at home with your own mother, my darling
boy. You shall have everything you want, just as you
did when you were a little child.—There, now. The
attack is over. You see how easily it passed off| I
knew it would.—And look, Oswald, what a lovely day
we are going to have? Brilhant sunshine. Now you
will be able to see your home properly. (Ske goes to the
table and puts out the lamp. It is sunrise. The glaciers
and peaks wn the distance are seen bathed in bright morning
1 ght)

Oswald (who has been sitting motionless in the armchazr,
with his back to the scene outside, suddenly says:) Mother,
give me the sun.

Mrs. Alving (standing at the table, and looking at him in
amazement). What do you say ?

Oswald (repeats in a dull, toneless voice). The sun—the sun,

Mrs. Alving (going up lo ham). Oswald, what is the
matter with you? (OSWALD seems to shrink up in the
chair; all his muscles relax, his face loses 1is expression,
and his gyes stare stupidly. MRS. ALVING is trembling
with terror) What is it] (Screams.) Oswald! What
is the matter with you! (Throws kerself on her knees
beside him and shakes him.) Oswald! Oswald! Look
at me! Don’t you know me!

Oswald (sn an expressionless voice, as before). The sun—

the sun.
* Mrs. Alving (umps up despairingly, beats her head
wuth her hands, and screams). I can’t bear it! (Whispers
as though paralysed with fear.) 1 can’t bearit! Never!
(Suddenly.) Where has he got it? (Passes her hand
quickly over his coat.) Herel (Draws back a litile way
and cries ;) No, no, nol—Yesl—no, no! (Shke stands a
Sew steps from him, her hands thrust into her har, and stares
at him in speechless terror.)

Oswald (sitting motionless, as before). The sun—the sun.
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AN ENEMY OF THE PEOPLE
ACT1I

(SCENE.—DR. STOCKMANN’S sitting-room. Itisevening,
The room is plainly but neatly appointed and furnished.
In the right-hand wall are two doors; the farther leads out
to the hall, the nearer to the doctor’s study. In the left-
hand wall, opposite the' door leading to the hall, is a door
leading to the other rooms occupred by the family. In the
middle of the same wall stands the stove, and, further for-
ward, a couch with a looking-glass hanging over it and an
oval table in front of it. On the table, a lighted lamp, with
a lampshade. At the back of the room, an open door leads
to the dining-room. BILLING is seen sitting at the dining
table, on whick a lamp is burning. He has a napkin
tucked under his chin, and MRS. STOCKMANN fs standing
by the table handing him a large plate-full of roast beef. The
other places at the table are empty, and the lable some-
what in disorder, a meal having evidently recently been
finished.)

Mpys. Stockmann. You see, if you come an hour late,
Mr. Billing, you have to put up with cold meat.

Billing (as he eats). It is uncommonly good, thank
you—remarkably good.

Myrs. Stockmann. My husband makes such a point
of having his meals punctually, you know—

Billing. That doesn’t affect me a bit. Indeed, I
almost think I enjoy a meal all the better when I can
sit down and eat all by myself and undisturbed.

Myrs. Stockmann. ()h well, as long as you are enjoying
it—. (Turns to the hall door, listening.) 1 expect that is
Mr. Hovstad coming too.

Billing. Very likely.

(PETER STOCKMANN comes in. He wears an overcoat

and his official hat, and carries a stick.)
145 K
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Peter Stockmann. Good evening, Katherine.

Mrs. Stockmann (coming forward into the sitting-room)
Ah, good evening—is it you? How good of you to
come up and see us!

Peter Stockmann. 1 happened to be passing, and so—
(looks into the dining-room). But you have company
with you, I see.

Mprs. Stockmann (a little embarrassed). Oh, no—it was
quite by chance he came in. (Hurriedly.) Won’t you
come in and have something, too ?

Peter Stockmann. 11 No, thank you. Good gracious
—hot meat at night! Not with my digestion.

Myrs. Stockmann. Oh, but just once 1n a way—

Peter Stockmann. No, no, my dear lady; I stick to
my tea and bread and butter. It s much more whole-
some in the long run—and a little more economical,
too.

Mys. Stockmann (smiling). Now you mustn’t think that
Thomas and I are spendthrifts.

Peter Stockmann. Not you, my dear; I would never
think that of you. (Points to the Doctor’s study.) Is he
not at home? .

Mrs. Stockmann. No, he went out for a little turn after
supper—he and the boys.

Peter Stockmann. 1 doubt if that is a wise thing to do.
(Listens.) Ifancy I hear him coming now.

Mys. Stockmann. No, I don’t think it is he. (4 knock
$s heard at the door.) Comein! (HOVSTAD comes in from
the hall.) Oh, it is you, Mr. Hovstad |

Hovstad. Yes, I hope you will forgive me, but I was
delayed at the printers. Good evening, Mr. Mayor.

Peter Stockmann (bowing a litile distantly). Good even-
ing. You have come on business, no doubt.

Hovstad. Partly, It’s about an article for the paper.

Peter Stockmann. So I imagined. I hear my brother
has become a prolific contributor to the *“ People’s Mes-
senger.”

Hovstad. Yes, he is good enough to write in the * Peo-
ple’s Messenger ” when he has any home truths to tell,
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Mys, Stockmann (to Hovstap). But won’t you—?
(Ponts to the dining-room.)

Peter Stockmann. Quite so, quite so. I don’t blame
him in the least, as a writer, for addressing himself to
the quarters where he will find the readiest sympathy.
And, besides that, I personally have no reason to bear
any ill will to your paper, Mr. Hovstad,

Hovstad. 1 quite agree with you.

DPeter Stockmann. Taking one thing with another,
there is an excellent spirit of toleration in the town—
an admirable municipal spirit. And it all springs from
the fact of our having a great common interest to unite
us—an interest that is in an equally high degree the con-
cern of every right-minded citizen—

Hovstad. The Baths, yes.

Peter Stockmann. Exactly—our fine, new, handsome
Baths. Mark my words, Mr. Hovstad—the Baths will
become the focus of our municipal life! Not a doubt of
it!

Mys. Stockmann. That is just what Thomas says.

Peter Stockmann. Think how extraordinarily the place
has developed within the last year or two! Money has
been flowing in, and there is some life and some business
doing in the town. Houses and landed property are
rising in value every day.

Hovstad. And unemployment is diminishing.

Peter Stockmann. Yes, that is another thing, The
burden of the poor rates has been lightened, to the great
relief of the propertied classes; and that relief will be
even greater if only we get a really good summer this
year, and lots of visitors—plenty of invalids, who will
make the Baths talked about.

Hovstad. And there is a good prospect of that, I
hear, :

Peter Stockmann, It looks very promising. Enquiries
about apartments and that sort of thing are reaching us
every day,

Hovstad, Well, the doctor’s article will come in very
suitably,
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Peter Stockmann. Has he been writing something just
lately ?

Hovstad. This is something he wrote in the winter; a
recommendation of the Baths—an account of the excel-
lent sanitary conditions here. But I held the article
over, temporarily.

Peter Stockmann. Ah,—some little difficulty about it,
I suppose ?

Hovstad. No, not at all; I thought it would be better
to wait till the spring, because 1t is just at this time
that people begin to think seriously about their summer
quarters.

Peter Stockmann. Quite right; you were perfectly right,
Mr. Hovstad.

Hovstad. Yes, Thomas is really indefatigable when it
is a question of the Baths.

Petey Stockmann. Well—remember, he is the Medical
Officer to the Baths.

Hovstad. Yes, and what is more, they owe their
existence to him.

Peter Stockmann. Tohim? Indeed! Itistruelhave
heard from time to time that some people are of that
opinion, At the same time I must say I imagined that
I took a modest part in the enterprise.

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, that is what Thomas is always
saying.

Hovstad. But who denies it, Mr. Stockmann? You set
the thing going and made a practical concern of it; we
all know that. I only meant that the idea of it came
first from the doctor.

Peter Stockmann. Oh, ideas—yes! My brother has
had plenty of them in his time—unfortunately. But
when it is a question of putting an idea into practical
shape, you have to apply to a man of different mettle,
Mr. Hovstad. And I certainly should have thought
that in this house at least—

Mpys. Stockmann. My dear Peter—

Hovstad. How can you think that—p

Mors. Stockmann. Won't you go in and have something,
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Mr. Hovstad? My husband is sure to be back
directly.

Hovstad. Thank you, perhaps just a morsel, (Goes
into the dining-room.)

Peter Stockmann (lowering his voice a litile). 1t is a
curious thing that these farmers’ sons never seem to lose
their want of tact.

Mys. Stockmann. Surely it is not worth bothering
about! Cannot you and Thomas share the credit as
brothers ?

Peter Stockmann. I should have thought so; but
apparently some people are not satisfied with a share.

Mys. Stockmann. What nonsense! You and Thomas
get on so capitally together. (Listens.) There he is
at last, I think. (Goes out and opens the door leading to
the hall.)

Dr. Stockmann (laughing and talking outside). Look
here—here is another guest for you, Katherine. Isn’t
that jolly! Come in, Captain Horster; hang your coat
up on this peg. Ah, you don’t wear an overcoat. Just
think, Katherine; I met him in the street and could
hardly persuade him to come up! (CapraiN HorsTER
comes into the room and greets MrsS. STOCKMANN. He s
followed by Dr. StockMANN.) Come along in, boys.
They are ravenously hungry again, you know. Come
along, Captain Horster; you must have a slice of beef.
(Pushes HORSTER into the dining-room. EJLIF and
MORTEN go i» after them.)

Mrs. Stockmann. But, Thomas, don’t you see—?

Dr. Stockmann (turmng in the doorway). O, is it you,
Peter? (Shakes hands with kim.) Now that is very
delightful.

DPeter Stockmann. Unfortunately I must go in a
moment—

Dr. Stockmann. Rubbish! There is some toddy just
coming in. You haven’t forgotten the toddy, Katherine ?

Mrys. Stockmann. Of course not; the water is boiling
now. (Goes into the dining-room.)

Peter Stockmann. Toddy too!
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Dr. Stockmann. Yes, sit down and we will have it
comfortably.

Peter Stockmann. Thanks, I never care about an
evening’s drinking.

Dr. Stockmann. But this isn’t an evening’s drinking.

Peter Stockmann. It seems to me—. (Looks towards
the dining-room.) It is extraordinary how they can put
away all that food.

Dr. Stockmann (rubbing his hands). Yes, isn’t it
splendid to see young people eat? They have always
got an appetite, you know! That’s as it should be. Lots
of food—to build up their strength! They are the people
who are going to stir up the fermenting forces of the
future, Peter.

Peter Stockmann. May I ask what they will find here
to *“ stir up,” as you put it?

Dr. Stockmann. Ah, you must ask the young people
that—when the times comes. We shar’t be able to see
it, of course. That stands to reason—two old fogies,
like us—

Peter Stockmann. Really, really! I must say that is
an extremely odd expression to—

Dr. Stockmann. Oh, you mustn’t take me too liter-
ally, Peter. I am so heartily happy and contented, you
know. I think it is such an extraordinary piece of good
fortune to be in the middle of all this growing, germin-
ating life. It is a splendid time to live in! Itis asif a
whole new world were being created around one.

Peter Stockmann. Do you really think so?

Dr. Stockmann. Ah, naturally you can’t appreciate
it as keenly as I. You have lived all your life in these
surroundings, and your impressions have got blunted.
But I, who have been buried all these years in my little
corner up north, almost without ever seeing a stranger
who might bring new ideas with him—well, in my case
it has just the same effect as jf I had been transported
into the middle of a crowded city.

Peter Stockmann. Oh, a city—|

Dr. Stockmann. I know, I know; it is all cramped
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enough here, compared with many other places. But
there is life here—there is promise—there are innumer-
able things to work for and fight for; and that is the main
thing. (Calls.) Katherine, hasn’t the postman been here ?

Myrs. Stockmann (from the dining-room). No.

Dr. Stockmann. And then to be comfortably off,
Peter! That is something one learns to value, when one
has been on the brink of starvation, as we have.

Deter Stockmann. Oh, surely—

Dy. Stockmann. Indeed I can assure you we have often
been very hard put to it, up there. And now to be
able to live like a lord ! To-day, for instance, we had roast
beef for dinner—and, what is more, for supper too. Won’t
you come and have a little bit? Or let me show it you,
at any rate? Come here—

Peter Stockmann. No, no—not for worlds!

Dr. Stockmann. Well, but just come here then. Do
you see, we have got a table-cover?

Peter Stockmann. Yes, I noticed it.

Dr. Stockmann. And we have got a lamp-shade too.
Do you see? All out of Katherine’s savings! It makes
the room so cosy. Don’t you think so? Just stand here
for a moment-—no, no, not there—just here, that’s it!
Look now, when you get the light on it altogether—
I really think it looks very nice, doesn’t it?

Peter Stockmann. Oh, if you can afford luxuries of
this kind—

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, I can afford it now. Katherine
tells me I earn almost as much as we spend.

Peter Stockmann. Almost—yes !

Dr. Stockmann. But a scientific man must live in a
little bit of style. I am quite sure an ordinary civil
servant spends more in a year than I do.

Peter Stockmann. 1 daresay, A civil servant—a man
in a well-paid position—

Dr. Stockmann. Well, any ordinary merchant, then!
A man in that position spends two or three times as
much as— ’

Peter Stockmann. It just depends on circumstances.
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Dr. Stockmann. At all events I assure you I don’t
waste money unprofitably. But I can’t find it in
my heart to deny myself the pleasure of entertaining my
friends. Ineed that sort of thing, you know. I have lived
for so long shut out of it all, that it is a necessity of
life to me to mix with young, eager, ambitious men,
men of liberal and active minds; and that describes every
one of those fellows who are enjoying their supper in
there. I wish you knew more of Hovstad—

Peter Stockmann. By the way, Hovstad was telling me
he was going to print another article of yours.

Dr. Stockmann. An article of mine?

Peter Stockmann. Yes, about the Baths. An article
you wrote in the winter.

Dr. Stockmann. Oh, that one! No, I don’t intend that
to appear just for the present.

Peter Stockmann. Why not? It seems to me that this
would be the most opportune moment.

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, very likely—under normal
conditions. (Crosses the room.)

Peter Stockmann (following him with his eyes). Is there
anything abnormal about the present conditions?

Dr. Stockmann (standing still). To tell you the truth,
Peter, I can’t say just at this moment—at all events not
to-night. There may be much that is very abnormal
about the present conditions—and it is possible there
may be nothing abnormal about them at all. It is quite
possible it may be merely my imagination.

Peter Stockmann. I must say it all sounds most
mysterious. Is there something going on that I am to
be kept in ignorance of ? I should have imagined that I,
as Chairman of the governing body of the Baths—

Dr. Stockmann. And I should have imagined that I—,
Oh, come, don’t let us fly out at one another, Peter.

Peter Stockmann. Heaven forbid! I am not in the habit
of flying out at people, as you call it. But I am entitled
to request most emphatically that all arrangements shall
be made in a business-like manner, through the proper
channels. and shall be dealt with bv the lecallv consti-
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tuted authorities, I can allow no going behind our
backs by any roundabout means.

Dr. Stockmann. Have I ever at any time tried to go
behind your backs!

Peter Stockmann. You have an ingrained tendency to
take your own way, at all events; and that is almost
equally inadmissible in a well ordered community.
The individual ought undoubtedly to acquiesce in
subordinating himself to the community—or, to speak
more accurately, to the authorities who have the care of
the community’s welfare.

Dr. Stockmann. Very likely. But what the deuce has
all this got to do with me?

Peter Stockmann. That is exactly what you never
appear to be willing to learn, my dear Thomas. But,
mark my words, some day you will have to suffer for it
—sooner or later. Now I have told you. Good-bye.

Dr. Stockmann. Have you taken leave of your senses ?
You are on the wrong scent altogether.

Peter Stockmann. 1 am not usually that. You must
excuse me now if I— (calls into the dining-room). Good
night, Katherine. Good night, gentlemen. (Goes out.)

Mpys. Stockmann (coming from the dining-room). Has
he gone?

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, and in such a bad temper.

Myrs. Stockmann. But, dear Thomas, what have you
been doing to him again?

Dry. Stockmann. Nothing at all. And, anyhow, he
can’t oblige me to make my report before the proper time.

Mys. Stockmann, What have you got to make a report
to him about?

Dr. Stockmann. Hm | Leave that to me, Katherine.—
It is an extraordinary thing that the postman doesn’t
come.

(HovsTaD, BILLING and HORSTER kave got up from
the table and come into the silting-room. EJLIF and
MORTEN come in after them.)

Billing (stretching himself). Ah!—one feels a new

man after a meal like that.
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Hovstad. The mayor wasn’t in a very sweet temper
to-night, then.

Dr. Stockmann. 1t is his stomach; he has a wretched
digestion.

Houvstad. I rather think it was us two of the ““ People’s
Messenger ” that he couldn’t digest.

Mrs. Stockmann, 1 thought you came out of it pretty
well with him.

Hovstad. Oh yes; but it isn’t anything more than a
sort of truce.

Bulling. That is just what it is! That word sums
up the situation,

Dr. Stockmann. We must remember that Peter is a
lonely man, poor chap. He has no home comforts of
any kind; nothing but everlasting business. And all
that infernal weak tea wash that he pours into himself !
Now then, my boys, bring chairs up to the table. Aren’t
we going to have that toddy, Katherine?

Mrs. Stockmann (going nto the diming-room). I am
just getting it.

Dr. Stockmann. Sit down here on.the couch beside
me, Captain Horster. We so seldom see you—. Please
sit down, my friends. (They sit down at the table. Mgs.
STOCKMANN brings a tray, with a spirit-lamp, glasses,
bottles, etc., upon it.)

Mrs. Stockmann. There you are! This is arrack, and
this is rum, and this one is the brandy. Now every one
must help themselves.

Dr. Stockmann (taking a glass). We will. (They all
mix themselves some toddy.) And let us have the cigars.
Ejlif, you know where the box is. And you, Morten, can
fetch my pipe. (The two boys go into the room on the
right.) I have a suspicion that Ejlif pockets a cigar now
and then!—but I take no notice of it. (Calls out.)
And my smoking-cap too, Morten. Katherine, you can
tell him where I left it. Ah, he has got it. (The boys
bring the various things.) Now, my friends. I stick to
my pipe, you know. This one has seen plenty of bad
weather with me up north. (Touches glasses with them.)
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Your good health! Ab, it is good to be sitting snug
and warm here,

Mrys. Stockmann (who sits knstting). Do you sail soon,
Captain Horster ?

Horster. 1 expect to be ready to sail next week.

Mys. Stockmann. 1 suppose you are going to America ?

Horster. Yes, that is the plan.

Mrys. Stockmann. Then you won’t be able to take part
in the coming election.

Horster. Is there going to be an election?

Billing. Didn’t you know?

Horster. No, I don’t mix myself up with those things.

Billing. But do you not take an interest in public
affairs ?

Horster. No, I don’t know anything about politics.

Billing. All the same, one ought to vote, at any rate.

Horster. Even if one doesn’t know anything about
what is going on?

Bulling. Doesn’t know! What do you mean by that?
A community is like a ship; every one ought to be pre-
pared to take the helm.

Horster. May be that is all very well on shore; but on
board ship it wouldn’t work.

Hovstad. It is astonishing how little most sailors care
about what goes on on shore.

Billing. Very extraordinary.

Dr. Stockmann. Sailors are like birds of passage; they
feel equally at home in any latitude. And that is
only an additional reason for our being all the more keen,
Hovstad. Is there to be anything of public interest in to-
morrow’s “ Messenger ”’ P

Hovstad. Nothing about municipal affairs. But the
day after to-morrow I was thinking of printing your
article—

Dr. Stockmann. Ah, devil take it-—my articlel
Look here, that must wait a bit.

Hovstad. Really? We had just got convenient space
for it, and I thought it was just the opportune moment—

Dy, Stockmann. Yes, yes, very likely you are right;
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but it must wait all the same. I will explain to you
later. (PETRA comes in from the hall, in hat and
cloak with a bundle of exercise books under her arm.)

Petra. Good evening.

Dr. Stockmann. Good evening, Petra; come along,

(Mutual greetings; PETRA takes off her things and puis

them down on a chair by the door.)

Petra. And you have all been sitting here enjoying
yourselves, while I have been out slaving!

Dr. Stockmann. Well, come and enjoy yourself too!

Builling. May I mix a glass for you?

Petra (coming to the table). Thanks, I would rather
do it; you always mix it too strong. But I forgot,
father—I have a letter for you. (Goes to the chair where
she has laid her things.)

Dr. Stockmann. A letter? From whom?

Petra (looking in her coat pocket). The postman gave it
to me just as I was going out—

Dy. Stockmann (getting up and going to her). And you
only give to me now!

Petra. 1 really had not time to run up again. There
it is!

Dr. Stockmann (seizing the letter). Let’s see, let’s see,
child! (Looks at the address.) Yes, that’s all right!

Mrs. Stockmann. Is it the one you have been expecting
so anxiously, Thomas ?

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, it is. I must go to my room now
and—. Where shall I get a light, Katherine? Is there
no lamp in my room again ?

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, your lamp is all ready lit on
your desk.

Dr. Stockmann. Good,good. Excuse me for a moment—
(Goes into his study.)

DPetra. What do you suppose it is, mother?

Mrys. Stockmann. 1 don’t know; for the last day or
two he has always been asking if the postman has not been.

Billing. Probably some country patient.

Petra. Poor old dad !-—he will overwork himself soon.
(Mixes a glass for herself.) There, that will taste good !
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Hovstad. Have you been teaching in the evening
school again to-day?

Petra (sipping from her glass). Two hours,

Billing. And four hours of school in the morning—

Petra. Five hours.

Mys. Stockmann. And you have still got exercises to
correct, I see.

Petra. A whole heap, yes.

Horster. You are pretty full up with work too, it
seems to me.

Petra. Yes—but that is good. One is so delightfully
tired after it.

Billing. Do you like that?

Petra. Yes, because one sleeps so well then.

Morten. You must be dreadfully wicked, Petra.

Petra. Wicked?

Morten. Yes, because you work so much. Mr. Rérlund
says work is a punishment for our sins.

Ejlif. Pooh, what a duffer you are, to believe a thing
like that!

Mys. Stockmann. Come, come, Ejlif!

Billing (laughing). That’s capital!

Hovstad. Don’t you want to work as hard as that,
Morten ?

Morten. No, indeed I don’t.

Hovstad. What do you want to be, then?

Morten. 1 should like best to be a Viking.

Ejlif. You would have to be a pagan then.

Morten. Well, T could become a pagan, couldn’t I?

Billing. 1 agree with you, Morten! My sentiments,
exactly.

Mys. Stockmann (signalling to kim). I am sure that is
not true, Mr. Billing.

Billing. Yes, I swear it is] I am a pagan, and I am
proud of it. Believe me, before long we shall all be
pagans.

Morten. And then shall be allowed to do anything we
like ?

Billing. Well, you see, Morten—.
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Mrs. Stockmann. You must go to your room now,
boys; I am sure you have some lessons to learn for to-
morrow.

Ejlif. T should like so much to stay a little longer—

Mys. Stockmann. No, no; away you go, both of you,
(The boys say good night and go into the room on the left.)

Hovstad. Do you really think it can do the boys any
harm to hear such things?

Mrs. Stockmann, 1 don’t know; but I don’t like it.

Petra. But you know, mother, I think you really
are wrong about it.

Mrs. Stockmann. Maybe, but I don’t like it—not in
our own home.

Petra. There is so much falsehood both at home and
at school. At home one must not speak, and at school
we have to stand and tell lies to the children,

Horster. Tell lies?

Petra. Yes, don’t you suppose we have to teach them
all sorts of things that we don’t believe?

Bulling. That is perfectly true.

Petra. If only I had the means I would start a school
of my own, and it would be conducted on very different
lines.

Bulling. Oh, bother the means—I|

Horster. Well if you are thinking of that, Miss Stock-
mann, I shall be delighted to provide you with a school-
room. The great big old house my father left me is
standing almost empty; there is an immense dining-
room downstairs—

Petra (laughing). Thank you very much; but I am
afraid nothing will come of it.

Hovstad. No, Miss Petra is much more likely to take
to journalism, I expect. By the way, have you had time
to do anything with that English story you promised
to translate for us?

Petra. No, not yet; but you shall have it in good
time.

(DR. STOCKMANN comes in from his room with an open

letter in his hand.)
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Dr. Stockmann (waving the letter). Well, now the town
will have something new to talk about, I can tell you

Billing. Something new ?

Mrs. Stockmann. What is this?

Dr. Stockmann. A great discovery, Katherine,

Hovstad. Really?

Mrs. Stockmann. A discovery of yours?

Dr. Stockmann. A discovery of mine. (Walks up and
down.) Just let them come saying, as usual, that it is
all fancy and a crazy man’s imagination! But they will
be careful what they say this time, I can tell you!

Petra. But, father, tell us what it is.

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, yes—only give me time, and
you shall know all about it. If only I had Peter here
now! It just shows how we men can go about forming
our judgments, when in reality we are as blind as any
moles— -

Hovstad. What are you driving at, Doctor ?

Dr. Stockmann (standing still by the table). Isn’t it
the universal opinion that our town is a healthy spot?

Hovstad. Certainly.

Dr. Stockmann. Quite an unusually healthy spot, in
fact—a place that deserves to be recommended in the
warmest possible manner either for invalids or for people
who are well—

Mprs. Stockmann. Yes, but my dear Thomas—

Dr. Stockmann. And we have been recommending it
end praising it—I have written and written, both in
the “ Messenger ”” and in pamphlets—

Hovstad. Well, what then?

Dr. Stockmann. And the Baths—we have called them
the “ main artery of the town’s life-blood,” the * nerve-
centre of our town,” and the devil knows what else—

Billing. “ The town’s pulsating heart” was the
expression I once used on an important occasion—

Dr, Stockmann. Quite so. Well, do you know what
they really are, these great, splendid, much praised
Baths, that have cost so much money—do you know
what they are?
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Hovstad. No, what are they?

Mprs. Stockmann. Yes, what are they?

Dy. Stockmann. The whole place is a pesthouse!

Petra. The Baths, father?

Mrs. Stockmann (at the same time). Our Baths!

Hovstad. But, Doctor—

Billing. Absolutely incredible!

Dr. Stockmann. The whole Bath establishment is a
whited, poisoned sepulchre, I tell you—the gravest
possible danger to the public health! All the nastiness
up at Molledal, all that stinking filth, is infecting the
water in the conduit-pipes leading to the reservoir;
and the same cursed, filthy poison oozes out on the
shore too—

Horster. Where the bathing-place is?

Dr. Stockmann. Just there.

Hovstad. How do you come to be so certain of all
this, Doctor?

Dr. Stockmann. 1 have investigated the matter most
conscientiously. For a long time past I have suspected
something of the kind. Last year we had some very
strange cases of jllness among the visitors—typhoid
cases, and cases of gastric fever—

Mys. Stockmann. Ves, that is quite true.

Dr. Stockmann. At the'time, we supposed the visitors
had been infected before they came; but later on, in
the winter, I began to have a different opinion; and so I
set myself to examine the water, as well as I could.

Myrs. Stockmann. Then that is what you have been
so busy with?

Dr. Stockmann. Indeed I have been busy, Katherine.
But here I had none of the necessary scientific apparatus;
so I sent samples, both of the drinking-water and of the
sea-water, up to the University, to have an accurate
analysis made by a chemist.

Hovstad. And have you got that?

Dr. Stockmann (showing him the letter). Here it is!
It proves the presence of decomposing organic matter
in the water—it is full of infusoria, The water is
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absolutely dangerous to use, either internally or exter-
nally.

Mprs. Stockmann. What a mercy you discovered it in
time.

Dr. Stockmann. You may well say so.

Hoystad. And what do you propose to do now,
Doctor ?

Dr. Stockmann. To see the matter put right—
naturally.

Hoystad. Can that be done?

Dr. Stockmann. It must be done. Otherwise the Baths
will be absolutely useless and wasted. But we need not
anticipate that; I have a very clear idea what we shall
have to do.

Mprs. Stockmann. But why have you kept this all so
secret, dear?

Dr. Stockmann. Do you suppose I was going to run
about the town gossiping about it, before I had absolute
proof? No, thank you. I am not such a fool.

Petra. Still, you might have told us—

Dr. Stockmann. Not a living soul. But to-morrow you
may run round to the old Badger—

Mrs. Stockmann. Oh, Thomas! Thomas!

Dr. Stockmann. Well, to fyour grandfather, then.
The old boy will have something to be astonished at!
I know he thinks I am cracked—and there are lots of
other people think so too, I have noticed. But now
these good folks shall see—they shall just see—!
(Walks about, rubbing his hands.) There will be a nice
upset in the town, Katherine; you can’t imagine what
it will be. All the conduit-pipes will have to be relaid.

Hovstad (getting up). All the conduit-pipes— ?

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, of course. The intake is too low
down; it will have to be lifted to a position much higher
up.
Petra. Then you were right after all.

Dr. Stockmann. Ah, you remember, Petra—I wrote
opposing the plans before the work was begun. But at
that time no one would listen to me. Well, I am going

L
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to let them have it, now! Of course I have prepared a
report for the Baths Committee; I have had it ready for
a week, and was only waiting for this to come. (Shows
the letter) Now it shall go off at once. (Goes into his
room and comes back with some papers.) Look at that!
Four closely written sheets!—and the letter shall go
with them. Give me a bit of paper, Katherine—some-
thing to wrap them up in. That will do! Now give it
to—to—(stamps his footy—what the deuce is her name?
—give it to the maid, and tell her to take it at once to
the Mayor.

(Mrs. Stockmann takes the packet and goes out through

the dining-room.)

Petra. What do you think uncle Peter will say, father ?

Dr. Stockmann. What is there for him to say? I
should think he would be very glad that such an impor-
tant truth has been brought to light.

Hovstad. Will you let me print a short note about
your discovery in the ““ Messenger ? ”

Dr. Stockmann. 1 shall be very much obliged if you
will.

Hovstad. It is very desirable that the public should
be informed of it without delay.

Dr. Stockmann. Certainly.

Mrs. Stockmann (coming back). She has just gone
with it.

Billing. Upon my soul, Doctor, you are going to be
the foremost man in the townl!

Dr. Stockmann (walking about happily). Nonsensel
As a matter of fact I have done nothing more than my
duty. I have only made a lucky find—that’s all. Still,
all the same—

Billing. Hovstad, don’t you think the town ought to
give Dr. Stockmann some sort of testimonial ?

Hovstad. 1 will suggest it, anyway.

Billing. And I will speak to Aslaksen about it.

Dr. Stockmann. No, my good friends, don’t let us
have any of that nonsense. I won’t hear of anything of
the kind. And if the Baths Committee should think of
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voting me an increase of salary,I will not accept it. Do
you hear, Katherine >—I won’t accept it.

Mrs. Stockmann. You are quite rnight, Thomas.

Petra (lifting her glass). Your health, father!

Hovstad and Billing. Your health, Doctor! Good
health!

Horster (touches glasses with DR. STOCKMANN). I hope
it will bring you nothing but good luck.

Dr. Stockmann. Thank you, thank you, my dear
fellows! I feel tremendously happy! It is a splendid
thing for a man to be able to feel that he has done a
service to his native town and to his fellow-citizens.
Hurrah, Katherine! (He puts his arms round her and
whirls her round and round, while she protesis with
laughing cries. They all laugh, clap their hands, and
cheer the DocToR. The boys put their heads in at the door
to see what is going on.)

ACT II

(ScENE—The same. The door into the dining-room
is shut. It is morning. MRs. STOCKMANN, with a sealed
letter in her hand, comes in from the diming-room, goes to
the door of the DOCTOR’S study, and peeps 1n.)

Mrs. Stockmann. Are you in, Thomas?

Dr. Stockmann (from within his room). Yes, I have
just come in. (Comes tnto the room.) What is it ?

Mrs. Stockmann. A letter from your brother.

Dr. Stockmann. Aha, let us see! (Opens the letter and
reads:) “1I return herewith the manuscript you sent
me "—(reads on in a low murmur) Hml—

Mrs. Stockmann. What does he say?

Dr. Stockmann (putting the papers in his pocket). Oh,
e only writes that he will come up here himself about
midday.

Mrs. Stockmann. Well, try and remember to be at
home this time.
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Dr. Stockmann. That will be all right; I have got
through all my morning visits.

Mrs. Stockmann. I am extremely curious to know
how he takes it.

Dr. Stockmann. You will see he won’t like it’s having
been I, and not he, that made the discovery.

Mrs. Stockmann. Aren’t you a little nervous about
that?

Dr. Stockmann. Oh, he really w1ll be pleased enough,
you know. But, at the same time, Peter is so con-
foundedly afraid of anyone’s doing any service to the
town except himself.

Myrs. Stockmann. 1 will tell you what, Thomas—you
should be good natured, and share the credit of this
with him. Couldn’t you make out that it was he who
set you on the scent of this discovery?

Dr. Stockmann. 1 am quite wiling. If only I can get
the thing set right. I—

(MorTEN K1iL puts his head in through the door leading
from the hall, looks round in an enquiring manner,
and chuckles)

Morten Kul (slyly). Is it—is it true?

Mys. Stockmann (going to the door). Fatherl—is it

you?

Dr. Stockmann. Ah, Mr. Kiil—good morning, good
morning !

Myrs. Stockmann. But come along in.

Morten Kiil. If it is true, I will; if not, I am off,

Dr. Stockmann. If what is true?

Morten Kiil. This tale about the water supply. Is
it true?

Dr. Stockmann. Certainly it is true, But how did you
come to hear it?

Morten Kul (coming in). Petra ran in on her way to the
school—

Dr. Stockmann. Did she?

Morten Kiil. Yes; and she declares that—. I thought
she was only makmg a fool of me, but it isn’t like Petra
to do that,
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Dr. Stockmann. Of course not. How could you
imagine such a thing!

Morten Kul. Oh well, it is better never to trust any-
body; you may find you have been made a fool of
before you know where you are. But it is really true,
all the same?

Dr. Stockmann. You can depend upon it that it is
true. Won’t you sit down? (Settles him on the couch.)
Isn’t it a real bit of luck for the town—

Morten Kitl (suppressing his laughter). A bit of luck
for the town?

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, that I made the discovery in
good time.

Morten Kiil (as before). Yes, yes, yes!—But I should
never have thought you the sort of man to pull your
own brother’s leg like this!

Dr. Stockmann. Pull his leg !

Mprs. Stockmann. Really, father dear—

Morten Kul (resting his hands and his chin on the handle
of ks stick and winking slyly at the DOCTOR). Let me see,
what was the story ? Some kind of beast that had got into
the water-pipes, wasn’t it?

Dr. Stockmann. Infusoria—yes.

Morten Kul. And a lot of these beasts had got in,
according to Petra—a tremendous lot.

Dr. Stockmann. Certainly; hundreds of thousands of
them, probably.

Morten Kiil. But no one can see them—isn’t that so?

Dr, Stockmann. Yes; you can’t see them.

Morten Kitl (wirh a quiet chuckle). Damme—it’s the
finest story I have ever heard!

Dr. Stockmann. What do you mean ?

Morten Kul. But you will never get the Mayor to
believe a thing like that.

Dr. Stockmann. We shall see.

Morten Kiil. Do you think he will be fool enough
to—?

Dr. Stockmann. 1 hope the whole town will be fools
enough.
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Morten Kiil, The whole town! Well, it wouldn’t
be a bad thing. It would just serve them right, and
teach them a lesson. They think themselves so much
cleverer than we old fellows. They hounded me out of
the council; they did, I tell you—they hounded me
out. Now they shall pay for it. You pull their legs too,
Thomas |

Dr. Stockmann. Really, I—

Morten Kul. You pull their legs! (Gets up.) If you
can work it so that the Mayor and his friends all swallow
the same bait, I will give ten pounds to a charity—
like a shot!

Dr. Stockmann. That is very kind of you.

Morten Kul. Yes, I haven’t got much money to
throw away, I can tell you; but if you can work this,
I will give five pounds to a charity at Christmas.

(HovsTAD comes in by the hall door.)

Hovstad. Good morning! (Stops.) Oh, I beg your
pardon—

_ Dr. Stockmann. Not at all; come in.

" Morten Kul (with anothey chuckle) Oho l—is he in
this too?

Hovstad. What do you mean?

Dr. Stockmann. Certainly he is.

Morten Kiil. I might have known it! It must get
into the papers. You know how to do it, Thomas|
Set your wits to work. Now I must go.

Dr. Stockmann. Won’t you stay a little while?

Morten Kiil. No, I must be off now. You keep up
this game for all it is worth; you won’t repent it, I'm
damned if you willl
(He goes out; MRs. STOCKMANN follows him into the hall.)

Dr, Stockmann (laughing). Just imagine—the old
chap doesn’t believe a word of all this about the water
supply.

Hovstad. Oh that was it, then?

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, that was what we were talking
about. Perhaps it is the same thing that brings you
here?
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Hovstad. Yes, it is, Can you spare me a few minutes,
Doctor ?

Dr. Stockmann. As long as you like, my dear fellow.

Hovstad. Have you heard from the Mayor yet?

Dr. Stockmann. Not yet. He is coming here later.

Howstad. 1 have given the matter a great deal of
thought since last night.

Dr. Stockmann. Well ?

Hovstad. From your point of view, as a doctor and a
man of science, this affair of the water-supply is an
isolated matter. I mean, you do not realise that it in-
volves a great many other things,

Dr. Stockmann. How, do you mean?—Let us sit
down, my dear fellow. No, sit here on the couch.
(HovsTAD sits down on the couch, DR. STOCKMANN on a
chair on the other side of the table.) Now then. You mean
that—?

Hovstad. You said yesterday that the pollution of
the water was due to impurities in the soil.

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, unquestionably it is due to
that poisonous morass up at Molledal,

Hovstad. Begging your pardon, doctor, I fancy it
is due to quite another morass altogether.

Dr. Stockmann. What morass? .

Hovstad. The morass that the whole life of our town
is built on and is rotting in.

Dr. Stockmann. What the deuce are you driving at,
Hovstad ?

Hovstad. The whole of the town’s interests have,
little by little, got into the hands of a pack of officials.

Dr. Stockmann. Oh, come I—they are not all officials.

Hovstad. No, but those that are not officials are at
any rate the officials’ friends and adherents; it is the
wealthy folk, the old families in the town, that have got
us entirely in their hands.

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, but after all they are men of
ability and knowledge.

Hovstad. Did they show any ability or knowledge when
they laid the conduit-pipes where they are now?
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Dr. Stockmann. No, of course that was a great piece
of stupidity on their part. But that is going to be set
right now.

Hovstad. Do you think that will be all such plain
sailing ? ,

Dr. Stockmann. Plain sailing or no, it has got to be
done, anyway.

Hovstad. Yes, provided the press takes up the question,

Dr. Stockmann. 1 don’t think that will be necessary,
my dear fellow, I am certain my brother—

Hovstad. Excuse me, doctor; I feel bound to tell you
I am inclined to take the matter up.

Dr. Stockmann. In the paper?

Houstad. Yes. When I took over the ° People’s
Messenger ” my idea was to break up this ring of self-
opinionated old fossils who had got hold of all the
influence.

Dr. Stockmann. But you know you told me yourself
what the result had been; you nearly ruined your
paper.

Hovstad. Yes, at the time we were obliged to climb
down a peg or two, it is quite true; because there was
a danger of the whole project of the Baths coming to
nothing if they failed us. But now the scheme has been
carried through, and we can dispense with these grand
gentlemen.

Dr. Stockmann. Dispense with them, yes; but we
owe them a great debt of gratitude.

Hovstad. That shall be recognised ungrudgingly.
But a journalist of my democratic tendencies cannot
let such an opportunity as this slip. The bubble of
official infallibility must be pricked. This superstition
must be destroyed, like any other.

Dr. Stockmann. I am whole-heartedly with you in
that, Mr. Hovstad; if it is a superstition, away with it

Hovstad. 1 should be very reluctant to bring the
Mayor into it, because he is your brother. But I am
sure you will agree with me that truth should be the
first consideration,
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Dr. Stockmann. That goes without saying. (With
sudden emphasis.) Yes, but—but—

Hoystad. You must not misjudge me. I am neither
more self-interested nor more ambitious than most
men,

Dr. Stockmann. My dear fellow—who suggests any-
thing of the kind ?

Hovstad. T am of humble origin, as you know; and
that has given me opportunities of knowing what is
the most crying need in the humbler ranks of life. It
is that they should be allowed some part in the direction
of public affairs, Doctor. That is what will develop
their faculties and intelligence and self respect—

Dr. Stockmann. I quite appreciate that.

Hovstad. Yes—and in my opinion a journalist incurs
a heavy responsibility if he neglects a favourable
opportunity of emancipating the masses—the humble
and oppressed. I know well enough that in exalted
circles I shall be called an agitator, and all that sort of
thing; but they may call what they like. If only my
conscience doesn’t reproach me, then—

Dr. Stockmann. Quite right! Quite right, Mr. Hovstad.
But all the same—devil take it! (A4 knock is heard at
the door.) Come in!

(ASLAKSEN appears al the door. He is poorly but
decently dressed, in black, with a slightly crumpled
whate neckcloth; he wears gloves and has a felt hat
in his hand.)

Aslaksen (bowing). Excuse my taking the liberty,

Doctor—

Dr. Stockmann (getting up). Ah, it is you, Aslaksen!

Aslaksen. Yes, Doctor,

Hovstad (standing up). Is it me you want, Aslaksen?

Aslaksen. No; I didn’t know I should find you here.
No, it was the Doctor I—

Dr. Stockmann. 1 am quite at your service. What is
it?

Aslaksen. Is what I heard from Mzr. Billing true, sir—
that you mean to improve our water-supply ?
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Dr. Stockmann. Yes, for the Baths.

Aslaksen. Quite so, I understand. Well, I have come
to say that I will back that up by every means in my
power.

Houstad (to the DocTor). You see!

Dr. Stockmann. 1 shall be very grateful to you, but—

Aslaksen. Because it may be no bad thing to have us
small tradesmen at your back. We form, as it were,
a compact majority in the town—if we choose. And it is
always agood thing to have the majority with you, Doctor.

Dr. Stockmann. That is undeniably true; but I
confess I don’t see why such unusual precautions should
be necessary in this case. It seems to me that such a
plain, straightforward thing—

Aslaksen. Oh, it may be very desirable, all the same.
I know our local authorities so well; officials are not
generally very ready to act on proposals that come
from other people. That is why I think it would not
be at all amiss if we made a little demonstration,

Houstad. That’s right.

Dr. Stockmann. Demonstration, did you say? What
on earth are you going to make a demonstration about?

Aslaksen. We shall proceed with the greatest moder-
ation, Doctor. Moderation is always my aim; it is the
greatest virtue in a citizen—at least, I think so.

Dr. Stockmann. 1t is well known to be a characteristic
of yours, Mr. Aslaksen.

Aslaksen. Yes, I think I may pride myself on that.
And this matter of the water-supply is of the greatest
importance to us small tradesmen. The Baths promise
to be a regular gold-mine for the town. We shall all
make our living out of them, especially those of us
who are householders. That is why we will back up
the project as strongly as possible. And as I am at
present Chairman of the Householders’ Association—

Dr. Stockmann. Yes—?

Aslaksen. And, what is more, local secretary of the
Temperance Society—you know, sir, I suppose, that I
am a worker in the temperance cause?
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Dr. Stockmann. Of course, of course.

Aslaksen. Well, you can understand that I come into
contact with a great many people. And as I have the
reputation of a temperate and law-abiding citizen—
like yourself, Doctor—I have & certain influence in the
town, a little bit of power, if I may be allowed to say so.

Dr. Stockmann. 1 know that quite well, Mr. Aslaksen.

Aslaksen. So you see it would be an easy matter for
me to set on foot some testimonial, if necessary,

Dy. Stockmann. A testimonial ?

Aslaksen. Yes, some kind of an address of thanks from
the townsmen for your share in a matter of such import-
ance to the community, I need scarcely say that it
would have to be drawn up with the greatest regard to
moderation, so as not to offend the authorities—who,
after all, have the reins in their hands. If we pay
strict attention to that, no one can take it amiss, I
should think!

Hovstad. Well, and even supposing they didn’t
like it—

Aslaksen. No, no, no; there must be no discourtesy
to the authorities, Mr. Hovstad. It is no use falling
foul of those upon whom our welfare so closely depends.
I have done that in my time, and no good ever comes of
it. But no one can take exceptjon to a reasonable and
frank expression of a citizen’s views.

Dr. Stockmann (shaking him by the hand). 1 can’t tell
you, dear Mr. Aslaksen, how extremely pleased I am to
find such hearty support among my fellow-citizens.
I am delighted—delighted! Now, you will take a small
glass of sherry, eh?

Aslaksen. No, thank you; I never drink alcohol of
that kind.

Dr. Stockmann. Well, what do you say to a glass of
beer, then?

Aslaksen. Nor that either, thank you, Doctor. I
never drink anything as early as this. I am going into
town now to talk this over with one or two householders,
and prepare the ground.
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Dr. Stockmann. It is tremendously kind of you, Mr,
Aslaksen; but I really cannot understand the necessity
for all these precautions. It seems to me that the thing
should go of itself.

Aslaksen. The authorities are somewhat slow to move,
Doctor. Far be it from me to seem to blame them—

Hovstad. We are going to stir them up in the paper
to-morrow, Aslaksen.

Aslaksen. But not violently, I trust, Mr. Hovstad.
Proceed with moderation, or you will do nothing with
them. You may take my advice; I have gathered my
experience in the school of life. Well, I must say good-
bye, Doctor. You know now that we small tradesmen
are at your back at all events, like a solid wall. You
have the compact majority on your side, Doctor.

Dr. Stockmann. I am very much obliged, dear Mr.
Aslaksen. (Shakes hands with him.) Good-bye, good-
bye.

Aslaksen. Are you going my way, towards the printing-
office, Mr. Hovstad ?

Hovstad. T will come later; I have something to settle
up first.

Aslaksen. Very well. (Bows and goes out; STOCKMANN
Jollows him inio the hall.)

Hovstad (as STOCKMANN comes in again). Well, what
do you think of that, Doctor? Don’t you think it is
high time we stirred a little life into all this slackness
and vacillation and cowardice?

Dr. Stockmann. Are you referring to Aslaksen?

Hovstad. Yes, I am. He is one of those who are
floundering in a bog—decent enough fellow though he
may be, otherwise. And most of the people here are
in just the same case—see-sawing and edging first to
one side and then to the other, so overcomewith caution
and scruple that they never dare to take any decided
step.

Igr. Stockmann. Yes, but Aslaksen seemed to me so
thoroughly well-intentioned.

Hovstad. There is one thing I esteem higher than that;
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and that is for a man to be self-reliant and sure of him-
self.

Dr. Stockmann. 1 think you are perfecfly right there.

Hovstad. That is why I want to seize this opportunity,
and try if I cannot manage to put a little virility into
these well-intentioned people for once. The idol of
Authority must be shattered in this town. This gross
and inexcusable blunder about the water-supply must
be brought home to the mind of every municipal voter.

Dr. Stockmann. Very well; if you are of opinion that
it is for the good of the community, so be it. But not
until I have had a talk with my brother.

Hovstad. Anyway, I will get a leading article ready;
and if the Mayor refuses to take the matter up—

Dr. Stockmann. How can you suppose such a thing
possible ?

Houstad. It is conceivable. And in that case—

Dr. Stockmann. In that case I promise you—. Look
here, in that case you may print my report—every
word of it.

Hovstad. May I? Have I your word for it?

Dr. Stockmann (giving him the DMS.). Here it is;
take it with you. It can do no harm for you to read it
through, and you can give it me back later on.

Hoystad. Good, good! That is what I will do. And
now good-bye, Doctor.

Dr. Stockmann. Good-bye, good-bye. You will see
everything will run quite smoothly, Mr. Hovstad—
quite smoothly.

Hovstad. Hm !—we shall see. (Bows and goes out.)

Dr. Stockmann (opens the dining-room door and looks
in). Katherine! Oh, you are back, Petra?

Petra (coming in). Yes, I have just come from the
school.

Mrs. Stockmann (coming in). Has he not been here
yet?

Dr. Stockmann. Peter? No. But I have had a long
talk with Hovstad. He is quite excited about my
discovery. I find it has a much wider bearing than I at
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first imagined. And he has put his paper at my dis-
posal if necessity should arise.

Mys. Stockmann. Do you think it will?

Dr. Stockmann. Not for a moment. But at all events
it makes me feel proud to know that I have the liberal-
minded independent press on my side. Yes, and—
just imagine—I have had a visit from the Chairman of the
Householders’ Association !

Mpys. Stockmann. Ohl What did he want?

Dr. Stockmann. To offer me his support too. They
will support me in a body if it should be necessary.
Katherine—do you know what I have got behind me?

Mys. Stockmann, Behind you? No, what have you
got behind you?

Dr. Stockmann. The compact majority.

Myrs. Stockmann. Really? Is thata good thing for
you Thomas?

Dr. Stockmann. 1 should think it was a good thing.
(Walks up and down rubbing his hands.) By Jove, it’s
a fine thing to feel this bond of brotherhood between
oneself and one’s fellow citizens |

Petra. And to be able to do so much that is good
and useful, father|

Dr. Stockmann. And for one’s own native town into
the bargain, my child!

Mrs. Stockmann. That was a ring at the bell.

Dr. Stockmann. It must be he, then. (A4 knock is heard
at the door.) Come in!

Peter Stockmann (comes in from the hall). Good morn-
ing.
gDr. Stockmann. Glad to see you, Peter|

Myrs. Stockmann. Good morning, Peter, How are
you?

Peter Stockmann. So so, thank you. (To Dr. StoCk-
MANN.) I received from you yesterday, after office
hours, a report dealing with the condition of the water
at the Baths.

Dr. Stockmann. Yes. Have you read it?

Peter Stockmann. Yes, I have,
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Dr. Stockmann. And what have you to say to it?

Peter Stockmann (with a sidelong glance). Hm 1—

Mrs. Stockmann. Come along, Petra. (She and PETRA
go into the room on the left.)

Peter Stockmann (after a pause). Was it necessary to
make all these investigations behind my back?

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, because until I was absolutely
certain about it—

Peter Stockmann. Then you mean that you are
absolutely certain now ?

Dr. Stockmann. Surely you are convinced of that.

Peter Stockmann. Is it your intention to bring this
document before the Baths Committee as a sort of
official communication ?

Dr. Stockmann. Certainly. Something must be done
in the matter—and that quickly.

Peter Stockmann. As usual, you employ violent
expressions in your report. You say, amongst other
things, that what we offer visitors in our Baths is a
permanent supply of poison.

Dr. Stockmann. Well, can you describe it any other
way, Peter? Just think—water that is poisonous,
whether you drink it or bathe in it! And this we offer
to the poor sick folk who come to us trustfully and pay
us at an exorbitant rate to be made well again!

Peter Stockmann. And your reasoning leads you to
this conclusion, that we must build a sewer to draw
off the alleged impurities from Molledal and must relay
the water-conduits.

Dr.- Stockmann. Yes. Do you see any other way out
of it? I don’t.

Peter Stockmann. I made a pretext this morning to
go and see the town engineer, and, as if only half
seriously, broached the subject of these proposals as a
thing we might perhaps have to take under consideration
some time later on.

Dr. Stockmann. Some time later on!

Peter Stockmann. He smiled at what he considered
to be my extravagance, naturally. Have you taken the
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trouble to consider what your proposed alterations
would cost? According to the information I obtained,
the expenses would probably mount up to fifteen or
twenty thousand pounds.

Dr. Stockmann. Would it cost so much?

Peter Stockmann. Yes; and the worst part of it would
be that the work would take at least two years.

Dr. Stockmann. Two years? Two whole years?

Peter Stockmann. At least. And what are we to do
with the Baths in the meantime? Close them? Indeed
we should be obliged to. And do you suppose any one
would come near the place after it had got about that
the water was dangerous?

Dr. Stockmann. Yes but, Peter, that is what it is.

Peter Stockmann. And all this at this juncture—
just as the Baths are beginning to be known. There are
other towns in the neighbourhood with qualifications
to attract visitors for bathing purposes. Don’t you
suppose they would immediately strain every nerve
to divert the entire stream of strangers to themselves?
Unquestionably they would; and then where should
we be? We should probably have to abandon the whole
thing, which has cost us so much money—and then you
would have ruined your native town.

Dr. Stockmann. I—should have ruined—!

Peter Stockmann. 1t is simply and solely through the
Baths that the town has before it any future worth
mentioning. You know that just as well as I.

Dr. Stockmann. But what do you think ought to be
done, then?

Peter Stockmann. Your report has not convinced
me that the condition of the water at the Baths is as
bad as you represent it to be.

Dr. Stockmann. 1 tell you 1t is even worse !—or at all
events it will be in summer, when the warm weather
comes.

Peter Stockmann. As 1 said, I believe you exaggerate
the matter considerably. A capable physician ought to
know what measures to take—he ought to be capable
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of preventing injurious influences or of remedying them
if they become obviously persistent.

Dr. Stockmann. Well? What more?

Peter Stockmann. The water supply for the Baths 1s
now an established fact, and in consequence must be
treated as such. But probably the Committee, at its
discretion, will not be disinclined to consider the question
of how far it might be possible to introduce certain
improvements consistently with a reasonable expendi-
ture.

Dr. Stockmann. And do you suppose that I will have
anything to do with such a piece of trickery as that?

Peter Stockmann. Trickery!!

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, it would be a trick—a fraud, a
lie, a downright crime towards the public, towards the
whole community |

Peter Stockmann. 1 have not, as I remarked before,
been able to convince myself that there is actually
any imminent danger.

Dr. Stockmann. You have! It is impossible that you
should not be convinced. I know I have represented the
facts absolutely truthfully and fairly. And you know
1t very well, Peter, only you won’t acknowledge it. It
was owing to your action that both the Baths and the
water-conduits were built where they are; and that
is what you won’t acknowledge—that damnable blunder
of yours. Pooh!—do you suppose I don’t see through
you?

Peter Stockmann. And even if that were true? If
I perhaps guard my reputation somewhat anxiously,
itis in the interests of the town. Without moral authority
I am powerless to direct public affairs as seems, to my
judgment, to be best for the common good. And on
that account—and for various other reasons too—it
appears to me to be a matter of importance that your
report should not be delivered to the Committee. In
the interests of the public, you must withhold it. Then,
later on, I will raise the question and we will do our
best, privately; but nothing of this unfortunate affair—
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not a single word of it—must come to the ears of the
public.

Dr. Stockmann. 1 am afraid you will not be able to
prevent that now, my dear Peter.

Peter Stockmann. It must and shall be prevented.

Dr. Stockmann. It is no use, I tell you. There are
too many people that know about it.

Peter Stockmann. That know about it? Who? Surely
you don’t mean those fellows on the * People’s
Messenger 7’ ?

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, they know. The liberal-minded
independent press is going to see that you do your duty.

Peter Stockmann (after a short pause). You are an
extraordinarily independent man, Thomas. Have you
given no thought to the consequences this may have
for yourself?

Dr. Stockmann. Consequences P—for me ?

Peter Stockmann. For you and yours, yes.

Dr. Stockmann. What the deuce do you mean?

Peter Stockmann. I believe I have always behaved in
a brotherly way to you—have always been ready to
oblige or to help you? ’

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, you have, and I am grateful to
you for it.

Peter Stockmann. There is no need. Indeed, to some
extent I was forced to do so—for my own sake. I
always hoped that, if I helped to improve your financial
position, I should be able to keep some check on you.

Dr. Stockmann. What!! Then it was only for your
own sake—!

Peter Stockmann. Up to a certain point, yes. It is
painful for a man in an official position to have his nearest
relative compromising himself time after time.

Dr. Stockmann. And do you consider that I do that?

Peter Stockmann. Yes, unfortunately, you do, without
even being aware of it. You have a restless, pugnacious,
rebellious disposition. And then there is that disastrous
propensity of yours to want to write about every sort of
possible and impossible thing. The moment an idea
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comes into your head, you must needs go and write a
newspaper article or a whole pamphlet about it.

Dr. Stockmann. Well, but is it not the duty of a citizen
to let the public share in any new ideas he may have ?

Peter Stockmann, Oh, the public doesn’t require any
new ideas. The public is best served by the good, old-
established ideas it already has.

Dr. Stockmann. And that is your honest opinion ?

Peter Stockmann. Yes, and for once I must talk
frankly to you. Hitherto I have tried to avoid doing
so, because I know how irritable you are; but now I
must tell you the truth, Thomas. You have no con-
ception what an amount of harm you do yourself by
your impetuosity. You complain of the authorities,
you even complain of the government—you are always
pulling them to pieces; you insist that you have been
neglected and persecuted. But what else can such a
cantankerous man as you expect ?

Dr. Stockmann. What next! Cantankerous, am I?

Peter Stockmann., Yes, Thomas, you are an extremely
cantankerous man to work with—I know that to my
cost. You disregard everything that you ought to have
consideration for. You seem completely to forget that
it is me you have to thank for your appointment here as
medical officer to the Baths—

Dr. Stockmann. 1 was entitled to it as a matter of
course !—I and nobody else! I was the first person to
see that the town could be made into a flourishing water-
ing-place, and I was the only one who saw it at that
time. I had to fight single-handed in support of the
idea for many years; and I wrote and wrote—

Peter Stockmann. Undoubtedly. But things were not
ripe for the scheme then—though, of course, you could
not judge of that in your out-of-the-way corner up north.
But as soon as the opportune moment came I—and the
others—took the matter into our hands—

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, and made this mess of all my
beautiful plan. It is pretty obvious now what clever
fellows you were !
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Peter Stockmann. To my mind the whole thing only
seems to mean that you are seeking another outlet for
your combativeness. You want to pick a quarrel with
your superiors—an old habit of yours. You cannot put
up with any authority over you. You look askance at
anyone who occupies a superior official position; you
regard him as a personal enemy, and then any stick is
good enough to beat him with. But now I have called
your attention to the fact that the town’s interests are
at stake—and, incidentally, my own too. And there-
fore I must tell you, Thomas, that you will find me inex-
orable with regard to what I am about to require you to
do.

Dr. Stockmann. And what1s that?

Peter Stockmann. As you have been so indiscreet as to
speak of this delicate matter to outsiders, despite the
fact that you ought to have treated it as entirely official
and confidential, it is obviously impossible to hush it up
now. All sorts of rumours will get about directly, and
everybody who has a grudge against us will take care to
embellish these rumours. So it will be necessary for you
to refute them publicly,

Dr. Stockmann. I! How? Idon’tunderstand.

Peter Stockmann. What we shall expect is that, after
making further investigations, you will come to the con-
clusion that the matter is not by any means as dangerous
or as critical as you imagined in the first instance.

Dr. Stockmann. Oho l—so that is what you expect !

Peter Stockmann. And, what is more, we shall expect
you to make public profession of your confidence in the
Committee and in their readiness to consider fully and
conscientiously what steps may be necessary to remedy
any possible defects.

Dr. Stockmann. But you will never be able to do that
by patching and tinkering at it—never! Take my word
for it, Peter; I mean what I say, as deliberately and
emphatically as possible.

Peter Stockmann. As an officer under the Committee,
you have no right to any individual opinion.
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Dr. Stockmann (amazed). No right?

Peter Stockmann. In your official capacity, no. Asa
private person, it is quite another matter. But as a sub-
ordinate member of the staff of the Baths, you have no
right to express any opinion which runs contrary to that
of your superiors.

Dr. Stockmann. This is too much! I, a doctor, a man
of science, have no right to—!

Peter Stockmann. The matter in hand is not simply a
scientific one. It is a complicated matter, and has its
economic as well as its technical side.

Dr. Stockmann. 1 don’t care what it is! I intend to
be free toexpress my opinion on any subject under the sun.

Peter Stockmann. As you please—but not on any sub-
ject concerning the Baths. That we forbid.

Dr. Stockmann (shouting). You forbid—! You! A
pack of—

Peter Stockmann. I forbid it—I, your chief; and if I
forbid it, you have to obey.

Dr. Stockmann (controlling himself). Peter—if you
were not my brother—

Petra (throwing open the door). Father, you shan’t
stand this!

Mys. Stockmann (coming in after her). Petra, Petral

_Peter Stockmann. Oh, so you have been eavesdrop-
ping.

Mrys. Stockmann. You were talking so loud, we couldn’t
help—

Petra. Yes, I was listening,

Peter Stockmann. Well, after all, I am very glad—

Dr. Stockmann (going up to kim). You were saying
something about forbidding and obeying ?

Peter Stockmann. You obliged me to take that tone
with you.

Dr. Stockmann. And so I am to give myself the lie,
publicly ?

Peter Stockmann. We consider it absolutely necessary
that you should make some such pubhc statement as
I have asked for.
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Dr. Stockmann. And if I do not—obey?

Peter Stockmann. Then we shall publish a statement
ourselves to reassure the public.

Dr. Stockmann. Very well; but in that case I shall
use my pen against you. I stick to what I have said; I
will show that I am right and that you are wrong. And
what will you do then?

Peter Stockmann. Then I shall not be able to prevent
your being dismissed.

Dr. Stockmann. What—?

Petra. Father—dismissed !

Mys. Stockmann. Dismissed |

Peter Stockmann. Dismissed from the staff of the
Baths. I shall be obliged to propose that you shall im-
mediately be given notice, and shall not be allowed any
further participation in the Baths’ affairs.

Dr. Stockmann. You would dare to do that!

Peter Stockmann. It is you that are playing the daring
game.

Petra. Uncle, that is a shameful way to treat a man
like father ! .

Mrs. Stockmann. Do hold your tongue, Petra |

Peter Stockmann (looking at PETRA). Oh, so we
volunteer our opinions already, do we? Of course.
(To Mgrs. StockMANN.) Katherine, I imagine you are
the most sensible person in this house. Use any influ-
ence you may have over your husband, and make him see
what this will entail for his family as well as—

Dr. Stockmann. My family is my own concern and
nobody else’s!

Peter Stockmann. —for his own family, as I was say-
ing, as well as for the town he lives in.

Dr. Stockmann. 1t is I who have the real good of the
town at heart! I want to lay bare the defects that
sooner or later must come to the light of day. I will
show whether I love my native town.

Peter Stockmann. You, who in your blind obstinacy
want to cut off the most important source of the town’s
welfare ?
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Dr. Stockmann. The source is poisoned, man! Are
you mad? We are making our living by retailing filth
and corruption! The whole of our flourishing municipal
life derives its sustenance froma lie!  °

Peter Stockmann. All imagination—or something even
worse. The man who can throw out such offensive in-
sinuations about his native town must be an enemv to
our cemmunity.

Dr. Stockmann (going up to ham). Do you dare to—!

Mrs. Stockmann (throwing herself between them).
Thomas !

Petra (catching her father by the arm). Don’t lose your
temper, father !

Peter Stockmann. 1 will not expose myself to violence.
Now you have had a warning; so reflect on what you owe
to yourself and your family. Good-bye. (Goes out.)

Dr. Stockmann (walking up and down). Am I to put
up with such treatment as this? In my own house,
Katherine! What do you think of that!

Mys. Stockmann. Indeed it is both shameful and
absurd, Thomas—

Petra. If only I could give uncle a piece of my mind—

Dr. Stockmann. It is my own fault. I ought to have
flown out at him long ago [—shown my teeth ! —bitten !
To hear him call me an enemy to our community! Me!
I shall not take that lying down, upon my soul!

Mys. Stockmann. But, dear Thomas, your brother has
power on his side—

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, but I haveright on mine, I tell you.

Mprs. Stockmann. Oh yes, right—right. What is the
use of having right on your side if you have not got
might?

Petra. Oh, mother —how can you say such a thing!

Dr. Stockmann. Do you imagine that in a free country
it is no use having right on your side? You are absurd,
Katherine. Besides, haven’t I got the liberal-minded,
independent press to lead the way, and the compact
majority behind me? That is might enough, I should
think!
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Mys. Stockmann. But, good heavens, Thomas, you
don’t mean to—?

Dr. Stockmann. Don’t mean to what?

Mpys. Stockmann. To set yourself up in opposition to
your brother.

Dr. Stockmann. In God’s name, what else do you
suppose I should do but take my stand on right and
truth?

Petra. Yes, I was just going to say that.

Mrs. Stockmann. But it won’t do you any earthly
good. Tf they won’t do it, they won’t.

Dr. Stockmann. Oho, Katherine! Just give me time,
and you will see how I will carry the war into their
camp.

Mys. Stockmann. Yes, you carry the war into therr
camp, and you get your dismissal—that is what you will do.

Dr. Stockmann. In any case I shall have done my
duty towards the public—towards the community, I,
who am called its enemy !

Mprs. Stockmann. But towards your family, Thomas?
Towards your own home! Do you think that is doing
your duty towards those you have to provide for ?

Petra. Ah, don’t think always first of us, mother,

Mrs. Stockmann. Oh, it is easy for you to talk; you
are able to shift for yourself, if need be. But remember
the boys, Thomas; and think a little too of yourself, and
of me—

Dr. Stockmann. 1 think you aie out of your senses,
Katherine! If I were to be such a miserable coward as
to go on my knees to Peter and his damned crew, do you
suppose I should ever know an hour’s peace of mind all
my life afterwards?

Mrs. Stockmann. 1 don’t know anything about that;
but God preserve us from the peace of mind we shall
have, all the same, if you go on defying him! You will
find yourself again without the means of subsistence,
with no income to count upon. I should think we had
had enough of that in the old days. Remember that,
Thomas; think what that means.
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Dr. Stockmann (collecting himself with a struggle and
clenching his fists). And this is what this slavery can
bring upon a free, honourable man! Isn’t it horrible,
Katherine ?

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, it is sinful to treat you so, it is
perfectly true. But, good heavens, one has to put up
with so much injustice in this world.—There are the
boys, Thomas! Look at them! What is to become of
them? Oh, no, no, you can never have the heart—.
(EjLIF and MORTEN have come in while she was speaking,
with thery school books in therr hands.)

Dr. Stockmann. The boys—! (Recovers himself sud-
derly.) No, even if the whole world goes to pieces, I
will never bow my neck to this yoke! (Goes towards his
room.)

Mrs. Stockmann (following him). Thomas—what are
you going to do!

Dr. Stockmann (at his door). 1 mean to have the right
to look my sons in the face when they are grown men.
(Goes 1nto his room.)

Mrs. Stockmann (bursting into tears). God help us all |

Petra. Father is splendid! He will not give in.

(The boys look on in amazement; PETRA signs to them

not to speak,)

ACT 1II

(ScCENE.—The editorial office of the * People’s Mes-
senger.” The entrance door is on the left-hand side of the
back wall ; on the vight-hand side is another door with
ilass panels through which the printing-room can be secn.
Another door in the right-hand wall. In the middle of the
room is a large table covered with papers, newspapers and
books. In the foreground on the left a window, before which
stands a desk and a high stool. There are a couple of
rasy chairs by the table, and other chairs standing along the
wall. The room is dingy and uncomfortable; the furniture
's old, the chairs stained and torn. In the printing-room
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the compositors are seen at work, and a printer is working
a hand-press. HOVSTAD is sitting at the desk, writing.
BILLING comes in from the right with DR, STOCKMANN’S
manuscript in his hand.)

Builling. Well, I must sayl

Hovstad (st1ll writing). Have you read it through?

Bulling (laying the MS. on the desk). Yes, indeed I
have.

Hovstad. Don’t you think the Doctor hits them pretty
hard?

Bulling. Hard? Bless my soul, he’s crushing! Every
word falls like—how shall I put it ?—Iike the blow of a
sledgehammer.

Hovstad. Yes, but they are not the people to throw up
the sponge at the first blow.

Billing. That is true; and for that reason we must
strike blow upon blow until the whole of this aristocracy
tumbles to pieces. As Isatin there reading this, I almost
seemed to see a revolution in being.

Hovstad (turning round). Hush!—Speak so that
Aslaksen cannot hear you.

Billing (lowering his wvoice). Aslaksen is a chicken-
hearted chap, a coward; there is nothing of the man in
him. But this time you will insist on your own way,
won’t you? You will put the Doctor’s article in ?

Howstad. Yes, and if the Mayor doesn’t like it—

Billing. That will be the devil of a nuisance.

Hovstad. Well, fortunately we can turn the situation
to good account, whatever happens. If the Mayor will
not fall in with the Doctor’s project, he will have all the
small tradesmen down on him—the whole of the House-
holders’ Association and the rest of them. And if he
does fall in with it, he will fall out with the whole crowd
of large shareholders in the Baths, who up to now have
been his most valuable supporters—

Bulling. Yes, because they will certainly have to fork
out a pretty penny—

Hovstad. Yes, you may be sure they will. And in this
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way the ring will be broken up, you see, and then in every
issue of the paper we will enlighten the public on the
Mayor’s incapability on one point and another, and make
it clear that all the positions of trust in the town, the
whole control of municipal affairs, ought to be put in the
hands of the Liberals.

Bulling. That is perfectly true! I see it coming—1I see
it coming; we are on the threshold of a revolution !

(A4 Enock 1s heard at the door.)

Hovstad. Hush! (Calls out) Come inl! (Dr.
STOCKMANN comes tn by the street door. HovsTAD goes
to meet him.) Ah, it is you, Doctor! Well?

Dr. Stockmann. You may set to work and print it,
Mr. Hovstad !

Hovstad. Has it come to that, then?

Bulling. Hurrah!

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, print away. Undoubtedly it
has come to that. Now they must take what they get.
There is going to be a fight in the town, Mr. Billing |

Billing. War to the knife, I hope! We will get our
knives to their throats, Doctor |

Dr. Stockmann. This article is only a beginning, I
have already got four or five more sketched out in my
head. Where is Aslaksen?

Billing (calls into the printing-room). Aslaksen, just
come here for a minute !

Hovstad. Four or five more articles, did you say?
On the same subject ?

Dr. Stockmann. No—far from it, my dear fellow. No,
they are about quite another matter. But they all
spring from the question of the water-supply and the
drainage. One thing leads to another, you know. Itis
like beginning to pull down an old house, exactly.

Billing. Upon my soul, it’s true; you find you are not
done till you have pulled all the old rdbbish down.

Aslaksen (coming in). Pulled down? You are not
thinking of pulling down the Baths surely, Doctor ?

Hovstad. Far from it, don’t be afraid.

Dr. Stockmann. No, we meant something quite dif-
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ferent. Well, what do you think of my article, Mr.
Hovstad ?

Hovstad. T think it is simply a masterpiece—

Dr. Stockmann. Do you really think so? Well, I am
very pleased, very pleased.

Hovstad. It is so clear and intelligible. One need have
no special knowledge to understand the bearing of it,
You will have every enlightened man on your side.

Aslaksen. And every prudent man too, I hope?

Billing. The prudent and the imprudent—almost the
whole town.

Aslaksen. In that case we may venture to print it.

Dr. Stockmann. I should think so!

Hovstad. We will put it in to-morrow morning,

Dr. Stockmann. Of course—you must not lose a single
day. What I wanted to ask you, Mr. Aslaksen, was if
you would supervise the printing of it yourself.

Aslaksen. With pleasure.

Dr. Stockmann. Take care of it as if it were a treasure |
No misprints—every word is important. I will look
in again a little later; perhaps you will be able to let me
see a proof. Ican’t tell you how eager I am to see it in
print, and see it burst upon the public—

Billing. Burst upon them—yes, like a flash of light-
ning {

Dr. Stockmann. —and to have it submitted to the
judgment of my intelligent fellow-townsmen. You
cannot imagine what I have gone through to-day. I
have been threatened first with one thing and then with
another; they have tried to rob me of my most elemen-
tary rights as a man—

Billing. What! Your rights as a man|

Dr. Stockmann. —they have tried to degrade me, to
make a coward of me, to force me to put personal in-
terests before my most sacred convictions—

Billing. That is too much—I’'m damned if it isn’t.

Hovystad. Oh, you mustn’t be surprised at anything
from that quarter.

Dr. Stockmann. Well, they will get the worst of it
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with me; they may assure themselves of that. I shall
consider the * People’s Messenger ” my sheet-anchor
now, and every single day I will bombard them with one
article after another, like bomb-shells—

Aslaksen. Yes, but—

Billing. Hurrah |—it is war, it is war!

Dr. Stockmann. 1 shall smite them to the ground—I
shall crush them—1I shall break down all their defences,
before the eyes of the honest public! That is what 1
shall do!

Aslaksen, Yes, but in moderation, Doctor—proceed
with moderation—

Bulling. Nota bit of it, not a bitofit! Don’t spare the
dynamite !

Dr. Stockmann. Because it is not merely a question of
water-supply and drains now, you know. No—it is the
whole of our social life that we have got to purify and
disinfect-—

Bulling. Spoken like a deliverer!

Dr. Stockmann. All the incapables must be turned
out, you understand—and that in every walk of life!
Endless vistas have opened themselves to my mind’s eye
to-day. I cannot see it all quite clearly yet, but I shall
in time. Young and vigorous standard-bearers—those
are what we need and must seek, my friends; we must
have new men in command at all our outposts.

Bulling. Hear, hear |

Dr. Stockmann. We only need to stand by one another,
and it will all be perfectly easy. The revolution will be
launched like a ship that runs smoothly off the stocks.
Don’t you think so?

Hovstad. For my part I think we have now a prospect
of getting the municipal authority into the hands where
it should lie.

Aslaksen. And if only we proceed with moderation, 1
cannot imagine that there will be any risk.

Dr. Stockmann. Who the devil cares whether there is
any risk or not! What I am doing, I am doing in the
name of truth and for the sake of my conscience.
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Hovstad. You are a man who deserves to be supported,
Doctor.

Aslaksen. Yes, there is no denying that the Doctor is
a true friend to the town—areal friend to the community,
that he is.

Billing. Take my word for it, Aslaksen, Dr. Stock-
mann is a friend of the people.

Aslaksen. 1 fancy the Householders’ Association will
make use of that expression before long.

Dr. Stockmann (affected, grasps thesr hands). Thank
you, thank you, my dear staunch friends. It is very
refreshing to me to hear you say that; my brother called
me something quite different. By Jove, he shall have it
back, with interest! But now I must be off to see a
poor devil— I will come back, as I said. Keep a
very careful eye on the manuscript, Aslaksen, and don’t
for worlds leave out any of my notes of exclamation !
Rather put one or two more in! Capital, capital!
Well, good-bye for the present—good-bye, good-bye!

(They show him to the door, and bow kim out.)

Hovstad. He may prove an invalugbly useful man to
us.

Aslaksen. Yes, so long as he confines himself to this
matter of the Baths. But if he goes farther afield, I
don’t think it would be advisable to follow him.

Hovstad. Hm !—that all depends—

Billing, You are so infernally timid, Aslaksen!

Aslaksen. Timid? Yes, when it is a question of the
local authorities, I am timid, Mr. Billing; it is a lesson
I have learnt in the school of experience, let me tell
you. But try me in higher politics, in matters that
concern the government itself, and then see if I am
timid.

Billing. No, you aren’t, I admit. But this is simply
contradicting yourself.

Aslaksen. I am a man with a conscience, and that is the
whole matter. If you attack the government, you
don’t do the community any harm, anyway; those
fellows pay no attention to attacks, you see—they go
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on just as they are, in spite of them. But local authori-
ties are different; they can be turned out, and then per-
haps you may get an ignorant lot into office who may
do irreparable harm to the householders and everybody
else,

Hovstad. But what of the education of citizens by
self government—don’t you attach any importance to
that?

Aslaksen. When a man has interests of his own to
protect, he cannot think of everything, Mr. Hovstad.

Hovstad. Then I hope I shall never have interests of
my own to protect!

Billing. Hear, hear!

Aslaksen (with a smile). Hm) (Points to the desk.)
Mr. Sheriff Stensgaard was your predecessor at that
editonal desk.

Billing (spitaing). Bah! That turncoat.

Hovstad. I am not a weathercock—and never will be.

Aslaksen. A politician should never be too certamn of
‘anything, Mr. Hovstad. And as for you, Mr. Billing,
I should think it is time for you to be taking in a reef
or two in your sails, seeing that you are applying for the
post of secretary to the Bench,

Billing, 1—1

Hovstad. Are you, Billing ?

Bulling. Well, yes—but you must clearly understand
I am only doing it to annoy the bigwigs.

Aslaksen. Anyhow, it is no business of mine. But if
I am to be accused of timidity and of inconsistency in my
principles, this is what I want to point out: my political
past is an open book. I have never changed, except
perhaps ta become a little more moderate, you see. My
heart is still with the people; but I don’t deny that my
reason has a certain bias towards the authorities—the
local ones, I mean. (Goes into the printing-room.)

Billing. Oughtn’t we to try and get rid of him, Hov-
stad ?

Hovstad. Do you know anyone else who will advance
the money for our paper and printing bill ?
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Billing. It is an infernal nuisance that we don’t
possess some capital to trade on.

Hovstad (sitting down at his desk). Yes, if we only had
that, then—

Bulling. Suppose you were to apply to Dr. Stockmann ?

Hovstad (turning over some papers). What is the use?
He has got nothing.

Billing. No, but he has got a warm man in the back-
ground, old Morten Kiil—‘the Badger,” as they call
him.

Hovstad (writing). Are you so sure ke has got anything ?

Billing. Good Lord, of course he has! And some
of it must come to the Stockmanns. Most probably he
will do something for the children, at all events.

Hovstad (turning half round). Are you counting on
that?

Billing. Counting onit? Of course I am not counting
on anything.

Hovstad. That is right. And I should not count on
the secretaryship to the Bench either, if I were you; for
I can assure you—you won’t get it.

Billing. Do you think I am not qulte aware of that?
My object is precisely not to get it. A slight of that
kind stimulates a man’s fighting power—it is like
getting a supply of fresh bile—and I am sure one needs
that badly enough in a hole-and-corner place like this,
where it is so seldom anything happens to stir one up.

Howstad (writing). Quite so, quite so.

Bulling. Ah, I shall be heard of yet!—Now I shall
go and write the appeal to the Householders’ Associa-
tion. (Goes into the yoom on the right.)

Hovstad (sitting at his desk, biting his penholder, says
slowly). Hm!—that’s it, is. it. (4 Enock is heard.)
Come ini (PETRA comes in by the outer door. HovsTAD
gets up.) What, you !—here?

Petra. Yes, you must forgive me—

Hovstad (pulling a chair forward). Won’t you sit
down?

Petra. No, thank you ; I must go again in a moment.
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Hovstad. Have you come with a message from your
father, by any chance?

Petra. No, I have come on my own account. (Takes
a book out of her coat pocket.) Here is the English story.

Hovstad. Why have you brought it back ?

Petra. Because I am not going to translate it.

Hovstad. But you promised me faithfully—

Petra. Yes, but then I had not read it. I don’t sup-
pose you have read it either?

Hovstad. No, you know quite well I don’t understand
English; but—

Petra. Quite so. That is why I wanted to tell you
that you must find something else. (Lays the book on the
table.) You can’t use this for the ‘‘ People’s Messenger.”

Hovstad. Why not?

Petra. Because it conflicts with all your opinions.

Hovstad. Oh, for that matter—

Petra. You don’t understand me. The burden of this
story is that there is a supernatural power that looks
after the so-called good people in this world and makes
everything happen for the best in their case—while all
the so-called bad people are punished.

Howstad. Well, but that is all right. That is just
what our readers want. .

Petra. And are you going to be the one to give it to
them? For myself, I do not believe a word of it. You
know quite well that things do not happen so in reality.

Houstad. You are perfectly right; but an editor cannot
always act as he would prefer. He is often obliged to
bow to the wishes of the public in unimportant matters,
Politics are the most important thing in life—for a news-
paper, anyway; and if I want to carry my public with
me on the path that leads to liberty and progress, I must
not frighten them away., If they find a moral tale of
this sort in the serial at the bottom of the page, they
will be all the more ready to read what is printed above
it; they feel more secure, as it were.

Petra. For shame! You would never go and set a
snare like that for your readers; you are not a spider!

N
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Hovstad (smiling). Thank you for having such a good
opinion of me. No; as a matter of fact that is Billing’s
idea and not mine. y

Petra. Billing’s!

Hovstad. Yes; anyway he propounded that theory
here one day. And it is Billing who is so anxious to
have that story in the paper; I don’t know anything
about the book.

Petra. But how can Billing, with his emancipated
views—

Hovstad. Oh, Billing is a many-sided man. He is
applying for the post of secretary to the Bench, too, I hear.

Petra. I don’t believe it, Mr. Hovstad. How could
he possibly bring himself to do such a thing ?

Hovstad. Ah, you must ask him that.

Petra. 1should never have thought it of him.

Hovstad (looking more closely at her). No? Does it
really surprise you so much?

Peira. Yes. Or perhaps not altogether. Really, I
don’t quite know—

Hovstad. We journalists are not much worth, Miss
Stockmann.

Petra. Do you really mean that ?

Howstad. 1 think so sometimes.

Petra. Yes, in the ordinary affairs of everyday lrfe,
perhaps; I can understand that. But now, when you
have taken a weighty matter in hand—

Hovystad. This matter of your father’s, you mean?

Petra. Exactly. It seems to me that now you must
feel you are a man worth more than most.

Hovstad. Yes, to-day I do feel something of that sort.

Petra. Of course you do, don’t you? It is a splendid
vocation you have chosen—to smooth the way for the
march of unappreciated truths, and new and courageous
lines of thought. If it were nothing more than because
you stand fearlessly in the open and take up the cause
of an injured man—

Hovstad. Especially when that injured man is—ahem |
—1I don’t rightly know how to—
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Petra. When that man is so upright and so honest, you
mean?

Hovstad (more gently). Especially when he is your
father, I meant.

Petra (suddenly checked). That?

Hovstad. Yes, Petra—Miss Petra.

Petra, Is it that, that is first and foremost with you?
Not the matter itself? Not the truth?—not my
father’s big generous heart ?

Hovstad. Certainly—of course—that too.

Petra. No, thank you; you have betrayed yourself,
Mr. Hovstad, and now I shall never trust you again
in anything.

Hovstad. Can you really take it so amiss in me that it
is mostly for your sake—?

Petra. What I am angry with you for, is for not having
been honest with my father. You talked to him as if
the truth and the good of the community were what lay
nearest to your heart. You have made fools of both
my father and me. You are not the man you made
yourself out to be. And that I shall never forgive you—
never !

Hovstad. You ought not to speak so bitterly, Miss
Petra—least of all now.

Petra. Why not now, especially ?

Hovstad. Because your father cannot do without my
help.

Petra (looking him up and down). Are you that sort of
man too? For shame!

Hovstad. No, no, I am not. This came upon me so
unexpectedly—you must believe that.

Petra. 1 know what to believe. Good-bye.

Aslaksen (coming from the printing-room, hurriedly
and with an air of mystery). Damnation, Hovstad l—
(Sees PETrA.) Oh, this is awkward—

Pelra. There is the book; you must give it to some
one else. (Goes towards the door.)

Hovstad (following ker). But, Miss Stockmann—

Petra. Good-bye. (Goes out.)
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Aslaksens 1 say—Mr, Hovstad—

Hovstad. Well, well —what is it?

Aslaksen. The Mayor is outside in the printing-room,

Hovstad. The Mayor, did you say ?

Aslaksen, Yes, he wants to speak to you. He camein
by the back door-—didn’t want to be seen, you understand,

Hoystad. What can he want? Wait a bit—I will go
myself. (Goes to the door of the printing-room, opens 1,
bows and invites PETER STOCKMANN #n.) Just see,
Aslaksen, that no one—

Aslaksen. Quite so. (Goes into the printing-room.)

Deter Stockmann. You did not expect to see me here,
Mr. Hovstad ?

Hovstad. No, I confess I did not.

Peter Stockmann (looking round). You are very snug
in here—very nice indeed.

Hovstad. Oh—

Peter Stockmann. And here I come, without any notice,
to take up your time!

Hoystad. By all means, Mr. Mayor. I am at your
service. But let me relieve you of your— (fakes
STOCKMANN’S kat and stick and puts them on a charr).
Won’t you sit down?

Peter Stockmann (sitting down by the table). Thank you.
(HovsTaD sits down.) I have had an extremely annoy-
ing experience to-day, Mr. Hovstad.

Hovstad. Really? Ah well, I expect with all the
various business you have to attend to—

Peter Stockmann. The Medical Officer of the Baths is
responsible for what happened to-day.

Hovstad. Indeed? The Doctor?

Peter Stockmann. He has addressed a kind of report
to the Baths Committee on the subject of certain
supposed defects in the Baths.

Hovstad. Has he indeed?

Peter Stockmann. Yes—has he not told you? I
thought he said—

Hovstad. Ah, yes—it is true he did mention, some-
thing about— . .
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Hovstad. Shut them? Shut them altogether?

Aslaksen. For two years?

Peter Stockmann, Yes, the work will take as long as
that—at least.

Aslaksen. ’'m damned if we will stand that, Mr.
Mayor! What are we householders to live upon in the
meantime?

Peter Stockmann. Unfortunately that is an extremely
difficult question to answer, Mr. Aslaksen. But what
would you bave us do? Do you suppose we shall have
a single visitor in the town, if we go about proclaiming
that our water is polluted, that we are living over a
plague spot, that the entire town—

Aslaksen. And the whole thing is merely imagination?

Peter Stockmann. With the best will in the world, I
have not been able to come to any other conclusion.

Aslaksen. Well then I must say it 1s absolutely un-
justifiable of Dr. Stockmann—I beg your pardon, Mr.
Mayor—

Peter Stockmann. What you say is lamentably true,
Mr. Aslaksen. My brother has unfortunately always
been a headstrong man,

Aslaksen. After this, do you mean to give him your
support, Mr. Hovstad?

Hovstad. Can you suppose for a moment that I—?

Peter Stockmann. 1 have drawn up a short rémme’
of the situation as it appears from a reasonable man’s
point of view. In it I have indicated how certain
possible defects might suitably be remedied without out-
running the resources of the Baths Committee.

Hovstad. Have you got 1t with you, Mr. Mayor.

Peter Stockmann_ (fumbling n his pocket). Yes, 1
brought it with me in case you should—

Aslaksen. Good Lord, there he is!

Peter Stockmann. Who? My brother?

Hovstad. Where? Where?

Aslaksen. He has just gone through the printing-
room,

Peter Stockmann. How unlucky! I don’t want to
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praiseworthy spirit of self-sacrifice among the less
wealthy citizens of our town—

Aslaksen. What?

Hovstad. Self-sacrifice?

Peter Stockmann. It is pleasing evidence of a public-
spirited feeling, extremely pleasing evidence. I might
almost say I hardly expected it. But you have a closer
knowledge of public opinion than I.

Aslaksen. But, Mr. Mayor—

Peter Stockmann. And indeed it is no small sacrifice
that the town is going to make.

Hovstad. The town?

Aslaksen. But I don’t understand. Is it the Baths—?

Peter Stockmann. At a provisional estimate, the
alterations that the Medical Officer asserts to be desirable
will cost somewhere about twenty thousand pounds.

Aslaksen. That is a lot of money, but—

Peter Stockmann. Of course it will be necessary to raise
a municipal loan.

Hovstad (getting up). Surely you never mean that the
town must pay—?

Aslaksen. Do you mean that it must come out of the
municipal funds?—out of the ill-filled pockets of the
small tradesmen ?

Peter Stockmann. Well, my dear Mr. Aslaksen, where
else is the money to come from?

Aslaksen. The gentlemen who own the Baths ought
to provide that.

Peter Stockmann. The proprietors of the Baths are
not in a position to incur any further expense.

Aslaksen. Is that absolutely certain, Mr. Mayor.

Peter Stockmann. 1 have satisfied myself that it is so.
If the town wants these very extensive alterations,
it will have to pay for them.

Aslaksen. But, damn it all—I beg your pardon—
this is quite another matter, Mr, Hovstad!

Hovstad. 1t is, indeed.

Peter Stockmann. The most fatal part of it is that we
shall be obliged to shut the Baths for a couple of years.
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Hovstad. Shut them? Shut them altogether?

Aslaksen. For two years?

Peter Stockmann. Yes, the work will take as long as
that—at least.

Aslaksen. ’m damned if we will stand that, Mr.
Mayor! What are we householders to live upon in the
meantime?

Peter Stockmann. Unfortunately that is an extremely
difficult question to answer, Mr. Aslaksen. But what
would you have us do? Do you suppose we shall have
a single visitor in the town, if we go about proclaiming
that our water is polluted, that we are living over a
plague spot, that the entire town—

Aslaksen. And the whole thing is merely imagination?

DPeter Stockmann. With the best will m the world, I
have not been able to come to any other conclusion.

Aslaksen. Well then I must say 1t 1s absolutely un-
justifiable of Dr. Stockmann—I beg your pardon, Mr.
Mayor—

Peter Stockmann. What you say is lamentably true,
Mr. Aslaksen. My brother has unfortunately always
been a headstrong man.

Aslaksen. After this, do you mean to give him your
support, Mr. Hovstad?

Hovstad. Can you suppose for a moment that I—?

Peter Stockmann. 1 have drawn up a short résumé
of the situation as it appears from a reasonable man’s
point of view. In it I have ndicated how certain
possible defects might suitably be remedied without out-
running the resources of the Baths Committee.

Hovstad. Have you got 1t with you, Mr. Mayor.

Peter  Stockmann_ (fumbling in s pocket). Yes, 1
brought it with me in case you should—

Aslaksen. Good Lord, there he is!

Peter Stockmann. Who? My brother?

Hovstad. Where? Where?

Aslaksen, He has just gone through the printing-
room,

Peter Stockmann. How unlucky! I don’t want to
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praiseworthy spirit of self-sacrifice among the less
wealthy citizens of our town—

Aslaksen. What?

Hovstad. Self-sacrifice?

Peter Stockmann. 1t is pleasing evidence of a public-
spirited feeling, extremely pleasing evidence. I might
almost say I hardly expected it. But you have a closer
knowledge of public opinion than I,

Aslaksen. But, Mr. Mayor—

Peter Stockmann. And indeed it is no small sacrifice
that the town is going to make.

Hovstad. The town?

Aslaksen. But I don’t understand. Is it the Baths—?

Peter Stockmann. At a provisional estimate, the
alterations that the Medical Officer asserts to be desirable
will cost somewhere about twenty thousand pounds.

Aslaksen. That is a lot of money, but—

Peter Stockmann. Of course it will be necessary to raise
& municipal loan.

Hovstad (geting up). Surely you never mean that the
town must pay—?

Aslaksen. Do you mean that it must come out of the
municipal funds?—out of the ill-filled pockets of the
small tradesmen ?

Peter Stockmann. Well, my dear Mr. Aslaksen, where
else is the money to come from?

Aslaksen. The gentlemen who own the Baths ought
to provide that.

Peter Stockmann. The proprietors of the Baths are
not in a position to incur any further expense. .

Aslaksen. Is that absolutely certain, Mr. Mayor,

Peter Stockmann. 1 have satisfied myself that it is so.
If the town wants these very extensive alterations,
it will have to pay for them.

Aslaksen. But, damn it all—I beg your pardon—
this is quite another matter, Mr, Hovstad!

Hovstad. It is, indeed. '

Peter Stockmann. The most fatal part of it is that we
shall be obliged to shut the Baths for a touple of years.
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Hovstad. Shut them? Shut them altogether?

Aslaksen. For two years?

Peter Stockmann, Yes, the work will take as long as
that—at least.

Aslaksen. I'm damned if we will stand that, Mr,
Mayor! What are we householders to live upon in the
meantime?

Peter Stockmann. Unfortunately that is an extremely
difficult question to answer, Mr. Aslaksen. But what
would you have us do? Do you suppose we shall have
a single visitor in the town, if we go about proclaiming
that our water is polluted, that we are living over a
plague spot, that the entire town—

Aslaksen. And the whole thing is merely imagination?

Peter Stockmann. With the best will in the world, I
have not been able to come to any other conclusxon

Aslaksen. Well then I must say 1t 1s absolutely un-
justifiable of Dr. Stockmann—I beg your pardon, Mr.
Mayor—

Peter Stockmann. What you say is lamentably true,
Mr. Aslaksen. My brother has unfortunately always
been a headstrong man.

Aslaksen. After this, do you mean to give him your
support, Mr. Hovstad?

Hovstad. Can you suppose for a moment that I—?

Peter Stockmann. 1 have drawn up a short résumé
of the situation as it appears from a reasonable man’s
point of view. In it I have indicated how certain
possible defects might suitably be remedied without out-
running the resources of the Baths Committee.

Howstad. Have you got it with you, Mr. Mayor.

Peter Stockmann (fumbling in his pocket). Yes, 1
brought it with me in case you should—

Aslaksen. Good Lord, there he is!

Peter Stockmann. Who? My brother?

Hovstad. Where? Where?

Aslaksen. He has just gone through the printing-
room.

Peter Stockmann. How unlucky!l 1 don’t want to
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meet him here, and I had still several things to speak to
you about.

Hovstad (pointing to the door on the right). Go in
there for the present.

Peter Stockmann. But—?

Hovstad. You will only find Billing in there,

Aslaksen. Quick, quick, Mr. Mayor—he is just
coming.

Peter Stockmann. Yes, very well; but see that you
get rid of him quickly. (Goes out through the door on the
right, which ASLAKSEN opens for him and shuts after
hum.

H?wstad. Pretend to be doing something, Aslaksen.
(Stts down and writes. ASLAKSEN begins foraging among
a heap of newspapers that are lying on a chair.)

Dr. Stockmann (coming in from the printing-room),
Here I am again. (Puts down his hat and stick.)

Hovstad (writing). Already, Doctor? Hurry up with
what we were speaking about, Aslaksen. We are very
pressed for time to-day.

Dr. Stockmann (to ASLAKSEN). No proof for me to see
yet, I hear.

Aslaksen  (without turning round). You couldn’t
expect it yet, Doctor.

Dr. Stockmann. No, no; but I am impatient, as you
can understand. I shall not know a moment’s peace of
mind till I see it in print.

Hovstad. Hm It will take a good while yet, won't
it, Aslaksen?

Aslaksen: Yes, I am almost afraid it will.

Dr. Stockmann. All right, my dear friends; I will
come back. I do not mind coming back twice if necessary.
A matter of such great importance—the welfare of
the town at stake— it is no time to shirk trouble.
(Is just going, but stops and comes back.) Look here—
there is one thing more I want to speak to you about.

Hovstad. Excuse me, but could it not wait till some
other time?

Dy, Stockmann. 1 can tell you in half a dozen words.
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It is only this. When my article is read to-morrow
and it is realised that I have been quietly working the
whole winter for the welfare of the town—

Hoystad. Yes but, Doctor—

Dr. Stockmann. 1 know what you are going to say.
You don’t see how on earth it was any more than my
duty—my obvious duty as a citizen. Of course it
wasn’t; I know that as well as you. But my fellow
citizens, you know—1! Good Lord, think of all the good
souls who think so highly of me—!

Aslaksen. Yes, our townsfolk have had a very high
opinion of you so far, Doctor.

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, and that is just why I am afraid
they—. Well, this is the point; when this reaches
them, especially the poorer classes, and sounds in their
ears hke a summons to take the town’s affairs into their
own hands for the future—

Hovstad (getting up). Ahem! Doctor, I won’t conceal
from you the fact—

Dr. Stockmann. Ahl—I knew there was something in
the wind! But I won’t hear a word of it. If anything
of that sort is being set on foot—

Hovstad. Of what sort?

Dr. Stockmann. Well, whatever it is—whether it is
a demonstration in my honour, or a banquet, or a sub-
scription list for some presentation to me—whatever
it is, you most promise me solemnly and faithfully
to put a stop to it. You too, Mr. Aslaksen; do you
understand ?

Hovstad. You must forgive me, Doctor, but sooner or
later we must tell you the plain truth—

(He is interrupted by the entrance of MRS. STOCKMANN,

who comes in from the street door.)

Mrs. Stockmann (seeing her husband). Just as 1
thought !

Hovstad (going towards her). You too, Mrs. Stock-
mann ?

Dr. Stockmann, What on earth do you want here,
Katherine?
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Mys. Stockmann. I should think you know very well
what 1 want.

Hovstad, Won’t you sit down? Or perhaps—

Mys. Stockmann. No, thank you; don’t trouble. And
you must not be offended at my coming to fetch my
husband; I am the mother of three children, you know.

Dr. Stockmann. Nonsense |—we know all about that.

Mrs. Stockmann. Well, one would not give you credit
for much thought for your wife and children to-day;
if you had had that, you would not have gone and
dragged us all into misfortune.

Dr. Stockmann. Are you out of your senses, Katherine |
Because a man has a wife and children, 1s he not to be
allowed to proclaim the truth—is he not to be allowed
to be an actively useful citizen—is he not to be allowed
to do a service to his native town|!

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, Thomas—in reason.

Aslaksen. Just what I say. Moderation in everything.

Mrs. Stockmann. And that is why you wrong us,
Mr. Hovstad, in enticing my husband away from his
home and making a dupe of him in all this.

Hovstad. 1 certainly am making a dupe of no one—

Dr. Stockmann. Making a dupe of me ! Do you suppose
1 should allow myself to be duped!

Mors. Stockmann. 1t is just what you do. I know quite
well you have more brains than anyone in the town,
but you are extremely easily duped, Thomas. (To
Hovstad.) Please to realise that he loses his post at the
Baths if you print what he has written—

Aslaksen. What!

Hovstad. Look here, Doctor—

Dr. Stockmann (laughing). Ha—ha |—just let them
try! No, no—they will take good care not to. I have
got the compact majority behind me, let me tell you!

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, that is just the worst of it—
your having any such horrid thing behind you.

Dr. Stockmann. Rubbish, Katherine —Go home and
look after your house and leave me to look after the
community. How can you be so afraid, when I am so
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confident and happy? (Walks up and down, rubbing
his hands.) Truth and the People will win the fight,
you may be certain! I see the whole of the broad-
minded middle class marching like a victorious army—!
(Stops beside a chair.) What the deuce is that lying there?

Aslaksen Good Lord!

Hovstad. Ahem !

Dr. Stockmann. Here we have the topmost pinnacle
of authority! (Takes the Mayor's official hat carefully
between his finger-tips and holds it up in the air.)

Mys. Stockmann. The Mayor’s hat!

Dr. Stockmann. And here is the staff of office too.
How in the name of all that’s wonderful—?

Hovstad. Well, you see—

Dr. Stockmann. Oh, I understand. He has been here
trying to talk you over. Ha—ha!—he made rather a
mistake there! And as soon as he caught sight of me
in the printing-room—. (Bursts out laughing.) Did he
run away, Mr. Aslaksen?

Aslaksen (hurriedly). Yes, he ran away, Doctor.

Dr. Stockmann. Ran away without his stick or his—,
Fiddlesticks! Peter doesn’t run away and leave his
belongings behind him. But what the deuce have you
done with him? Ahl—in there, of course. Now you
shall see, Katherine! -~

Mrs. Stockmann. Thomas—please don’t—

Aslaksen. Don’t be rash, Doctor.

(DR. STOCKMANN has put on the Mayor's hat and
taken his stick in his hand. He goes up to the door,
opens it, and stands with his hand to his hat at the
salute. PETER STOCKMANN comes in, red with
anger. BILLING follows him.)

Peter Stockmann. What does this tomfoolery mean?

Dr. Stockmann. Be respectful, my good Peter. I am
the chief authority in the town now. (Walks up and
down.)

Mrs. Stockmann (almost tn tears). Really, Thomas!

Petey Stockmann (following him about). Give me my
hat and stick.
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Dr. Stockmann (in the same tone as before). If you
are chief constable, let me tell you that I am the Mayor—
I am the master of the whole town, please understand!

Peter Stockmann. Take off my hat, I tell you.
Remember it is part of an official uniform,

Dr. Stockmann. Pooh! Do you think the newly
awakened lion-hearted people are going to be frightened
by an official hat? There is going to be a revolution
in the town to-morrow, let me tell you. You thought
you could turn me out; but now I shall turn you out—
turn you out of all your various offices. Do you think I
cannot? Listen to me. I have triumphant social forces
behind me. Hovstad and Billing will thunder in the
‘ People’s Messenger,” and Aslaksen will take the field
at the head of the whole Householders’ Association—

Aslaksen. That I won’t, Doctor.

Dr. Stockmann. Of course you will—

Peter Stockmann. Ahl—may I ask then if Mr. Hovstad
intends to join this agitation.

Hovstad. No, Mr. Mayor.

Aslaksen. No, Mr. Hovstad is not such a fool as to
go and ruin his paper and himself for the sake of an
imaginary grievance.

Dr. Stockmann (looking round him). What does this
mean ?

Hovystad. You have represented your case in a false
light, Doctor, and therefore I am unable to give you my
support.

Billing. And after what the Mayor was so kind as to
tell me just now, I—

Dr. Stockmann. A false light! Leave that part of it
to me. Only print my article; I am quite capable of
defending it.

Hovstad. 1 am not going to print it. I cannot and will
not and dare not print it.

Dr. Stockmann. You dare not? What nonsense |—
you are the editor; and an editor controls his paper,
I suppose!

Aslaksen. No, it is the subscribers, Doctor.
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Peter Stockmann. Fortunately, yes,

Aslaksen. It is public opinion—the enlightened
public—householders and people of that kind; they
control the newspapers.

Dr. Stockmann (composedly). And I have all these
influences against me?

Aslaksen. Yes, you have. It would mean the absolute
ruin of the community if your article were to appear.

Dr. Stockmann. Indeed.

Peter Stockmann. My hat and stick, if you please.
(DR. STOCKMANN takes off the hat and lays it on the table
with the stick. PETER STOCKMANN fakes them up.) Your
authority as mayor has come to an untimely end.

Dr. Stockmann. We have not got to the end yet.
(To Hovstap.) Then it is quite impossible for you to
print my article in the “ People’s Megsenger ”’?

Hovstad. Quite impossible—out of regard for your
family as well.

Mrs. Stockmann. You need not concern yourself
about his family, thank you, Mr. Hovstad.

Peter Stockmann (taking a paper from his pocket).
It will be sufficient, for the guidance of the puplic, if
this appears. It is an official statement. May I trouble
you?

Hovstad (taking the paper). Certainly; I will see that it
is printed.

Dr. Stockmann. But not mine. Do you imagine that
you can silence me and stifle the truth! You will not
find it so easy as you suppose. Mr. Aslaksen, kindly
take my manuscript at once and print it as a pamphlet—
at my expense. I will have four hundred copies—no,
five—six hundred.

Aslaksen. If you offered me its weight in gold, I
could not lend my press for any such purpose, Doctor.
It would be flying in the face of public opinion. You
will not get it printed anywhere in the town.

Dr. Stockmann. Then give it me back.

Hovstad (giving him the MS.). Here it is.

Dr. Stockmann (taking his hat and stick). It shall be



206 An Enemy of the People [acr m.

made public all the same. I will read it out at a mass
meeting of the townspeople. All my fellow-citizens shall
hear the voice of truth!

Reter Stockmann. You will not find any public body
‘in the town that will give you the use of their hall for
such a purpose.

Aslaksen. Not a single one, I am certain,

Billing. No, I'm damned if you will find one.

Mrs. Stockmann. But this is too shameful! Why
should every one turn against you like that?

Dr. Stockmann (angrily). I will tell you why. It is
because all the men in this town are old women—
like you; they all think of nothing but their families,
and never of the community.

Mrs. Stockmann (pulting her arm into his). Then
will show them that an—an old woman can be a man
for once. I am going to stand by you, Thomas!

Dr. Stockmann. Bravely said, Katherine! It shall
be made public—as I am a living soul! If I can’t hire
a hall, I shall hire a drum, and parade the town with
it and read it at every street-corner,

Peter Stockmann. You are surely not such an arrant
fool as that!

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, I am.

Aslaksen. You won’t find a single man in the whole
town to go with you.

Billing. No, I’'m damned if you will.

Mys. Stockmann. Don’t give in, Thomas. I will tell
the boys to go with you.

Dr. Stockmann. That is a splendid idea !

Mrs. Stockmann. Morten will be delighted; and Ejlif
will do whatever he does.

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, and Petral—and you too,
Katherine ! ‘

Mrs. Stockmann. No, I won’t do that; but I will stand
at the window and watch you, that’s what I will do.

Dr. Stockmann (puts his arms round her and kisses
her). Thank you, my dear! Now you and I are going
to try a fall, my fine gentlemen! I am going to see
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whether a pack of cowards can succeed in gagging a
patriot who wants to purify society! (He and his wife
go out by the street door.)

Peter Stockmann (shaking his head seriously). Now he
has sent &er out of her senses, too,

ACT IV

(Scene.—A  big old-fashioned room in CAPTAIN
HoRSTER’S house. At the back folding-doors, which are
standing open, lead to an ante-room. Three windows in
the left-hand wall. In the middle of the opposite wall
a platform has been erected. On this is a small table with
two candles, a water-bottle and glass, and a bell. The
room 1s lit by lamps placed between the windows. In
the foreground on the left there 1s a table with candles and
a chair. To the right is a door and some chairs standing
near it. The room is nearly filled with a crowd of towns-
people of all sorts, a few women and schoolboys being
amongst them. People are still streaming in from the
back, and the room 1s soon filled.)

15t Cutizen (meeting another). Hullo, Lamstad! You
here too?

2nd Citizen. I go to every public meeting, I do.

3rd Cituzen. Brought your whistle too, I expect!

2nd Citizen. I should think so. Haven’t you?

3rd Citizen. Rather! And old Evensen said he was
going to bring a cow-horn, he did.

2nd Citizen. Good old Evensen! (Laughter among
the crowd.)

4th Citizen (coming up to them). I say, tell me what is
going on here to-night.

2nd Citizen. Dr. Stockmann is going to deliver an
address attacking the Mayor.

4th Citizen. But the Mayor is his brother.

1st Citizen. That doesn’t matter; Dr. Stockmann’s
not the chap to be afraid.
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3rd Citizen. But he is in the wrong; it said so in
the “ People’s Messenger.”

2nd Citizen. Yes, I expect he must be in the wrong
this time, because neither the Householders’ Association
nor the Citizens’ Club would lend him their hall for his
meeting.

15t Citizen. He couldn’t even get the loan of the hall
at the Baths.

2nd Citizen. No, I should think not.

A Man in another part of the crowd. 1 say—who are
we to back up in this?

Another Man, beside him. Watch Aslaksen, and do
as he does.

Billing (pushing his way through the crowd, with a
writing-case under his arm). Excuse me, gentlemen—
do you mind letting me through? I am reporting for
the “ People’s Messenger.” Thank you very much!
(He sits down at the table on the left.)

A Workman. Who was that?

Second Workman. Don’t you know him? It’s
Billing, who writes for Aslaksen’s paper.

(CapTaIN HORSTER brings in MRs. STOCKMANN and
PETRA through the door on the right. EJLIF and
MORTEN follow them in.)

Horster. 1 thought you might all sit here; you can

slip out easily from here, if things get too lively.

Mys. Stockmann. Do you think there will be a dis-
turbance?

Horster. One can never tell—with such a crowd.
But sit down, and don’t be uneasy.

Mrs. Stockmann (ssiting down). It was extremely kind
of you to offer my husband the room.

Horster. Well, if nobody else would—

Petra (who has sat down beside her mother). And it was
& plucky thing to do, Captain Horster.

Horster. Oh, it is not such a great matter as all
that.

(HovsTAD and ASLAKSEN make their way through

the crowd.)
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Aslaksen (going up to HORSTER). Has the Doctor
not come yet?
Horster. He is waiting in the next room. (Move-
ment in the crowd by the door at the back.)
Hovstad. Look—here comes the Mayor !
Billing. Yes, I'm damned if he hasn’t come after alll
(PETER STOCKMANN makes his way gradually through
the crowd, bows courteously, and takes up a position
by the wall on the left. Shortly afterwards Dr.
STOCKMANN comes in by the right-hand door. He is
dressed in a black frock-coat, with a white tie. There
s a litlle feeble applause, whick is hushed down.
Stlence 1s obtained.)
Dr. Stockmann (1n an undertone). How do you feel,
Katherine ?
Mys. Stockmann. All right, thank you. (Lowering
her voice.) Be sure not to lose your temper, Thomas.
Dr. Stockmann. Oh, I know how to control myself.
(Looks at his watch, steps on to the platform, and bows.
It is a quarter past—so I will begin. (Takes hes MS.
out of kis pocket).
Aslaksen. 1 think we ought to elect a chairman
first.
Dr. Stockmann. No, it is quite unnecessary.
Some of the Crowd. Yes—yes!
Peter Stockmann. 1 certamnly think too that we ought
to have a chairman.
Dr. Stockmann. But I have called this meeting to
deliver a lecture, Peter.
Peter Stockmann. Dr. Stockmann’s lecture may
possibly lead to a considerable conflict of opinion.
Voices in the Crowd. A chairman! A chairman!
Hovstad. The general wish of the meeting seems to
be that a chairman should be elected.
Dr. Stockmann (restraining himself). Very well—let
the meeting have its way.
Aslaksen. Will the Mayor be good enough to under-
take the task?
Three Men (clapping their hands). Bravol Bravol
o
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Peter Stockmann. For various reasons, which you
will easily understand, I must beg to be excused.
But fortunately we have amongst us a man who I
think will be acceptable to you all. I refer to the
President of the Householders’ Association, Mr. Aslaksen.

Several wvoices. Yes—Aslaksen! Bravo Aslaksen!

(DRr. STOCKMANN takes up his MS. and walks up and

down the platform.)

Aslaksen. Since my fellow-citizens choose to entrust
me with this duty, I cannot refuse.

(Loud applause. ASLAKSEN mounts the platform.)

Billing (writing). “ Mr. Aslaksen was elected with
enthusiasm.”

Aslaksen. And now, as I am in this position, I should
like to say a few brief words. I am a quiet and peaceable
man, who believes in discreet moderation, and—and
—in moderate discretion. All my friends can bear
witness to that.

Several Voices. That’s right! That’s right, Aslaksen!

Aslaksen. 1 have learnt in the school of life and
experience that moderation is the most valuable virtue
a citizen can possess—

Peter Stockmann. Hear, hear!

Aslaksen. —And moreover that discretion and
moderation are what enable a man to be of most service
to the community. I would therefore suggest to our
esteemed fellow-citizen, who has called this meeting,
that he should strive to keep strictly within the bounds
of moderation.

A Man by the door. Three cheers for the Moderation
Society !

A Voice. Shame!

Several Voices. Sh1—Sh!

Aslaksen. No interruptions, gentlemen, please! Does
anyone wish to make any remarks?

Feter Stockmann. Mr. Chairman.

Asiaksen. The Mayor will address the meeting.

Peter Stockmann. In consideration of the close re-
lationship in which, as you all know. I stand to the
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present Medical Officer of the Baths, I should have
preferred not to speak this evening. But my official
position with regard to the Baths and my solicitude
for the vital interests of the town compel me to bring
forward a motion. I venture to presume that there is
not a single one of our citizens present who considers
it desirable that unreliable and exaggerated accounts
of the sanitary condition of the Baths and the town
should be spread abroad.

Several Voices. No, no! Certainly not! We protest
against it!

Peter Stockmann. Therefore 1 should like to propose
that the meeting should not permit the Medical Officer
either to read or to comment on his proposed lecture.

Dr. Stockmann (impatienily). Not permit—! What
the devil—!

Mrs. Stockmann (coughing). Ahem !—ahem |

Dr. Stockmann (collecting himself). Very well. Go
ahead!

Peter Stockmann. In my communication to the
* People’s Messenger,” I have put the essential facts
before the public in such a way that every fair-minded
citizen can easily form his own opinion. From it you
will see that the main result of the Medical Officer’s
proposals—apart from their constituting a vote of
censure on the leading men of the town—would be to
saddle the ratepayers with an unnecessary expenditure
of at least some thousands of pounds.

(Sounds of disapproval among the audience, and some

. cat-calls.)

Aslaksen (ringing his bell). leence, please, gentlemen |
I beg to support the Mayor’s motion. I quite agree with
him that there is something behind this agitation started
by the Doctor. He talks about the Baths; but it is a
revolution he is aiming at—he wants to get the adminis-
tration of the town put into new hands. No one doubts
the honesty of the Doctor’s intentions—no one will
suggest that there can be any two opinions as to that,
I myself am a believer in self-government for the people,
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provided it'does not fall too heavily on the ratepayers,

But that would be the case here; and that is why I

will see Dr. Stockmann damned—I beg your pardon—

before I go with him in the matter. You can pay too

dearly for a thing sometimes; that is my opinion.
(Loud applause on all sides.)

Hovstad. 1, too, feel called upon to explain my
position. Dr. Stockmann’s agitation appeared to be
gaining a certain amount of sympathy at first, so I
supported it as impartially as I could. But presently
we had reason to suspect that we had allowed ourselves
to be misled by misrepresentation of the state of affairs—

Dr. Stockmann. Misrepresentation— |

Hovstad. Well, let us say a not entirely trustworthy
representation. The Mayor’s statement has proved
that. I hope no one here has any doubt as to my liberal
principles; the attitude of the ‘“ People’s Messenger ”
towards important political questions is well known to
every one. But the advice of experienced and thoughtful
men has convinced me that in purely local matters a
newspaper ought to proceed with a certain caution.

Aslaksen. 1 entirely agree with the speaker.

Hovstad. And, in the matter before us, it is now an
undoubted fact that Dr. Stockmann has public opinion
against him. Now, what is an editor’s first and most
obvious duty, gentlemen? Is it not to work in harmony
with his readers? Has he not received a sort of tacit
mandate to work persistently and assiduously for the
welfare of those whose opinions he represents? Or is it
possible I am mistaken in that?

Voices from the crowd. No, nol You are quite right!

Hovstad. It has cost me a severe struggle to break
with a man in whose house I have been lately a frequent
guest—a man who till to-day has been able to pride
himself on the undivided goodwill of his fellow-citizens—
a man whose only, or at all events whose essential, fail-
ing is that he is swayed by his heart rather than his
head.

A few scattered voices. Thatis true! Bravo, Stockmann !
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Hovstad. But my duty to the community obliged me
to break with him. And there is another consider-
ation that impels me to oppose him, and, as far as
possible, to arrest him on the perilous course he has
adopted; that is, consideration for his family—

Dr. Stockmann. Please stick to the water-supply
and drainage!

Hovstad. —consideration, I repeat, for his wife and
his children for whom he has made no provision.

Morten. Is that us, mother?

Mrs. Stockmann. Hush |

Aslaksen. I will now put the Mayor’s proposition to
the vote.

Dr. Stockmann. There is no necessity! To-night I
have no intention of dealing with all that filth down
at the Baths. No; I have something quite different
to say to you.

Peter Stockmann (aside). What is coming now ?

A Drunken Man (by the entrance door). I am a rate-
payer! And therefore I have a right to speak too! And
my entire—firm—inconceivable opinion is—

A number of voices. Be quiet, at the back there!

Others. He is drunk! Turn him out! (They turn
him out.)

Dr. Stockmann. Am I allowed to speak ?

Aslaksen (ringing his bell). Dr. Stockmann will
address the meeting.

Dr. Stockmann. 1 should like to have seen anyone,
a few days ago, dare to attempt to silence me as has
been done to-night! I would have defended my sacred
rights as a man, like a lion! But now it is all one to
me; I have something of even weightier importance to
say to you. (The crowd presses nearer to him, MORTEN
KI11L conspicuous among them.)

Dr. Stockmann (continuing). I have thought and
pondered a great deal, these last few days—pondered
over such a variety of things that in the end my head
seemed too full to hold them—

Peter Stockmann (with a cough). Ahem |
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Dr. Stockmann. —but I got them clear in my mind at
last, and then I saw the whole situation lucidly. And that
is why I am standing here to-night. I have a great
revelation to make to you, my fellow-citizens! I will
impart to you a discovery of a far wider scope than the
trifling matter that our water-supply is poisoned and
our medicinal Baths are standing on pestiferous soil.

A number of voices (shouting). Don’t talk about the
Baths! We won’t hear you! None of that!

Dr. Stockmann. 1 have already told you that what I
want to speak about is the great discovery I have made
lately—the discovery that all the sources of our moral
life are poisoned and that the whole fabric of our civic
community is founded on the pestiferous soil of false-
hood.

Voices of disconcerted Citizens. What is that he says?

Peter Stockmann. Such an insinuation—!

Aslaksen (with his hand on his bell). I call upon the
speaker to moderate his language.

Dr. Stockmann. I have always loved my native town
as a man only can love the home of his youthful days,
I was not old when I went away from here; and exile,
longing and memories cast as it were an additional
halo over both the town and its inhabitants. (Some
clapping and applause.) And there I stayed, for many
years, in a horrible hole far away up north. When I
came into contact with some of the people that lived
scattered about among the rocks, I often thought it
would of been more service to the poor half-starved
creatures if a veterinary doctor had been sent up there,
instead of a man like me. (Murmurs among the crowd.)

Billing (laying down his pen). I'm damned if I have
ever heard— |

Hovystad. 1t is'an insult to a respectable population !

Dr. Stockmann. Wait a bit! I do not think anyone
will charge me with having forgotten my native town
up there. I was like one of the eider-ducks brooding on
its nest, and what I hatched was—the plans for these
Baths. (Applause and protests.) And then when fate
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at last decreed for me the great happiness of coming
home again—I assure you, gentlemen, I thought I
had nothing more in the world to wish for. Or rather,
there was one thing I wished for—eagerly, untiringly,
ardently—and that was to be able to be of service to
my native town and the good of the community.

Peter Stockmann (looking at the ceiling). You chose a
strange way of doing it—ahem!

Dr. Stockmann. And so, with my eyes blinded to the
real facts, I revelled in happiness. But yesterday
morning—no, to be precise, it was yesterday afternoon-—
the eyes of my mind were opened wide, and the first
thing I realised was the colossal stupidity of the
authorities—.  (Uproar, shouts and laughter. MRs.
STOCKMANN coughs persistently.)

Peter Stockmann. Mr. Chairman |

Aslaksen (ringing his bell). By virtue of my
authority—1

Dr. Stockmann. It is a petty thing to catch me up on
a word, Mr. Aslaksen. What I mean is only that I got
scent of the unbelievable piggishness our leading men
had been responsible for down at the Baths. I can’t
stand leading men at any price!—I have had enough
of such people in my time. They are like billy-goats
in a young plantation; they do mischief everywhere.
They stand in a free man’s way, whichever way he turns,
and what I should like best would be to see them
exterminated like any other vermin—. (Uproar.)

Peter Stockmann. Mr. Chairman, can we allow such
expressions to pass?

Aslaksen (with his hand on his bell). Doctor— |

Dr. Stockmann. 1 cannot understand how it is that
[ have only now acquired a clear conception of what
these gentry are, when I had almost daily before my
eyes in this town such an excellent specimen of them—
my brother Peter—slow-witted and hide-bound in
prejudice—.  (Laughter, uproar and hisses. MRrs.
STOCKMANN sits coughing assiduously. ASLAKSEN rings
4is bell violently.)
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The Drunken Man (who has got 1n again). Is it me he
is talking about? My name’s Petersen, all right—but
devil take me if I—

Angry Voices. Turn out that drunken man! Turn
him out. (He is turned out again.)

Peter Stockmann. Who was that person?

15t Cutizen. 1 don’t know who he is, Mr. Mayor.

2nd Citizen. He doesn’t belong here.

3rd Citizen. 1 expect he is & navvy from over at—
(the rest is inaudible).

Aslaksen. He had obviously had too much beer.—
Proceed, Doctor; but please strive to be moderate in
your language.

Dr. Stockmann. Very well, gentlemen, I will say no
more about our leading men. And if anyone imagnes,
from what I have just said, that my object is to attack
these people this evening, he is wrong—absolutely
wide of the mark. For I cherish the comforting conviction
that these parasites—all these venerable relics of a
dying school of thought—are most admirably paving
the way for their own extinction; they need no doctor’s
help to hasten their end. Nor is it folk of that kind who
constitute the most pressing danger to the community.
It is not they who are most instrumental in poisoning
the sources of our moral life and infecting the ground
on which we stand. It is not they who are the most
dangerous enemies of truth and freedom amongst us.

Shouts from all sides. Who then? Who is it? Name!
Name!

Dr. Stockmann, You may depend upon it I shall
name them! That is precisely the great discovery I
made yesterday. (Raises his voice.) The most dangerous
enemy of truth and freedom amongst us is the com-
pact majority—yes, the damned compact Liberal
majority—that is it! Now you know! (Tremendous
uproar. Most of the crowd are shouting, stamping and
_hissing. Some of the older men among them exchange
stolen glunces and seem to be enjoying themselves. Mgs.
STOCKMANN gets up, looking anxious. EJLi¥ and MORTEN
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advance threateningly wupon some schoolboys who are
playing pranks. ASLAKSEN rings his bell and begs for
silence. HovsTAD and BILLING both talk at once, but are
wnaudible. At last quiet s restored.)

Aslaksen. As chairman, I call upon the speaker to
withdraw the ill-considered expressions he has just
used.

Dr. Stockmann, Never, Mr. Aslaksen! It is the majority
in our community that denies me my freedom and seeks
to prevent my speaking the truth.

Hovstad. The majority always has right on its side.

Billing. And truth too, by God!

Dr. Stockmann. The majority never has right on its
side. Never, I say! That is one of these social lies
agamnst which an independent, intelligent man must
wage war. Who is it that constitute the majority of
the population in a country? Is it the clever folk or the
stupid? I don’t imagine you will dispute the fact that
at present the stupid people are in an absolutely over-
whelming majority all the world over. But, good Lord |
—you can never pretend that it is right that the stupid
folk should govern the clever ones! (Uproar and cries.)
Oh, yes—you can shout me down, I know! but you
cannot answer me. The majority has might on its side—
unfortunately; but right it has not. I am in the right—
I and a few other scattered individuals. The minonty
1s always in the right. (Renewed uproar.)

Hovstad. Ahal—so Dr. Stockmann has become an
aristocrat since the day before yesterday !

Dr. Stockmann. 1 have already said that I don’t
intend to waste a word on the puny, narrow-chested,
short-winded crew whom we are leaving astern. Puls-
ating life no longer concerns itself with them. I am
thinking of the few, the scattered few amongst us, who
have absorbed new and vigorous truths. Such men
stand, as it were, at the outposts, so far ahead that the
compact majority has not yet been able to come up
with them; and there they are fighting for truths that
are too newly-born into the world of consciousness to
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have any considerable number of people on their side
as yet.

Howvstad. So the Doctor is a revolutionary now !

Dr. Stockmann. Good heavens—of course I am, Mr,
Hovstad! I propose to raise a revolution against
the lie that the majority has the monopoly of the
truth. What sort of truths are they that the majority
usually supports? They are traths that are of such
advanced age that they are beginning to break up. And
if a truth is as old as that, it is also in a fair way to become
a lie, gentlemen. (Laughter and mocking cries.) Yes,
believe me or not, as you like; but truths are by no
means as long-lived at Methuselah—as some folk
imagine. A normally constituted truth lives, let us say,
as a rule seventeen or eighteen, or at most twenty years;
seldom longer. But truths as aged as that are always
worn frightfully thin, and nevertheless it is only then
that the majority recognises them and recommends
them to the community as wholesome moral nourish-
ment. There is no great nutritive value in that sort of
fare, I can assure you; and, as a doctor, I ought to
know. These * majority truths ”. are like last year’s
cured meat—like rancid, tainted ham; and they are the
origin of the moral scurvy that is rampant in our
communities.

Aslaksen. 1t appears to me that the speaker is wander-
ing a long way from his subject.

Peter Stockmann. 1 quite agree with the Chairman.

Dr. Stockmann. Have you gone clean out of your
senses, Peter? I am sticking as closely to my subject
as I can; for my subject is precisely this, that it is
the masses, the majority—this infernal compact
majority—that poisons the sources of our meoral life
and infects the ground we stand on.

Hovstad. And all this because the great, broad-
minded majority of the people is prudent enough to show
deference only to well-ascertained and well-approved
truths ? ‘

D». Stockmann. Ah, my good Mr. Hovstad, don’t talk
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nonsense about well-ascertained truths! The truths of
which the masses now approve are the very truths that
the fighters at the outposts held to in the days of our
grandfathers. We fighters at the outposts nowadays
no longer approve of them;and I do not believe there
is any other well-ascertained truth except this, that no
community can live a healthy life if it is nourished only
on such old marrowless truths.

Hovstad. But instead of standing there using vague
generalities, it would be interesting if you would tell
us what these old marrowless truths are, that we are
nourished on.

(Applause from many quarters.)

Dr. Stockmann. Oh, I could give you a whole string
of such abominations; but to begin with I will confine
myself to one well-approved truth, which at bottom
is a foul lie, but upon which nevertheless Mr. Hovstad
and the ‘‘ People’s Messenger ” and all the “ Messen-
ger’s ”’ supporters are nourished.

Hovstad. And that is—?

Dr. Stockmann. That is, the doctrine you have in-
herited from your forefathers and proclaim thoughtlessly
far and wide—the doctrine that the public, the crowd,
the masses, are the essential part of the population—
that they constitute the People—that the common folk,
the ignorant and incomplete element in the community,
have the same right to pronounce judgment and to
approve, to direct and to govern, as the isolated,
intellectually superior personalities in it.

Billing. Well, damn me if ever I—

Hovstad (at the same tme, shouting out). Fellow-
citizens, take good note of that!

A number of voices (angrily). Ohol—we are not the
People! Only the superior folk are to govern, are
they! .

A Workman. Turn the fellow out, for talking such
rubbish! .

Another. Out with him!

Another (calling out). Blow your horn, Evensen!
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(A horn is blown loudly, amidst hisses and an angry

uproar.)

Dr, Stockmann (when the noise has somewhat abated).
Bereasonable! Can’t you stand hearing the voice of truth
for once? I don’t in the least expect you to agree with
me all at once ; but I must say I did expect Mr. Hovstad
to admit I was right, when he had recovered his com-
posure a little. He claims to be a freethinker—

Voices (in murmurs of astonishment). Freethinker,
did he say? Is Hovstad a freethinker?

Hovstad (shouting). Prove it, Dr. Stockmann! When
have I said so in print?

Dr. Stockmann (reflecting). No, confound it, you are
right —you have never had the courage to. Well, I
won’t put you in a hole, Mr. Hovstad. Let us say 1t is
I that am the freethinker, then. I am going to prove to
you, scientifically, that the “ People’s Messenger ”
leads you by the nose in a shameful manner when it tells
you that you—that the common people, the crowd, the
masses, are the real essence of the People. That is
only a newspaper lie, I tell you! The common people
are nothing more than the raw material of which a
People is made. (Groans, laughter and uproar.) Well,
isn’t that the case. Isn’t there an enormous difference
between a well-bred and an ill-bred strain of animals?
Take, for instance, a common barn-door hen. What
sort of eating do you get from a shrivelled up old
scrag of a fowl like that ? Not much, do you! And what
sort of eggs does it lay? A fairly good crow or a raven
can lay pretty nearly as good an egg. But take a well-
bred Spanish or Japanese hen, or a good pheasant or a
turkey—then you will see the difference. Or take the
case of dogs,with whom we humans are on such intimate
terms. Think first of an ordinary common cur—I
mean one of the horrible, coarse-haired, low-bred curs
that do nothing but run about the streets and befoul
the walls of the houses. Compare one of these curs with
a poodle whose sires for many generations have been bred
in a gentleman’s house, where they have had the best
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of food and had the opportunity of hearing soft voices
and music. Do you not think that the poodle’s brain is
developed to quite a different degree from that of the
cur? Of course it is. It is puppies of well-bred poodles
like that, that showmen train to do incredibly clever
tricks—things that a common cur could never learn to do
even if it stood on its head. (Uproar and mocking cries.)

A Citizen (calls out). Are you going to make out we
are dogs, now?

Another Citizen. We are not animals, Doctor!

Dr. Stockmann. Yes but, bless my soul, we are, my
friend ! It is true we are the finest animals anyone could
wish for; but, even amongst us, exceptionally fine animals
are rare. There is a tremendous difference between
poodle-men and cur-men. And the amusing part of
it is, that Mr. Hovstad quite agrees with me as long
as it is a question of four-footed animals—

Hovstad. Yes, it is true enough as far as they are
concerned.

Dr. Stockmann. Very well. But as soon as I extend the
principle and apply it to two-legged animals, Mr. Hovstad
stops short. He no longer dares to think independently,
or to pursue his ideas to their logical conclusion;so he
turns the whole theory upside down and proclaims in
the “People’s Messenger ” that it is the barn-door hens
and street curs that are the finest specimens in the
menagerie. But that is always the way, as long as a man
retains the traces of common origin and has not worked
his way up to intellectual distinction.

Hovstad. 1 lay no claim to any sort of distinction,
I am the son of humble countryfolk, and I am proud that
the stock I come from is rooted deep among the common
people he insults.

Voices. Bravo, Hovstad! Bravo! Bravol

Dr. Stockmann. The kind of common people I mean
are not only to be found low down in the social scale;
they crawl and swarm all around us—even in the highest
social positions. You have only to look at your own fine,
distinguished Mayor! My brother Peter is every bit as
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(A horn is blown loudly, amidst hisses and an angry

uproar.)

Dr, Stockmann (when the noise has somewhat abated).
Bereasonable! Can’t you stand hearing the voice of truth
for once? I don’t in the least expect you to agree with
me all at once ; but I must say I did expect Mr. Hovstad
to admit I was right, when he had recovered his com-
posure a little. He claims to be a freethinker—

Voices (in murmurs of astonishment), Freethinker,
did he say? Is Hovstad a freethinker?

Hovstad (shouting). Prove it, Dr. Stockmann! When
have I said so in print?

Dr. Stockmann (reflecting). No, confound it, you are
right l—you have never had the courage to. Well, I
won’t put you in a hole, Mr. Hovstad. Let us say 1t is
I that am the freethinker, then. I am going to prove to
you, scientifically, that the ‘ People’s Messenger ”
leads you by the nose in a shameful manner when it tells
you that you—that the common people, the crowd, the
masses, are the real essence of the People. That is
only a newspaper lie, I tell you! The common people
are nothing more than the raw material of which a
People is made. (Groans, laughter and uproar.) Well,
isn’t that the case. Isn’t there an enormous difference
between a well-bred and an ill-bred strain of animals?
Take, for instance, a common barn-door hen. What
sort of eating do you get from a shrivelled up old
scrag of a fowl like that? Not much, do you! And what
sort of eggs does it lay? A fairly good crow or a raven
can lay pretty nearly as good an egg. But take a well-
bred Spanish or Japanese hen, or a good pheasant or a
turkey—then you will see the difference. Or take the
case of dogs,with whom we humans are on such intimate
terms. Think first of an ordinary common cur—I
mean one of the horrible, coarse-haired, low-bred curs
that do nothing but run about the streets and befoul
the walls of the houses. Compare one of these curs with
a poodle whose sires for many generations have been bred
in a gentleman’s house, where they have had the best
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of food and had the opportunity of hearing soft voices
and music. Do you not think that the poodle’s brain is
developed to quite a different degree from that of the
cur? Of course it is. It is puppies of well-bred poodles
like that, that showmen train to do incredibly clever
tricks—things that a common cur could never learn to do
even if it stood on its head. (Uproar and mocking cries.)

A Citizen (calls out). Are you going to make out we
are dogs, now?

Another Citizen. We are not animals, Doctor!

Dr. Stockmann. Yes but, bless my soul, we are, my
friend! It is true we are the finest animals anyone could
wish for ; but, even amongst us, exceptionally fine animals
are rare. There is a tremendous difference between
poodle-men and cur-men. And the amusing part of'
it is, that Mr. Hovstad quite agrees with me as long
as it is a question of four-footed animals—

Hovstad. Yes, it is true enough as far as they are
concerned.

Dr. Stockmann. Very well. But as soon as I extend the
principle and apply it to two-legged animals, Mr. Hovstad
stops short. He no longer dares to think independently,
or to pursue his ideas to their logical conclusion;so he
turns the whole theory upside down and proclaims in
the “People’s Messenger ” that it is the barn-door hens
and street curs that are the finest specimens in the
menagerie. But that is always the way, as long as a man
retains the traces of common origin and has not worked
his way up to intellectual distinction.

Hovstad. 1 lay no claim to any sort of distinction,
I am the son of humble countryfolk, and I am proud that
the stock I come from is rooted deep among the common
people he insults.

Voices. Bravo, Hovstad! Bravo! Bravol!

Dr. Stockmann. The kind of common people I mean
are not only to be found low down in the social scale;
they crawl and swarm all around us—even in the highest
social positions. You have only to look at your own fine,
distinguished Mayor! My brother Peter is every bit as
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plebeian as anyone that walks in two shoes—(laughter
and hisses)

Peter Stockmann. 1 protest against personal allusions
of this kind.

Dr. Stockmann (imperturbably).—and that, not because
he is, like myself, descended from some old rascal of a
pirate from Pomerania or thereabouts—because that is
who we are descended from—

Peter Stockmann. An absurd legend. I deny it!

Dr. Stockmann. —but because he thinks what his
superiors think and holds the same opinions as they.
People who do that are, intellectually speaking, common
people; and that is why my magnificent brother Peter
Is in reality so very far from any distinction—and conse-
quently also so far from being liberal-minded.

Peter Stockmann. Mr. Chairman— !

Howvstad. So it is only the distinguished men that are
liberal-minded in this country? We are learning some-
thing quite new | (Laughter.)

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, that is part of my new discovery
too. And another part of it is that broad-mindedness
is almost precisely the same thing as morality. That is
why I maintain that it is absolutely inexcusable in the
“ People’s Messenger "’ to proclaim, day in and day out,
the false doctrine that it is the masses, the crowd, the
compact majority, that have the monopoly of broad-
mindedness and morality—and that vice and corruption
and every kind of intellectual depravity are the result
of culture, just as all the filth that is draining into our
Baths is the result of the tanneries upat Mélledal ! (Uproar
and interruptions. DR. STOCKMANN1s undisturbed, and goes
on, carried away by his ardour, with a smile.) And yet this
same ‘‘ People’s Messenger * can go on preaching that the
masses ought to be elevated to higher conditions of life!
But, bless my soul, if the “ Messenger’s ”’ teaching is to
be depended upon, this very raising up the masses would
mean nothing more or less than setting them straight-
way upon the paths of depravity! Happily the theory
that culture demoralises i$ only an old falsehood that our



acrv.]  An Enemy of the People 223

forefathers believed in and we have inherited. No, it is
ignorance, poverty, ugly conditions of life, that do the
devil’s work! In a house which does not get aired and
swept every day—my wife Katherine maintains that the
floor ought to be scrubbed as well, but thatis a debatable
question—in such a house, let me tell you, people will
lose within two or three years the power of thinking or
acting in a moral manner. Lack of oxygen weakens the
conscience. And there must be a plentiful lack of oxygen
in very many houses in this town, I should think, judg-
ing from the fact that the whole compact majority can
be unconscientious enough to wish to build the town’s
prosperity on a quagmire of falsehood and deceit.

Aslaksen. We cannot allow such a grave accusation
to be flung at a citizen community.

A Citizen. I move that the Chairman direct the speaker
to sit down.

Voices (angrily). Hear, hear! Quite right! Make
him sit down!

Dr. Stockmann (losing his self-control). Then I will go
and shout the truth at every street corner! I will write
it in other towns’ newspapers! The whole country shall
know what is going on here!

Hovstad. It almost seems as if Dr. Stockmann’s
intention were to ruin the town.

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, my native town is so dear to me
that I would rather ruin it than see it flourishing upon
a lie.

Aslaksen. This is really serious. (Uproar and cat-
calls.  MRs. STOCKMANN coughs, but to no purpose;
her husband does not listen to her any longer.)

Hovstad (shouting above the din). A man must be a
public enemy to wish to ruin a whole community !

Dr. Stockmann (with growing fervour). What does the
destruction of a community matter, if it lives on lies!
It ought to be razed to the ground, I tell you! All who
live by lies ought to be exterminated like vermin! You
will end by infecting the whole country; you will
bring about such a state of things that the whole
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country will deserve to be ruined. And if things come
to that pass, I shall say from the bottom of my heart:
Let the whole country perish, let all these people be
exterminated !

Voices from the crowd. That is talking like an out-and-
out enemy of the people!

Billing. There sounded the voice of the people, by
all that’s holy!

The whole crowd (shouting). Yes, yes| Heis an enemy of
the people | He hates his country | He hateshis own people |

Aslaksen. Both as a citizen and as an individual, I am
profoundly disturbed by what we have had to listen to.
Dr. Stockmann has shown himself in a light I should never
havedreamed of. I am unhappily obliged to subscribe
to the opinion which I have just heard my estimable
fellow-citizens utter; and I propose that we should give
expression to that opinion in a resolution. I propose a
resolution as follows: ‘ This meeting declares that it
considers Dr. Thomas Stockmann, Medical Officer of
the Baths, to be an enemy of the people.” (4 storm of
cheers and applause. A number of men surround the
DocToR and hiss him. MRs. STOCKMANN and PETRA
have got up from their seats. MORTEN and EJLIF are
fighting the other schoolboys for hissing; some of their
elders separate them.)

Dr. Stockmann (to the men who are hissing him). Oh,
you fools! I tell you that—

Aslaksen (ringing his bell). We cannot hear you now,
Doctor. A formal vote is about to be taken; but, out of
regard for personal feelings, it shall be by ballot and not
verbal. Have you any clean paper, Mr. Billing ?

Billing. I have both blue and white here.

Aslaksen (going to kim). That will do nicely; we shall
get on more quickly that way. Cut it up into small
strips—yes, that’s it. (T'o the meeting.) Blue means no;
white means yes. I will come round myself and collect
votes. (PETER STOCKMANN leaves the hall. ASLAKSEN
and one or two others go round the room with the slips of
paper in their hats.)
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