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PUBLISHER'S NOTE

Seven Famous Plays is issued by arrangement with William
Heinemann Ltd., publishers of the copyright edition of the Col-
lected Works of Henrik Ibsen, revised and edited by William
Archer.

The following note about the translations appears in William
Archer's General Preface: " For the translations ... | am
ultimately responsible, in the snse that | have exercised an
unrestricted right of revision. This means, of course, that, in
plays originally translated by others the merits of the English
version belong for the most part to the original translator, while
the faults may have been introduced, and must have been
sanctioned, by me. The revision, whether fortunate or other-
wise, hasin all cases been very thorough. . . . The Norwegian
(and German) method of indicating emphasis by spacing the
letters of a word, thus, has been adopted in this edition. In
almost all cases a spaced word in translation represents a spaced
word in the original."

Applications, professional and amateur, to perform the plays
in this volume in any part of the world outside the U.S.A.
should be directed as follows: Ghosts, The Wild Duck, and
Rosmershohn to Curtis Brown, Ltd., 6 Henrietta Street,
London, W.C.2; Hedda Gabler, The Master Builder, and John
Gabridd Bark man to William Heinemann Ltd., 99 Great
Russell Street, London, W.C.i ; A Dall's House, professional
to Curtis Brown, Ltd., amateur to Samuel French, Ltd.,
26 Southampton Street, London, W.C.2.



BIOGRAPHICALINTRODUCTION

By P. F. D. TENNANT

HENRIK IBSEN was born on March 20th, 1828, at Skien, in
Norway. He was the eldest son of a family of five, four
brothers and one daughter.. In 1836 the family had to move to
a farm a VenstOp as a result of his father's bankruptcy, and
Ibsen felt deeply at this early age the power of social reprobation
which cut the family off from the outside world and drove him
to the lonely refuge of the garret which he later immortalised
in The Wild Duck. In 1843 lbsen left to become an apothe-
cary” apprentice at Grimstad, from which moment he cut him-
self off from his family, and from now on he had to fend for
himself for the rest of his life. He was lonely and had no
friends from the age of sixteen to nineteen, and in 1846 he
became the father of an illegitimate child with one of the
apothecary's maids, an inadvertency for which he had to pay
maintenance for fourteen years, a load which was finally shaken
off his mind in the figure of the green woman and her child in
Peer Gynt. In 1847 he wrote the first poem of which we have
any record, Resignation; he passed his examination, moved to
better quarters on a better salary, began to study for the univer-
sity, read Kierkegaard, interested himself in European politics,
and became firm friends with Due and Schulerud. Two years
later he launched out into a gay socia life with the young people
of Grimstad, gained a reputation as awit, wrote patriotic poems,
went to his first ball, wrote his first play, Catalina, under the
pseudonym of Brynjolf Bjarme, and fell in love with Clara
Ebbel. He wrote voluminously, plays, stories, and versifications
of Telemark legends, was jilted by Clara Ebbel, fell inlovewith
another girl, and finally, in 1850, left for Oslo with Schulerud
to enter a crammer for the university. His little one-act play
The Warrior s Barrow was the first to be performed, Catalina
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having been refused and never staged until 1880 in Stockholm.

In Oslo Ibsen failed his university examination in Greek and
mathematics, gave up the idea of becoming a doctor, and devoted
himself toliterature, politics, and student life. Finally,in 1851,he
signed acontract with Ole Bull for half ayear assalaried drama-
tic adviser to the new Bergen National Theatre, which involved,
to start with, the writing of prologues. In February 1852 the
Bergen Theatre voted Ibsen a travelling grant to study the
theatre in Denmark and Germany. He visited Copenhagen and
Dresden, and returned in the autumn to a subordinate position
in the Bergen Theatre. Here, on January 2nd, 1853, Mid-
summer Eve, the play he had written on his tour, was performed
to a full house and was a fiasco. He lived a lonely life in
Bergen, and was famed for his excessively elegant manners and
dress. To add to his distress, his love affair with the fifteen-
and-a-haif-year-old Rikke Hoist was brought to an abrupt end
by her irate father.

In 1854 lIbsen experienced a new failure with another per-
formance of The Warrior s Barrow; this was followed by the
failure of another play, Lady Inger of JOitrat, but in 1856 he
had his first great success with The Feast at Solhaug, the first
of his plays to be published after Catalina. In the same year he
met his future wife, the nineteen-year-old Susannah Thoresen,
whom he married two years later. In the meantime he had
become (1857) artistic manager of the Christiania Norwegian
Theatre, he had written his play The Warriors of Helgeland,
which he finally produced in his own theatre after refusals by
the Danish Royal Theatre and the Christiania Theatre, which
he attacked violently for its Danish taste.

Up till 1861 Ibsen lived in a period of deep despair, satisfying
his creative desire by painting and facing one literary failure
after another. This period came to an end in the spring of 1861,
when he arranged some successful productions of BjVrnson's and
de Musset's plays, was given a government grant to collect folk-
songs, rewrote his play Svanhild into the versified version of
Love's Comedy, and with the bankruptcy of his theatre became
in the New Year of 1863 literary adviser to the Christiania
Theatre, where he was later followed by all the Norwegian
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actors from the Norwegian Theatre. Then came another period
of depression, debts, and failures, until with the help of agovern-
ment grant to collect more folk-songs he financed himself long
enough to write his play The Pretenders. Shortly after this he
was voted another travel grant for a study tour abroad, and he
was able to leave for Copenhagen on April 5th, 1864, with the
uccess of the performance of The Pretenders at the Christiania
Theatre to buoy up his spirits.

On April 5th, 1864, Ibsen left Christiania for Copenhagen.
It was in the middle of the Schleswig-Holstein war, and Ibsen
was full of bitterness over the failure of the Swedes and Nor-
wegians to help the Danes against the Germans.  |bsen was in
Copenhagen when the Germans attacked Dybbjfl, and when he
was in Berlin on May 4th he saw the Danish cannon paraded
through the town. His anger knew no bounds, and it expressad
itself in many ways in the years to come in his poetry and drama.
From Berlin he went to Vienna, from there to Rome, then to
Genzano, and then back to Rome, where he was met by his wife
and son. It was now that he began work on The Emperor and
Galilean, which was not finished until 1873. But in the spring
of 1865 he turned his original epic Brand into dramatic form
and finished it at the end of the year. It was published early in
1866 and proved—in spite oi its intransigent demand for the
absolute—to be a financial success It was from now on that
Hegel of Gyldendal in Copenhagen became his publisher and
helped by his royalties and fess and advice on investment to make
Ibsen a relatively wealthy man. The suocess of Brand was
followed by a series of pecuniary grants, including one from the
Trondheim Scientific Association, an annua stipend and a new
travel grant from the Norwegian Government.

At the end of 1866 Ibsen was planning Peer Gynt, and by the
autumn of 1867 it wasfinished, to be followed by new work on
The Emperor and Galilean. This was followed in 1868 by
beginning in Berchtesgaden the work on The League of Youth,
which he finished in the spring of 1868 in Dresden. In July of
the same year he was given a grant by the Norwegian Govern-
ment to study in Sweden, which he visited as a delegate of the
Scandinavian Orthographic Conference and where he was
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lionised in literary society. Then it was he began his collection
of decorations, of which he was always so proud, with the Order
of Vasa, and a Turkish decoration later in the same year when
he attended the opening of the Suez Canal as an official delegate.
He now felt himself an accepted member of society, changed his
handwriting from his earlier forward-slanting, fluent, pointed
hand to a pedantic, rounded, backward-slanting calligraphy; he
shaved off his beard, took to fashionable dundreary whiskers,
and dressed himself in a smart velvet smoking-jacket as a dapper
man of the world. He revised his earlier poems, compiled his
first short autobiography, and began the revision of earlier plays.
But with the self-irony of which he was a master, his new-found
social self began to be his own victim in the first notes of the
play,Pillars of Society, which, however, did not appear till 1877.
Until 1873 he was busy with his long drama The E?nperor and
Galilean ; in 1874 he spent two and a half months of the summer
in Oslo, where he was feted as a conservative—a compliment
against which he reacted strongly.

In the spring of 1875 he moved to Munich, gave up verse for
prose, and in the summer of 1877 had completed his first modern
social drama, Pillars of Society. This play was followed
in 1879 by the publication of A Doll's House, his first great
succes de scandale.  He moved from Rome to Munich and then
back to Rome, where he finished Ghosts at the end of 1881,
followed by An Enemy of the People in 1882. Then in 1884
he published The Wild Duck, in which he abandoned current
socia problems and embarked on the psychological drama. From
his visit to Norway in 1885 came his inspiration for the follow-
ing play, Rosmersholm (1886), while his seaside holiday at Saeby
in Denmark in 1887 was the background of his next play, The
Lady from the Sea (1888). Hedda Gabler followed in 1890,
after which he left Munich, where he had lived since 1885, and
settled in Norway for the rest of his life the following year.
The last plays are in many ways autobiographical confessions:
The Master Builder (1892), Little Eyolf (1894), John Gabriel
Borkman (1896), and finaly When We Dead Awaken
(1899).

His seventieth birthday in 1898 was the occasion for celebra-
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tions for him all over Scandinavia, and he was now accepted as
one of the greatest living dramatists. He intended to continue
his work, but in the summer of 1900 he suffered from a stroke,
to be followed by another the following year which left him
bedridden and unable to write until his death on May 23rd,
1906.






A DOLL'S HOUSE

(1879)

TRANSLATED BY
WILLIAM ARCHER



CHARACTERS

TORVALD HELMER.
NORA, his wife.

DOCTOR RANK.

MRS. LINDEN.?

NILS KROGSTAD.

THE HELMERS' THREE CHILDREN.
ANNA 2 their nurse.

A MAID-SERVANT (ELLEN).

A PORTER.

The action passes in Helmers house (a flat) in Christiania.

In the originad " Fru Linde." 2 In the origina " Anne-Marie."



A DOLL'S HOUSE
INTRODUCTION

On August 2nd, 1878, Ibsen wrote to his Danish publisher,
Hegel, that he hoped to spend the next winter in Rome. After
a stay of one and a half months at Gossensass in the Tyrol, he
left at the end of September for his destination.

The first sign of renewed literary activity is in a letter of
October 8th to Hegel, speaking of his need for peace to work,
and the first results of this work are to be found in notes on a
modern tragedy dated Rome, October 19th. The weather in
Rome was bad that winter, and Ibsen's activity suffered accord-
ingly; but in March and April his mood changed, and on
April 18th, 1879, he mentions preparation for summer work.
By May 2nd he was in full swing, and by May 24th the first
draft of Act | of A Doll's House was completed. The second
act was completed between June 4th and July 14th, and the
third between July 18th and August 3rd. On July 5th he
moved to Amain", and here he finished the final version of the
play on September 20th.

During the winter months in Rome before he began work
seriously, he was distant and nervous. His lonely world
became peopled with the creatures of his imagination. Once he
said suddenly to his wife: " Now | have seen Nora.  She came
right up to me and put her hand on my shoulder." " How was
she dressed ?" asked his wife. "She had on a simple blue
woollen dress," he replied.

After the play was finished, John Paulsen asked him one day
why Nora was called Nora. Ibsen answered : " She was really
called Leonora, you know, but everyone called her Nora; she
was the spoilt child of the family."

The reality of the characters he was creating appears in many
letters and notes of this period. Occasionally he would dart

15
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out of this world of his own into the world around him. One
night, drinking Swedish punch in the Scandinavian Club in
Rome, he suddenly rounded on two harmless Danish theologians
and indulged in a tirade of abuse against Christianity and
church dogmas.

On January 28th, 1879, Ibsen proposed the appointment of
a lady librarian in the Scandinavian Club and voting by ladies
in the general meetings. He made the formal proposal in a
written speech on February 27th at a general meeting. At one
point he used Nora's own words to Helmer about " men with
petty occupations and petty thoughts, men with petty consider-
ations and petty anxieties. . . ." This motion for a lady
librarian was carried, but the one for ladies' votes failed by one
vote. Ibsen took this defeat with bad grace He refused to
meet his friends in the restaurant that evening. He cut all
those who had opposed the motion and curtly refused all social
invitations. Then suddenly one evening he appeared in full
evening dress, glistening with decorations, at one of the Scan-
dinavian Club's receptions. He greeted those present and sat
down at a table alone. Then, without any warning, he took
his stand behind a large table with all the guests and pairs of
dancers in front of him, and slenced them with a booming
oration, castigating as prostitutes those ladies who had intrigued
against him and the ladies vote, working himself into an
evangelical frenzy and shaking his white mane. One of the
ladies collapsed and was carried out. Ibsen carried on more
calmly, but with fluent eloquence, and when he had finished
left the party sedately, put on his winter overcoat, and went
home in great peace of mind.

Apart from these outbursts, which were symptomatic of his
state of creative pregnancy at the time, the theme of the play
was profoundly influenced by a human drama which he knew
well. It was the caze of Mrs. Laura Kieler. In 1870 he had
written to her about a morally edifying prose continuation of
his dramatic poem Brand she had written, and told her to
continue as an artist and to ignore morals. As a result she left
Norway for Copenhagen, where Ibsen met her and was sur-
prised to find a gay and happy young person enjoying the
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summer and freedom of Denmark. He nicknamed her " the
lark/' her first trait in common with Nora. She visted Ibsen
in Dresden the next year, and in 1873 he married in Denmark.
In 1876 she and her husband visted the Ibsensin Munich, and
Ibsen was 0 sruck with their idyllic rdationship that he called
their menage a " ddl's houe" Later e wrote to lbsen of
her husband's illness and her unhappiness of her eforts to earn
money, of debts he had incurred without her hushand's know-
ledge of his final discovery of the situation and his anger. She
did not walk out like Nora, but went to a nerve dinic instead.
She continually reproached Ibsen for this exploitation of her
own personal tragedy in A Doll's House, and we find an echo
of this in the epilogue to his modern plays When We Dead
Awaken, with its theme of the sculptor exploiting the body and
soul of hismodd. It is perhaps sgnificant that the modd Irene
is here desribed as wearing exactly the same black-and-white
dress which Laura Kieler wore when e visted Ibsen before
hewrotethislag play.

As 0 often in |bsn's work, his themes and characters are
variations and devdopments of thoe that have gone before
Nora is something of the " fairy princes™ Mrs. Bratsberg in
The League of Youth, who complained of beng " dressed up as
a doll." Sheisdw foreshadowed in Dina Dorf of Pillars of
Society,

The charactersin the play went through a proces of careful
humanisation as Ibsen wrote. The play, basd on the general
conflict of man and woman, morals and ingtinct, in a man-made
soaety, gradually evolves from a sasmon into a psychdogical
drama. Nora appears the mod finished character from the
beginning of the notes Helmer grows from the caricature of
a hypocrite with the name Stenborg (sone cagtle) into a reel
character. Whereas, for indance the letter from Krogstad
earlier drew forth the g aculation, " Nora, you aresaved,” 1bsen
changes thisfinally to " | am saved," and adds " But there is
no one who would sacrifice his honour for the one he loves”
Dr. Rank, who first appears as Hank, is originally a wordy
exponent of Darwinism and ends up in the play merdy as an
example of the curse of heredity.
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The unhappy and inconclusive ending of the play was a new
development, and possibly largely due to his discussons with the
Danish author J. P. Jacobsen, with whom he spent much time
in the winter of 1878-9 in Rome. Jacobsen had previously
published his translations of Darwin's two chief works, and a
lot of Darwinistic jargon crept into the original drafts of A
Doll's House which was finally eliminated. In March 1880
Jacobsen wrote in a letter of the stupid convention of a happy
ending as being against nature. The only possble ending, he
said, was death, or ese, snce human relationships were eternally
inconclusive, one should finish a work with an indication of
further continuation, as Ibsen did in A Dall's House,

The shock of Ibsen's ending to A Doll's House was too much
for many producers. The first performance in London, on
March 3rd, 1884, at Princes Theatre, was in Henry Arthur
Jones and Henry Hermann's happy ending adaptation entitled
Breaking a Butterfly, Ibsen had to send Wilhelm Lange a
happy ending for the first performance in Germany, in which
Nora did not leave her house but collapsed in front of the
nursery door. Frau Raabe refused to play Nora without a
happy ending, protesting, " | would never leave my children."
Heinrich Laube used the happy ending at the Residenztheater
in Berlin, and in response to protests produced it in the original.
Critics then fulminated because the ending was inconclusive,
and a fourth act was added. This took place a year later.
Nora is seated with a new-born baby on her lap, and Helmer
enters. " Have you properly forgiven me?" Nora aks He
does not answer, but extracts a box of sweets from his pocket
and gives her a macaroon. Nora gives a cry of joy: " The
miracle hashappened ! " Slow curtain.

When it appeared, the play was judged as a contribution to
the debate on marriage and morals, and not on its artistic
merits. It became the focus of heated arguments on social
ethics in Northern Europe, while it left the more sophisticated
Latin countries unmoved and uninterested. The first English
translation is an incompetent and comic word-for-word
dictionary interpretation published in 1880 by a Danish school-
master, Weber, and dedicated to Queen Alexandra. The first



A DOLUS HOUSE 19

good translation was made by Miss Frances Lord in 1883, but
the real launching of the play and of lbsen's work as a whole
in England was Janet Achurch's performance of Nora in
William Archer'stranslation at the Novelty in 1889. p.F.D.T.

A DOLL'S HOUSE

ACT |

A room, confortably and tastefully, but not expensively, fur-
nished. In the back, on the right, a door leads to the hall; on
the left another door leads to Helme/s study. Between the
two doors a pianoforte. In the middle of the left wall a door,
and nearer the front a window. Near the window a round
table with armchairs and a small sofa. In the right wall,
somewhat to the back, a door, and against the same wall,
farther forward, a porcelain stove; in front of it a couple of
armchairs and a rocking-chair.  Between the stove and the
side-door a small table.  Engravings on the walls. A what-
not with china and bric-a-brac. A small bookcase filled with
handsomely bound books.  Carpet. A fire in the stove. It
is a winter day.

A bdl rings in the hall outside.  Presently the outer door of the
flat is heard to open. Then Nora enters, humming gaily.
She is in outdoor dress, and carries several parcels, which she
lays on the right-hand table.  She leaves the door into the hall
open, and a Porter is seen outside, carrying a Christmas-tree
and a basket, which he gives to the maid-servant who has
opened the door.

NORA. Hide the Christmas-tree carefully, Ellen; the chil-
dren must on no account se it before this evening, when it's
lighted up. [To the Porter, taking out her purse] How much?

PORTER. Fifty ore.

* About sxpence. There are 100 ore in a krone or crown, which is worth
thirteenpence halfpenny.
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NORA. Thereisacrown. No, keep the change.

[The Porter thanks her and goes. NORA shuts the door.
She continues smiling in quiet glee as she takes off her out-
door things. Taking from her pocket a bag of macaroons,
she eats one or two. Then she goes on tiptoe to her
husband'sdoor and listens.

NORA. Yes, heis at home.

[She begins humming again, crossing to the table on the
right.

HELMER [in hisroom]. Isthat my lark*twittering there?

NORA [busy opening some of her parcels]. Yes, it is

HELMER. Isitthesquirrel friskingaround ?

NORA.  Yes!

HELMER. When did thesqujrrel get home?

NORA. Just this minute. [Hides the bag of macaroons in
her pocket and wipes her mouth.] Come here, Torvald, and
se what |'ve been buying.

HELMER. Don't interrupt me. [A little later he opens the
door and looks in, pen in hand.] Buying, did yousay? What!
All that? Has my little spendthrift been making the money
flyagan?

NORA. Why, Torvald, surely we can afford to launch out
a little now. It's the first Christmas we haven't had to pinch.

HELMER. Come, come; we can't afford to squander money.

NORA. Oh vyes Torvald, do let us squander a little, now—
just the leagt little bit! You know you'll soon be earning heaps
of money.

HELMER. Yes, from New Year's Day. But there'sa whole
quarter before my first salary is due.

NORA. Never mind; we can borrow in the meantime.

HELMER. Nora! [He goes up to her and takes her play-
fully by the ear] Still my little featherbrain!  Supposing |
borrowed a thousand crowns to-day, and you made ducKs and
drakes of them during Christmasweek, and then on New Year's
Eve a tile blew off the roof and knocked my brains out

NORA [laying her hand on his mouth]. Hush! How can
you talk so horribly ?

HELMER. But supposing it were to happen—what then ?
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NORA. |f anything s dreadful happened, it would be all the
same to mewhether | wasin debt or not.

HELMER. But what about the creditors ?

NORA. They! Who caes for them? They're only
strangers.

HELMER. Nora, Noral What awoman you are! But
serioudly, Nora, you know my principles on these points. No
debts!  No borrowing! Home life ceases tobgifreguacl heau-
tiful as soon as it is founded on borrowing and debt. We two
have held out bravely till now, and we are not going to give in
at the last.

NORA [going to the fireplace]. Very well—as you plessg,
Torvald.

HELMER [following her]. Come, come, my little lark
mustn't droop her wings like that. What? Is my squirrel in
the sulks? [Takes out his purse] Nora, what do you think
| have here?

NORA [turning round quickly]. Money!

HELMER. There! [Gives her some notes] Of course |
know all sorts of things are wanted at Christmas.

NORA [counting]. Ten, twenty, thirty, forty. Oh, thank
you, thank you, Torvald! Thiswill go along way.

HELMER. | should hope so.

NORA. Yes, indeed; a long way! But come here, and let
me show you all I've been buying. And so cheap! Look, here's
a new stit for Ivar, and alittle sword. Here are ahorse and a
trumpet for Bob. And here are a doll and a cradle for Emmy.
They're only common, but they're good enough for her to pull
to pieces And dressstuffs and kerchiefs for the servants. |
ought to have got something better for old Anna.

HELMER. Andwhat'sin that other parcel ?

NORA [crying out]. No, Torvald, you're not to se that until
this evening!

HELMER. Oh! Ah! But now tell me you little spend-
thrift, have you thought of anything for yourself ?

NORA. For myself! Oh, | don't want anything.

HELMER. Nonsense! Just tell me something sensble you
would like to have.



22 ACT |

NORA. No, realy | don't know of anything—well, listen,
Torvald

HELMER. Well?

NORA [playing with his coat-buttons, without looking him in
the face]. If you really want to give me something you might,
you know—you might——

HELMER. Well? Outwith it!

NORA [quickly]. You might give me money, Torvald.
Only just what you think you can spare; then | can buy some-
thingwith it later on.

HELMER. But, Nora——

NORA. Oh, please do, dear Torvald, please do! | should
hang the money in lovely gilt paper on the Christmas-tree.
Wouldn't that be fun ?

HELMER. What do they call the birds that are aways
making the money fly ?

NORA. Yes, | know—spendthrifts,1 of course. But please
do as | ask you, Torvald. Then | shall have time to think what
| want most.  Isn't that very sensible, how ?

HELMER [smiling]. Certainly;that is to say, if you really
kept the money | gave you, and really spent it on something for
yourself. But it all goes in housekeeping, and for all manner of
useless things, and then | have to pay up again.

NORA. But, Torvald——

HELMER. Can you deny it, Nora dear? [He puts his arm
round her] It's a sweet little lark, but it gets through a lot
of money. No one would believe how much it costs a man to
keep such alittlebirdjtsjou.

NoRA."For shame!l How can you say s0? Why, | save
as much as ever | can.

HELMER [laughing]. Very true—as much as you can—but
that's precisely nothing.

NORA [hums and smiles with covert glee]l. H'm! |f you
only knew, Torvald, what expenses we larks and squirrels have.

HELMER. You're a strange little being! Just like your
father—always on the look-out for all the money you can lay
your hands on; but the moment you have it, it seems to slip

! gpillefugl, literally " playbird,” means a gambler.
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through your fingers; you never know what becomes of it.
Well, one must take you as you are. It's in the blood. Yes,
Nora, that sort of thing is hereditary.

NORA. | wish | had inherited many of papa's qualities.

HELMER. And I don't wish you anything but just what you
are—myjown. sweet little song-bird. But | say—it strikes me
you 100K SO—so—what shall | call it 2—so suspicious to-day——

NORA. Do I?

HELMER. YOU do, indeed. Look me full in the face.

NORA [looking at him]. Well ?

HELMER [threatening with his finger]. Hasn't the little
sweet-tooth been playing pranks to-day ?

NORA. NO; how can you think such athing!

HELMER. Didn't she just look in at the confectioner's?

NORA. NO, Torvald; really——

HELMER. Not to sip alittle jelly?

NORA. NO, certainly not.

HELMER. Hasn't she even nibbled a macaroon or two?

NORA. NO,Torvald,indeed, indeed!

HELMER. Well, well, well; of course I'm only joking.

NORA [goes to the table on the right], | shouldn't think of
doing what you disapprove of.

HELMER. No, I'm sure of that; and, besides, you've given
me your word———Going towards her]  Well, keep your
little Christmas secrets to yourself, Nora darling. The Christ-
mas-tree will bring them all to light, | daresay.

NORA. Have you remembered to invite Doctor Rank?

HELMER. NO. Butit'snot necessary; he'll come as a matter
of course. Besides, | shall ak him when he looks in to-day.
I've ordered some capital wine. Nora, you can't think how |
look forward to this evening.

NORA. And | too. How the children will enjoy themselves,
Torvald!

HELMER. Ah, it's glorious to feel that one has an assured
position and ample means. Isn't it delightful to think of?

NORA. Oh, it's wonderful!

HELMER. DO you remember last Christmas? For three
whole weeks beforehand you shut yourself up every evening till
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long past midnight to make flowers for the Christmas-tree, and
all sorts of other marvels that were to have astonished us. |
was never so bored in my life.

NORA. | didn't bore myself at all.

HELMER [smiling]. But it came to little enough in the end,
Nora.

NORA. Oh, are you going to tease me about that again?
How could | help the cat getting in and pulling it all to pieces?

HELMER. T O be sure you couldn't, my poor little Nora.
You did your best to give us all pleasure, and that's the main
point. But, all the same, it's a good thing the hard times are
over.

NORA. Oh, isn't it wonderful ?

HELMER. NOW | needn't sit here boring myself all alone;
and you needn't tire your blessed eyes and your delicate little
fingers——

NORA [clapping her hands]. No, | needn't, need |, Tor-
vald? Oh, how wonderful it isto think of! [Takes hisarm]
And now I'll tell you how | think we ought to manage,
Torvald. As soon as Christmas is over [The hall-door
hell rings] Oh, there's a ring! [Arranging the room]
That's somebody come to call. How tiresome!

HELMER. [I'm " not at home" to callers; remember that.

ELLEN [in the doorway]. A lady to se you, ma'am.

NORA.  Show her in.

ELLEN [to HELMER]. And the doctor has just come, sir.

HELMER. Has he gone into my study ?

ELLEN. Yes, sir.

[HELMER goes into his study. ELLEN ushersin MRS. LINDEN,

in travelling costume, and goes out, closing the door.

MRS. LINDEN [embarrassed and hesitating]. How do you
do, Nora?

NORA [doubtfully]. How do you do?

MRS. LINDEN. | seeyou don't recognise me.

NORA. NO, | don't think—oh yes!—I believe————[Sud-
denly brightening] What, Christina! Is it really you!

MRS.LINDEN. Yes;reallyl !

NORA. Christinal And to think I didn't know you! But
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how could |
Christinal

MRS. LINDEN. Yes, no doubt. In nine or ten years——

NORA. [Sitreally -0 longsncewemet? Yes, itis. Oh,
the last eight years have been a happy time, | can tell you. And
now you have come to town? All that long journey in mid-
winter !  How brave of you !

MRS. LINDEN. | arrived by this morning's steamer.

NORA. To have a merry Christmas, of course. Oh, how
delightful! Yes, we will have a merry Christmas. Do take
your things off. Aren't you frozen? [Helping her] There;
now we'll sit cosily by the fire. No, you take the armchair; |
shall sit in this rocking-chair. [Seizes her hands] Yes, now
| can se the dear old face again. It was only at the first
glance——But you're a little paler, Christina—and perhaps
alittlethinner.

MRS.LINDEN. And much, much older, Nora.

NORA. Yes, perhaps a little older—not much—ever 9 little.
[She suddenly checks hersdlf; seriously.] Oh, what a thought-

[More softly] How changed you are,

less wretch | am! Here | st chattering on and Dear,
dear Christina, can you forgive me!

MRS. LINDEN. What do you mean, Nora?

NORA [softly]. Poor Christina! | forgot: you are a

widow.

MRS. LINDEN. Yes; my husband died three years ago.

NORA. | know, | know; | saw it in the papers. Oh, believe
me, Christina, | did mean to write to you; but | kept putting it
off, and something always came in the way.

MRS. LINDEN. | can quite understand that, Nora dear.

NORA. NO, Christina; it was horrid of me. Oh, you poor
darling! how much you must have gone through !—And he left
you nothing?

M RS.LINDEN. Nothing.

NORA. And no children ?

M RS.LINDEN. None.

NORA. Nothing, nothing at all ?

MRS. LINDEN. Not even a sorrow or a longing to dwell
upon.
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NORA [looking at her incredulously]. My dear Christina,
how is that possble ?

MRS. LINDEN [smiling sadly and stroking her hair]. Oh, it
happens so sometimes, Nor a.

NORA. So utterly alone! How dreadful that must be! |
have three of the loveliest children. | can't show them to you
just now; they're out with their nurse. But now you must tell
me everything.

MRS.LINDEN. NO, no; | want you to tell me——

NORA. NO, you must begin; | won't be egotistical to-day.
To-day I'll think only of you. Oh! but | must tell you one
thing—perhaps you've heard of our great stroke of fortune?

MRS.LINDEN. NO. Whatisit?

NORA. Only think! my husband has been made manager of
the Joint Stock Bank.

MRS. LINDEN. Your husband! Oh, how fortunate!

NORA. Yes; isn't it? A lawyer's position is S uncertain,
you s especially when he won't touch any business that's the
least bit—shady, as of course Torvald never would; and there
| quite agreewith him. Oh'! you can imagine how glad we are.
He is to enter on his new position at the New Year, and then
he'll have a large salary, and percentages. In future we shall
be able to live quite differently—just as we pleasg, in fact. Oh,
Christina, | feel so light-hearted and happy! It's delightful to
have lots of money, and no need to worry about things, isn't it ?

MRS. LINDEN. Yes; at any rate it must be delightful to
have what you need.

NORA. NO, not only what you need, but heaps of money—
heaps !

MRS. LINDEN [smiling], Nora, Nora, haven't you learnt
reason yet? In our schooldays you were a shocking little
spendthrift.

NORA [quietly smiling]. VYes; that's what Torvald says |
am still.  [Holding up her forefinger] But " Nora, Nora" is
not so silly as you all think. Oh! | haven't had the chance to
be much of a spendthrift. We have both had to work.

MRS. LINDEN. You too ?

NORA. Yes, light fancy work : crochet, and embroidery, and



A DOLL'S HOUSE 27

things of that sort; [Carelessly] and other work too. You
know, of course, that Torvald left the Government service when
we were married. He had little chance of promotion, and of
course he required to make more money. But in the first year
after our marriage he overworked himself terribly. He had to
undertake all sorts of extra work, you know, and to dave early
and late. Hecouldn't stand it, and fell dangeroudly ill. Then
the doctors declared he must go to the South.

MRS. LINDEN. You spent a whole year in Italy, didn't
you?

NORA. Yes, wedid. |t wasn't easy to manage, | can tell
you. It was just after lvar's birth. But of course we had to
go. Oh, it was a wonderful, delicious journey! And it saved
Torvald's life. But it cost a frightful lot of money, Christina.

MRS.LINDEN. So I should think.

NORA. Twelve hundred dollars! Four thousand eight
hundred crowns! 1 Isn't that a lot of money?

MRS. LINDEN. How lucky you had the money to spend!

NORA. Wegot it from father, you must know.

MRS. LINDEN. Ah, | sse He died just about that time,
didn'the?

NORA. Yes, Christina, just then. And only think! |
couldn't go and nurse him! | was expecting little lvar's birth
daily; and then | had my poor sck Torvald to attend to.
Dear, kind old father! | never saw him again, Christina.
Oh! that's the hardest thing | have had to bear snce my mar-
riage.

MRS. LINDEN. I know how fond you were of him. But
then you went to I taly ?

NORA. Yes; you s we had the money, and the doctors
said we must lose no time.  We started a month later.

MRS. LINDEN. And your husband came back completely
cured?

NORA. Sound as a bell.

MRS. LINDEN. But—the doctor?

NORA. What do you mean ?

1 The dollar (4/. 6d.) was the old unit of currency in Norway. The
crown was subgtituted for it shortly before the date of this play.
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MRS. LINDEN. | thought as | came in your servant
announced the doctor——

NORA. Oh yes, Doctor Rank. But he doesnt come pro-
fessonally. He is our best friend, and never lets a day pess
without looking in. No, Torvald hasn't had an hour's illness
dnce that time. And the children are so healthy and well, and
so am |. [Jumps up and claps her hands] Oh, Christina,
Christina, what awonderful thing it isto live and to be happy!
—Oh, but it's really too horrid of me! Here am | talking
about nothing but my own concerns. [Seats herself upon a
footstool close to Christina, and lays her arms on her friend's
lap] Oh, don't be angry with me! Now tell me, isit realy
true that you didn't love your husband? What made you
marry him, then?

MRS. LINDEN. My mother was still aive, you se bed-
ridden and helpless; and then | had my two younger brothers
;](_) think of. 1 didn't think it would be right for me to refuse

Im.

NORA. Perhaps it wouldn't have been. | suppose he was
rich then?

MRS. LINDEN. Very well off, | believe. But his busness
was uncertain. It fell to pieces at his death, and there was
nothing | eft.

NORA. And then——?

MRS. LINDEN. Then | had to fight my way by keeping a
shop, a little school, anything | could turn my hand to. The
last three years have been one long struggle for me.  But now it
is over, Nora. My poor mother no longer needs me; de is at
rest. And the boys are in busness, and can look after them-
sves

NORA. How free your life must feel!

MRS. LINDEN. NO, Nora; only inexpressbly empty. No
one to live for! [Stands up restlessly.] That's why | could
not bear to stay any longer in that out-of-the-way corner. Here
it must be essier to find something to take one up—to occupy
ones thoughts. I | could only get some settled employment—
ome office work.

NORA. But, Christina, that's such drudgery, and you look
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worn-out already. It would be ever so much better for you to
go to some watering-place and rest.

MRS. LINDEN [going to the window]. | have no father to
give me the money, Nora.

NORA [rising']. Oh, don't be vexed with me.

MRS. LINDEN [going to her]. My dear Nora, don't you be
vexed with me. The worst of a position like mine is that it
makes one so bitter. Y ou have no one to work for, yet you have
to be always on the strain. You must live, and so you becorrie
sfish. When | heard of the happy change in your fortunes—
can you believe it ?7—I| was glad for my own sake more than for
yours.

NORA. How do you mean? Ah, | seel You think Tor-
vald can perhaps do something for you ?

MRS. LINDEN. Yes, | thought so.

NORA. And = he shall, Christina. Just you leave it all to
me. | shall lead up to it beautifully!—I shall think of some
delightful plan to put him in a good humour! Oh, | should
so love to help you.

MRS. LINDEN. HOW good of you, Nora, to stand by me
warmly! Doubly good in you, who know so little of the
troubles and burdens of life.

NORA. 17? | know 0 little of ?

MRS. LINDEN [smiling]. Oh, well—a little fancy-work,
and so forth.—You'reachild, Nora.

NORA [tosses her head and paces the room]. Oh, come, you
mustn't be so patronising!

MRS. LINDEN. NO?

NORA. You're like the rest. You all think I'm fit for
nothing really serious——

MRS.LINDEN. Well, well

NORA. Y OU think I've had no troubles in this weary world.

MRS.LINDEN. My dear Nora, you've just told me all your
troubles.

NORA. Pooh—those trifles! [Softly] | haven't told you
the great thing.

MRS. LINDEN. The great thing? What do you mean?

NORA. | know you look down upon me, Christina; but you
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have no right to. You are proud of having worked so hard
and so long for your mother.

MRS. LINDEN. | am sure | don't look down upon anyone;
but it's true | am both proud and glad when | remember that
| was able to keep my mother's last days free from care.

NORA. And you're proud to think of what you have done
for your brothers, too.

MRS. LINDEN. Havel not theright to be?

NORA. Yes, indeed. But now let me tell you, Christina—
I, too, have something to be proud and glad of.

MRS. LINDEN. | don't doubt it. But what do you mean?

NORA. Hush! Not 2 loud. Only think, if Torvald were
to hear! He mustn't—not for worlds! No one must know
about it, Christina—no one but you.

MRS. LINDEN. Why, what can it be ?

NORA. Come over here. [Draws her down beside her on
the sofa] Yes, Christina—I, too, have something to be proud
and glad of. | saved Torvald'slife.

MRS.LINDEN. Saved hislife? How?

NORA. | told you about our going to Italy. Torvald
would have died but for that.

MRS. LINDEN. Well—and your father gave you the money.

NORA [smiling]. Yes, 0 Torvald and every one believes;
but

MRS. LINDEN. But ?

NORA. Papa didn't give us one penny. It was/ that found
the money.

MRS.LINDEN. You? AIll that money?

NORA. Twelve hundred dollars. Four thousand eight
hundred crowns. W hat do you say to that ?

MRS. LINDEN. My dear Nora, how did you manage it?
Didyouwinitin thelottery?

NORA [contemptuously]. In the lottery? Pooh! Anyone
could have doneth at!

MRS. LINDEN. Then wherever did you get it from ?

NORA [hums and smiles mysteriously]. H'm; tra-la-la-la!

MRS. LINDEN. Of courseyou couldn't borrow it.

NORA. No? Why not?
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MRS. LINDEN. Why, a wife can't borrow without her
husband's consent.

NORA [tossing her head]. Oh! when the wife has some idea
of business, and knows how to set about things——

MRS. LINDEN. But, Nora, | don't understand——

NORA. Well, you needn't. | never said | borrowed the
money. There are many ways | may have got it. [Throws
herself back on the sofa] | may have got it from some
admirer. When oneisso—attractive as| am——

MRS. LINDEN. You're toosilly, Nora.

NORA. Now I'm sure you're dying of curiosity, Chris-
tina——

MRS. LINDEN. Listen to me, Nora dear: haven't you been
alittle rash?

NORA [dtting upright again]. Is it rash to save one's hus-
band'slife?

MRS. LINDEN. I think it was rash of you, without his
knowledge——

NORA. But it would have been fatal for him to know!
Can't you understand that? He wasn't even to suspect how ill
he was. The doctors came to me privately and told me his life
was in danger—that nothing could save him but awinter in the
South. Do you think | didn't try diplomacy first? | told him
how | longed to have a trip abroad, like other young wives; |
wept and prayed; | said he ought to think of my condition, and
not to thwart me; and then | hinted that he could borrow the
money. But then, Christina, he got aimost angry. He said |
was frivolous, and that it was his duty as a husband not to yield
to my whims and fancies—so he called them. Very well,
thought 1, but saved you must be; and then | found the way to
doit.

MRS. LINDJBN. And did your husband never learn from your
father that the money was not from him?

NORA. N O; never. Papadied at that very time. | meant
to have told him all about it, and begged him to say nothing.
But hewassoill—unhappily, it wasn't necessary.

MRS. LINDEN. And you have never confessed to your
husband ?
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NORA. Good heavenss What can you be thinking of?
Tell him, when he has such a loathing of debt! And
besides—how painful and humiliating it would be for Torvald,
with his manly sdf-respect, to know that he owed anything to
me! It would utterly upset the relation between us; our
beautiful, happy home would never again be what it is.

MRS. LINDEN. Will you never tell him?

NORA [thoughtfully, half smiling"}. Yes, some time perhaps
—many, many years hence, when I'm—not so pretty. You
mustn't laugh at me!  Of course | mean when Torvald is not
so much in love with me as he is now; when it doesn't amuse
him any longer to s me dancing about, and dressing up and
‘acting. Then it might be well to have something in reserve.
[Breaking off] Nonsense! nonsense! That time will never
come. Now, what do you sy to my grand secret, Christina?
Am | fit for nothing now? You may believe it has cost me a
lot of anxiety. It has been no joke to meet my engagements
punctually. You must know, Christing, that in busnes there
are things called instaments, and quarterly interest, that arc
terribly hard to provide for. So I've had to pinch alittle here
and there, wherever | could. | couldn't ssve much out of the
housekeeping, for of course Torvald had to live well. And |
couldn't let the children go about badly dressed; all 1 got for
them, | spent on them, the blessed darlings!

MRS. LINDEN. Poor Nora! So it had to come out of your
own pocket-money?

NORA. Yes, of course. After all, the whole thing was my
doing. When Torvald gave me money for clothes, and so on,
| never spent more than half of it; | aways bought the smplest
and chegpedt things. It's a mercy that everything suits me so
well—Torvald never had any suspicions.  But it was often very
hard, Christina dear.  For it's nice to be beautifully dressed—
now, isn't it?

MRS. LINDEN. Indeed it is.

NORA. Well, and besdes that, | made money in other ways.
Last winter | was so lucky—I got a hegp of copying to do. |
shut myself up every evening, and wrote far into the night.
Oh, sometimes | was so tired, so tired. And yet it was splendid
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towork in that way and earn money. | almost felt asif | was
aman.

MRS. LINDEN. Then how much have you been able to pay
of f?

NORA. Well, | can't precisdly say. It's difficult to keep
that sort of busness clear. | only know that |'ve paid every-
thing | could scrape together.  Sometimes | really didn't know
where to turn. [Smiles] Then | usad to sit here and pretend
that arich old gentleman wasin love with me——

MRS. LINDEN. What! What gentleman ?

NORA. Oh, nobody ?—that he was dead now, and that when
his will was opened, there stood in large letters: " Pay over at
once everything of which | die possssed to that charming person,
Mrs.NoraHelmer."

MRS.LINDEN. But, my dear Nora—what gentleman do you
mean ?

NORA. Oh dear, can't you understand? There wasn't any
old gentleman : it was only what | used to dream and dream
when | was at my wits' end for money. But it doesn't matter
now—the tiresome old creature may stay where he is for me.
I care nothing for him or hiswill; for now my troubles are over.
[Springing up.] Oh, Christina, how glorious it is to think of!
Free from all anxiety! Free, quite free. To be able to play
and romp about with the children; to have things tasteful and
pretty in the house, exactly as Torvald likesit! And then the
spring will soon be here, with the great blue sky. Perhaps then
we shall have a little holiday. Perhapslshall se the sea again.
Oh, what awonderful thing it isto live and to be happy!

[ The hall-door bell rings.

MRS. LINDEN [rising]. There's a ring. Perhaps | had
better go.

NORA. N O; do stay. No onewill come here. It'ssure to
be some one for Torvald.

ELLEN [in the doorway]. |f you please, ma'am, there's a
gentleman tospeak to M r . Helmer.

NORA. Who is the gentleman ?

KROGSTAD [in thedoorway]. Itisl, Mrs. Helmer.

[MRS. LINDEN starts, and turns away to the window.
SF.P.—2
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NORA [goes a step towards him, anxiously, speaking low.]
You? What isit? What do you want with my husband ?

KROGSTAD. Bank business—in a way. | hold a small post
in the Joint Stock Bank, and your husband is to be our new
chief, | hear.

NORA. Thenitis——?

KROGSTAD. Only tiresome business, Mrs. Helmer; nothing

more.

NORA. Thenwill you please go to hisstudy ?

[KROGSTAD goes. She bows indifferently while she closes the
door into the hall.  Then she goes to the stove and looks
to the fire

MRS.LINDEN. Nora—whowasthat man?

NORA. A Mr. Krogstad—a lawyer.

MRS.LINDEN. Thenitwasreally he?

NORA. Do you know him?

MRS. LINDEN. | used to know him—many years ago. He

wasin alawyer's office in our town.

NORA. Yes, so he was.

MRS.LINDEN. HOW he has changed !

NORA. | believe his marriage was unhappy.

MRS. LINDEN. Andheisawidower now?

NORA. With alot of children. There! Now itwill burn up.

[She closes the stove, and pushes the rocking-chair a little
aside.

MRS. LINDEN. His business is not of the most creditable,

they say?

NORA. Isn'tit? | daresay not. | don't know. But don't

let us think of business—it's so tiresome.
[DR. RANK comes out of HELMER'S room.

RANK [gill in the doortvay]. No, no; I'm in your way. |

shall go and have a chat with your wife. [Shuts the door and
seeSMRS. LINDEN.] Oh, | begyour pardon. |'mintheway
here too.

NORA. No, not in the least. [Introduces them] Doctor

Rank—Mrs. Linden.

RANK. Oh, indeed; I've often heard Mrs. Linden's name.

| think | passed you on the stairs as | came up.
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MRS. LINDEN. Yes; | go o very slowly. Stairs try me so
much.

RANK. Ah—you are not very strong?

MRS. LINDEN. Only overworked.

RANK. Nothing more? Then no doubt you've come to
town to find rest in around of dissipation ?

MRS. LINDEN. | have come to look for employment.

RANK. Isthat an approved remedy for overwork ?

MRS. LINDEN. One must live, Doctor Rank.

RANK. Yes, that seems to be the general opinion.

NORA. Come, Doctor Rank—you want to live yourself.

RANK. TO be sure | do. However wretched | may be, |
want to drag on as long as possible. Al my patients, too, have
the same mania. And it's the same with people whose com-
plaint ismoral. At this very moment Helmer istalking to just
such amoral incurable——

MRS. LINDEN [softly]. Ah!

NORA. Whom do you mean ?

RANK. Oh, a fellow named Krogstad, a man you know
nothing about—corrupt to the very core of his character. But
even he began by announcing, as a matter of vast importance,
that he must live.

NORA. Indeed? And what did he want with Torvald?

RANK. | haven't an idea; | only gathered that it was some
bank business.

NORA. 1 didn't know that Krog—that this Mr. Krogstad
had anything to do with the Bank ?

RANK. Yes. He has got some sort of place there. [To
MRS. LINDEN.] | don't know whether, in your part of the
country, you have people who go grubbing and sniffing around in
search of moral rottenness—and then, when they have found a
" case," don't rest till they have got their man into some good
position, where they can keep a watch upon him. Men with a
clean bill of health they leave out in the cold.

MRS. LINDEN. Well, | suppose the—delicate characters
require most care.

RANK [shrugs his shoulders]. There*we have it! It's that
notion that makes society a hospital.
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[NORA, deep in her oivn tnoughts, breaks into half-stifled

laughter, and claps her hands.

RANK. Why do you laugh at that? Have you any idea
what "society "is?

NORA. What do | care for your tiresome society? | was
laughing at something else—something excessively amusing.
Tell me, Doctor Rank, are all the employees at the Bank
dependent on Torvald now ?

RANK. Is that what strikes you as excessvely amusing?

NORA [smiles and hums']. Never mind, never mind!
[Walks about the room."] Yes, it is funny to think that we—
that Torvald has such power over so many people. [Takes the
bag from her pocieT."] Doctor Rank, will you have a
macaroon ?

RANK. What!—macaroons! | thought they were contra-
band here?

NORA. Yes; but Christina brought me these.

MRS.LINDEN. What! |

NORA. Oh, well! Don't be frightened. You couldn't
possbly know that Torvald had forbidden them. The fact is,
he's afraid of me spoiling my jteeth. But, oh bother, just for
once!l—That's for you, Doctor Rank! [Puts a macaroon into
his mouth.] And you too, Christina. And |'ll have one while
we're about it—only a tiny one, or at most two.  [Walks about
again.] Oh dear, | am happy! There's only one thing in the
world | really want.

RANK. Well, what's that?

NORA. There's something | should 0 like to say—in Tor-
vald's hearing.

RANK. Then why don't you say it ?

NORA. Because| daren't, it's 20 ugly.

MRS.LINDEN. Ugly?

RANK. In that case you'd better not. But to us you
might What is it you would so like to say in Helmer's
hearing?

NORA. | should =0 lovetosay," Damnitall! "'

1Dod og fine, literally "death and torture"; but by usage a com-
paratively mild oath.
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RANK. Areyou out of your mind ?

MRS. LINDEN. Good gracious, Nora——!

RANK. Sayit—thereheis!

NORA [hides the macaroons]. Hush—sh—sh.

[HELMER comes out of his room, hat in hand, with his over-

coat on hisarm,

NORA [going to him]. Well, Torvald dear, have you got rid
of him?

HELMER. Yes; he hasjust gone.

NORA. Let me introduce you—this is Christina, who hes
come to town——

HELMER. Christina ? Pardon me, | don't know——

NORA. Mrs. Linden, Torvald dear—Christina Linden.

HELMER [to MRS. LINDEN]. Indeed! A school friend of
my wife's, no doubt ?

MRS. LINDEN. Yes, we knew esch other as girls.

NORA. And only think! She has taken this long journey
on purpose to gpesk to you.

HELMER. TO spesk to me!

MRS. LINDEN. Well, not quite—

NORA. You se Christina is tremendously clever a office
work, and shes so anxious to work under a first-rate man of
busnessin order to learn still more——

HELMER [toO MRS. LINDEN]. Very sensble indeed.

NORA. And when she heard you were appointed manager—
it was telegraphed, you know—she started off at once, and——
Torvald dear, for my s&ke, you must do something for Christina.
Now, can'tyou?

HELMER. It's not impossible. | presume Mrs. Linden is a
widow ?

MRS. LINDEN.  Yes

HELMER. And you have dready had some experience of
busness?

MRS. LINDEN. A good dedl.

HELMER. Well, then, it's very likely I may be able to find
aplace for you.

NORA [clapping her hands]. There now!  There
now!
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HELMER. You have come at a fortunate moment, Mrs.
Linden.

*« MRS.LINDEN. Oh, how can | thank you——?

HELMER [smiling]. There is no occasion. [Puts on his
overcoat.] But for the present you must excuse me——

RANK. Wait; | am going with you.

[Fetches his fur coat from the hall and warms it at the fire.

NORA. Don't belong, Torvald dear.

HELMER. Only an hour; not more.

NORA. Areyou going too, Christina?

MRS. LINDEN [putting on her walking things]. Yes; | must
set about looking for lodgings.

HELMER. Then perhaps we can go together ?

NORA [helping her]. What a pity we haven't a spare room
for you; but it'simpossible——

MRS. LINDEN. | shouldn't think of troubling you. Good-
bye, dear Nora, and thank you for all your kindness.

NORA. Good-bye for the present. Of course you'll come
back this evening. And you, too, Doctor Rank. What! If
you're well enough? Of course you'll be well enough. Only
wrap up warmly. [They go out, talking, into the hall. Out-
side on the stairs are heard children's voices] There they are!
There they are! [She runs to the outer door and opens it.
The Nurse, ANNA, enters the hall with the children] Come
inl Comein! [Stoops down and kisses the children.] Oh,
my sweet darlings! Do you se them, Christina? Aren't they
lovely ?

RANK. Don't let us stand here chattering in the draught.

HELMER. Come, Mrs. Linden; only mothers can stand such
a temperature.

[DR. RANK, HELMER, and MRS. LINDEN go down the stairs;
ANNA enters the room with the children; NORA also, shut-
ting the door.

NORA. HOW fresh and bright you look! And what red
cheeks you've got! Like apples and roses. [The children
chatter to her during what follows] Have you had great fun?
That'ssplendid! Oh, really! YouVebeengiving Emmy and
Bob aride on your sledgel—both at once, only think! Why,
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you're quite a man, lvar. Oh, give her to me a little, Anna.
My sweet little dolly! [Takes the smallest from the Nurse
and dances with her] Yes, yes; mother will dance with Bob
too. What! Did you have a game of snowballs? Oh, | wish
I'd been there. No; leave them, Anna; |'ll take their things
off. Oh yes let me do it; it's such fun. Go to the nursery;
you look frozen. You'll find some hot coffee on the stove.

[The NURSE goes into the room on the left. NORA takes off
the children's things and throws them doivn anywhere,
while the children talk all together.

Really! A big dog ran after you? But he didn't bite you?
No; dogs don't bite dear little dolly children. Don't pesp into
those parcels, Ivar. What isit? Wouldn't you like to know?
Take care—it'll bitel What? Shall we have a game?
What shall we play at? Hide-and-seek?_ Yes, let's play hide-
and-seek.  Bob shall hide first Am | to? Yes, let me hide
first.

[She and the children play, with laughter and shouting, in
the room and the adjacent one to the right. At last NORA
hides under the table; the children come rushing in, look for
her, hut cannot find her, hear her half-choked laughter,
rush to the table, lift up the cover and see her. Loud
shouts.  She creeps out, as though to frighten them.  Fresh
shouts. Meanwhile there has been a knock at the door
leading into the hall.  No one has heard it.  Now the door
is half opened, and KROGSTAD appears. He waits a littlg;
the game is renewed.

KROGSTAD. | begyour pardon, Mrs. Helmer——

NORA [with a suppressed cry, turns round and half jumps

up]. Ah! What doyou want ?

KROGSTAD. Excuse me; the outer door was ajar—some-

body must have forgotten to shut it——

NORA [standing up]. My husband is not at home, Mr.

Krogstad.

KROGSTAD. | know it.

NORA. Then what do you want here?

KROGSTAD. To say a few words to you.

NORA. To me? [To the children, softty] Go in to Anna.
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What? No, thestrange man won't hurt mamma. When he's
gone we'll go on playing.  [She leads the children into the left-
hand room, and shuts the door behind them. Uneasy, in sus
pense] It isto me you wish to speak ?

KROGSTAD. Yes, to you.

NORA. To-day? But it'snot thefirst yet

KROGSTAD. NO, to-day is Christmas Eve. |t will depend
upon yourself whether you have a merry Christmas.

NORA. What do you want? |'m not ready to-day——

KROGSTAD. Never mind that just now. | have come about
another matter. You have aminuteto spare?

NORA. Oh yes | suppose so; although

KROGSTAD. Good. | was sitting in the restaurant opposite,
and | saw your husband go down the street——

NORA. Well?

KROGSTAD. with a lady.

NORA. What then?

KROGSTAD. May | ask if the lady was a Mrs. Linden ?

NORA.  Yes.

KROGSTAD. Who hasjust come to town ?

NORA. Yes. To-day.

KROGSTAD. | believe she is an intimate friend of yours?

NORA. Certainly. But | don't understand

KROGSTAD. | used to know her too.

NORA. | know you did.

KROGSTAD. Ah! You know all about it. | thought as
much. Now, frankly, is Mrs. Linden to have a place in the
Bank?

NORA. HOW dare you catechise me in this way, M r. Krog-
stad—you, a subordinate of my husband's? But since you ask,
you shall know. Yes, Mrs. Linden isto be employed. And it
is | who recommended her, M r. Krogstad. Now you know.

KROGSTAD. Then my guesswas right.

NORA [walking up and down]. You se one has a wee bit
of influence, after all. It doesn't follow because on€s only a
woman When people are in a subordinate position, M r .
Krogstad, they ought really to be careful how they offend any-
body who—h'm——
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KROGSTAD.

NORA. Exactly.

KROGSTAD [taking ancther tong]. Mrs. Helmer, will you
have the kindness to employ your influence on my behalf?

NORA. What? How doyou mean?

KROGSTAD. Will you be 50 good as to see that | retain my
subordinate position in the Bank ?

NORA. What do you mean? W ho wants to take it from
you?

KROGSTAD. Oh, you needn't pretend ignorance. | can very
well understand that it cannot be pleasant for your friend to
meet me; and | can also understand now for whose sake | am
to be hounded out.

NORA. But | assureyou

KROGSTAD. Come, come now, once for all: thereistimeyet,
and | advise you to use your influence to prevent it.

NORA. But, Mr. Krogstad, | have no influence—absolutely
none.

KROGSTAD. None? | thought you said a moment ago

NORA. Of course not in that sshs& | ! How can you
imagine that | should have any influence over my husband ?

KROGSTAD. Oh, I know your husband from our college days.
I don't think he is any more inflexible than other husbands.

NORA. |If you talk disrespectfully of my husband, | must
request you to leave the house.

KROGSTAD. You arebold, madam.

NORA. | am afraid of you no longer. When New Year's
Day isover, | shall soon be out of the whole busness.

KROGSTAD [controlling himself]. Listen to me, Mrs. Hel-
mer. If need be | shall fight as though for my life to keep my
little place in the Bank.

NORA. Yes, 0it seems.

KROGSTAD. It'snot only for thesalary; that iswhat | care
least about. It's something dse——Well, | had better make
a clean breast of it. Of course you know, like every one ese,
that some years ago | —got into trouble.

NORA. | think I've heard something of the sort.

KROGSTAD. T he matter never came into court; but from

SF.P.— 2*

who has influence ?
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that moment all paths were barred to me. Then | took up the
busness you know about. | had to turn my hand to something;
and | don't think Fve been one of the worst. But now | must
get clear of it all. My sons are growing up; for their sake |
must try to recover my character as well as | can. This place
in the Bank was the first step; and now your husband wants
to kick me off the ladder, back into the mire.

NORA. But | assure you, Mr. Krogstad, | haven't the least
power to help you.

KROGSTAD. That is because you have not the will; but | can
compel you.

NORA. YOU won't tell my husband that | owe you money?

KROGSTAD. H'm; suppose | wereto?

NORA. It would be shameful of you. [With tears in her
voice] The secret that is my joy and my pride—that he should
learn it in such an ugly, coarse way—and from you. It would
involve me in all sorts of unpleasantness——

KROGSTAD. Only unpleasantness?

NORA [hotly]. But just do it. It's you that will come off
worst, for then my husband will s what a bad man you are,
and then you certainly won't keep your place.

KROGSTAD. | asked whether it was only domestic unpleasant-
nesyou feared ?

NORA. |f my husband gets to know about it, he will of
course pay you off at once, and then we shall have nothing more
to do with you.

KROGSTAD [coming a pace nearer]. Listen, Mrs. Helmer;
either your memory is defective, or you don't know much about
busness | must make the position a little clearer to you.

NORA. HOW SO?

KROGSTAD. When your hushand was ill, you came to me to
borrow twelve hundred dollars.

NORA. | knew of nobody else.

KROGSTAD. | promised to find you the money——

NORA. And you did find it.

KROGSTAD. | promised to find you the money, on certain
conditions. Y ou were so much taken up at the time about your
husband's illness, and so eager to have the wherewithal for your
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journey, that you probably did not give much thought to the
details. Allow me to remind you of them. | promised to find
you the amount in exchange for a note of hand, which | drew up.

NORA. Yes, and | signed it.

KROGSTAD. Quite right. But then | added a few lines,
making your father security for the debt. Y our father was to
sign this.

NORA. Wasto——? Hedidsignit!

KROGSTAD. | had left the date blank. That is to say, your
father was himself to date his signature. Do you recollect that ?

NORA. Yes, | believe——

KROGSTAD. Then | gave you the pgper to send to your
father, by post. Isnot that so?

NORA. Yes

KROGSTAD. And of course you did 9 a once; for within
five or six days you brought me back the document with your
father's signature; and | handed you the money.

NORA. Well? Have | not made my payments punctually?

KROGSTAD. Fairly—yes. But to return to the point: you
werein great trouble at the time, Mrs. Helmer.

NORA. | wasindeed!

KROGSTAD. Your father was very ill, | believe ?

NORA. Hewas on his death-bed.

KROGSTAD. And died soon after ?

NORA.  Yes

KROGSTAD. Tell me, Mrs. Helmer: do you happen to recol-
lect the day of his death? The day of the month, | mean?

NORA. Father died on the 29th of September.

KROGSTAD. Quite correct. | have made inquiries. And
here comes in the remarkable point—{ produces a paper]—which
| cannot explain.

NORA. What remarkable point? | don't know——

KROGSTAD. The remarkable point, madam, that your father
sgned this paper three days after his death !

NORA. What! | don't understand——

KROGSTAD. Your father died on the 29th of September.
But look here : he has dated his signature October 2nd!  Is not
that remarkable, Mrs. Helmer? [NORA is silent] Can you
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explain it? [NORA continues silent] It is noteworthy, too,
that the words " October 2nd " and the year are not in your
father's handwriting, but in onewhich | beieve | know. Well,
this may be explained; your father may have forgotten to date
his signature, and somebody may have added the date at random,
before the fact of your father's death was known. There is
nothing wrong in that. Everything depends on the signature.
Of courseit isgenuine, Mrs. Helmer ? 1t wasreally your father
himself who wrote his name here?

NORA [after a short silence, throws her head back and looks
defiantly at him]. No, it was not. / wrote father's name.

KROGSTAD. Ah!—Are'you aware, madam, that that is a
dangerous admission ?

NORA. HOWS? Youwill soon get your money.

KROGSTAD. May | ak you one more question? Why did
you not send the paper to your father ?

NORA. It was impossible Father wasill. [f | had asked
him for his signature, | should have had to tell him why I
wanted the money; but he was so ill | really could not tell him
that my husband's life was in danger. It was impossible.

KROGSTAD. Then it would have been better to have given
up your tour.

NORA. No, | couldn't do that; my husband's life depended
on that journey. | couldn't giveit up.

KROGSTAD. And did it never occur to you that you were
playing me false ?

NORA. That was nothing to me. | didn't care in the least
about you. | couldn't endure you for all the cruel difficulties
you made, although you knew how ill my husbhand was.

KROGSTAD. Mrs. Helmer, you evidently do not realise what
you have been guilty of. But | can assure you it was nothing
mor e and nothing worse that made me an outcast from society.

NORA. YOU! You want me to believe that you did a brave
thing to save your wife's life?

KROGSTAD. The law takes no account of motives.

NORA. Then it must be avery bad law.

KROGSTAD. Bad or not, if | produce this document in court,
you will be condemned according to law.
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NORA. | don't believe that. Do you mean to tell me that
a daughter has no right to spare her dying father trouble and
anxiety?—that a wife has no right to save her husband's life?
I don't know much about the law, but 1'm sure you'll find,
somewhere or another, that that is allowed. And you don't know
that—you, alawyer! You must be abad one, M r . Krogstad.
KROGSTAD. Possibly. But busness—such busness as ours
—I do understand. You believe that? Very well; now do as
you please. But this | may tell you, that if | am flung into the
gutter a second time, you shall keep me company.
[Bows and goes out through hall.
NORA [stands a while thinking, then tosses her head]. Oh,
nonsense!  He wants to frighten me. I'm not so foolish as
that. [Begins folding the children's clothes. Pauses] But
? No, it'simpossiblel  Why, | did it for love!
CHILDREN [at the door, left]. Mamma, the strange man
has gone now.
NORA. Yes, yes | know. But don't tell anyone about the
strangeman. Do you hear ? Not even papa!l
CHILDREN. NO, mamma; and now will you play with us
again?
NORA. NO, no; not now.
CHILDREN. Oh, do, mamma; you know you promised.
NORA. Yes, but | can't just now. Run to the nursery; |
have so much to do. Run along, run along, and be good, my
darlings! [She pushes them gently into the inner room, and
closes the door behind them. Sits on the sofa, embroiders a few
stitches, but soon pauses] No! [Throws down the work,
rises, goes to the hall door and calls out] Ellen, bring in the
Christmas-tree! [Goes to table, left, and opens the drawer;
again pauses] No, it's quite impossible!
ELLEN [with Christmastree]. Where shall | stand it,
ma‘'am ?
NORA. There, in the middle of the room.
ELLEN. Shall | bringin anythingdse?
NORA. NO, thank you, | haveall | want.
[Ellen, having put down the tree, goes out.
NORA [busy dressing the tree]l. There must be a candle here
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—and flowers there.—That horrible man! Nonsense, non-
snxe! ther€'s nothing to be afraid of. The Christmas-tree shall
bebeautiful. 1'Il do everything to please you, Torvald; I 'll sing
and dance, and

[Enter HELMER by the hall door, with a bundle of docu-

ments.

NORA. Oh! You'reback already ?

HELMER. Yes. Hasanybody been here?

NORA. Here? No.

HELMER. That's odd. | saw Krogstad come out of the
house.

NORA. Did you? Oh yes by the by, he was here for a
minute.

HELMER. Nora, | can s by your manner that he has been
begging you to put in a good word for him.

NORA.  Yes.

HELMER. And you were to do it as if of your own accord ?
Y ou were to say nothing to me of his having been here. Didn't
he suggest that too?

NORA. Yes, Torvald; but

HELMER. Nora, Nora! And you could condescend to
that! To speak to such a man, to make him a promise! And
then totell mean untruth about it!

NORA. An untruth!

HELMER. Didn't you say that nobody had been here?
[Threatens ivith his finger.] My little bird must never do that
again! A song-bird must sing clear and true; no false notes.
[Puts his arm round her] That's s, isn't it? Yes, | was
sure of it. [Lets her go] And now we'll say no more about
it. [Sits down before the fire] Oh, how cosy and quiet it is
herel [Glances into his documents.

NORA [busy with the tree, after a short silence], Torvald!

HELMER. Yes.

NORA. 1'm looking forward so much to the Stenborgs fancy
ball the day after to-morrow.

HELMER. And |I'm on tenterhooks to see what surprise you
have in store for me.

NORA. Oh, it's too tiresome!
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HELMED What is?

NORA. | can't think of anything good. Everything seems <0
(foolish and meaningless.

HELMER Has tittle Nora made that discovery ?

NORA [behind his chair, with her arms on the back]* Are
you very busy, Torvald ?

HELMER. Well

NORA. What papers are those?

HELMER. Bank busnes

NORA. Already!

HELMER. | have got the retiring manager to let me make
some necessary changes in the staff and the organisation. | can
do this during Christmas week. | want to have everything
straight by the New Year.

NORA. Then that's why that poor Krogstad——

HELMER. H'm.

NORA [dtill leaning over the chair-back and slowly stroking
his hair]. If you hadn't been so very busy, | should have asked
you a great, great favour, Torvald.

HELMER. Whatcan it be? Out with it.

NORA. Nobody has such perfect taste as you; and | should
so love to look well at the fancy ball. Torvald dear, couldn't
you take me in hand, and settle what |'m to be, and arrange my
costumefor me?

HELMER. Aha! Somy wilful little woman is at a loss, and
making signals of distress.

NORA. Yes, please, Torvald. | can't get on without your
help.

HELMER. Well, well, 1'Il think it over, and we'll soon hit
upon something.

NORA. Oh, how good that is of you! [Goes to the tree
again; pause] How well the red flowers show.—Tell me, was
it anything so very dreadful this Krogstad got into trouble
about ?

HELMER. Forgery, that's all. Don't you know what that
means?

NORA. Mayn't he have been driven to it by need ?

HELMER. Yes; or, like o0 many others, he may have done it
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in pure heedlessness. | am not so hard-hearted as to condemn a
man absolutely for asingle fault.

NORA. NO, surely not, Torvald!

HELMER. Many a man can retrieve his character, if he owns
his crime and takes the punishment.

NORA. Punishment ?

HELMER. But Krogstad didn't do that. He evaded the law
by means of tricks and subterfuges; and that iswhat has morally
ruined him.

NORA. DO you think that ?

HELMER. Just think how a man with a thing of that sort on
his conscience must be always lying and canting and shamming.
Think of the mask he must wear even towards those who stand
nearest him—towards his own wife and children.* T he effect
on the children—that's the most terrible part of it, Nora.

NORA. Why?

HELMER. Because in such an atmosphere of lies home life is
poisoned and contaminated in every fibre. Every breath the
children draw contains some germ of evil.

NORA [closer behind him}.  Areyou sure of that ?

HELMER. A Salawyer, my dear, | have seen it often enough.
Nearly all cases of early corruption may be traced to lying
mothers.

NORA. Why—mothers?

HELMER. It generally comes from the mother's side; but of
course the father's influence may act in the same way. Every
lawyer knows it too well. And here has this Krogstad been
poisoning his own children for years past by a life of lies and
hypocrisy—that is why | call him morally ruined. [Holds out
both hands to her."] So my sweet little Nora must promise not
to plead his cause. Shake hands upon it. Come, come, what's
this? Givemeyour hand. That'sright. Then it'sabargain.
| assure you it would have been impossible for me to work with
him. It gives me a positive sense of physical discomfort to come
in contact with such people.

[NORA draws her hand away, and moves to the other side of

the Christmas-tree.

NORA. HOW warm it is here. And | have so much to do.
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HELMER [rises and gathers up his papers]. Yes, and | must
try to get some of these papers looked through before dinner.
And | shall think over your costume too. Perhaps | may even
find something to hang in gilt paper on the Christmas-tree.
[Lays his hand on her head.] My precious little song-bird |

[He goesinto hisroom and shutsthe door.

NORA [softly, after a pause]. It can't be It's impossble.
It must be impossible!

ANNA [at the door, left]. The little ones are begging <
prettily to come to mamma.

NORA. NO, no, no; don't let them come to me! Keep them
with you, Anna.

ANNA. Very well, ma'am. [Shuts the door.

NORA [pale with terror]. Corrupt my children!—Poison
my home! [Short pause. She throws back her head] It's
not true! It can never, never betrue!

ACT I I

The same room. In the corner, beside the piano, stands the
Christmas-tree, stripped, and with the candles burnt out.
NORA'S outdoor things lie on the sofa.

NORA, alone, is walking about restlessly. At last she stops by
the sofa, and takes up her cloak.

NORA [dropping the cloak]. There's somebody coming!
[Goes to the hall door and listens]  Nobody; of course nobody
will come to-day, Christmas Day; nor to-morrow either. But
perhaps———[Opens the door and looks out.]—No, nothing
in the letter-box; quite empty. [Comes forward.]  Stuff and
nonsense!  Of course he won't really do anything. Such a
thing couldn't happen. It's impossiblel Why, | have three
littlechildren.

ANNA enters from the left, with a large cardboard box.
ANNA. I've found the box with the fancy dress at last.
NORA. Thanks; put it down on thetable.

ANNA [doesso]. But I'm afraid it's very much out of order.
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NORA. Oh, | wish | could tear it into a hundred thousand
pieces!

ANNA. Oh no. It can easly be put to rights—just a little
patience.

NORA. | shall goand get Mrs. Linden to help me.

ANNA. Goingout again? |n such weather asthis! You'll
catch cold, ma'am, and beill.

NORA. Worse things might happen.—What are the children
doing ?

ANNA. They're playing with their Christmas presents, poor
little dears; but

NORA. DO they often ask for me?

ANNA. YOU s they've been <0 used to having their mamma
with them.

NORA. Yes; but, Anna, | can't have them o much with me
in future.

ANNA. Well, little children get used to anything.

NORA. D O you think they do? Do you believe they would
forget their mother if she went quite away?

ANNA. Gracious me! Quite away ?

NORA. Tell me, Anna—I've 2 often wondered about it—
how could you bring yoursdf to give your child up to strangers?

ANNA. | had to when | came to nurse my little Miss Nora.

NORA. But how could you make up your mind to it?

ANNA. When | had the chance of such a good place? A
poor girl who's been in trouble must take what comes That
wicked man did nothing for me.

NORA. But your daughter must have forgotten you.

ANNA. Oh no, ma'am, that she hasn't. She wrote to me
both when she was confirmed and when she was married.

NORA [embracing her]. Dear old Anna—you were a good
mother to mewhen | waslittle.

ANNA. My poor little Norahad no mother but me.

NORA. And if my little ones had nobody ese, |'m sure you
would Nonsense, nonsense! [Opens the box.} Go in
to the children. Now | must You'll sse how lovely |
shall beto-morrow.

ANNA. |'m sure there will be no one at the ball 0 lovely as
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my Miss Nora. [She goes into the room on the left.

NORA [takes the costume out of the box, but soon throws it
down again]. Oh, if | dared go out. If only nobody would
come. If only nothing would happen here in the meantime.
Rubbish; nobody is coming. Only not to think. What a deli-
cious muff!  Beautiful gloves, beautiful glovess To forget—
toforget! One, two, three, four, five, six [With a scream.]
Ah, there they come.

[Goes towards the door, then stands irresolute. M RS. LIN-
DEN enters from the hall, where she has taken off her
things,

NORA. Oh, it'syou, Christina. There's nobody ese there?

I1"'m so glad you have come.

MRS.LINDEN. | hear you called at my lodgings.

NORA. Yes, | was just pasing. There's something you
must help me with. Let us st here on the sofa—s0. To-
morrow evening ther€'s to be a fancy ball at Consul Stenborg's
overhead, and Torvald wants me to appear as a Neapolitan
fisher-girl, and dance the tarantella; | learned it at Capri.

TVTRS. LINDEN. | see—quite a performance.

NORA. Yes, Torvald wishes it. Look, this is the costume;
Torvald had it made for mein Italy. But now it'sall so torn,
I don't know-

MRS. LINDEN. Oh, we shall soon s& that to rights. It's
only the trimming that has come loose here and there. Have
you a needle and thread ? Ah, her€sthevery thing.

NORA. Oh, how kind of you.

MRS. LINDEN [sewing]. So you're to be in costume to-
morrow, Nora? 1'll tell you what—I shall come in for a
moment to seyou in all your glory. But I've quite forgotten to
thank you for the pleasant evening yesterday.

NORA [rises and walks across the room]. Oh, yesterday; it
didn't seem so pleasant as usual.—Y ou should have come to town
alittle sooner, Christina.—Torvald has certainly the art of mak-
ing home bright and beautiful.

MRS. LINDEN. YOU too, | should think, or you wouldn't be
your father's daughter. But tell me—is Doctor Rank always
S0 depressad as he was last evening ?
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NORA. NO, yesterday it was particularly noticesble. You
g he auffers from a dreadful illness. He has spinal con-
sumption, poor fellow. They sy his father wasa horrible man,
% the son has been sickly from his childhood, you under-
stand.

MRS. LINDEN [lets her sewing fall into her lap]. Why, my
darling Nora, how do you come to know such things?

NORA [moving about the room]. Oh, when one has three
children, one sometimes hes visits from women who are half—
half doctors—and they talk of one thing and another.

MRS. LINDEN [goes on sewing; a short pause]. Does Doctor
Rank come here every day ?

NORA. Every day of his life. He has been Torvald's most
intimate friend from boyhood, and he's a good friend of mine
too. Doctor Rank is quite one of the family.

MRS. LINDEN. But tell me—is he quite sincere? | mean,
isn't he rather given to flattering people ?

NORA. NO, quite the contrary. Why should you think s ?

MRS. LINDEN. When you introduced us yesterday he said
he had often heard my name; but | noticed afterwards that your
husband had no notion who | was. How could Doctor
Rank——?

NORA. He was quite right, Christina. You se Torvald
loves me so indescribably, he wants to have me all to himself, as
he sys  When we were first married he was amogt jedous if
| even mentioned any of my old friends at home; so naturally |
gave up doing it. But | often talk of the old times to Doctor
Rank, for he likes to hear about them.

MRS. LINDEN. Listen to me, Nora! You are still a child
in many ways. | am older than you, and have had more experi-
ence I'll tell you something. You ought to get clear of all
thiswith Doctor Rank.

NORA. Get clear of what ?

MRS. LINDEN. The whole affair, | should say. You were
talking yesterday of a rich admirer who was to find you
money——

NORA. Yes, one who never existed, worse luck! What
then?
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MRS. LINDEN. Has Doctor Rank money ?

NORA. Yes, he has

MRS. LINDEN. And nobody to provide for?

NORA. Nobody. But——?

MRS. LINDEN. And he comes here every day?

NORA. Yes, | told you so.

MRS. LINDEN. | should have thought he would have had
better taste.

NORA. | don't understand you abit.

MRS. LINDEN. Don't pretend, Nora. Do you suppose |
can't guesswho lent you the twelve hundred dollars?

NORA. Are you out of your ssnses? How can you think
such athing? A friend who comes here every day | Why, the
position would be unbearable !

MRS. LINDEN. Then it really is not he ?

NORA. NO, | assure you. It never for a moment occurred
to me Beddes, at that time he had nothing to lend; he
came into his property afterwards.

MRS. LINDEN. Well, | believe that was lucky for you, Nora
dear.

NORA. NO, redly, it would never have struck me to ak
Doctor Rank: And yet, I'm certain that if | did——

MRS. LINDEN. But of course you never would.

NORA. Of course not. It's inconceivable that it should ever
be necessry. But I'm quite sure that if | gooke to Doctor
Rank——

MRS. LINDEN. Behind your husband's back?

NORA. | must get clear of the other thing; that's behind his
back too. | must get clear of that.

MRS. LINDEN. Yes, yes | told you 90 yesterday; but——

NORA [walking up and down], A man can manage these
things much better than awoman.

MRS. LINDEN. On€e'sown hushand, yes

NORA. Nonsense [Sands ill] When everything is
paid, one gets back the paper.

MRS. LINDEN, Of course

NORA. And can tear it into a hundred thousand pieces, and
burn it up, the nagty, filthy thing!
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MRS. LINDEN [looks at her fixedly, lays down her work, and
rises slowly]. Nora, you are hiding something from me.

NORA. Can you se it in my face?

MRS. LINDEN. Something has happened s€nce yesterday
morning. Nora, what isit?

NORA [going towards her], Christina——! [Listens]
Hush! There's Torvald coming home. Do you mind going
into the nursery for the present? Torvald can't bear to se
dressmaking going on. Get Anna to help you.

MRS. LINDEN [gathers some of the things together]. Very
well; but | shan't go away until you have told me all about it.

[She goes out to the left, as HEL MER enters from the hall,

NORA [runs to meet him]. Oh, how I've been longing for
you to come, Torvald dear !

HELMER.. Wasthat the dressmaker ?

NORA. NO, Christina. Sh€s helping me with my costume.
You'll s& how nice | shall look.

HELMER. Yes, wasn't that a happy thought of mine?

NORA. Splendid! But isn't it good of me too, to have given
in to you about thetarantella ?

HELMER [takes her under the chin]. Good of you! To
give in to your own husbhand? Well, well, you little madcap.
I know you don't mean it. But | won't disturb you. | daresay
you want tobe" tryingon."

NORA. And you are going towork, | suppose?

HELMER. Yes. [Shows her a bundle of papers] Look
here. 1'vejust come from the Bank

[Goes towards his room.

NORA. Torvald.

HELMER [stopping]. Yes?

NORA. [If your little squirrel were to beg you for something
soprettily——

HELMER. Well?

NORA. Would you do it ?

HELMER. | must know first what it is.

NORA. The squirrel would skip about and play all sorts of
tricksif you would only be nice and kind.

HELMER. Come, then, out with it.
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NORA. Your lark would twitter from morning till night-——

HELMER. Oh, that she doesin any case.

NORA. 1'll be an elf and dance in the moonlight for you,
Torvald.

HELMER. Nora—you can't mean what you were hinting at
this morning?

NORA [coming nearer]. Yes, Torvald, | beg and implore
you!

HELMER. Have you really the courage to begin that again?

NORA. Yes, yes; for my sake, you must let Krogstad keep
his place in the Bank.

HELMER. My dear Nora, it's his place | intend for Mrs.
Linden.

NORA. Yes, that's 0 good of you. But instead of Krogstad,
you could dismiss some other clerk.

HELMER. Why, this is incredible obstinacy! Because you
have thoughtlessly promised to put in a word for him, | am

NORA. It's not that, Torvald. It's for your own sake.
This man writes for the most scurrilous newspapers; you said so
yourself. He can do you no end of harm. I1'm so terribly
afraid of him——

HELMER. Ah, | understand; it's old recollections that are
frightening you.

NORA. What do you mean ?

HELMER. Of course you're thinking of your father.

NORA. Yes—yes, of course. Only think of the shameful
slanders wicked people used to write about father. | believe
they would have got him dismissed if you hadn't been sent
to look into the thing, and been kind to him, and helped
him.

HELMER. My little Nora, between your father and me there
isall the difference in theworld. Y ou father was not altogether
unimpeachable. | am; and | hope to remain so.

NORA. Oh, no one knows what wicked men may hit upon.
We could live so quietly and happily now, in our cosy, peaceful
home, you and | and the children, Torvald! That's why | beg
and implore your
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HELMER. And it isjust by pleading his cause that you make
it impossble for me to keep him. It's already known at the
Bank that | intend to dismiss Krogstad. If it were now re
ported that the new manager let himself be turned round his
wife'slittlefinger

NORA. What then?

HELMER. Oh, nothing, 0 long as a wilful woman can have
her way. I | am to make mysef a laughing-stock to the
whole staff, and set people saying that | am open to all sorts of
outside influence? Take my word for it, | should soon feel the
consequences.  And besdes—there is one thing that makes
Krogstad impossible for me to work with

NORA. What thing?

HELMER. 1 could perhaps have overlooked his moral failings
at apinch

NORA. Yes, couldn't you, Torvald ?

HELMER. And | hear he is good at hiswork. But the fact
is, he was a college chum of mine—there was one of those rash
friendships between us that one so often repents of later. | may
as well confess it at once—he calls me by my Christian name;*
and he is tactless enough to do it even when others are present.
He delights in putting on airs of familiarity—Torvald here,
Torvald there! | asure you it's most painful to me. He would
make my position at the Bank perfectly unendurable.

NORA. Torvald, surely you're not serious?

HELMER. NO? Why not?

NORA. That'ssuch a petty reason.

HELMER. What! Petty! Do you consider me petty?

|’“l/\IORA. NO, on the contrary, Torvald, dear; and that's just
Wh——

HELMER. Never mind; you call my motives petty; then |
must be petty too. Pettyl Very well!l—Now we'll put an
end to this, once for all. [Goes to the door into the hall and
cals] Ellen!

NORA. What do you want?

HELMER [searching among his papers]. T o settle the thing.
[Ellen enters] Here, take this letter; give it to a messenger.

YIn the original, "We sy ' thou ' to each other."
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See that he takes it at oncee The addressison it. Here'sthe
money.

ELLEN. Very well, sir. [Goes with the letter.

HELMER [putting his papers together]. There, Madam
Obstinacy.

NORA [breathless], Torvald—what was in the letter?

HELMER. Krogstad's dismissal.

NORA. Call it back again, Torvald! There's still time.
Oh, Torvald, call it back again! For my sake, for your own,
for thechildren'ssake! Do you hear, Torvald? Doitl You
don't know what that letter may bring upon us all.

HELMER. Too late.

NORA. Yes, too late.

HELMER. My dear Nora, | forgive your anxiety, though
it's anything but flattering to me. Why should you suppose
that | would be afraid of a wretched scribbler's spite? But |
forgive you all the same, for it's a proof of your great love for
me. [Takes her in hisarms] That's as it should be, my own
dear Nora. Let what will happen—when it comes to the pinch,
I shall have strength and courage enough. You shall seee my
shoulders are broad enough to bear the whole burden.

NORA [terror-struck]. What do you mean by that?

HELMER. Thewhole burden, | say——

NORA [with decison]. That you shall never, never
do!

HELMER. Very well; then we'll share it, Nora, as man and
wife. That is how it should be. [Petting her] Are you
satisfied now? Come, come, come, don't look like a scared dove.
It's all nothing—foolish fancies—Now you ought to play the
tarantella through and practise with the tambourine. | shall
sit in my inner room and shut both doors, so that | shall hear
nothing. You can make as much noise as you please. [Turns
round in doorway] And when Rank comes, just tell him
wherel'm to befound.

[He nods to her, and goes with his papers into his room,

closing the door.

NORA [bewildered with terror, stands as though rooted to the
ground, and whispers]. He would do it. Yes, he would do



58 ACT I

it. Hewould do it, in spite of all the world.—No, never that,

never, never! Anything rather than that! Oh, for some way

of escapel  What shall | do——! [Hall bell rings] Doctor
Rank I Anything, anything, rather than !

[NORA draws her hands over her face, pulls herself together,

goes to the door and opensit. RANK stands outside hang-

ing up his fur coat. During what follows it begins to

grow dark.

NORA. Good afternoon, Doctor Rank. | knew you by your
ring. But you mustn't go to Torvald now. | believe hés
busy.

RANK. And you? [Enters and closes the door.

NORA. Oh, you know very well, | have always time for
you.

RANK. Thank you. | shall avail myself of your kindness
aslongas| can.

NORA. What doyou mean? Aslong asyou can ?

RANK. Yes. Doesthat frighten you ?

NORA. | think it's an odd expression. Do you expect any-
thing to happen ?

RANK. Something | have long been prepared for; but |
didn't think it would come so soon.

NORA [catching at his arm]. What have you discovered?
Doctor Rank, you must tell me!

RANK [sitting down by the stove]. | am running down hill.
There'sno help for it.

NORA [draws a long breath of relief]. It'syou ?

RANK. Who dse should it be?—Why lie to on€'s self? |
am the most wretched of all my patients, Mrs. Helmer. In
thexe last days | have been auditing my life-account—bankrupt!
Perhaps before a month is over | shall lie rotting in the church-
yard.

NORA. Oh! What an ugly way to talk.

RANK. The thing itself is 9 confoundedly ugly, you se
But the worst of it is, so many other ugly things have to be gone
through first. There is only one last investigation to be made,
and when that is over | shall know pretty certainly when the
break-up will begin. There's one thing | want to say to you:
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Helmer's delicate nature shrinks so from all that is horrible
will not have him in my sick-room——

NORA. But, Doctor Rank——

RANK. | won't have him, | say—not on any account! |
shall lock my door against him. As soon as | am quite certain
of the worst, | shall send you my visiting-card with a black cross
on it; and then you will know that the final horror has
begun.

NORA. Why, you're perfectly unreasonable to-day; and |
did so want you to be in areally good humour.

RANK. With death staring me in the face?—And to suffer
thus for another'ssin!  Where's the justice of it? And in one
way or another you can trace in every family some such inexor-
able retribution——

NORA [stopping her ears]. Nonsense, nonsense! Now cheer
up!
RANK. Well, after all, the whole thing's only worth laugh-
ing at. My poor innocent spine must do penance for my father's
wild oats.

NORA [at table, leff]. | suppose he was too fond of
asparagus and Strasbourg pate, wasn't he ?

RANK. Yes; and truffles.

NORA. Yes, truffles, to be sure. And oysters, | believe?

RANK. Yes, oysters; oysters, of course.

NORA. And then all the port and champagne! It'ssad that
all these good things should attack the spine.

RANK. Especialy when the luckless spine attacked never
had any good of them.

NORA. Ah yes, that's the worst of it.

RANK [looks at her searchingly]. H'm——

NORA [a moment later].  Why did you smile ?

RANK. NO; it wasyou that laughed.

NORA. NO; it wasyou that smiled, Doctor Rank.

RANK [standing up], | see you're deeper than | thought.

NORA. I'minsuch acrazy mood to-day.

RANK. SO it seems.

NORA [with her hands on his shoulders]. Dear, dear Doctor
Rank, death shall not take you away from Torvald and me.
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RANK. Oh, you'll easly get over the loss. The absent are
soon forgotten.

NORA [looks at him anxiously]. Do you think 0?

RANK. People make fresh ties, and then

NORA. Who make fresh ties?

RANK. YOU and Helmer will, when | am gone. Y ou your-
sdf are taking time by the forelock, it ssems to me. W hat was
that Mrs. Linden doing here yesterday?

NORA. Oh l—you're surely not jealous of poor Christina?

RANK. Yes, | am. She will be my successor in this house.
When | am out of the way, this woman will perhaps——

NORA. Hush! Notwloud! Shesin there.

RANK. To-day aswell? You see

NORA. Only to put my costume in order—dear me, how
unreasonable you are! [Sits on sofa] Now do be good,
Doctor Rank! To-morrow you shall se how beautifully |
shall dance; and then you may fancy that I'm doing it all to
please you—and of course Torvald as well. [Takes various
things out of box.] Doctor Rank, sit down here, and |'I1 show
you something.

RANK [sitting]l. What isit ?

NORA. Look here. L ook!

RANK. Silk stockings.

NORA. Flesh-coloured. Aren't they lovely? It's 0 dark
here now; but to-morrow. No, no, no; you must only look
at the feet. Oh, well, | suppose you may look at the rest too.

RANK.  H'm——

NORA. What are you looking so critical about? Do you
think they won't fit me?

RANK. | can't possibly give any competent opinion on that
point.

NORA [looking at him a moment]. For shame! [Hits him
lightly on the ear with the stockings] Take that.

[Rolls them up again.

RANK. And what other wondersam | to s ?

NORA. You shan't sse any more; for you don't behave nicely.

[She hums a little, and searches among the things.

RANK [after a short silence]. When | st here gossiping with
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you, | can't imagine—I simply cannot conceive—what would
have become of me if | had never entered this house.

NORA [smiling]. Yes, | think you do feel at home with us.

RANK [more softly—looking straight before him]. And now
to have to leave it all——

NORA. Nonsense. Y ou shan't leave us.

RANK [in the same tone]. And not to be able to leave behind
the slightest token of gratitude; scarcely even a passing regret—
nothing but an empty place, that can be filled by the first comer.

NORA. And if | were to ask you for ? No——

RANK. For what ?

NORA. For agreat proof of your friendship.

RANK. Yes—yes?

NORA. | mean—for avery, very great service——

RANK. Would you really, for once, make me s happy?

NORA. Oh, you don't know what it is.

RANK. Then tell me.

NORA. NO, | really can't, Doctor Rank. It's far, far too
much—not only a service, but help and advice besdes——

RANK. SO much the better. | can't think what you can
mean. Butgoon. Don'tyou trust me?

NORA. ASI trust no one else. | know you are my best and
truest friend. So | will tell you. Well then, Doctor Rank,
there is something you must help me to prevent. Y ou know
how deeply, how wonderfully Torvald loves me; he wouldn't
hesitate a moment to give his very life for my sake.

RANK [bending towards her]. Nora—do you think he is
the only one who——?

NORA [with a dlight start]. Who——7

RANK. Who would gladly give his life for you ?

NORA [sadly]. Oh!

RANK. | have sworn that you shall know it before I—go.
| shall never find a better opportunity.—Yes, Nora, now | have
told you; and now you know that you can trust me as you can
no one else.

NORA [standing up; simply and calmly]. Let me pass,
please.

RANK [makes way for her, but remains stting], Nora——
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NORA [in the doorway]. Ellen, bring the lamp. [Crosses
to the stove] Oh dear, Doctor Rank, that was too bad of you.

RANK [risngl. That | have loved you as deeply as—any
oneedse? Wasthat too bad of me?

NORA. NO, but that you should have told me so. 1t was so
unnecessary——

RANK. Whatdoyoumean? Didyouknow——?

[ELLEN enters with the lamp; sets it on the table and goes out

again.

RANK. Nora—Mrs. Helmer—I ask you, did you know?

NORA. Oh, how can | tell what | knew or didn't know ? |
really can't say How could you be so clumsy, Doctor
Rank? Itwas all so nice!

RANK. Well, at any rate, you know now that | am at your
service, body and soul. And now, go on.

NORA [looking at him]. Go on—now?

RANK. 1 begyou to tell mewhat you want.

NORA. | can tell you nothing now.

RANK. Yes, yes! You mustn't punish me in that way.
Let me do for you whatever a man can.

NORA. YOU can do nothing for me now.—Besides, | really
want no help. You shall se it was only my fancy. Yes, it
must be so. Of course! [Sts in the rocking-chair, looks at
him and smiles] You ae a nice person, Doctor Rank!
Aren't you ashamed of yourself, now that the lamp is on the
table?

RANK. NO; not exactly. But perhaps | ought to go—for
ever.

NORA. NO, indeed you mustn't. Of course you must come
and go as you've always done. Y ou know very well that Tor-
vald can't do without you.

RANK. Yes, but you ?

NORA. Oh, you know | aways like to have you here.

RANK. That isjust what led me astray. Y ou are ariddle
to me. It has often seemed to me as if you liked being with me
almost as much as being with Helmer.

NORA. Yes; don't you see? There are people one loves,
and others one likes to talk to.
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RANK. Yes—there'ssomething in that.

NORA. When | was agirl, of course | loved papa best. But
it always delighted me to steal into the servants' room. In the
first place, they never lectured me, and, in the second, it was
such fun to hear them talk.

RANK. Ah, | see then it'stheir place | have taken?

NORA [jumps up and hurries towards him]. Oh, my dear
Doctor Rank, | don't mean that. But you understand, with
Torvaldit'sthe same aswith papa——

[ELLEN enters from the hall.

ELLEN. Please, ma'am——

[Whispers to NORA, and gives her a card.

NORA [glancing at card]. Ah! [Puts it in her pocket.

RANK. Anything wrong?

NORA. NO, no, not in the least. It's only—it's my new
costume——

RANK. Your costume? Why, it'sthere.

NORA. Oh, that one, yes. But this is another that—I have
orderedit—Torvald mustn'tknow——

RANK. Aha! Sothat'sthe great secret.

NORA. Yes, of course. Please go to him; he'sin the inner
room. Dokeep himwhile l——

RANK. Don't be alarmed ; he shan't escape.

[Goes into HELMER'S room.

NOFA [to ELLEN]. Ishewaitingin the kitchen ?

ELLEN. Yes, he came up the back stair.

NORA. Didn'tyou tell him | wasengaged ?

ELLEN. Yes, but it was no use

NORA. Hewon't go away?

ELLEN. NO, maam, not until he has spoken to you.

NORA. Then let him come in; but quietly. And, Ellen—
say nothing about i t; it's asurprise for my husband.

ELLEN. Oh, yes, ma'am, | understand. [She goes out.

NORA. It is coming! The dreadful thing is coming, after
all. No, no, no, it can never be; it shall not!

[She goes to HELMER'S door and slips the bolt.  ELLEN opens

the hall door for KROGSTAD, and shuts it after him. He
wears a travelling-coat, high boots, and a fur cap.
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NORA [goes towards him]. Spesk softly; my husband is a
home.

KROGSTAD. Allright. That'snothing to me.

NORA. What do you want ?

KROGSTAD. A littleinformation.

NORA. Be quick, then. What is it ?

KROGSTAD. Y ou know | have got my dismissal ?

NORA. | couldn't prevent it, Mr. Krogstad. | fought for
you to the last, but it was of no use

KROGSTAD. Does your husband care for you < little? He
knows what | can bring upon you, and yet he dares——

NORA. HOW could you think | should tell him ?

KROGSTAD. Well, & amatter of fact, | didn't think it. It
wasn't like my friend Torvald Helmer to show so much

courage——
NORA. Mr. Krogstad, be good enough to speek respectfully
of my husband.

KROGSTAD. Certainly, with all due respect. But since you
are o anxious to keep the matter secret, | suppose you are alittle
clearer than yesterday as to what you have done.

NORA. Clearer than you could ever make me.

KROGSTAD. Yes, such abad lawyer a&s |——

NORA. What is it you want ?

KROGSTAD. Only to se how you are getting on, Mrs. Hel-
mer. I've been thinking about you all day. Even a mere
money-lender, a gutter-journalist, a—in short, a creature like
me—heas alittle bit of what people call feeling.

NORA. Thenshow it; think of my little children.

KROGSTAD. Did you and your husband think of mine ? But
enough of that. | only wanted to tell you that you needn't take
this matter too serioudy. | shall not lodge any information,
for the present.

NORA. No, surely not. | knew you wouldn't.

KROGSTAD. The whole thing can be settled quite amicably.
Nobody need know. It can remain among us three.

NORA. My husband must never know.

KROGSTAD. HOW can you prevent it ? Can you pay off the
balance?
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NORA. No, not at once.

KROGSTAD. Or have you any means or raising the money in
the next few days?

NORA. None—that | will make use of.

KROGSTAD. And if you had, it would not help you now. |f
you offered me ever so much money down, you should not get
back your | O U.

NORA. Tell mewhat you want to do with it.

KROGSTAD. | only want to keep it—to have it in my pos
ssson.  No outsider shall hear anything of it. So, if you have
any desperate scheme in your head

NORA. Whatif | have?

KROGSTAD. If you should think of leaving your husband and
children

NORA. Whatif | do?

KROGSTAD. Or if you should think of—something
worse——

NORA. HOW doyou know that ?

KROGSTAD. Put all that out of your head.

NORA. HOW did you know what | had in my mind ?

KROGSTAD. Most of us think of that at first. | thought
of it, too; but | hadn't the courage——

NORA [tonelessly]. Nor | .

KROGSTAD [relieved]. No, one hasn't. You haven't the
courage either, have you ?

NORA. | haven't, | haven't.

KROGSTAD. Besides, it would be very foolish.—Just one
domestic storm, and it's all over. | have a letter in my pocket
foryour husband

louRA. Tellinghim everything?

KROGSTAD. Sparingyou asmuch as possible.

NORA [quickly]. He must never read that letter. Tear it
ap. | will manage to get the money somehow.

KROGSTAD. Pardon me, Mrs. Helmer, but | believe | told
you——

NORA. Oh, | am not talking about the money | owe you.
Tell me how much you demand from my husband—I will get
it.

S.F.P.—3
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KROGST/D. | demand no money from your husband.

NORA. What do you demand, then ?

KROGSTAD. | will tell you. | want to regain my footing in
the world. | want to rise; and your husband shall help me to
do it. For the last eighteen months my record has been spot-
less; | have been in bitter need all the time; but | was content
to fight my way up, step by step. Now, |'ve been thrust down
again, and | will not be satisfied with merely being reinstated as
a matter of grace. | want to rise, | tell you. | must get into
the Bank again, in a higher position than before. Your husband
shall create a place on purpose for me——

NORA. Hewill never do that!

KROGSTAD. He will do it; I know him—he won't dare to
show fight! And when he and | ate together there, you shall
soon see!  Before a year is out | shal- be the manager's right
hand. It won't be Torvald Helmer, but Nils Krogstad, that
manages the Joint Stock Bank.

NORA. That shall never be.

KROGSTAD. Perhaps you will ?

NORA. N ow | have the courage for it.

KROGSTAD. Oh, you don't frighten me! A sensftive, petted
creature like you

NORA. You shall ssg you shall se'!

KROGSTAD. Under the ice, perhaps? Down into the cold,
black water? And next spring to come up again, ugly, heirless,
unrecognisable——

NORA. YOU can't terrify me.

KROGSTAD. Nor you me. People don't do that so\ of
thing, Mrs. Helmer. And after all, what would be the of
it ? | have your husband in my pocket all the same.

NORA. Afterwards? When | am no longer ?

KROGSTAD. YOU forget, your reputation remains in my
hands! [NORA stands speechless and looks at him.] Well,
now you areprepared. Do nothing foolish. Assoon as Helmer
has received my letter, | shall expect to hear from him. And
remember that it is your husband himself who has forced me
back again into such paths. That | will never forgive him.
Good-bye, Mrs. Helmer.
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[Goes out through the hall. NORA hurries to the door, opens

it a little, and listens.

NORA. He's going. He's not putting the letter into the
box. No, no, it would be impossible!  [Opens the door farther
and f art her,1 What's that? He's standing still; not going
downstairs. Has he changed hismind? Ishe ?  [A letter
falls into the box, KROGSTAD'sS footsteps are heard gradually
receding down the stair, NORA utters a suppressed shriek, and
rushes forward towards the sofa-table; pause J] In the letter-
box ! [Sips shrinkingly up to the hall door,]  There it lies.—
Torvald, Torvald—now we are lost!

MRS. LINDEN enters from the left with the costume.

MRS. LINDEN. There, | think it's all right now. Shall we
just try it on?

NORA [hoarsely and softly].  Christina, come here.

MRS. LINDEN [throws down the dress on the sofa]. What's
the matter ? Y ou look quite distracted.

NORA. Come here. Do you se that letter? There, se
—through the glass of the letter-box.

MRS. LINDEN. Yes, yes | e it.

NORA. Thatletterisfrom Krogstad——

MRS. LINDEN. Nora—it was Krogstad who lent you the
money ?

NORA. Yes; and now Torvald will know everything.

MRS. LINDEN. Believe me, Nora, it's the best thing for both
of you.

NORA. YOU don't know all yet. | have forged a name——

MRS. LINDEN. Good heavens!

NORA. NOW, listen to me, Christina; you shall bear me wit-
ness——

MRS. LINDEN. HOW "witness"? What an | to——?

NORA. If | should go out of my mind—it might easily
happen——

MRS. LINDEN. Noral

NORA. Or if anything else should happen to me—so that |
couldn't be here——!

MRS. LINDEN. Nora, Nora, you're quite beside your-
self!
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NORA. |n case any one wanted to take it all upon himself—
the whole blame—you understand——

MRS. LINDEN. Yes, yes; but how can you think——?

NORA. You shal bear witness that it's not true, Christina.
Fm not out of my mind at all; I know quite well what I'm
saying; and | tell you nobody dse knew anything about i t; | did
the whole thing, | myself. Remember that.

MRS. LINDEN. | shall remember. But | don't understand
what you mean——

NORA. Oh, how should you? It's the miracle coming to
pass

MRS. LINDEN. The miracle ?

NORA. Yes, the miracle. But it's 2 terrible, Christing; it
mustn't happen for all the world.

MRS. LINDEN. | shall go straight to Krogstad and talk to
him.

NORA. Don't; he'll do you some harm.

MRS. LINDEN. Once he would have done anything for me.

NORA. He?

MRS. LINDEN. Where does he live ?

NORA. Oh, how can | tell ? Yes [Feels in her
pocket] Here'shiscard. But theletter, the letter !

HELMER [knocking outside], Nora!

NORA [shrieks in terror]. Oh, what isit? What do you
want?

HELMER. Well, well, don't be frightened. We're not
coming in; you've bolted the door. Are you trying on your
dress?

NORA. Yes yes I'm trying it on. It suits me 0 well,
Torvald.

MRS. LINDEN [who hasread the card]. Why, he lives close
by here.

NORA. Yes, but it'sno uxe now. We are lost. The letter is
there in the box.

MRS. LINDEN. And your husband has the key?

NORA. Always.

MRS. LINDEN. Krogstad must demand his letter back, un-
read. He must find some pretext——
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NORA. But thisisthevery time when Torvald generally.

MRS. LINDEN. Prevent him. Keep him occupied. | shall
come back as quickly as|1 can.

[She goes out hastily by the hall door.

NORA [opens HELMER's door and peeps in]. Torvald!

HELMER. Well, may one come into on€'s own room again at
last? Come, Rank, we'll have a look [In the doorway.]
But how's this?

NORA. What, Torvald dear ?

HELMER. Rank led me to expect a grand transformation.

RANK [in the doorway]. So | understood. | suppose | was
mistaken.

NORA. NO, no one shall s me in my glory till to-morrow
evening.

HELMER. Why, Nora dear, you look < tired. Have you
been practising too hard ?

NORA. No, | haven't practised at all yet.

HELMER. But you'll have to——

NORA. Oh yes | must, | must! But, Torvald, | can't get
on at all without your help. 1'veforgotten everything.

HELMER. Oh, we shall soon freshen it up again.

NORA. Yes, do help me, Torvald. You must promise
me———Oh, I'm so nervous about it. Before so many
people———T his evening you must give yourself up entirely to
me. You mustn't do a stroke of work; you mustn't even touch
apen. Dopromise Torvald dear!

HELMER. | promise. All thisevening | shall be your dave.
Little hepless thing——! But, by the by, | must just

[Going to hall door.

NORA. What do you want there?

HELMER. Onlytos=if there arc any letters.

NORA. NO, no, don't do that, Torvald.

HELMER. Why not?

NORA. Torvald, | beg you not to. There are none there.

HELMER. Let me just se

[Is going. NORA, at the piano, plays the first bars of the
tarantella.

HELMER [at the door, stops]. Ahal
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NORA. | can't dance to-morrow if | don't rehearse with you
first.

HELMER [going to her]. Are you really so nervous, dear
Nora?

NORA. Yes, dreadfully! Let me rehearse at once. We
have time before dinner. Oh, do sit down and play for me,
Torvald dear; direct me and put me right, as you used to do.

HELMER. With all the pleasure in life, since you wish it.

[Sts at the piano.  NORA snatches the tambourine out of the

box, and hurriedly drapes herself in a long parti-coloured
shawl; then, with a bound, stands in the middle of the
floor."

NORA. NOW play forme! Now I 'l dance!

[HELMER plays and NORA dances. RANK stands at the piano

behind HELMER and looks on.

HELMER [playing]. Slower!  Slower!

NORA. Can't do it slower!

HELMER. Not soviolently, Nora.

NORA. | must! | must!

HELMER [stops]. No, no, Nora—that will never do.

NORA [laughs and swings her tambouring]. Didn't | tell
you so!

RANK. Let me play for her.

HELMER [risngl. Yes, do—then | can direct her better.

[RANK sits down to the piano and plays, NORA dances more

and more wildy. HELMER stands by the stove and
addresses frequent directions to her; she seems not to hear.
Her hair breaks loose, and falls over her shoulders. She
does not notice it, but goes on dancing, MRS. LINDEN
enters, and stands spellbound in the doorway,

MRS. LINDEN. Ah— !

NORA [dancing]. We're having such fun here, Christina!

HELMER. Why, Nora dear, you're dancing as if it were a
matter of life and death.

NORA. So it is.

HELMER. Rank, stop! This is the merest madness. Stop,
| say!

[RANK stops playing, and NORA comes to a sudden standstill.
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HELMER [going towards her], | couldn't have believed it.
Y ouVe positively forgotten all | taught you.

NORA [throws the tambourine away]. You se for your-
self.

HELMER. Y OU reallydowant teaching.

NORA. Yes, you s how much | need it. You must prac-
tise with me up to the last moment. Will you promise me,
Torvald ?

HELMER. Certainly, certainly.

NORA. Neither to-day nor to-morrow must you think of
anything but me. You mustn't open a single letter—mustn't
look at the letter-box.

HELMER. Ah, you're still afraid of that man——

NORA. Oh yes, yes, | am.

HELMER. Nora, | can se it in your face—there's a letter
from him in the box.

NORA. | don't know, | believe so. But you're not to read
anything now; nothing ugly must come between us until all is
over.

RANK [softly, to HELMER]. YOU mustn't contradict her.

HELMER [putting his arm around her], The child shall have
her own way. But to-morrow night, when the dance is..
over——

NORA .Thenyoushall be.free.

ELLEN appears in the doorway, right.

ELLEN. Dinner ison the table, ma'am.

NORA. We'll have some champagne, Ellen.

ELLEN. Yes, maam. [Goes out.

HELMER. Dear me! Quite a banquet.

NORA. Yes, and we'll keep it up till morning. [Calling
out] And macaroons, Ellen—plenty—just this once.

HELMER [seizing her hand]. Come, come, don't let us have
thiswildexcitement! Bemy own littlelark again.

NORA. Oh yes, | will. But now go into the dining-room;
and you too, Doctor Rank. Christina, you must help me to do
up my hair.

RANK [softly, as they go]. There's nothing in the wind?
Nothing—I| mean——?
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HELMER. Oh no, nothing of the kind. It's merely this
babyish anxiety | wastelling you about.

[They go out to the right.

NORA. Well?

MRS. LINDEN. He'sgone out of town.

NORA. | saw it in your face.

MRS. LINDEN. He comes back to-morrow evening. | left
anotefor him.

NORA. YOU shouldn't have done that. Things must take
their course. After all, there's something glorious in waiting
for themiracle.

MRS.LINDEN. What isit you'rewaiting for ?

NORA. Oh, you can't understand. Go to them in the
dining-room; | shall comein amoment.

[MRS. LINDEN goes into the dining-room. NORA stands for

a moment as though collecting her thoughts; then looks at
her watch.

NORA. Five. Seven hours till midnight. Then twenty-
four hours till the next midnight. Then the tarantella will be
over. Twenty-four and seven? Thirty-one hoursto live.

[HELMER appears at the door, right.

HELMER. What has become of my little lark ?

NORA [runsto him with open arms]. Here sheis!

ACTI I

The same room. The table, with the chairs around it, in the
middle. A lighted lamp on the table. The door to the hall
stands open. Dance music is heard from the floor above.

MRS. LINDEN sits by the table and absently turns the pages of a
book. She tries to read, but seems unable to fix her atten-
tion; she frequently listens, and looks anxiously towards the
hall door.

MRS. LINDEN [looks at her watch]. Not here yet; and the
time is nearly up. If only he hasn't [Listens again.]
Ah, there he is. [She goes into the hall and cautiously opens
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the outer door; soft footsteps arc heard on the stairs, she whis-
pers] Comein; thereis no one here.

KROGSTAD [in the doorway], | found a note from you at my
house. What does it mean ?

MRS. LINDEN. | must speak to you.

KROGSTAD. Indeed? Andin thishouse?

MRS. LINDEN. | could not se you at my rooms. They
have no separate entrance. Come in; we are quite alone. The
servants are adeep, and the Helmers are at the ball up-
stairs.

KROGSTAD [corning into the room]. Ah! So the Helmers
are dancing thisevening? Really?

MRS. LINDEN. Yes. Why not ?

KROGSTAD. Quiteright. Why not?

MRS. LINDEN. And now let us talk alittle.

KROGSTAD. Have we two anything to say to each other?

MRS. LINDEN. A great deal.

KROGSTAD. | should not have thought so.

MRS. LINDEN. Because you have never really understood
me.

KROGSTAD. What was there to understand? The most
natural thing in the world—a heartless woman throws a man
over when a better match offers.

MRS. LINDEN. DO you really think me s heartless? Do
you think | broke with you lightly ?

KROGSTAD. Did you not ?

MRS.LINDEN. DOyou really think so?

KROGSTAD. If not, why did you write me that letter?

MRS. LINDEN. Was it not best? Since | had to break with
you, was it not right that | should try to put an end to all that
you felt for me ?

KROGSTAD [clenching his hands together]. So that was it?
And all this—for the sake of money!

MRS. LINDEN. You ought not to forget that | had a helpless
mother and two little brothers. We could not wait for you,
Nils, as your prospects then stood.

KROGSTAD. Perhaps not; but you had no right to cast me off
for the sake of others, whoever the others might be.

SF.P.—3*
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MRS. LINDEN. | don't know. | have often asked myself
whether | had the right.

KROGSTAD [more softly].  When | had lost you, | seemed to
have no firm ground left under my feet. Look a me now. |
am a shipwrecked man, clinging to a par.

MRS. LINDEN. Rescue may be at hand.

KROGSTAD. It was a hand; but then you came and stood
in the way.

MRS. LINDEN. Without my knowledge, Nils. | did not
know till to-day that it was you | was to replace in the Bank.

KROGSTAD. Well, | take your word for it. But now that
you do know, do you mean to give way ?

MRS. LINDEN. NO, for that would not help you in the least.

KROGSTAD. Oh, help, help——! | should do it whether
or no.

MRS. LINDEN. | have learnt prudence. Life and bitter
necessity have schooled me.

KROGSTAD. And life has taught me not to trust fine gpeeches.

MRS. LINDEN. Then life hes taught you a very sensble
thing. But desdsyouwil | trust?

KROGSTAD. What do you mean ?

MRS. LINDEN. YOU sad you were a shipwrecked man,
clinging to aspar.

KROGSTAD. | have good reason to sy 0.

MRS. LINDEN. | too am shipwrecked, and clinging to a spar.
| have no one to mourn for, no one to care for.

KROGSTAD. Y ou made your own choice.

MRS. LINDEN. NO choice was left me.

KROGSTAD. Well, what then ?

MRS. LINDEN. Nils, how if we two shipwrecked people
could join hands?

KROGSTAD. What!

MRS. LINDEN. TwO on a raft have a better chance than if
eech clingsto asegparate spar.

KROGSTAD. Christinal

MRS. LINDEN. What do you think brought me to town?

KROGSTAD. Had you any thought of me ?

MRS. LINDEN. | must have work or | can't bear to live.
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All my life, as long as | can remember, | have worked; work
has been my one great joy. Now | stand quite aone in the
world, aimless and forlorn. There is no happiness in working
for one's self. Nils, give me somebody and something to work
for.

KROGSTAD. | cannot believe in all this. It is simply a
woman's romantic craving for self-sacrifice.

MRS. LINDEN. Have you ever found me romantic?

KROGSTAD. Would you really ? Tell me: do you know
all my past ?

MRS. LINDEN.  VYes.

KROGSTAD. And do you know what people say of me?

MRS. LINDEN. Did you not say just now that with me you
could have been another man ?

KROGSTAD. | am sure of it.

MRS. LINDEN. ISt too late?

KROGSTAD. Christina, do you know what you are doing?
Yes, you do; | se it in your face. Have you the courage,
then——?

MRS. LINDEN. | need some one to be a mother to, and your
children need a mother. You need me, and | — | need you.
Nils, | believe in your better self. With you | fear nothing.

KROGSTAD [seizing her hands]. Thank you—thank you,
Christina. Now | shall make others see me as you do.—Ah, |
forgot

MRS. LINDEN [listening]. Hush! The tarantellal Gol
go!

KROGSTAD. Why ? What is it ?

MRS. LINDEN. Don't you hear the dancing overhead? As
soon as that isover they wi l | be here.

KROGSTAD. Oh yes, | shall go. Nothing will come of this,
after all. Of course, you don't know the step | have taken
against the Helmers.

MRS. LINDEN. Yes, Nils, | do know.

KROGSTAD. And yet you have the courage to——?

MRS. LINDEN. | know to what lengths despair can drive a
man.

KROGSTAD. Oh, ifl couldonly undoit!
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MRS. LINDEN. You could. Your letter is still in the box.

KROGSTAD. Areyou sure?

MRS. LINDEN. Yes; but

KROGSTAD [looking at her searchingly]. Is that what it all
means? You want to save your friend at any price. Say it
out—isthat your idea?

MRS. LINDEN. Nils, a woman who has once sold herself for
the sake of others, does not do so again.

KROGSTAD. | shall demand my letter back again.

MRS. LINDEN. No, no.

KROGSTAD. Yes, of course. | shall wait till Helmer comes;
| shall tell him to give it back to me—that it's only about my
dismissal—that | don't want it read

MRS. LINDEN. No, Nils, you must not recall the letter.

KROGSTAD. But tell me, wasn't that just why you got me
to come here?

MRS. LINDEN. Yes, in my first alarm. But a day has passd
since then, and in that day | have seen incredible things in this
house. Helmer must know everything; there must be an end
to this unhappy secret. These two must come to a full under-
standing. They must have done with all these shifts and
subterfuges.

KROGSTAD. Very well, if you like to risk it. But one
thing | can do, and at once——

MRS. LINDEN [listening]. Make haste! Go, go! The
dance isover; we're not safe another moment.

KROGSTAD. | shall wait for you in the street.

MRS. LINDEN. Yes, do; you must s&¢ me home.

KROGSTAD. | never was < happy in all my life!

[KROGSTAD goes out by the outer door. The door between

the room and the hall remains open.

MRS. LINDEN [arranging the room and getting her outdoor
things together]. What a changel What a change! To
have some one to work for, to live for; a home to make happy!
Well, it shall not be my fault if I fail.—I wish they would
come—[Listens] Ah, here they are! | must get my things
on.

[Takes bonnet and cloak. HELMER'S and NORA'S voices are
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heard outside, a key is turned in the lock, and HELMER
drags NORA almost by force into the halL  She wears the
Italian costume with a large black shawl over it. Heisin
evening dress, and wears a black domino, open.,

NORA [struggling with him in the doorway]. No, no, no!
| won't goin! | want to go upstairs again; | don't want to
leave so early!

HELMER. But, my dearest girl !

NORA. Oh, please, please, Torvaid, | bessech you—only one
hour more!

HELMER. Not one minute more, Nora dear; you know what
we agreed. Come, comein; you're catching cold here.

[He leads her gently into the room in spite of her resistance,

M RS.LINDEN. Good-evening.

NORA. Christina!

HELMER. What, Mrs. Linden! You heres late?

MRS. LINDEN. Yes, | ought to apologise. | did o want to
se Nora in her costume.

NORA. Haveyou been sitting here waiting for me?

MRS. LINDEN. Yes; unfortunately | came too late. You
had gone upstairs already, and | felt | couldn't go away without

seeing you.

HELMER [taking Nora's shawl off]. Well then, just look at
her! | aswre you shéds worth it. Isn't she lovely, Mrs.
Linden?

MRS. LINDEN. Yes, | must ssy——

HELMER. Isn't she exquisite?  Every one said 0. But
shes dreadfully obstinate, dear little creature. What's to be
done with her ?  Just think, | had almost to force her away.

NORA. Oh, Torvaid, you'll be sorry some day that you
didn't let me stay, if only for one half-hour more.

HELMER. There! You hear her, Mrs. Linden? She
dances her tarantella with wild applause, and well she deserved
it, | must say—though there was, perhaps, a little too much
nature in her rendering of the idea—more than was, strictly
speaking, artistic. But never mind—the point is, she made a
great success, a tremendous success. Was | to let her remain
after that—toweaken the impresson? Not if | know it. |
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took my sweet little Capri girl—my capricious little Capri girl,
I might say—under my arm; a rapid turn round the room, a
curtsey to all sdes, and—as they say in novels—the lovely
apparition vanished! An exit should always be effective, Mrs.
Linden; but | can't get Nora to se it. By Jove! it's warm
here.  [Throws his domino on a chair and opens the door to his
room] What! No light there? Oh, of course. Excuse
me [Goes in and lights candles.
NORA [whispers breathlessly]. Well?

MRS. LINDEN [softly]. I've spoken to him.

NORA. And ?

MRS. LINDEN. Nora—you must tell your husband every-
thing——

NORA [tonelessly]. | knew it!

MRS. LINDEN. YOU have nothing to fear from Krogstad;
but you must speak out.

NORA. | shall not speak.

MRS.LINDEN. Then theletter will.

NORA. Thank you, Christina. Now | know what | have to
do. Hush !

HELMER [coming back]. Well, Mrs. Linden, have you
admired her?

MRS. LINDEN. Yes; and now | must say good-night.

HELMER. What, already? Does this knitting belong to
you?

MRS. LINDEN [takes itf]. Yes, thanks; | was nearly for-
getting it.

HELMER. Then you do knit ?

MRS. LINDEN. Yes.

HELMER. D O you know, you ought to embroider instead?

M RS.LINDEN. Indeed! Why?

HELMER. Because it's 90 much prettier. Look now! You
hold the embroidery in the left hand s, and then work the
needle with the right hand, in a long, graceful curve—don't
you?

MRS. LINDEN. Yes, | suppose 0.

HELMER. But knitting is always ugly. Just look—your
arms close to your sdes, and the needles going up and down—
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there's something Chinese about it.—They really gave us
splendid champagne to-night.

MRS. LINDEN. Well, good-night, Nora, and don't be
obstinate any more.

HELMER. Well said, Mrs. Linden!

MRS. LINDEN. Good-night, Mr. Helmer.

HELMER [accompanying her to the door]. Good-night, good-
night; | hope you'll get safely home. | should be glad to—but
you have such a short way to go. Good-night, good-night.
[She goes; HELMER shuts the door after her, and comes forward
again] At last we've got rid of her : she's a terrible bore.

NORA. Aren't you very tired, Torvald?

HELMER. NO, not in the least.

NORA. Nor sleepy ?

HELMER. Not abit. | feel particularly lively. But you?
Y ou do look tired and sleepy.

NORA. Yes, very tired. | shall soon sleep now.

HELMER. There, you see | was right after all not to let
you stay longer.

NORA. Oh, everything you do is right.

HELMER [kissing her forehead]. Now my lark is speaking
like a reasonable being. Did you notice how jolly Rank was
this evening?

i NORA. Indeed? Was he? | had no chance of speaking to
Im.

HELMER. Nor I, much; but | haven't seen him in such good
spirits for a long time. [Looks at NORA a little, then comes
nearer her] It's splendid to be back in our own home, to be
quite alone together!—Oh, you enchanting creature!

NORA. Don't look at me in that way, Torvald.

HELMER. | am not to look at my dearest treasure?—at all
the loveliness that is mine, mine only, wholly and entirely mine?

NORA [goes to the other side of the table]. Y ou mustn't say
these things to me this evening.

HELMER [following]. | see you have the tarantella still in
your blood—and that makes you all the more enticing. Listen!
theother people are going now. [More softly]  Nora—soon
the whole house will be still.
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NORA. Yes, | hope .

HELMER. Yes, don't you, Nora darling! When we are
among strangers, do you know why | speak so little to you, and
keep so far away, and only steal a glance at you now and then
—do you know why | do it? Because | am fancying that we
love each other in secret, that | am secretly betrothed to you,
and that no one dreams that there is anything between us.

NORA. Yes, yes yes. | know all your thoughts are with
me.

HELMER. And then, when the time comes to go, and | put
the shawl about your smooth, soft shoulders, and this glorious
neck of yours, | imagine you are my bride, that our marriage is
just over, that | am bringing you for the first time to my home
—that | am alone with you for the first time—quite alone with
you, in your trembling loveliness!  All this evening | have been
longing for you, and you only. When | watched you swaying
and whirlingin the tarantella—my blood boiled—I could endure
it no longer; and that's why | made you come home with me so
early.

NORA. Go now, Torvald! Go away from me. | won't
have all this.

HELMER. What do you mean? Ah, | se you're teasing
me, little Nora! Won't—won't! Am | not your hus
band ? [A knock at the outer door.

NORA [starts]. Did you hear ?

HELMER [going towards the hall]. Who's there ?

RANK [outside]. Itis!|; may | camein for a moment?

HELMER [in a low tone, annoyed]. Oh! what can he want
just now? [Aloud] Wait a moment. [Opens door.]
Come, it's nice of you to look in.

RANK. | thought | heard your voice, and that put it into
my head. [Looks round.] Ah, this dear old placel How
cosy you two areherel

HELMER. YOU seemed to find it pleasant enough upstairs,
too.

RANK. Exceedingly. Why not? Why shouldn't one take
on€'s share of everything in this world? All one can, at least,
and aslongasonecan. Thewine was splendid——
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HELMER. Especialy the champagne.

RANK. Did you notice it? It's incredible the quantity |
contrived to get down.

NORA. Torvald drank plenty of champagne, too.

RANK.  Did he?

NORA. Yes, and it always puts him in such spirits.

RANK. Well, why shouldn't one have a jolly evening after

a well-spent day?

HELMER. Well spent! Well, | havent much to boagt of
in that respect.

RANK [slapping him on the shoulder]. But | have, don't
you s5=?

NORA. | suppose you have been engaged in a scientific in-
vestigation, Doctor Rank ?

RANK. Quite right.

HELMER. Bless me! Little Nora talking about scientific
investigations?

NORA. Am | to congratulate you on the result ?

RANK. By all means.

NORA. It was good, then ?

RANK. The bet possble, both for doctor and patient—
certainty.

NORA [quickly and searchingly]. Certainty ?

RANK. Absolute certainty. Wasn't | right to enjoy mysdf
after that?

NORA. Yes, quite right, Doctor Rank.

HELMER. And o sy |, provided you don't have to pay for
it to-morrow.

RANK. Well, in this life nothing is to be had for nothing.

NORA. Doctor Rank—I'm sure you are very fond of mas
querades?

RANK. Yes, when there are plenty of amusing disguisess——

NORA. Tell me what shall we two be a our next mes

querade?

HELMER. Little featherbrain! Thinking of your next
already!

RANK. We two? I'll tell you. You must go & a good

fary.
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HELMER. Ah, but what costume would indicate that ?

RANK. She hassimply to wear her everyday dress.

HELMER. Capital!l But don't you know what you will be
yourself ?

RANK. Yes, my dear friend, | am perfectly clear upon that
point.

HELMER. Well ?

RANK. At the next masquerade | shall be invisible.

HELMER. What acomical idea!

RANK. There's a big black hat—haven't you heard of the
invisible hat? It comes down all over you, and then no one can
¥e you.

HELMER [with a suppressed smile}. No, you're right
there.

RANK. But I'm quite forgetting what | came for. Helmer,
give me a cigar—one of the dark Havanas.

HELMER. With the greatest pleasure. [Hands cigar-case.

RANK [takes one and cuts the end off]. Thank you.

NORA [striking a wax match}. Let me give you a light.

RANK. A thousand thanks.

[She holds the match. He lights his cigar at it.

RANK. And now, good-bye !

HELMER. Good-bye, good-bye, my dear fellow.

NORA. Sleep well, Doctor Rank.

RANK. Thanksfor the wish.

NORA. Wish me the same.

RANK. You? Very well, snce you ak me—Sleep well.
And thanksfor thelight. [He nodsto them both and goes out.

HELMER [in an undertone}. He's been drinking a good
deal.

NORA [absently}. | daresay. [HELMER takes his bunch of
keys from his pocket and goes into the hall.} Torvald, what
areyou doing there?

HELMER. | must empty the letter-box; it's quite full; there
will be no room for the newspapers to-morrow morning.

NORA. Areyou goingtowork to-night ?

HELMER. You know very well | am not.—Why, how is
this? Some one has been at the lock.
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NORA. The lock ?

HELMER. I'm sure of it. What does it mean? | can't
think that the servants——? Here'sa broken hairpin. Nora,
it's one of yours.

NORA [quickly]. |t must have been the children

HELMER. Then you must break them of such tricks.—
There! Atlast IVegotitopen. [Takes contents out and calls
into the kitchen,] Ellen!—Ellen, just put the hall door lamp
out.

[He returns with letters in his hand, and shuts the inner

door.

HELMER. Just s how they've accumulated. [Turning
them over] Why, what'sthis?

NORA [at the window]. The letter! Oh no, no, Torvald !

HELMER. T W O visiting-cards—from Rank.

NORA. From Doctor Rank ?

HELMER [looking at them]. Doctor Rank. They were on
thetop. Hemust just have put them in.

NORA. Isthereanythingon them ?

HELMER. There's a black cross over the name. Look at it.
W hat an unpleasant idea! It looksjust asif he were announc-
ing hisown death.

NORA. SO he is

HELMER. What! Do you know anything? Has he told
you anything?

NORA. Yes. These cards mean that he has taken his last
leave of us. He is going to shut himself up and die.

HELMER. Poor fellow! Of course | knew we couldn't
hope to keep him long. But so soon——! And to go and
creep into hislair likeawounded animal——

NORA. When we must go, it is best to go silently. Don't
you think s, Torvald ?

HELMER [walking up and down]. He had s grown into
our lives, | can't realise that he is gone. He and his sufferings
and his loneliness formed a sort of cloudy background to the
sunshine of our happiness.—Well, perhaps it's best as it is—at
any "Tate fof'hiirL [Stands still,] And perhaps for us too,
Nora. Now we two are thrown entirely upon each other.
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[Takes her in his arms] My darling wife! | feel as if |
could never hold you close enough. Do you know, Nora, |
often wish some danger might threaten you, that | might risk
body and soul, and everything, everything, for your dear sake.

NORA [tears herself from him, and says firmly]. Now you
shall read your letters, Torvald.

HELMER. NO, no; not to-night. | want to be with you, my
sweet wife.

NORA. With the thought of your dying friend ?

HELMER. YOU are right. This has shaken us both. Un-
loveliness has come between us—thoughts of death and decay.
We must sk to cast them off. Till then—we will remain
apart.

NORA [her arms round his neck]. Torvald! Good-night!
good-night!

HELMER [kissing her forehead]. Good-night, my little song-
bird. Seep well, Nora. Now | shall go and read my letters.

[He goes with the letters in his hand into his room and shuts
the door.

NORA [with wild eyes, gropes about her, seizes HELMER'S
domino, throws it round her, and whispers quickly, hoarsely,
and brokenly]. Never to se him again. Never never, never.
[Throws her shawl over her head)] Never to se the children
again. Never, never.—Oh, that black, icy water! Oh, that
bottomless———! If it were only over! Now he has it; hes
reading it. Oh, no, no, no, not yet. Torvald, good-bye——!
Good-bye my little ones—!

[She is rushing out by the hall; at the same moment HELMER
fli?igs his door open, and stands there with an open letter
in his hand.

HELMER. Noral!

NORA [shrieks]. Ah——!

HELMER. What is this? Do you know what is in this

letter?

NORA. Yes, | know. Let mego! L et me pass!

HELMER [holds her back]. Where do you want to go?

NORA [tries to break away from him]. You shall not save
me, Torvald.
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HELMER [faling back]. True! Is what he writes true?
No, no, it isimpossible that this can be true.

NORA. It istrue. | have loved you beyond all else in the
world.

HELMER. Pshaw—no silly evasions!

NORA [astep nearer him], Torvald——!

HELMER. Woretched woman—what have you done!

NORA. Let me go—you shall not save me! You shall not
take my guilt upon yourself!

HELMER. | don't want any melodramatic airs. [Locks the
outer door] Here you shall stay and give an account of your-
self. Do you understand what you have done? Answer! Do
you understand it ?

NORA [looks at him fixedly, and says with a stiffening expres-
sion] . Yes; now | begin fully to understand it.

HELMER [walking up and down]. Oh! what an awful
awakening! During all these eight years—she who was my
pride and my joy—a hypocrite, a liar—worse, worse—a
criminal. Oh, the unfathomable hideousness of it all! Ugh!
Ugh!

[NORA says nothing, and continues to look fixedly at him.

HELMER. | ought to have known how it would be. | ought
to have foreseen it. Al your father's want of principle—be
silent!—all your father's want of principle you have inherited
—no religion, nor morality, no sense of duty. How | am pun-
ished for screening him! 1 did it for your sake; and you reward
me like this.

NORA. Yes—like this!

HELMER. Y OU have destroyed my whole happiness. You
have ruined my future. Oh, it's frightful to think of! | am
in the power of a scoundrel; he can do whatever he pleases with
me, demand whatever he chooses;, he can domineer over me as
much as he likes, and | must submit. And all this disaster and
ruin is brought upon me by an unprincipled woman |

NORA. When | am out of the world you will be free.

HELMER. Oh, no fine phrases. Y our father, too, was always
ready with them. What good would it do me, if you were
" out of the world," as you say? No good whatever! He can
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publish the story all the same; | might even be suspected of collu-
sion. People will think | was at the bottom of it all and egged
you on. And for all this | have you to thank—you whom |
have done nothing but pet and spoil during our whole married
life. Do you understand now what you have done to me?

NORA [with cold calmness}. Yes.

HELMER. The thing is 9 incredible, | can't grasp it. But
we must come to an understanding. Take that shawl off.
Take it off, 1 say! | must try to pacify him in one way or
another—the matter must be hushed up, cost what it may.—As
for you and me, we must make no outward change in our way
of life—no outwar d change, you understand. Of course
you will continue to live here. But the children cannot be left
in your care. | dare not trust them to you.—Oh, to have to
say this to one | have loved so tenderly—whom 1 still !
But that must be a thing of the past. Henceforward there can
be no question of happiness, but merely of saving the ruins, the
shreds, the show. [A ring; HELMER starts] What's
that? So late! Can it be the worst? Can he——? Hide
yourself, Nor a; say you areill.

[NORA stands motionless. HELMER goes to the door and

opensit.

ELLEN [half dressed, in the hall]. Here is a letter for you,
ma'am.

HELMER. Give it to me. [Seizes the letter and shuts the

door] Yes, from him. You shall not haveit. | shall read it.
NORA. Read it!
HELMER [by the lamp]. | have hardly the courage to. We
may both be logt, both you and I. Ah! | must know.

[Hastily tears the letter open; reads a few lines, looks at an
enclosure; with a cry of joy.] Noral
[NORA looks inquiringly at him.

HELMER. Nora!—Oh! | must read it again.—Yes, yes it
is. |l amsaved! Nora, | am saved !

NORA. And I?

HELMER. You too, of course; we are both saved, both of us.
Look here—he sends you back your promissory note. He writes
that he regrets and apologises, that a happy turn in his life——
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Oh, what matter what he writes! We are saved, Noral No
one can harm you. Oh, Nora, Nora . but first to get rid
of thishateful thing. HI just sse——[Glances at the| O U]
No, | will not look at it; the whole thing shall be nothing but
a dream to me. [Tearsthel O U and both letters in pieces.
Throws them into the fire and watches them burn] There!
it's gonel—He said that ever snce Christmas Eve——Oh,
Nora, they must have been three terrible days for you!

NORA. | have fought a hard fight for the last three days.

HELMER. And in your agony you saw no other outlet
but No; we won't think of that horror. We will only
rejoice and repeat—it's over, all over! Don't you hear, Nora?
You don't seem able to grasp it. Yes, it'sover. What is this
st look on your face? Oh, my poor Nora, | understand; you
cannot believe that | have forgiven you. But | have, Nora; I
swear it. | have forgiven everything. | know that what you
did was all for love of me.

NORA. That istrue

HELMER. YOU loved me as a wife should love her husband.
It was only the means that, in your inexperience, you misjudged.
But do you think | love you the less because you cannot do with-
out guidance? No, no. Only lean on me; | will counsd you,
and guide you. | should be no true man if this very womanly
helplesness did not make you doubly dear in my eyes  You
mustn't dwell upon the hard things | said in my first moment
of terror, when the world seemed to be tumbling about my ears.
| have forgiven you, Nora—I swear | have forgiven you.

NORA. | thank you for your forgiveness.

[Goes out, to the right.

! [Looking through the doorway.]

HELMER. NO, stay.
What areyou goingto do?

NORA [inside]. To take offmy masquerade dres

HELMER [in the doorway], 'Yes, do dear. Try to calm
down, and recover your balance, my scared little song-bird.
You may rest secure. | have broad wings to shield you.
[Walking up and down near the door] Oh, how lovely—how
cosy our home is, Nora! Here you are safe; here | can shelter
you like a hunted dove whom | have saved from the claws of
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the hawk. | shall soon bring your poor beating heart to rest;
believe me, Nora, very soon. To-morrow all this will seem
quite different—everything will be as before. | shall not need
to tell you again that | forgive you; you will feel for yourself
that it istrue. How could you think | could find it in my heart
to drive you away, or even so much as to reproach you? Oh,
you don't know a true man's heart, Nora. There is something
indescribably sweet and soothing to a man in having forgiven his
wife—honestly forgiven her, from the bottom of hisheart. She
becomes his property in a double ssme  She is as though born
again; sheTias'become, so to speak, at once his wife and his child.
That is what you shall henceforth be to me, my bewildered,
helplessdarling. Don't betroubled about anything, Nor a; only
open your heart to me, and | will be both will and conscience to
you. [NORA enters in everyday dress] Why, what's this?
Not goneto bed ? Y ou have changed your dress?
NORA. Yes, Torvald; now | have changed my dress.
HELMER. But why now, 0 late———?
NORA. | shall not deep to-night.
HELMER. But, Nora dear
NORA [looking at her watch]. It's not o late yet. Sit
down, Torvald; you and | have much to say to each other.
[Shesitsat oneside of thetable.
HELMER. Nora—what does this mean? Your cold, st
face——
NORA. Sit down. It will take some time. | have much
to talk over with you.
[HELMER sits at the other side of the table.
HELMER. YOU alarm me, Nora. | don't understand you.
NORA. NO, that isjust it. You don't understand me; and
I have never understood you—till to-night. No, don't inter-
rupt. Only listen to what | say.—We must come to a final
settlement, Torvald.
HELMER. HOW do you mean ?
NORA [after a short silence]. Does not one thing strike you
aswesit here?
HELMER. What should strike me ?
NORA. We have been married eight years. Does it not




A DOLL'S HOUSE 89

strike you that this is the first time we two, you and |, man
and wife, have talked together serioudy ?

HELMER. Seriously! What do you call serioudy ?

NORA. During eight whole years, and more—ever since the
day we first met—we have never exchanged one serious word
about serious things.

HELMER. Was | always to trouble you with the cares you
could not help meto bear ?

NORA. | am not talking of cares. | say that we have never
yet sat ourselves serioudly to get to the bottom of anything.

HELMER. Why, my dearest Nora, what have you to do with
serious things?

NORA. Therewe haveit! You have never understood me.
—I have had great injustice done meTorvald; first by father,
and then by you.

HELMER. What! By your father and me?—By us who
have loved you morethan all theworld ?

NORA [shaking her head]. You have never loved me. You
only thought it amusing to bein love with me.

HELMER. Why, Nora, what athing to say!

NORA. Yes, it is 0, Torvald. While | was at home with
father, he used to tell me all his opinions, and | held the same
opinions. If | had others | said nothing about them, because he
wouldn't have likeds it. He usad to call me his doll-child, and
played with me as | playedwith my dolls. Then | cameto live
in your housse——

HELMER. What an expression to use about our marriage!

NORA [undisturbed], | mean | passd from father's hands
into yours. You arranged everything according to your taste;
and | got the same tastes as you; or | pretended to—I don't
know which—both ways, perhaps; sometimes one and sometimes
the other. When | look back on it now, | seem to have been
living here like a beggar, from hand to mouth. | lived by per-
forming tricks for you, Torvald. But you would have it s.
You and father have done me a great wrong. It isyour fault
that my life has come to nothing.

HELMER. Why, Nora, how unreasonable and ungrateful you
arel Haveyou not been happy here?
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NORA. NO, never. | thought | was; but | never was.

HELMER. Not—not happy!

NORA. N Oj;only merry. And you have always been so kind
to me. But our house has been nothing but a playroom. Here
| have been your doll-wife, just as at home | used to be papas
doll-child. And the children, in their turn, have been my dolls.
I thought it fun when you played with me, just as the children
did when | played with them. That has been our marriage,
Torvald.

HELMER. There is some truth in what you say, exaggerated
and overstrained though it be. But henceforth it shall be
different.  Playtime is over; now comes the time for education.

NORA. Whose education? Mine, or the children's?

HELMER. Both, my dear Nora.

NORA. Oh, Torvald, you are not the man to teach me to be
afit wife for you.

HELMER. And you can say that ?

NORA. And I—how have | prepared myself to educate the
children?

HELMER. Nora!

NORA. Did you not say yourself, a few minutes ago, you
dared not trust them to me?

HELMER. In the excitement of the moment! Why should
you dwell upon that ?

NORA. No—you were perfectly right. That problem is
beyond me. There is another to be solved first—I must try to
educate myself. You are not the man to help me in that. |
must set about it alone. And that is why | am leaving you.

HELMER [jumping up]. What—do you mean to say. ?

NORA. | must stand quite alone if | am ever to know myself
and my surroundings; so | cannot stay with you.

HELMER. Nora! Noral

NORA. | am going at once. | daresay Christina will take
me in for to-night——

HELMER. YOU ae mad! | shal not allow it! | forbid
it!

NORA. It is of no use your forbidding me anything now. |
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shall take with me what belongs to me. From you | will accept
nothing, either now or afterwards.

HELMER. What madness is this!

NORA. To-morrow | shall go home—I mean to what was
my home. |t will be easier for me to find some opening there.

HELMER. Oh, in your blind inexperience——

NORA. | musttrytogai nexperience, Torvald.

HELMER. To forsake your home, your husband, and your
children!  And you don't consider what the world will say!

NORA. | can pay no heed to that. | only know that Fmust
doit.

HELMER. Thisismonstrous! Can you forsake your holiest
dutiesin thisway ?

NORA. What do you consider my holiest duties?

HELMER. DO I need to tell you that? Your duties to your
husband and your children.

NORA. | have other duties equally sacred.

HELMER. Impossible! What duties do you mean ?

NORA. My duties towards myself.

HELMER. Before all else you are a wife and a mother.

NORA. That | no longer believe. | believe that before all
else | am a human being, just as much as you are—or at least
that | should try to become one. | know that most people agree
with you, Torvald, and that they say so in books. But hence-
forth | can't be satisfied with what most people say, and what is
in books. | must think things out for myself, and try to get
clear about them.

HELMER. Are you not clear about your place in your own
home? Have you not an infallible guide in questionslike these?
Have you not religion?

NORA. Oh, Torvald, | don't really know what religion is.

HELMER. What do you mean ?

NORA. | know nothing but what Pastor Hansen told me
when | was confirmed. He explained that religion was this and
that. When | get away from all this and stand alone, | will
look into that matter too. | will se whether what he taught
meisright, or, at any rate, whether it isright for me.

HELMER. Oh, this is unheard-of! And from so young a
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woman! But if religion cannot keep you right, let me appeal
to your conscience—for | suppose you have some moral feeling?
Or, answer me: perhapsyou have none?

NORA. Well, Torvald, it's not easy to say. | really don't
know—I am all at ssa about these things. | only know that |
think quite differently from you about them. | hear, too, that
the laws are different from what | thought; but | can't believe
that they can beright. It appearsthat awoman has no right to
spare her dying father, or to save her hushand's life! | don't
believe that.

HELMER. You talk like a child. You don't understand the
society in which you live.

NORA. NO, | defnot. But now | shall try tolearn. | must
make up my mind which isright—society or 1.

HELMER. Nora, you areill; you are feverish; | aimost think
you ar e out of your senses.

NORA. | have never felt 0 much clearness and certainty as
to-night.

HELMER. YOU are clear and certain enough to forsake hus
band and children ?

NORA. Yes, | am.

HELMER. Then there is only one explanation possble.

NORA. What isthat?

HELMER. YOU no longer love me.

NORA. NO; that isjust it.

HELMER. Nora!—Can you say so!

NORA. Oh, I'm = sorry, Torvald; for you've always been
so kind to me. But | can't help it. | do not love you any
longer.

HELMER [mastering himself with difficulty]. Are you clear
and certain on this point too?

NORA. Yes, quite. That is why | will not stay here any
longer.

HELMER. And can you also make clear to me how | have
forfeited your love?

NORA. Yes, | can. It was this evening, when the miracle
did not happen; for then | saw you were not the man | had
imagined.
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HELMER. Explain yourself more clearly; | don't under-
stand.

NORA. | have waited 20 patiently all these eight years; for
of course | saw clearly enough that miracles don't happen every
day. When this crushing blow threatened me, | said to myself
so confidently, " Now comes the miracle! * When Krogstad's
letter lay in the box, it never for a moment occurred to me that
you would think of submitting to that man's conditions. | was
convinced that you would say to him, " Make it known to all
theworld "; and that then

HELMER. Well? When | had given my own wife's name
up to disgrace and shame——?

NORA. Then I firmly believed that you would come forward,
take everything upon yourself, and say, "1 am the guilty one"

HELMER. Nora——!

NORA. You mean | would never have accepted such a sacri-
fice? No, certainly not. But what would my assertions have
been worth in opposition to yours?—T hat was the miracle that
| hoped for and dreaded. And it was to hinder that that |
wanted to die.

HELMER. | would gladly work for you day and night, Nora
—bear sorrow and want for your sake. But no man sacrifices
his honour, even for one he loves.

NORA. Millions of women have done .

HELMER. Oh, you think and talk like a silly child.

NORA. Very likely. But you neither think nor talk like the
man | can share my life with. When your terror was over—
not for what threatened me, but for yourself—when there was
nothing more to fear—then it ssemed to you as though nothing
had happened. | was your lark again, your doll, just as before
—whom you would take twice as much care of in future,
because she was so weak and fragile. [Standsup.] Torvald—
in that moment it burst upon me that | had been living here
these eight years with a strange man, and had borne him three
children.—Oh, | can't bear to think of it! | could tear myself
to pieces!

HELMER [sadly']. | se it, | se it; an abyss has opened
between us.—But, Nora, can it never be filled up?
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NORA. ASI| now am, | am no wife for you.

HELMER. | have strength to become another man.

NORA. Perhaps—when your doll is taken away from you.

HELMER. T O part—to part from you! No, Nora, no; |
can't grasp the thought.

NORA [going into the room on the right]. The more reason
for the thing to happen.

[She comes back with outdoor things and a small travelling-

bag, which she places on a chair,

HELMER. Nora, Nora, not now! Wait till to-morrow.

NORA [putting on cloak], | can't spend the night in a
strange man's house.

HELMER. But can we not live here, as brother and
sster ?

NORA [fastening her hat]. You know very well that
wouldn't last long. [Puts on the shawl,] Good-bye, Torvald.
No, | won't go to the children. | know they are in better
hands than mine. As | now am, | can be nothing to them.

HELMER. But some time, Nora—some time——?

NORA. HOW can | tell? | have no idea what will become
of me.

HELMER. But you are my wife, now and always!

NORA. Listen, Torvald—when a wife leaves her hushand's
house, as | am doing, | have heard that in the eyes of the law he
is free from all duties towards her. At any rate | release you
from all duties. You must not feel yourself bound, any more
than | shall. There must be perfect freedom on both sdes
There, | give you back your ring. Give memine.

HELMER. That too ?

NORA. That too.

HELMER. Hereit is

NORA. Very well. Now itisall over. | lay the keys here.
The servants know about everything in the house—better than
| do. To-morrow, when | have started, Christinawill come to
pack up the things | brought with me from home. | will have
them sent after me.

HELMER. All over! all over! Nora, will you never think
of me again?
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NORA. Oh, | shall often think of you, and the children, and
this house.

HELMER. May | writetoyou, Nora?

NORA. NO—never. You must not.

HELMER. But | must send you——

NORA. Nothing, nothing.

HELMER. | must helpyou if you need it.

NORA. NO, I say. | take nothing from strangers.

HELMER. Nora—can | never be more than a stranger to
you?

NORA [taking her travelling-bag]. Oh, Torvald, then the
miracle of miracles would have to happen——

HELMER. What is the miracle of miracles?

NORA. Both of us would have to change o that
Torvald, | nolonger believe in miracles.

HELMER. But / will believe. Tell me! We must 0

Oh,

change that ?
NORA. That communion between us shall be a marriage.
Good-bye. [She goes out by the hall door.

HELMER [sinks into a chair by the door with his face in his
hands]. Nora! Nora! [He looks round and rises] Empty.
She is gone. [A hope springs up in him] Ah! The miracle of
miracles——?

[From below is heard the reverberation of a heavy door

closing.
Curtain
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MRS. ALVING (HELEN), widow of Captain Jiving, late
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OSWALD ALVING, her son, a painter.
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The action takes place at Mrs. Alvings country-house, beside
one of the large fjords in Western Norway.
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Norway. It is a distinction conferred by the King on men of weath and
position, and is not hereditary.



GHOSTS

INTRODUCTION

Ghosts first began to take shape in Ibsen's mind in the summer
of 1880, when he and Jonas Lie and John Paulsen were together
in Berchtesgaden. The weather was rainy and gloomy, and
Paulsen tells how this in great measure contributed to the
atmosphere of the play.

Ibsen moved to Rome that winter, but it was An Enemy of
the People, and not Ghosts, which preoccupied him. In the
spring.of 1881, however, he laid the former play aside and began
to concentrate on Ghosts. The first connected draft of the
play was written between June and August 1881 in Rome and
Sorrento. The second draft took shape between September 25th
and October 24th. The finished manuscript was sent to Hegel
before the middle of November, and the play was published in
December.

Ghosts produced a sensation unparalleled in this history of
Ibsen's plays. His publisher Hegel had loads of consignments
returned. No new edition appeared for thirteen years. It was
refused by Fallesen in Copenhagen, Schroder, the new Director
of the Christiania Theatre, did not dare to produce it, and it was
temporarily turned down in Stockholm. Criticism in Scan-
dinavia was amost entirely hostile. Even Herman Jaeger,
Ibsen's future Boswell, organised a series of lectures against the
tendencies of the play in Christiania, and extended them into a
provincial lecture tour. But Bjornson and Brandes defended
him, while the younger generation acclaimed him as their leader.

Thefirst production of Ghosts was put on by the Scandinavian
colony in Chicago on May 28th, 1882. August Lindberg, the
Swedish producer and actor, after failing to procure Ernst
Josephson's support for a production in Stockholm, formed his
own company in 1882 and in 1883 got Ibsen's permission to

9
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perform Ghosts in a Swedish translation. He took the part of
Oswald after having made a study of paralytics in a Copenhagen
hospital, and gave the first European performance in Halsing-
borg on August 22nd, 1883. From here he proceeded in
triumph to Copenhagen, Stockholm, and finally to Christiania,
where the play was produced in the Mflllergaten Theatre to the
wild acclamation of the audience, which shouted down Schroder
in the National Theatre and yelled hurrah for Ibsen.

The first German production was Felix Philippi's at the
Augsburg Stadttheater, at which Ibsen himself was present.
But hisgreat triumph was Direktor Anno's matinee at the Berlin
Residenztheater on January 9th, 1887, when Julius Hoffory
ran up and down the auditorium between the acts gesticulating
and exclaiming: " To-day a new era has begun for German
literature." The production was so realistic that the producer
omitted Mrs. Alving'sremark : " It was then | began to examine
the seams of your teaching. | wanted only to undo a single
stitch; but when | had loosened it, the whole |ot came undone.
And then | understood it was machine sewn." lbsen asked
why this had been left out and received the reply: " Modern
sewing machines have been so perfected that it is impossible to
undo the stitches." " Y ou can be certain that Mrs. Alving up
at Rosenvold has still got her old-fashioned sewing machine,"
Ibsen replied, smiling. Hiswounded vanity at the hostile recep-
tion of the play was in some way appeased by being elevated to
the rank of Commander of the Ernestine Order by the Duke of
Saxe-Meiningen when the play was produced at the Meiningen
Theatre on January 9th, 1887.

In 1888 William Archer's translation of Ghosts appeared,
and on March 13th, 1891, J. T. Grein's Independent Theatre
gave one performance of the play at the Royalty in London.
The fury of the Press knew no bounds, and Archer's article
Ghosts and Gibberings in the Pall Mall Gazette of April 8th
gives samples of the abuse directed at Ibsen. " An open drain,"
" naked loathsomeness," " a putrid play," and it was stated that
" Old Ibsenisasdead asadoor-nail.""

In 1890 Antoine made his debut in an Ibsen part when he
played Oswald, the first time that a play of Ibsen's had been
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performed in France. Critics showed little comprehension of
the play, but it became the most popular item of his repertoire
during his tours of France and Italy. Prozor's French transla-
tions have always been a hindrance to the understanding of Ibsen
in France, but the new La Chenais translations have done much
toredeem theloss.

Ibsen had confidence in the merits of his play, in spite of
general hostility, and wroteto Hegel in March 1882: " But all
these wilting, dilapidated people, who have attacked this work,
as they have, will one day themselves be crushingly condemned
in the future history of literature. . . . My book has the future
to itself.”

In 1898 Ibsen was present at a dinner in his honour at the
Royal Palace in Stockholm, and King Oscar Il remarked tc
him: " You ought not to have written Ghosts, Ibsen. It isn't
a good play; no. Lady Inger of Ostrata that's a good play."
Ibsen bit his lip, was silent for a moment, and then replied :
" Your Majesty, | had towrite Ghosts."

It was a play on a theme which had exercised compulsion on
him for a long time—the weight of the pad, of heredity, oi
authority and tradition, " the corpse in the hold," as hecalled it
earlier, the old man of the ssa which rode on every man's back.
And this reckoning with the past affected his dramatic technique
as well, which more and more turns to the restrospective form
of exposition, revealing the distant past as the plot unfolds,
although the action itself covers only a short space of time.

" Ghosts' is an inadeguate rendering of the Norwegian
" Gengangere" which is the French " revenants" or spirits of
the dead that walk again. Oswald is not a spook, he is only one
of the"spirits of the past that walk in Mrs. Alving's shadow.
Thereis astrong element of the Greek fate motif which we find
in one of the earliest notes where Ibsen mentions Nemesis. It
is amotif which pervades Ibsen'swork from the beginning to the
end. It isMrs, Alving's fate, and not that of Oswald, that is
the central theme of the play. Oswald has inherited his syphilis
and is inescapably doomed. Mrs. Alving, however, hasto suffer
for her own pagt, for not having the will to refuse marriage with
the rich young Lieutenant Alving, who had been foisted upon
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her as a remunerative match by her mother and her two aunts.
Gradually we find her freeing herself from all the haunting
spirits of the past until her son aone Isleft, and theCurtain
again falls on a question mark as to whether she had the courage
to free herself from him aswell by taking hislife.

Ibsen conceived the play first as a conflict between the in-
dividual and the pressure of the past. This conflict is then
concentrated on the person of Mrs. Alving, who in many ways
is a development of Nora in A Doall's House. In a letter to
Archer of January 2nd, 1882, he writes of how " a badly
brought up, misused woman must be driven to opposite extremes
by people with Pastor Manders' ideas and way of feeling,” in
fact the reaction Nora underwent after leaving Helmer. From
now on a new standard is applied to lbsen's characters—a stan-
dard borrowed in some degree from John Stuart Mill.
Whereas earlier they tended to be measured by their devotion
to duty, from now on they fall or survive according as to
whether they have or have not had the courage to choose happi-
ness in life when they had the opportunity. Ideals from now
on become for Ibsen purely relative; the pursuit of happiness is
all that matters, and the only ideals that count are what
Nietzsche called " stimulating lies." His revaluation of moral
values is expressed in a letter of 1882, where he states: " In our
days every poetic production has the task of shifting boundary
marks."

Ghosts was attacked and defended as a realistic play. Ibsen
wrote in a letter to August Lindberg (August 2nd, 1882):
" The effect of the play depends largely on the audience believ-
ing they are sitting and hearing and seeing something which is
happening in rea life." Never before had he so echoed the
finest shades of conversational speech, never before had he given
such microscopic stage directions. But, nevertheless, it is the
poetic illusion of reality he gives, and not the drab approxima-
tion to reality of the naturalistic school. The whole fate motif
of the play is unrealistic and romantic. Coincidences are skil-
fully given the appearance of consequences. The sins of the
fathers are visited on the children in a most unrealistic manner.
Regina, Oswald's sister, has opportunely escaped inheriting their
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father's venereal disease. The incestuous love of these two is a
time-honoured ingredient of romantic fate-tragedy, and the
dramatic devices are equally traditional. In the same conser-
vatory, in the same circumstances as her mother with Oswald's
father, Regina reproves Oswald for his advances with identically
the same words. Nor could anything be more unrealistic than
Oswald's sudden physical decomposition in the last act, tuned as
it is to the glow of a conventional romantic sunrise, |lbsen
always insisted on illusion, and not reality, as the bass of art,
and Ghosts is no exception to the rule. P.F.D.T.

GHOSTS

A FAMILY-DRAMA IN THREE ACTS

ACT |

A spacious garden-room, with one door to the left, and two
doors to the right, In the middle of the room a round table,
with chairs about it.  On the table lie books, periodicals, and
newspapers. In the foreground to the left a window, and
by it a small sofa, with a work-table in front of it. In the
background, the room is continued into a somewhat narrower
conservatory, which is shut in by glass walls with large panes.
In the right-hand wall of the conservatory is a door leading
down into the garden.  Through the glass wall one catches
a glimpse of a gloomy fjord-landscape, veiled by steady rain.

Engstrand, the carpenter, stands by the garden-door.  His left
leg is somewhat bent; he has a clump of wood under the sole
of his boot. Regina, with an empty garden syringe in her
hand, hinders him from advancing.

REGINA [in a low voice]. What do you want? Stop where
you are. You're positively dripping.

ENGSTRAND. It'sthe Lord's own rain, my girl.

REGINA. It'sthe devil's rain, Isay.
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ENGSTRAND. Lord! how you talk, Regina. [Limps a few
steps forward into the room] What | wanted to say was
this——

REGINA. Don't clatter 0 with that foot of yours, | tell you!
The young master's adeep upstairs.

ENGSTRAND. Adegp ? In the middle of the day ?

REGINA. It's no business of yours.

ENGSTRAND. | was out on the loose last night——

REGINA. | can quite believe that.

ENGSTRAND. Yes, we're weak vessds, we poor mortals, my

girl—
REGINA. SO it seams
ENGSTRAND. and temptations ae manifold in this

world, you see but al tHe-same | was hard a work, God
knows, at haf-past five this morning.

REGINA. Very well; only be off now. | won't stop here and
have rendezvous' with you.

ENGSTRAND. What is it you won't have ?

REGINA. | won't have any one find you here; 9 just you go
about your business.

ENGSTRAND [advances a step or two]. Blest if | go before
I've had a talk with you. This afternoon | shall have finished
my work a the school-house, and then | shall teke to-night's
boat and be off home to the town.

REGINA [mutters], A pleasant journey to you.

ENGSTRAND. Thank you, my child. To-morrow the
Asylum'’s to be opened, and then there'll be fine doings, no doubt,
and plenty of intoxicating drink going, you know. And nobody
shall say of Jacob Engstrand that he can't keep out of tempta
tion's way.

REGINA.  Oh!

ENGSTRAND. YOU ¢ there are to be any number of swells
here to-morrow. Pastor Manders is expected from town,
too.

REGINA. He's coming to-day.

ENGSTRAND. There you s And | should be cursedly

! This and other French words ussd by Regina are in that language in
the original.
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sorry if he found out anything to my disadvantage, don't you
under stand ?

REGINA. Oh! isthat your game?

ENGSTRAND. ISwhat my game?

REGINA [looking hard at him]. What trick are you going to
play on Pastor Manders?

ENGSTRAND. Hush! hush! Are you crazy? Do i want
to play any trick on Pastor Manders? Oh no! Pastor Man-
ders has been far too kind to me for that. But | just wanted to
say, you know—that | mean to s¢ off home again to-night.

REGINA. Thesooner the better, say | .

ENGSTRAND. Yes, but | want to take you with me, Regina.

REGINA [open-mouthed]. You want me——? What are
you talking about ?

ENGSTRAND. | want to take you home, | say.

REGINA [scornfully]. Never in this world shall you get me
home with you.

ENGSTRAND. We'll s= about that.

REGINA. Yes, you may be sure we'll se about it! |, who
have been brought up by a lady like Mrs. Alving! |, who am
treated aimost as a daughter here! Is it me you want to go
home with you 7—to a house like yours? For shame!

ENGSTRAND. What the devil do you mean? Do you s
yourself up against your father, girl ?

REGINA [mutters without looking at him].  You've said often
enough | was no child of yours.

ENGSTRAND. Stuff!l Why should you trouble about that?

REGINA. Haven't you many a time sworn at me and called
mea——? Fidone!

ENGSTRAND. Curse me, now, if ever | used such an ugly
word.

REGINA. Oh! | know quite well what word you used.

ENGSTRAND. Well, but that was only when | was a bit on,
don't you know? H'm! Temptations are manifold in this
world, Regina.

REGINA. Ugh!

ENGSTRAND. And besides, it was when your mother rode
her high horse. | had to find something to twit her with, my

SF.P.—4*
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child. She was aways setting up for afine lady. [Mimics]
" Let me go, Engstrand; let me be. Remember I've been three
years in Chamberlain Alving's family at Rosen void." [Laughs)]
Mercy on usl She could never forget that the Captain was
made a Chamberlain while she was in service here.

REGINA. Poor mother! You very soon worried her into
her grave.

ENGSTRAND [turns on his heel]. Oh, of course! 1'm to be
blamed for everything.

REGINA [turns away, half aloud]. Ugh! And that leg
too!

ENGSTRAND. What do you sy, girl ?

REGINA. Pied de mouton.

ENGSTRAND. IS that English, eh ?

REGINA.  Yes

ENGSTRAND. Oh, ah; you've picked up some learning out
here; and that may come in useful now, Regina

REGINA [after a short silence]. What do you want with me
intown?

ENGSTRAND. Can you ak what a father wants with his only
child? Am | not alonely and forsaken widower ?

REGINA. Oh! don't try on any nonsense like that! Why
do you want me ?

ENGSTRAND. Well, let me tell you, I've been thinking of
starting a new line of busness.

REGINA [contemptuously]. You've tried that often enough,
and never done any good.

ENGSTRAND. Yes, but this time you shal s Reginal
Devil takeme——

REGINA [stamps]. Don't swear!

ENGSTRAND. Hush, hush; you're right enough there, my
girl. What | wanted to sy was just this—I've laid by a very
tidy pile from this Orphanage job.

REGINA. Have you ? That's a good thing for you.

ENGSTRAND. What can a man spend his hapence on here in
the country?

REGINA. Well, what then ?

ENGSTRAND. Why, you s | thought of putting the money
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into some paying speculation. | thought of a sort of sailors'
tavern——

REGINA. Horrid!

ENGSTRAND. A regular high-class affair, of course; not a
mere pigstye for common sailors. No! damn it! it would be
for captains and mates, and—and—all those swells, you know.

REGINA. And | was to—?

ENGSTRAND. You were to help, to be sure. Only for
appearance* sake, you understand. Devil a bit of hard work
shall you have, my girl. You shall do exactly what you like.

REGINA. Oh, indeed!

ENGSTRAND. But there must be a petticoat in the house;
that's as clear as daylight. For | want to have it a little lively
in the evenings, with singing and dancing, and so forth. You
must remember they're weary wanderers on the ocean of life.
[Nearer] Now don't be stupid and stand in your own light,
Regina. What can become of you out here? Your mistress
has given you a lot of learning; but what good is it to you?
You're to look after the children at the new Orphanage, | hear.
Is that the sort of thing for you, eh? Are you so desperately
bent upon wearing yourself out for the sake of the dirty
brats?

REGINA. NO; if things go as | want them to, then—well,
there's no saying—there's no saying.

ENGSTRAND. What do you mean by " there's no saying " ?

REGINA. Never you mind. How much money have you
saved up here?

ENGSTRAND. What with one thing and another, a matter of
seven or eight hundred crowns.!

REGINA. That's not 0 bad.

ENGSTRAND. It's enough to make a start with, my girl.

REGINA. Aren't you thinking of giving me any ?

ENGSTRAND. NO, I'm damned if | am!

REGINA. Not even of sending me a scrap of stuff for a new
dress?

ENGSTRAND. If you'll come to town with me, you can get
dresses enough.

'A "krone " is equal to one shilling and three halfpence.
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REGINA. Pooh! P can do that on my own account if |
want to.

ENGSTRAND. No, a father's guiding hand is what you want,
Regina. Now, Fve my eyes on a capital house in Little Har-
bour Street. It won't need much ready-money, and it could be
asort of sailors home, you know.

REGINA. But | will not live with you. | have nothing
whatever to dowithyou. Beoff!

ENGSTRAND. YOU wouldn't remain long with me, my girl.
No such luck! If you knew how to play your cards, such afine
girl asyou've grown in the last year or two——

REGINA. Well?

ENGSTRAND. You'd soon get hold of some mate—or perhaps
even a captain——

REGINA. | won't marry any one of that sort. Sailors have
Nno savoir vivre.

ENGSTRAND. What haven't they got ?

REGINA. | know what sailors are, | tell you. They're not
the sort of people to marry.

ENGSTRAND. Then never mind about marrying them. You
can make it pay all the same [More confidentially] He—
the Englishman—the man with the yacht—he gave three hun-
dred dollars, he did; and she wasn't a bit handsomer than you.

REGINA [going towards hirn\.  Out you go!

ENGSTRAND [falling back]. Come, come! You're not
going to strike me, | hope.

REGINA. Yes, if you begin to talk about mother | shall strike
you. Get away with you, | say. [Drives him back towards
the garden door.] And don't bang the doors. Young Mr.
Alving——

ENGSTRAND. He's adeep; | know. It's curious how you're
taken up about young Mr. Alving—[more softly] Oho! it
surely can't be he that——?

REGINA. Be off a once! You're crazy, | tell you! No,
not that way. There comer- Pastor Manders. Down the
kitchen stairswith you.

ENGSTRAND [towards the right]. Yes, yes, I'm going. But
just you talk to him that's coming there. He's the man to tell
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you what a child owesiits father. For | am your father all the
same, you know. | can prove it from the church register.

[He goes out through the second door to the right, which
REGINA has opened, and fastens again after him, REGINA
glances hastily at herself in the mirror, dusts herself with
her pocket-handkerchief, and settles her collar; then she
busies herself with the flowers. PASTOR MANDERS, in an
overcoat, with an umbrella, and with a small travelling-bag
on a strap over his shoulder, comes through the garden-door
into the conservatory.

MANDERS. Good-morning, Miss Engstrand.

REGINA [turning round, surprised and pleased]. No,
really! Good-morning, Pastor Manders. Is the steamer in
already ?

MANDERS. It's just in. [Enters the dtting-room] Ter-
ribleweather weV ebeenhavinglately.

REGINA [follows him]. It's such blessed weather for the
country, sir.

MANDERS. Yes, you're quite right. W e townspeople think
too little about that. [He begins to take off his overcoat.

REGINA. Oh, mayn't | helpyou? There! Why, how wet
itisl I'll just hang it up in the hall. And your umbrella, too
—I'llopenitandletitdry.

[She goes out with the things through the second door on the
right. PASTOR MANDERS takes off his travelling-bag and
lays it and his hat on a chair. Meanwhile REGINA comes
in again.

MANDERS. Ah! it's a comfort to get safe under cover.

Everything going on well here?

REGINA. Yes, thank you, sir.

MANDERS. YOU have your hands full, | suppose, in prepara-
tion for to-morrow ?

REGINA. Yes, there's plenty to do, of course.

MANDERS. AndMrs. Alvingisat home, | trust?

REGINA. Oh dear, yes. She'sjust upstairs looking after the
young master's chocol ate.

MANDERS. Yes, by-the-by—I| heard down at the pier that
Oswald had arrived.
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REGINA. Yes, he came the day before yesterday. W e didn't
expect him before to-day.

MANDERS. Quitestrongand well, | hope?

REGINA. Yes, thank you, quite; but dreadfully tired with
the journey. He has made one rush all the way from Paris.
| believe he came the whole way in one train. He's deeping a
little now, | think; so perhaps we'd better talk a little quietly.

MANDERS. Hush!—as quietly asyou please.

REGINA [arranging an armchair beside the table]. Now, do
sit down, Pastor Manders, and make yourself comfortable.
[He sits down; she puts a footstool under his feet] Therel
are you comfortable now, sir ?

MANDERS. Thanks, thanks, |'m most comfortable. [Looks
at her] Do you know, Miss Engstrand, | positively believe
you've grown since | last saw you.

REGINA. D O you think so, sir? Mrs. Alving says my figure
has developed too.

MANDERS. Developed? Well, perhaps a little; just
enough. [Short pause.

REGINA. Shall | tell Mrs. Alvingyou are here?

MANDERS. Thanks, thanks, there's no hurry, my dear child.
By-the-by, Regina, my good girl, just tell me: how isyour father
getting on out here?

REGINA. Oh, thank you, he's getting on well enough.

MANDERS. He called upon me last time he was in town.

REGINA. Did he, indeed? He's always 20 glad of a chance
of talkingto you, sir.

MANDERS. And you often look in upon him at his work, |
daresay ?

REGINA. 1 ? Oh, of course, when | have time, |

MANDERS. Your father is not a man of strong character,
Miss Engstrand. He stands terribly in need of a guiding hand.

REGINA. Oh, yes; | daresay he does.

MANDERS. He needs to haveisome one near him whom he
cares for, and whose judgment he regpects. He frankly
admitted that when he last came to sse me.

REGINA. Yes, he mentioned something of the sort to me.
But | don't know whether Mrs. Alving can spare me; especially
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now that we've got the new Orphanage to attend to. And then
| should be so sorry to leave Mrs. Alving; she has dways been
50 kind to me.

MANDERS. But a daughter's duty, my good girl
course we must first get your mistresss consent.

REGINA. But I don't know whether it would be quite proper
for me, a my age, to keep house for a single man.

MANDERS. What! My dear Miss Engstrand! When
the man is your own father!

REGINA. Yes, that may be; but all the same Now if
it were in a thoroughly respectable house, and with areal gentle-
man——

MANDERS. But, my dear Regina——

REGINA. one | could love and respect, and be a daugh-
ter to——

MANDERS. Yes, but my dear, good child——

REGINA. Then | should be glad to go to town. It's very
lonely out here; you know yourself, sir, what it is to be aone in
the world. And | can assure you I'm both quick and willing.
Don't you know of any such place for me, sir ?

MANDERS. |? No, certainly not.

REGINA. But, dear, dear sir, do remember me if ——

MANDERS [rising]. Yes, yes certainly, Miss Engstrand.

REGINA.  For if |——

MANDERS. Will you be 0 good &s to fetch your mistress?

REGINA. | will, a once, sir. [She goes out to the |ft.

MANDERS [paces the room two or three times, stands a
moment in the background with his hands behind his back, and
looks out over the garden. Then he returns to the table, takes
up a book, and looks at the title-page; starts, and looks at
several]. H'm—indeed!

[MRS. ALVING enters by the door on the left; sheis followed
by REGINA, who immediately goes out by the first door on
the right.

MRS. ALVING [holds out her hand]. Welcome, my dear

Pastor.

MANDERS. HOW do you do, Mrs. Alving? Herel an & |

promised.

Of
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MRS.ALVING. Always punctual to the minute.

MANDERS. YOU may believe it wasn't 0 eesy for me to get
away. With all the Boards and Committees | belong to——

MRS. ALVING. That makesit all the kinder of you to come
so early. Now we can get through our busness before dinner.
But where'syour luggage ?

MANDERS [quickly], | leftit down at theinn. | shall degp
there to-night.

MRS. ALVING [suppressing a smile]. Are you really not to
be persuaded, even now, to pess the night under my roof?

MANDERS. NO, no, Mrs. Alving; many thanks. | shall stay
down there asusual. It's so convenient for starting again.

MRS. ALVING. Well, you must have your ownway. But |
really should have thought we two old people——

MANDERS. NOW youre making fun of me. Ah! you're
naturally in great spirits to-day—what between to-morrow's
festival and Oswald's return.

MRS. ALVING. Yes; you can think what a delight it is to
me! It's more than two years Snce he was home last. And
now he has promised to stay with me all winter.

MANDERS. Hashe really? That's very nice and dutiful of
him. For | can well believe that life in Rome and Paris has far
more attractions.

MRS. ALVING. True. But here he has his mother, you se
My own darling boy, he hasn't forgotten his old mother!

MANDERS. It would be grievous indeed, if aisence and
absorption in art and that sort of thing were to blunt his natural
feelings.

MRS. ALVING. Yes, you may well sy s0. But there's
nothing of that sort to fear in him. |'m quite curious to se
whether you'll know him again. He'll be down presently; he's
upstairs just now, resting alittle on the sofa.  But do sit down,
my dear Pastor.

MANDERS. Thank you. Are you quite a liberty——?

MRS. ALVING. Certainly. [She sits by the table.

MANDERS. Very well. Then you shall se [He goes
to the chair where his travelling-bag lies, takes out a packet of
papers, sits down on the opposite side of the table, and tries to
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find a clear space far the papers] Now, to begin with, here
is—[breaking off| —Tell me, Mrs. Alving, how do thee
books come here?

MRS. ALVING. These books? They are books | am read-
ing.

MANDERS. DO Yyou read this sort of literature ?

MRS. ALVING. Certainly | do.

) MdANDERS. DO you fed better or happier for reading of this
ind?

MRS. ALVING. | fed, 20 to goesk, more secure.

MANDERS. That's strange. How do you mean ?

MRS. ALVING. Well, I ssam to find explanation and con-
firmation of all sorts of things | mysdf have beenlhlrEig.
For that's the wonderful part of it, Pastor Manders; there's
really nothing new in these books, nothing but what most people
think and believe. Only most people either don't formulate it
to themsdlves, or dse keep quiet about it.

MLANDERS. Great heavens! Do you really believe that most
people——?

MRS. ALVING. | do, indeed.

MANDERS. But surely not in this country? Not here
amongus?

MRS.ALVING. Yes, certainly, among ustoo.

MANDERS. Well, | really must say-——!

MRS. ALVING. For the rest, what do you object to in these
books?

MANDERS. Object to in them? You surely don't suppose
that | have nothing to do but study such productions as these?

MRS. ALVING. That is to sy, you know nothing of what
you are condemning.

MANDERS. | have read enough about these writings to dis-
approve of them.

MRS.ALVING. Yes; but your own opinion——

MANDERS. My dear Mrs. Alving, there are many occasons
in life when one must rely upon others. Things are so ordered
in thisworld; and it's well that they are. How could society
get on otherwise ?

MRS.ALVING. Well, | daresay you're right there.
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MANDERS. Besdes, | of course don't deny that there may
be much that isinteresting in such books. Nor can | blame you
for-wishTng to keep up with the intellectual movements that are
said to be going on in the great world, where you have let your
on pass so much of hislife. But——

MRS.ALVING. But?

MANDERS [lowering his voice]. But one shouldn't talk,
about_it, Mrs. Alving. One is certainly not bound to account
to everybody for what one reads and thinks within on€'s own
four walls.

MRS.ALVING. Of course not; | quite think so.

MANDERS. Only think, now, how you are bound to consider
the interests of this Orphanage which you decided on founding
at a time when you thought very differently on spiritual matters
—0 far as | can judge.

MRS. ALVING. Oh yes, | quite admit that. But it was
about the Orphanage——

MANDERS. It was about the Orphanage we were to speak;
yes. All | say is: prudence, my dear lady! And now we'll
get to busness. [Opens the packet, and takes out a number of
papers] Do you se these?

M RS.ALVING. The documents?

MANDERS. All—and in perfect order. | can tell you it was
hard work to get them in time. | had to put on strong pressure.
The authorities are almost painfully scrupulous when you want
them to come to the point. But here they are at last. [Looks
through the bundle] See! here is the formal deed of gift of
the parcel of ground known as Solvik in the Manor of Rosen-
void, with all the newly constructed buildings, schoolrooms,
master's house, and chapel. And here is the legal fiat for the
endowment and for the Regulations of the Institution. Will
you look at them? [Reads] " Regulations for the Children's
Home to be known as ' Captain Alving's Foundation.' "

MRS. ALVING [looks long at the paper]. So there it is.

MANDERS. | have chosen the designation " Captain " rather
than " Chamberlain." " Captain" looks less pretentious.

MRS.ALVING. Oh, yes; just asyou think best.

MANDERS. And here you have the Bank Account of the



GHOSTS 115

capital lying at interest to cover the current expenses of the
Orphanage.

MRS. ALVING. Thank you; but please keep it—it will be
more convenient.

MANDERS. With pleasure. | think we will leave the money
in the Bank for the present. The interest is certainly not what
we could wish—four per cent, and six months* notice of with-
drawal. If a good mortgage could be found later on—of course
it must be afirst mortgage and an undoubted security—then we
could consider the matter.

MRS. ALVING. Certainly, my dear Pastor Manders, You
are the best judge in these things.

MANDERS. | will keep my eyes open at any rate. But now
there's one thing more which | have several times been intending
to ask you.

MRS.ALVING. And what's that ?

MANDERS. Shall the Orphanage buildings be insured or
not?

MRS.ALVING. Of course they must be insured.

MANDERS. Well, stop a minute, Mrs. Alving. Let uslook
into the matter alittle more closdly.

MRS. ALVING. | have everything insured; buildings and
movables and stock and crops.

MANDERS. Of course you have—on your own estate. And
so have |—of course. But here, you seg it's quite another
matter. The Orphanage is to be consecrated, as it were, to a
higher purpose.

MRS. ALVING. Yes, but that's no reason

MANDERS. For my own part, | should not s the smallest
impropriety in guarding againgt all contingencies——

MRS. ALVING. No, | should think not.

MANDERS. But what is the general feeling in the neighbour-
hood ? You, of course, know better than I.

MRS.ALVING. H'm—the general feeling——

MANDERS. Is there any considerable number of people—
really responsible people—who might be scandalised ?

MRS ALVING. What do you mean by " really responsble
people" ?
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MANDERS. Well, I mean people in such independent and
influential positions that one cannot help allowing some weight
totheir opinions.

MRS. ALVING. There are severd people of that sort here,
who would very likely be shocked if ——

MANDERS. There, you see!  In town we have many such
people. Think of all my colleagues adherents! People would
be only too ready to interpret our action as a sign that neither
you nor | had theright faith in aHigher Providence.

MRS. ALVING. But for your own part, my dear Pastor, you
can at least tell yourself that——

MANDERS. Yes, | know—I know; my conscience would be
quite easy, that is true enough. But nevertheless we should not
exgpe grave misinterpretation; and that might very likely react
unfavourably upon the Orphanage.

MRS.ALVING. Well, in that case, then——

MANDERS. Nor can | lose sight of the difficult—I may even
sy painful—position | might perhaps get into. In the leading
circles of the town people are much taken up about this
Orphanage. It is, of course, founded partly for the benefit of
the town, as well; and it is to be hoped it will, to a considerable
extent, result in lightening our Poor Rates. Now, as | have
been your adviser, and have had the busness matters in my
hands, | cannot but fear that | may have to bear the brunt of
fanaticism.

MRSALVING. Oh, you mustn't run the risk of that.

MANDERS. TO sy nhothing of the attacks that would
assuredly be made upon me in certain papers and periodicals,
which——

MRS. ALVING. Enough, my dear Pastor Manders. That
consideration is quite decisve*

MANDERS. Then you do not wish the Orphanage insured ?

MRS.ALVING. No. We'llletit aone.

MANDERS [leaninghack in his chair]. But if a disaster were
to hgppen?—one can never tell. Would you be able to make
good the damage ?

MRS. ALVING. NO; | tell you plainly | should do nothing
of the kind.
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MANDERS. Then | must tell you, Mrs. Alving, we are
taking no small responsibility upon ourselves.

MRS. ALVING. DO you think we can do otherwise?

MANDERS. NO, that's just the thing; we realy cannot do
otherwise. We must not expose ourselves to misinterpretation;
and we have no right whatever to give offence to our neighbours.

MRS. ALVING. YOU, & a clergyman, certainly should not.

MANDERS. | really think, too, we may trust that such an
institution hes fortune on its side; in fact, that it sands under
a Specid Providence.

MRS. ALVING. Let ushope so, Pastor Manders.

MANDERS. Then we'll let the matter alone.

MRS. ALVING. Yes, certainly.

MANDERS. Very well. Just & you think best. [Makes a
note] Then—no insurance.

MRS. ALVING. It's rather curious that you should just
happen to mention the matter to-day.

MANDERS. | have often thought of asking you about it——

MRS. ALVING. for we very nearly had afire down there
yesterday.

MANDERS. YOU don't say so!

MRS. ALVING. Oh, it was of no importance. A hegp of
shavings had caught fire in the carpenter's workshop.

MANDERS. Where Engstrand works?

MRS. ALVING. Yes. They sy hes often very cardess with
matches.

MANDERS. He has © many things in his head, that man—
s0 many temptations. Thank God, hes now striving to lead a
decent life, | hear.

MRS. ALVING. Indeed! Who sys 9 ?

MANDERS. He himsdf assures me of it. And he's certainly
acapital workman.

MRS.ALVING. Oh, yes, 20 long as hel's sober.

MANDERS. Yes, that's a sad weskness. But he's often
driven to it by his bad leg, he says. Last time he was in town
| was really touched by him. He cane and thanked me so
warmly for having got him work here, so that he might be near
Regina.
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MRS. ALVING. He doesn't sse much of her,

MANDERS. . Oh, yes; he has a talk with her every day. He
told me so himself.

MRS. ALVING. Well, it may be .

MANDERS. He feels o acutely that he needs some one to
hold him back when temptation comes. That's what | can't
help liking about Jacob Engstrand; he comes to you helplessly,
accusing himself and confessing his own weakness. The last
time he was talking to me—Believe me, Mrs. Alving, supposing
it were a real necessity for him to have Regina home again——

MRS. ALVING [rising hastily],  Regina!

MANDERS. you must not set yourself against it.

MRS. ALVING. Indeed | shall set myself against it! And
besides—Regina is to have a position in the Orphanage.

MANDERS. But, after all, remember he's her father——

MRS. ALVING. Oh! | know best what sort of a father he
has been to her. No! she shall never go to him with my good-
will.

MANDERS [risng]. My dear lady, don't take the matter s
warmly. You misjudge Engstrand sadly. You seem to be
quiteterrified——

MRS. ALVING [more quietly]. It makes no difference. |
have taken Regina into my house, and there she shall stay.
[Listens] Hush, my dear Mr. Manders; don't say any more
about it. [Her face lights up with gladness] Listen! there's
ﬁswald coming downstairs. Now we'll think of no one but

Im.

[OSWALD ALVING, in a light overcoat, hat in hand and
smoking a large meerschaum, enters through the door on
the left; he stops in the doorway,

OSWALD. Oh! | beg your pardon; I thought you were in

the study. [Comes forward.] Good-morning, Pastor Manders.

MANDERS [staring. Ah——! How strange !

MRS. ALVING. WELL now, what do you think of him, Mr.
Manders?

MANDERS. |—Il—canitrealy be——?

OSWALD. Yes, it's really the Prodigal Son, sir.

MANDERS [protesting]. My dear young friend———!
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OSWALD. Well, then, the Reclaimed Son.

MRS. ALVING. Oswald remembers how much you were
opposed to his becoming a painter.

MANDERS. T O our human eyes many a step seems dubious
which afterwards proves——[wrings his hand]. Anyhow,
welcome, welcome home. Why, my dear Oswald—I suppose |
may call you by your Christian name ?

OSWALD. What else should you call me?

MANDERS. Verygood. What | wanted to say was this, my
dear Oswald—you mustn't believe that | utterly condemn the
artist's calling. | have no doubt there are many who can keep
their inner self unharmed in that profession, as in any other.

OSWALD. Let us hope so.

MRS. ALVING [beaming with delight], | know one who has
kept both his inner and outer self unharmed. Just look at him,
Mr. Manders.

OSWALD [moves restlessly about the room]. Yes, yes, my
dear mother; let's say no more about it.

MANDERS. Why, certainly—that's undeniable. And you
have begun to make a name for yourself aready. The news-
papers have often spoken of you, most favourably. By-the-by,
just lately they haven't mentioned you so often, | fancy.

OSWALD [up in the conservatory], | haven't been able to
paint so much lately.

MRS. ALVING. Even a painter needs a little rest now and
then.

MANDERS. | can quite believe it. And meanwhile he can
be gathering his forces for some great work.

OSWALD. Yes.—Mother, will dinner soon be ready?

MRS. ALVING. In less than half an hour. He has a capital
appetite, thank God.

MANDERS. And a taste for tobacco, too.

OSWALD. | found my father's pipe in my room and so——

MANDERS. Aha! then that accounts for it.

MRS.ALVING. Forwhat?

MANDERS. When Oswald stood there, in the doorway, with
the pipe in his mouth, | could have sworn 1 saw his father, large
aslife.
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OSWALD. NO, redly?

MRS. ALVING. Oh! how can you sy 0? Oswald takes
after me.

MANDERS. Yes, but there's an expression about the corners
of the mouth—something about the lips that reminds one exactly
of Alving; at any rate, now that he's smoking.

MRS. ALVING. Not in the least. Oswald hes rather a
clerical curve about hismouth, | think.

MANDERS. Yes, yes, some of my colleagues have much the
sameexpression.

MRS. ALVING. But put your pipe away, my dear boy; |
won't have smoking in here.

OSWALD [does so] By all means. | only wanted to try it;
for | once smoked it when | was achild.

MRS. ALVING. YOU?

OSWALD. Yes. | was quite small at the time. | recollect
| came up to father's room one evening when he was in great
spirits.

MRS. ALVING. Oh, you can't recollect anything of those
times.

OSWALD. Yes, | recollect distinctly. He took me up on his
knees, and gave me the pipe. " Smoke, boy," he said; " smoke
away, boy." And | smoked as hard as | could, until | felt |
was growing quite pae, and the perspiration sood in great drops
on my forehead. Then he burst out laughing heartily——

MANDERS. That wasmost extraordinary.

MRS. ALVING. MYy dear friend, it's only something Oswald
hes dreamt.

OSWALD. NO, mother, | assure you | didn't dream it. For
—don't you remember this?—you came and carried me out into
the nursery. Then | was sick, and | saw that you were crying.
—Didfather often play such pranks ?

MANDERS. In his youth he overflowed with the joy of
life—1

OSWALD. And yet he managed to do 0 much in the world;

1"Var en sxrdees livsglad maud'*—literally, "was a man who took
the greates pleasure in life, " la joic de vire—an expresson which fre-
quently recursin this play.
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so much that was good and useful; and he died so young, too.

+ MANDERS. Yes, you have inherited the name of an active
and worthy man, my dear Oswald Alving. No doubt it will
be an incentive to you——

OSWALD. It ought to, indeed.

MANDERS. It was good of you to come home for the cere-
mony in his honour.

OSWALD. | could do no less for my father.

MRS. ALVING. And | am to keep him 0 long!  That's the
bestof all .

MANDERS. You're going to pass the winter at home, | hear.

OSWALD. My stay isindefinite, sir. But, oh! how delight-
ful it isto be at home again!

MRS. ALVING [beaming]. Yes, isn'tit?

MANDERS [looking sympathetically at him]. You went out
into theworld early, my dear Oswald.

OSWALD. | did. | sometimeswonder whether it wasn't too
early.

MRS. ALVING. Oh, not at all. A healthy lad is all the
better for it; especially when he's an only child. He oughtn't
to hang on at home with his mother and father and get spoilt.

MANDERS. It's a very difficult question, Mrs. Alving. A
child's proper place is, and must be, the home of his fathers.

OSWALD. There | quite agree with you, Pastor Manders.

MANDERS. Only look at your own son—there's no reason
why we shouldn't say it in his presence—what has the conse-
guence been for him? He's six or seven and twenty, and has
never had the opportunity of learning what home life really is.

OSWALD. | beg your pardon, Pastor; there you're quite
mistaken.

MANDERS. Indeed? | thought you had lived almost ex-
clusively in artistic circles.

OSWALD. SO have.

MANDERS. And chiefly among the younger artists.

OSWALD. Yes, certainly.

MANDERS. But I thought few of these young fellows could
afford to set up house and support a family.

OSWALD. There are many who can't afford to marry, sir.
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MANDERS. Yes, that'sjust what | say.

OSWALD. But they can have a home for all that. And
several of them have, as a matter of fact; and very pleasant,
comfortable homes they are, too.

[MRS. ALVING follows with breathless interest; nods, but says

nothing.

MANDERS. But | am not talking of bachelors quarters. By
a " home" | understand the home of a family, where a man
liveswith hiswifeand children.

OSWALD. Yes; or with his children and his children's
mother.

MANDERS [starts; clasps his hands]. But, good heavens——!

OSWALD. Well ?

MANDERS. Liveswith—nhis children's mother!

OSWALD. Yes. Would you have him turn his children's
mother out of doors?

MANDERS. Then it's illicit relations you are talking of!
Irregular marriages, aspeoplecall them!

OSWALD] | Have never noticed anything particularly irregu-
lar about the life these people lead.

MANDERS. But how is it possble that a—a young man or
young woman with any decent principles can endure to live in
that way ?—in the eyes of all thewor | d!

OSWALD. What are they to do? A poor young artist—a
poor girl—it cogs alot to get married. What are they todo?

MANDERS. What are they to do? Let me tell you, Mr.
Alving, what they ought to do. They ought to exercise sdf-
restraint from thefirst; that'swhat they ought to do.

OSWALD. Such talk won't go far with warm-blooded young
people, over head and earsin love.

MRS. ALVING. NO, it wouldn't go far.

MANDERS [continuingl. How can the authorities tolerate
such things? Allow them to go on in the light of day? [To
MRS. ALVING.] -Mad I not cause to be deeply concerned about
your son? In circles where open immorality prevails, and has
even a sort of prestige——!

OSWALD. Let me tell you, sir, that | have been a constant
Sunday-guest in one or two such irregular homes——
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MANDERS. On Sunday of all days!

OSWALD. Isn't that the day to enjoy oneself ?  Well, never
have | heard an offensive word, and still less have | witnessed
anything that could be called immoral. No; do you know
when and where | have come across immorality in artistic
circles?

MANDERS. No, thank heaven, | don't!

OSWALD. Well, then, allow me to inform you. | have met
with it when one or other of our pattern husbands and fathers
has come to Paris to have a look round on his own account, and
has done the artists the honour of visiting their humble haunts.
They knew what was what. These gentlemen could tell us all
about places and things we had never dreamt of.

MANDERS. What! Do you mean to say that respectable
men from home here would——7?

OSWALD. Have you never heard these respectable men, when
they got home again, talking about the way in which immorality
was running rampant abroad ?

MANDERS. Yes, of course.

MRS.ALVING. | have too.

OSWALD. Well, you may take their word for it. They
know what they're talking about! [Presses his hands to his
head J] Oh ! that that great, free, glorious life out there should
be defiled in such away!

MRS. ALVING. YOU mustn't get excited, Oswald. Y ou will
do yourself harm.

OSWALD. Yes; you're quite right, mother. It's not good
for me. You se |I'm wretchedly worn out. 1'll go for alittle
turn before dinner. Excuse me, Pastor; | know you can't take
my point of view; but | couldn't help speaking out.

[He goes out through the second door to the right*

MRS.ALVING. My poor boy!

MANDERS. You may well say so. Then that's what he has
come to! [MRS. ALVING looks at him silently.

MANDERS [walking up and down]. He called himself the
Prodigal Son—alas! aas!

[MRS. ALVING continues looking at him.

MANDERS. Andwhat do you say to all this?
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MRS.ALVING. | say that Oswald wasright in every word.

MANDERS [stands still]. Right! Right! I n such prin-
ciples?

MRS. ALVING. Here, in my londiness, | have come to the
same way of thinking, Pastor Manders. But |'ve never dared
to say anything. Well! now my boy shall speak for me.

MANDERS. YOU are much to be pitied, Mrs. Alving. But
now | must gpeak serioudy to you. And now it is no longer
your business manager and adviser, your own and your late hus-
band's early friend, who stands before you. It is the priest—
the priest who stood before you in the moment of your life when
you had gone most astray.

MRS.ALVING. And what hasthe priest to say to me?

MANDERS. I will first stir up your memory a little. The
timeiswell chosen. To-morrow will be the tenth anniversary of
your husband's death. To-morrow the memorial in his honour
will be unveiled. To-morrow | shall have to speak to the
whole assambled multitude. But to-day | will speak to you
alone.

MRS. ALVING. Very well, Pastor Manders. Speak.

MANDERS. DO you remember that after less than a year of
married life you stood on the verge of an abyss? That you for-
00k your house and home? That you fled from your husband ?
Yes, Mrs. Alving—fled, fled, and refused to return to him, how-
ever much he begged and prayed you ?

MRS.ALVING. Have you forgotten how infinitely miserable
| wasin that first year ?

MANDERS. 1t isonly the spirit of rebellion that craves for
happiness in this life. What right have we human beings to
happiness? No, we have to do our duty! And your duty was
to hold firmly to the man you had once chosen and to whom you
were bound by a holy tie.

MRS.ALVING. YOU know very well what sort of life Alving
was leading—what excesses he was guilty of.

MANDERS. | know very well what rumours there were
about him, and | am the last to approve the life he led in his
young days, if report did not wrong him. But a wifeisnot to
be her hushand's judge. It was your duty to bear with humility
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the cross which a Higher Power had, for your own good, laid
upon you. But instead of that you rebelliously throw away the
cross, desert the backslider whom you should have supported, go
and risk your good name and reputation, and—nearly succeed in
ruining other peoplées reputation into the bargain.

MRS. ALVING. Other peoples? One other person's, you

mean.
MANDERS. It was incredibly reckless of you to seek refuge
with me.
MRS. ALVING. With our clergyman? With our intimate
friend ?

MANDERS. Just on that account. Yes, you may thank God
that | posessed the necessary firmness, that | dissuaded you
from your wild designs; and that it was vouchsafed me to lead
you back to the path of duty, and home to your lawful
husband.

MRS. ALVING. Yes, Pastor Manders, it was certainly your
work.

MANDERS. | was but a poor instrument in a Higher Hand.
And what a blessing has it not been to you, all the days of your
life, that | got you to resume the yoke of duty and obedience!
Did not everything happen as | foretold? Did not Alvingturn
his back on his errors, as a man should? Did he not live with
you from that time, lovingly and blamelesdly, all hisdays? Did
he not become a benefactor to the whole district? And did he
not raise you up to him, so that you little by little became his
assgant in all his undertakings? And a capital asssant, too
—Oh! | know, Mrs. Alving, that praise is due to you. But
now | cometo the next great error in your life.

MRS.ALVING. What doyou mean ?

MANDERS. Just as you once disowned a wife's duty, s you
have since disowned a mother's.

MRS. ALVING.  Ah!

MANDERS. You have been all your life under the dominion
of a pestilent spirit of self-will. All your efforts have been bent
towards emancipation and lawlessness. Y ou have never known
how to endure any bond. Everything that has weighed upon
you in life you have cast away without care or conscience, like a
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burden you could throw off at will. It did not please you to be
a wife any longer, and you left your husband. Y ou found it
troublesome to be a mother, and you sent your child forth
among strangers.

MRS.ALVING. Yes. Thatistrue. 1 didso.

MANDERS. And thus you have become a stranger to him.

MRS. ALVING. No! no! | am not.

MANDERS. Yes, you are; you must be. And how have you
got him back again? Bethink yourself well, Mrs. Alving. You
have sinned greatly against your husband;—that you recognise
by raising yonder memorial to him. Recognise now, also, how
you have sinned against your son. There may be time to lead
him back from the paths of error. Turn back yourself, and save
what may yet be saved in him. For [with uplifted forefinger']
verily, Mrs. Alving, you areaguilt-laden mother! —This| have
thought it my duty to say to you. [Slence.

MRS. ALVING [dowly and with sdf-control]. You have
now spoken out, Pastor Manders; and to-morrow you are to
speak publicly in memory of my husband. | shall not spesk to-
morrow. But now | will speak frankly to you, a you have
spoken to me.

MANDERS. T O be sure; you will plead excuses for your con-
duct——

MRS.ALVING. No. [ will only narrate.

MANDERS. Well?

MRS. ALVING. AII that you have just said about me and
my husband and our life after you had brought me back to the
path of duty—as you called it—about all that you know nothing
from personal observation. From that moment you, who had
been our intimate friend, never set foot in our house again.

MANDERS. You and your husband left the town imme-
diately after.

MRS. ALVING. Yes; and in my husband's lifetime you
never came to seg*s. It was business that forced you to visit
me when you undertook the affairs of the Orphanage.

MANDERS [softly and uncertainly].  Helen—if that is meant
as areproach, | would beg you to bear in mind——

MRS. ALVING. the regard you owed to your position,
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yes, and that | was a runaway wife. One can never be too
careful with such unprincipled creatures.

MANDERS. MYy dear—Mrs. Alving, you know that is an
absurd exaggeration——

MRS. ALVING. Well, well, suppose itis. My point is that
your judgment as to my married life is founded upon nothing
but current gossp.

MANDERS. Well, | admit that. What then?

MRS. ALVING. Well, then, Mr. Manders—I will tell you
the truth. | have sworn to mysdf that one day you should
know it—you aone!

MANDERS. What isthe truth, then ?

MRS. ALVING. The truth is that my husband died just &
dissolute ashe had lived all hisdays.

MANDERS [feeling after a chair]. What do you say?

MRS. ALVING. After nineteen years of marriage, & diso-
lute—in his desires at any rate—as he was before you married us.

MANDERS. And those—those wild oats, those irregularities,
those exoessss if you like, you call " adissolutelife ™ ?

MRS. ALVING. Our doctor used the expression.

MANDERS. | don't understand you.

MRS.ALVING. You ned not.

MANDERS. |t dmost mekes me dizzy. Your whole mar-
ried life, the seeming union of all these years, was nothing more
than a hidden abysd

MRS. ALVING. Nothing more. Now you know it.

MANDERS. Thisis—it will take me long to accustom myself
to the thought. | can'tgragpit! | can't rediseit! But how
was it possble to——? How could such a date of things be
kept dark ?

MRS. ALVING. That has been my cessdess struggle, day
after day. After Oswald's birth, | thought Alving ssemed to
be alittle better. But it didn't last long. And then | had to
struggle twice as hard, righting for life or death, so that nobody
shouild know what sort of a man my child's father_was.And
you know what power Alving hadof tvinnlrig peoplehearts.
Nobody seamed able to bedieve anything but good of him. He
was one of those people whose life does not bide upon their
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reputation. But at last, M r . Manders—for you must know the
whole gory—the mod repulsvething of all happened.

MANDERS. More repulsve than the rest ?

MRS.ALVING. | had goneon bearingwith him, although |
knew very well the sacrets of his life out of doors But when
hebrought the scandal within our own walls——

MANDERS. Impossblel Here!

MRS. ALVING. Yes; herein our own home |t was there
[pointing towards the first door on the right], in the dining-
room, that | first got to know of it. | wasbusy with something
in there, and the door was standing ajar. | heard our house
maid come up from the garden, with water for those flowers.

MANDERS . Well—?

MRS. ALVING. Soon after | heard Alving come too. |
heard him sy something softly to her. And then | heard—
[with a short laugh]—oh! it still soundsin my ears, S0 hateful
and yet 0 ludicrous—I heard my own servant-maid whisper,
" Letmego, Mr. Alving! Let mebe"

MANDERS. What unseemly levity on hispart! But it can-
not have been more than levity, Mrs. Alving; bdieve me, it
cannat.

MRS. ALVING. | soon knew what to believe. Mr. Alving
had his way with the girl; and that connection had conse
quencss Mr. Manders.

MANDERS [as though petrified]. Such thingsin this housd
in thishouse!

MRS.ALVING. | had borne a great deal in thishousa To
kegp him at homein the evenings—and at night—I had to make
mysdf his boon companion in his secret orgies up in his room.
There | have had to St aone with him, to clink gasses and
drink with him, and to ligen to hisribald, silly talk. | have had
tofight with him to get him dragged to bed——

MANDERS [moved]. And you were able to bear all that?

MRS. ALVING. - | had to bear it for my little boy's sske
But when the lag insult was added; when my own sarvant-
maid Then | svoreto myself: Thisshall cometo an end.
And s0 | took the reins into my own hand—the whole control
over him and everythingds For now | had aweapon againg
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him, you see; he dared not oppose me. It was then | sent
Oswald from home. He was in his seventh year, and was be-
ginning to observe and ask questions, as children do. That |
could not bear. It seemed to me the child must be poisoned by
merely breathing the air of this polluted home. That waswhy
| sent him away. And now you can se too, why he was never
allowed to st foot inside his home so long as his father lived.
No one knows what it has cos me.

MANDERS. You haveindeed had alifeof trial.

MRS. ALVING. | could never have borne it if | hadn't had
my work. For | may truly say that | haveworked ! All those
additions to the estate—all the improvements—all the useful
appliances, that won Alving such general praise—do you suppose
he had energy for anything of the sort —he who lay ail day on
the sofa and read an old court guide! No; this| will tell you
too: it was | who urged him on when he had his better inter-
vals; it was | who had to drag the whole load when he relapsed
into his evil ways, or sank into querulous wretchedness.

MANDERS. And tothat man you raise amemorial ?

MRS. ALVING. There you se the power of an evil con-
science.

MANDERS. Evil ? What doyou mean ?

MRS. ALVING. It always ssemed to me impossible but that
the truth must come out and be believed. So the Asylum  was.
to-deaden all rumoursand banish doubt.

MANDERS. IN that "yau havecertairlly not missed your aim,
Mrs. Alving.

MRS. ALVING. And besdes | had one other reason. | did
not wish that Oswald, my own boy, should inherit anything®
whatever from hisfather.

MANDERS. Then it isAlving's fortune that ?

MRS. ALVING. Yes. The sums | have spent upon the
Orphanage, year by year, make up the amount—I have reckoned
it up precisely—the amount which made Lieutenant Alving a
good match in hisday.

MANDERS. | don't quite understand——

MRS.ALVING. |t wasmy purchasesmoney. | do not choose
that that money should pass into Oswald's hands. My son shall

SFP—5
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have everything from me—everything. [OSWALD ALVING
enters through the second door to the right; he has taken off
his hat and overcoat in the hall MRS. ALVING goes towards
him] Are you back again already? my dear, dear boy!

OSWALD. Yes. What can a fellow do out of doorsin this
eternal rain? But | hear dinnersready. That's capital!

REGINA [with a parcel, from the dining-room], A parcel has
come for you, Mrs. Alving. [Hands it to her.

MRS.ALVING [with aglanceat MR. MANDERS]. NO doubt
copies of the ode for to-morrow's ceremony.

MANDERS. H'm

REGINA. And dinner isready.

M RS. ALVING. Very well. We'll come directly. 1'11
just [Begins to open the parcel.

REGINA [to OSSWALD]. Would M r . Alvinglikered or white
wine?

OSWALD. Both, if you please.

REGINA. Bien. Verywell, sir.

[She goesinto the dining-room.

OSWALD. 1 may aswell help to uncork it.

[He also goes into the dining-room, the door of which swings

half-open behind him.

MRS. ALVING [who has opened the parcel]. Yes, as |
thought. Here is the Ceremonial Odg, Pastor Manders.

MANDERS [with folded hands]. With what countenance |I'm
to deliver my discourse to-morr ow. !

MRS.ALVING. Oh! you'll get through it somehow.

MANDERS [softly, so as not to be heard in the dining-room].
Y es; it would not do to provoke scandal.

M RS. ALVING [under her breath, but firmly]. No. But
then this long, hateful comedy will be ended. From the day
after to-morrow it shall be for me as though he who is dead had
never lived™in this house.  No one shall be here but my boy and
his mother.

[From within the dining-room comes the noise of a chair

overturned, and at the same moment is heard

REGINA [sharply, but whispering]. Oswald! take carel are
you mad ? L et me go!
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M R S.ALVING [startsinterror]. Ah!
[She stares wildly towards the half-opened door, OSWALD is
heard coughing and humming. A bottle is uncorked,
MANDERS [excited]. What in the world is the matter?
What isit, Mrs. Alving.
MRS. ALVING [hoarsdy]. Ghosts! The couple from the
conservatory—risen again!
MANDERS. What! Is it possiblel Regine——? Is
she ?
MRS.ALVING. Yes. Come. Not another word!
[She seizes M R, MANDERS by the arm, and walks unsteadily
towards the dining-room.

ACT I I

The same room. The mist still lies heavy over the landscape,
MANDERS and MRS. ALVING enter from the dining-room.

MRS. ALVING [still in the doorway], Velbekomme® Mr .
Manders. [Turns back towards the dining-room.] Aren't you
coming too, Oswald ?

OSWALD [from within]. No, thank you. | think | shall go
out a little.

MRS. ALVING. Yes, do. The weather seems brighter now.
[She shuts the dining-room door, goes to the hall door, and
calls)] Regina!

REGINA [outside]. Yes, Mrs. Alving.

MRS. ALVING. GO down to the laundry, and help with the

garlands.
REGINA. I'll go directly, Mrs. Alving.
[MRS. ALVING assures herself that REGINA goes; then shuts
the door.

MANDERS. | suppose he can't overhear us in there?
MRS. ALVING. Not when the door is shut. Besides, he's
just going out.

XA phrase equivalent to the German Prosit die Uahlzeit—"May good
digestion wait on appetite."
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MANDERS. Fm still quite upset. | can't think how | could
get down amorsel of dinner.

MRS. ALVING [controlling her nervousness, walks up and
down]. No more can |. But what's to be done now?

MANDERS. Yes; what's to be done? Upon my honour, |
don't know. Fm so utterly without experience in matters of
this sort.

MRS. ALVING. Fm quite convinced that, 9 far, no mischief
has been done.

MANDERS. NO; heaven forbid! But it's an unseemly date
of things, nevertheless.

MRS. ALVING. The whole thing is an idle fancy of
Oswald's; you may be sure of that.

MANDERS. Well, & | sy, Fm not accustomed to affairs of
thekind. But | should certainly think——

MRS. ALVING. Out of the house she must go, and that im-
mediately. That'sasclear asdaylight.

MANDERS. Yes, of course she must.

MRS. ALVING. But where to? It would not be right
to——

MANDERS. Where to? Home to her father, of course.

MRS.ALVING. TOwhom did you say?

MANDERS. To her But then, Engstrand is not——?
Good God, Mrs. Alving, it'simpossible! Y ou must be mis-
taken after all.

MRS. ALVING. Alas! Fm mistaken in nothing. Johanna
confessed all to me, and Alving could not deny it.  So there was
nothing to be done but to get the matter hushed up.

MANDERS. No, you could do nothing ése.

MRS. ALVING. The girl left our service a once, and got a
good sum of money to hold her tongue for the time. The regt
e managed for hersdf when she got into the town. She
renewed”er old acquaintance with Engstrand, no doubt gave
him to understand how much money she had received, and told
him some tale about a foreigner who put in here with a yacht
that summer. So she and Engstrand got married in hot haste.
Why, you married them yourself.

MANDERS. But then, how to account fo——? | recollect
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distinctly Engstrand coming to give notice of the marriage. He
was broken down with contrition, and reproached himself so
bitterly for the misbehaviour he and his sweetheart had been
guilty of.

MRS. ALVING. Yes; of course he had to take the blame
upon himself.

MANDERS. But such apiece of duplicity on hispart! And
towards me too! | never could have believed it of Jacob Eng-
strand. | shan't fail to give him a serious talking to; he may be
sure of that. And then the immorality of such a connection!
For money! How much did the girl receive ?

MRS.ALVING. Three hundred dollars.

MANDERS. There! think of that! for a miserable three
hundred dollarsto go and marry afallen woman !

MRS. ALVING. Then what have you to sy of me ? | went
and married afallen man.

MANDERS. But—good heavensl—what are you talking
about ? A fallen man ?

MRS. ALVING. DO you think Alving was any purer when |
went with him to the altar than Johanna was when Engstrand
married her?

MANDERS. Well, but theré's aworld of difference between
thetwo casss——

MRS. ALVING. Not o much difference after all, except in
the price—a wretched three hundred dollars and a whole
fortune.

MANDERS. HOW can you compare the two cases? Y ou had
taken counsel with your own heart and with your friends.

MRS. ALVING [without looking at him]. | thought you
understood where what you call my heart had strayed to at
thetime.

MANDERS [distantly]. Had | understood anything of the
kind, | should not have continued a daily guest in your hus
band's house

MRS. ALVING. Well, the fact remains that with mysdf |
took no counsd whatever.

MANDERS. Well then, with your nearest relatives—as your
duty bade you—with your mother and both your aunts.
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MRS. ALVING, Yes, that's true. Those three cast up the
account for me. Oh! it's marvellous how clearly they made out
that it would be downright madness to refuse such an offer. |If
mother could only ssee me now, and know what all that grandeur
has come to!

MANDERS. Nobody can be held responsble for the result.
This, at least, remains clear : your marriage was in accordance
with law and order.

MRS. ALVING [at the window]. Oh! that perpetual law

and order! | often think that's what does all the mischief here
in the world.

MANDERS. Mrs. Alving, that is a sinful way of talk-
ing.

MRS. ALVING. Well, | can't help it; | can endure all this
constraint and cowardice no longer. It's too much for me. |
must wor k my way out to freedom.

MANDERS. What doyou mean by that ?

MRS. ALVING [drumming on the window-sill]. I ought
never to have concealed the facts of Alving's life. But at that
time | was afraid to do anything else—afraid on my own
account. | was such a coward.

MANDERS. A coward ?

MRS. ALVING. |f people had come to know anything, they
would have said—" Poor man ! with arunaway wife, nowonder
he kicks over the traces."

MANDERS. Such remarks might have been made with a cer-
tain show of right.

MRS. ALVING [looking steadily at him]. |f | were what |
ought to be, | should go to Oswald and say, " Listen, my boy;
your father was self-indulgent and vicious——"

MANDERS. Merciful heavens——!

M RV ALVING. and then | should tell him all | have
told you—every word of it.

MANDERS. Theideaisshocking, Mrs. Alving.

MRS. ALVING. Yes; | know that. | know that very well.
I'm shocked at it mysdf. [Goes away from the window .]
I "m such acoward.

MANDERS. YOU call it " cowardice" to do your plain duty?
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Have you forgotten that a son should love and honour his father
and mother?

MRS.ALVING. Don't let ustalk in such general terms. Let
us ask: should Oswald love and honour Chamberlain Alving?

MANDERS. IS there no voice in your mother's heart that
forbids you to destroy your son's ideals?

MRS. ALVING. But what about the truth ?

MANDERS. But what about the ideals?

MRS. ALVING. Oh! Ideals! Ideals! |If only | weren't
such a coward!

MANDERS. Do not despise ideals, Mrs. Alving; they will
avenge themselves cruelly. Take Oswald's case; he, unfor-
tunately, seems to have few enough ideals as it is; but | can se
that his father stands before him as an ideal.

MRS. ALVING. You'reright there.

MANDERS. And this habit of mind you have yourself im-
planted and fostered by your letters.

MRS. ALVING. Yes; in my superstitious awe for Duty and
Decency | lied to my boy, year after year. Oh! what acoward,
what acoward |'ve been !

MANDERS. You have established a happy illusion in your
son's heart, Mrs. Alving, and assuredly you ought not to under-
valueit.

MRS. ALVING. H'm; who knows whether it's so happy after
all ? But, at any rate, | won't have any goings-on with
Regina. Heshan't go and ruin the poor girl.

MANDERS. NO; good God! that would be dreadful!

MRS. ALVING. If | knew he was in earnest, and that It
would be for his happiness——

MANDERS. What? What then?

.MRS. ALVING. But it couldn't be; for I'm sorry to say
Reginaisnot agirl to make him happy.

MANDERS. Well, what then? What do you mean?

MRS. ALVING. If | weren't such a pitiful coward | would
say to him, " Marry her, or make what arrangement you please,
only let us have nothing underhand about it."

MANDERS. Good heavens, would you let them marryl
Anything so dreadful——! so unheard-of !
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MRS. ALVING. DO you really mean "unheard-of"?
Frankly, Pastor Manders, do you suppose that throughout the
country there aren't plenty of married couples as closely akin as
they?

MANDERS. | don't in theleast understand you.

MRS. ALVING. Oh yes indeed you do.

MANDERS. Ah, you are thinking of the possibility that:
Yes, alas! family life is certainly not always so pure as it ought
to be. But in such a case as you point to, one can never know
—at least with any certainty. Here, on the other hand—that
you, amother, can think of letting your son !

MRS. ALVING. But I can't—I wouldn't for anything in the
world; that's precisely what | am saying.

MANDERS. NO, because you are a " coward," asyou put it.
But if you were not a "coward," then ? Good God! a
connection so shocking.

MRS. ALVING. SO far asthat goes, they say we're all sprung
from connections of that sort. And who is it that arranged the
world so, Pastor Manders?

MANDERS. Questions of that kind | must decline to discuss
with you, Mrs. Alving; you are far from being in the right
frame of mind for them. But that you dare to call your scruples
"cowardly" !

MRS. ALVING. Let me tell you what | mean. | am timid
and half-hearted because | cannot get rid of the Ghosts that
haunt me.

MANDERS. What do you say haunts you ?

MRS.ALVING. Ghostst When | heard Regina and Oswald
in there, | seemed to sse Ghosts before me. | almost think we're
all of us Ghosts, Pastor Manders. It's not only what we have
inherited from our father and mother that " walks" inus. It's
all sorts of dead ideas, and lifdess old beliefs, and so forth.
They have no vitality, but they cling to us all the same, and we
can't get rid of them. Whenever | take up a newspaper, | ssem
to se Ghosts gliding between the lines. There must be Ghosts
all the country over, as thick as the sand of the s;sa. And then
we are, one and all, so pitifully afraid of thelight.

MANDERS. Ah! here we have the fruits of your reading!
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And pretty fruitsthey are, upon myword! Oh! thosehorrible,
revolutionary, free-thinking books!

MRS. ALVING. YOU are mistaken, my dear Pastor. |t was
you yourself who set me thinking; and | thank you for it with
all my heart.

M ANDERS. | ?

MRS. ALVING. Yes—when you forced me under the yoke
you called Duty and Obligation; when you praised as right and
proper what, my whole soul rebelled against as something loath-
some. It was then that | began to look into the seams of your
doctrine. | wanted only to pick at a single knot; but when |
had got that undone, the whole thing ravelled out. And then |
understood that it was all machine-sewn.

MANDERS [softly, with emotion]. And was that the upshot
of my life'shardest battle ?

MRS. ALVING. Call it rather your most pitiful defeat.

MANDERS. 1t was my greatest victory, Helen—the victory
over myself.

MRS.ALVING. Itwasacrime against usboth.

MANDERS. When you went astray, and came to me crying,
" Herel am; take me! " | commanded you, saying, " Woman,
go home to your lawful husband." Wasthat acrime?

MRS. ALVING. Yes, | think so.

MANDERS. W e two do not understand each other.

MRS. ALVING. Not now, at any rate.

MANDERS. Never—never in my most secret thoughts have
| regarded you otherwise than as another'swife.

MRS. ALVING. Oh!—indeed ?

MANDERS. Helen !

MRS. ALVING. People 20 easily forget their past sdves.

MANDERS. | donot. | am what | alwayswas.

MRS. ALVING [changing the subject"]. Well, well, well;
don't let us talk of old times any longer. You are now over
head and ears in Commissions and Boards of Direction, and |
am fighting my battle with Ghosts both within me and without.

MANDERS. Those without | shall help you to lay. After all
the shocking things 1've heard from you to-day, | cannot in con-
science permit an unprotected girl to remain in your house.

s.p.p.—5*
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MRS. ALVING. Don't you think the best plan would be to
get her provided for —I mean, by a good marriage.

MANDERS. No doubt. I think it would be desirable for
her in every respect. Reginais now at the age when Of
course | don't know much about these things, but

MRS.ALVING. Reginamatured very early.

MANDERS. Yes, did she not? | have an impression that she
was remarkably well developed, physically, when | prepared her
for confirmation. But in the meantime, she must go home,
under her father's eye.—Ah! but Engstrand is not That
he—that he—could so hide the truth from me!

[A knock at the door into the hall.

MRS.ALVING. Who canthat be? Comein!

ENGSTRAND [in his Sunday clothes, in the doorway], | beg
your pardon humbly, but

MANDERS.  Ah! H'm

MRS.ALVING. |Sthat you, Engstrand ?

ENGSTRAND. there was none of the servants about, 0 |
took the great liberty of just knocking.

MRS. ALVING. Oh! very well. Come in. Do you want
to speak to me?

ENGSTRAND [comes in]. No, |'m greatly obliged to you; it
was with his Reverence | wanted to have a word or two.

MANDERS [walking up and down the room]. H'm, indeed.
Y ou want to speak to me, do you ?

ENGSTRAND. Yes, | should like  much to——

MANDERS [stops in front of him]. Well; may | ak what
you want ?

ENGSTRAND. Well, it was just this, your Reverence; we've
been paid off down yonder—my grateful thanks to you, ma'am,
—and now everything's finished, 1've been thinking it would be
but right and proper if we, that have been working so honestly
together all this time—well, | was thinking we ought to end up
with alittle prayer-meeting to-night.

MANDERS. A prayer-meeting? Down at the Orphanage?

ENGSTRAND. Oh, if your Reverence doesn't think it
proper——

MANDERS. Oh yes! | do; but—h'm——
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ENGSTRAND. I've been in the habit of offering up a little
prayer in the evenings, myself.

MRS. ALVING. Have you ?

ENGSTRAND. Yes, every now and then—just a little exer-
cse, you might call it. But I'm a poor, common man, and have
little enough gift, God help me! and so | thought, as the
Reverend M r . Mander shappened to behere, I''d

MANDERS. Well, you see Engstrand, | must first ak you a
qguestion. Areyou in the right frame of mind for such a meet-
ing? Do you feel your conscience clear and at ease?

ENGSTRAND. Oh! God help us, your Reverence! we'd better
not talk about conscience.

MANDERS. Yes, that'sjust what we must talk about. What
have you to answer ?

ENGSTRAND. Why—one's conscience—it can be bad enough
now and then.

MANDERS. Ah, you admit that. Then will you make a
clean breast of it, and tell the truth about Regina?

MRS.ALVING [quickly], Mr. Manders!

MANDERS [reassuringly]. Just let me——

ENGSTRAND. About Regina! Lord! how you frighten me!
[Looks at MRS. ALVING.] There's nothing wrong about
Regina, isthere?

MANDERS. We'll hope not. But | mean, what is the truth
about you and Regina? You passfor her father, eh!

ENGSTRAND [uncertain]. Well—h'm—your  Reverence
knows all about me and poor Johanna.

MANDERS. Come, no more prevarication! Your wife told
Mrs. Alving the whole story before quitting her service.

ENGSTRAND. Well, then, may. I Now, did she really?

MANDERS. SO you'refound out, Engstrand.

ENGSTRAND. And she swore and took her Bible oath

MANDERS. Did shetake her Bible oath ?

ENGSTRAND. NO; she only swore; but she did it s0 earnestly.

MANDERS. And you have hidden the truth from me all these
years? Hidden it from me! from me, who have trusted you
without reserve, in everything.

ENGSTRAND. Well, I can't deny it..
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MANDERS. Have | deserved this of you, Engstrand?
Haven't | always been ready to help you in word and deed, so
far asit stood in my power? Answer me. Havel not?

ENGSTRAND. It would have been a poor look-out for me
many atimebut for theReverend M r . Manders.

MANDERS. And you reward me thus! You cause me to
enter falsehoods in the Church Register, and you withhold from
me, year after year, the explanations you owed alike to me and
to truth. Your conduct has been wholly inexcusable, Eng-
strand ; and from thistime forward all is over between us.

ENGSTRAND [with a sigh]. Yes! | supposeit must be.

MANDERS. How can you possibly justify yourself ?

ENGSTRAND. How could | think shed gone and made bad
worse by talking about it? Will your Reverence just fancy
yourself in the same trouble as poor Johanna——

MANDERS. I!

ENGSTRAND. Lord bless you! 1 don't mean just exactly
the same. But | mean, if your Reverence had anything to be
ashamed of in the eyes of the world, as the saying is——We
men oughtn't to judge a poor woman too hardly, your Rever-
ence.

MANDERS. | am not doing 0. It'syou | am reproaching.

ENGSTRAND. Might | make 0 bold as to ask your Reverence
a bit of a question ?

MANDERS. Yes, ak away.

ENGSTRAND. Isn't it right and proper for a man to raise up
thefallen ?

MANDERS. Most certainly it is.

ENGSTRAND. And isn't a man bound to keep his sacred
word?

MANDERS. Why, of course heis; but

ENGSTRAND. When Johanna had got into trouble through
that Englishman—or it might have been an American or a
Russian, as they call them—well, you see, she came down into
the town. Poor thing! shed sent me about my busness once
or twice before: for she couldn't bear the sight of anything but
what was handsome; and |'d got this damaged leg. Your
Reverence recollects how | ventured up into a dancing-saloon,
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where seafaring people carried on with drink and devilry, asthe
saying goes.  And then, when | was for giving them a bit of an
admonition to lead a new life——

MRS. ALVING [at thewindow], H'm——

MANDERS. | know all about that, Engstrand; the ruffians
threw you downstairs. You've told me of the affair already.

ENGSTRAND. |I'm not puffed up about it, your Reverence.
But what | wanted to say was, that then she came and confessed
all to me, with weeping and gnashing of teeth. | can tell your
Reverence | was sore at heart to hear it.

MANDERS. Were you indeed, Engstrand? Well, go on.

ENGSTRAND. SO | said to her, " The American, hes sailing
about on the boundless s And as for you, Johanna," sad I,
" you've committed a grievous sin and you're a fallen creature.
But Jacob Engstrand,” said I, " he's got two good legs to stand
upon, he has——" You know, you Reverence, | was speaking
figurative-like.

MANDERS. | understand quite well. Go on.

ENGSTRAND. Well, that was how | raised her up and made
an honest woman of her, so that folks shouldn't get to know
how she'd gone astray with foreigners.

MANDERS. All that was very good of you. Only | can't
approve of your stooping to take money——

ENGSTRAND. Money ? | ? Not a farthing!

MANDERS [inquiringly to MRS. ALVING]. But—

ENGSTRAND. Oh, wait a minute '—now | recollect.
Johanna had a trifle of money. But | would have nothing to
do withit. " No," sad I, " that's mammon; that's the wages
of sin. This dirty gold—or notes, or whatever it was—we'll
just fling that back to the American,” said I. But he was gone
and away, over the stormy s, your Reverence.

MANDERS. Was he really, my good fellow ?

ENGSTRAND. Ay, sir. So Johanna and |, we agreed that
the money should go to the child's education; and so it did, and
| can account for every blessed farthing of it.

MANDERS. Why, this alters the case considerably.

ENGSTRAND. That's just how it stands, your Reverence.
And | make so bold as to sy I've been an honest father to
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Regina, so far as my poor strength went; for 1'm but a poor
creature, worse luck |

MANDERS. Well, well, my good fellow:

ENGSTRAND. But | may make bold to say that |'ve brought
up the child, and lived kindly with poor Johanna, and ruled over
my own house, asthe Scripture hasit. But | could never think
of going up to your Reverence and puffing myself up and boast-
ing because | too had done some good in the world. No, sir;
when anything of that sort happens to Jacob Engstrand, he holds
his tongue about it. It doesn't happen so very often, | daresay.
And when | do come to see your Reverence, | find a mortal deal
to say about what's wicked and weak. For | do say—as | was
saying just now—one€'s conscience isn't always as clean as it
might be

MANDERS. Give meyour hand, Jacob Engstrand.

ENGSTRAND. Oh, Lord ! your Reverence——

MANDERS. Come, no nonsense [wrings his hand]. There
we are!

ENGSTRAND. And if | might humbly beg your Reverence's
pardon——

MANDERS. YOU? On the contrary, it's | who ought to beg
your pardon——

ENGSTRAND. Lord, no, sir!

MANDERS. Yes, certainly. And | do it with all my heart.
Forgive me for misunderstanding you. And | wish | could
give you some proof of my hearty regret, and of my good-will
towards you

ENGSTRAND. Would your Reverence?

MANDERS. With the greatest pleasure.

ENGSTRAND. Well then, there's the very opportunity now.
With the money I've saved here, | was thinking | might st up
a Sailors Home down in the town.

MRS. ALVING. YOU?

ENGSTRAND. Yes; it too might be a sort of Orphanage, in
a manner of speaking. There are many temptations for seafar-
ing folk ashore. But in this Home of mine, a man might feel
asunder afather'seye | wasthinking.

MANDERS. What do you say to this, Mrs. Alving?
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ENGSTRAND. It isn't much I've got to start with, the Lord
help me!  But if | could only find a helping hand, why.

MANDERS. Yes, yes; we'll look into the matter. | entirely
approve of your plan. But now, go before me and make every-
thing ready, and get the candles lighted, so as to give the place
an air of festivity. And then we'll pass an edifying hour to-
gether, my good fellow; for now | quite believe you're in the
right frameof mind.

ENGSTRAND. Yes, | trust | am. And 0 I'll say good-bye,
ma’'am, and thank you kindly; and take good care of Regina for
me—|[wipes a tear from his eye]—poor Johanna's child; h'm,
it's an odd thing, now; but it's just as if shed grown into the
very apple of my eye. It isindeed.

[He boivs and goes out through the halL

MANDERS. Well, what do you say of that man now, Mrs.
Alving? That threw atotally different light on matters, didn't
it?

MRS. ALVING. Yes, it certainly did.

MANDERS. It only shows how excessively careful one must
be in judging on€'s fellow-creatures. But it's a great joy to
ascertain that one has been mistaken. Don't you think s0?

MRS. ALVING. | think you are, and will always be, a great
baby, Manders.

MANDERS. 1?

MRS. ALVING [laying her two hands upon his shoulders].
And | say that I've half a mind to put my arms round your
neck, and kissyou.

MANDERS [stepping hastily back]. No, no! God bless me!
What anidea!

MRS. ALVING [with a smile]. Oh! you needn't be afraid
of me.

MANDERS [by the table]. Y ou have sometimes such an exag-
gerated way of expressing yourself. Now, I'll just collect all
the documents, and put them in my bag. [Hedoesso] There
now. And now, good-bye for the present. Keep your eyes
open when Oswald comes back. | shall look in again later.

[He takes his hat and goes out through the hall door,

MRS. ALVING [sighs, looks for a moment out of the windowj
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sets the room in order a little, and is about to go into the dining-
room, but stops at the door with a half-suppressed cry].
Oswald, areyou still at table?

OSWALD [in the dining-room], |'m only finishing my cigar.

MRS.ALVING. | thought you'd gone for a little walk.

OSWALD. I n such weather as this ? [A glass clinks. MRS.
ALVING leaves the door open, and sits down with her knitting
on the sofa by the window.] Wasn't that Pastor Manders that
went out just now ?

MRS.ALVING. Yes; hewent down to the Orphanage.

OSWALD. H'm. [The glass and decanter clink again.

MRS. ALVING [with a troubled glance]. Dear Oswald, you
should takecare of that liqueur. It'sstrong.

OSWALD. It keeps out the damp.

MRS. ALVING. Wouldn't you rather come in to me?

OSWALD. | mayn't smokein there.

MRS.ALVING. YOU know quite well you may smoke cigars.

OSWALD. Oh'! all*right, then; I'll comein. Just atiny drop
more first! There! [He comes into the room with his cigar,
and shuts the door after him. A short silence] Where's
Mander s gone to?

MRS. ALVING. I've just told you; he went down to the
Orphanage.

OSWALD. Oh, ah; so you did.

MRS. ALVING. You shouldn't sit =0 long at table after
dinner, Oswald.

0SWALD [holding his cigar behind him]. But | find it
pleasant, mother. [Strokes and pets her.] Just think what it
is for me to come home and sit at mother's own table, in mother's
room, and eat mother'sdeliciousdinners.

MRS.ALVING. My dear, dear boy!

OSWALD [somewhat impatiently walks about and smokes].
And what dse can | do with myself here? | can't s&t to work
at anything.

MRS. ALVING. Why can't you ?

OSWALD. In such weather as this? Without a single ray
of sunlight the whole day? [Walks up the room] Oh! not
tobeabletowork!
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MRS. ALVING. Perhapsit was not quite wise of you to come
home?

OSWALD. Oh, yes, mother; | had to.

MRS. ALVING. Why? | would ten times rather forgo the
joy of havingyou here than——

OSWALD [stops beside the table].  Now just tell me, mother:
does it really make you so very happy to have me home again ?

MRS. ALVING. D oes it make me happy!

OSWALD [crumpling up a newspaper], | should have
thought it must be pretty much the same to you whether | was
in existence or not.

MRS. ALVING. Have you the heart to say that to your
mother, Oswald ?

OSWALD. But you've got on very well without me all this
time.

MRS. ALVING. Yes; Fve got on without you. That's true.

[A sdlence,  Tiuilight gradually falls. oswaLD walks to

and fro across the room. He has laid his cigar down,

OSWALD [stops beside MRS. ALVING], Mother, may | sit
on the sofa beside you ?

MRS. ALVING [makes room for him]. Yes, do, my dear boy.

OSWALD [sitsdown]. Now |I'm going to tell you something,
mother.

MRS. ALVING [anxiously], Well ?

OSWALD [looks fixedly before him].  For | can't go on hiding

it any longer.
MRS.ALVING. Hidingwhat? Whatisit?
OSWALD [as before], | could never bring myself to write to

you about it; and since Fve come home——

MRS. ALVING [seizes him by the arm], Oswald, what is
the matter?

OSWALD [as before]. Both yesterday and to-day Fve tried
to put the thoughts away from me—to get free from them; but
it won't do.

MRS. ALVING [risingl. Now you must speak out, Oswald.

OSWALD [draws her down to the sofa again].  Sit still; and
then 1'Il try to tell you. | complained of fatigue after my
journey——
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MRS.ALVING. Well, what then?

OSWALD. But it isn't that that's the matter with me; it isn't
any ordinary fatigue——

MRS. ALVING [tries to jump up]. You're not ill, Oswald?

OSWALD [draws her down again]. Do sit still, mother.
Only take it quietly. 1'm not downrightill, either; not what's
commonly called "ill." [Clasps his hands above his head.]
Mother, my mind is broken down—ruined—I shall never be
able to work again.

[With his hands before his face, he buries his head in her lap,

and breaks into bitter sobbing.

MRS. ALVING [white and trembling]. Oswald! Look at
me! No, no;itisn't true.

OSWALD [looks up with despair in his eyes]. Never to be
able to work again! Never! never! It will be like living
death! Mother, can you imagine anything so horrible?

MRS. ALVING. My poor boy! How has this horrible thing
come over you ?

OSWALD [sits upright]. That's just what | can't possibly
grasp or understand. 1've never led a dissipated |ife—never, in
any respect. You mustn't believe that of me, mother. I've
never done that.

MRS. ALVING. |'m sureyou haven't, Oswald.

OSWALD. And yet this has come over me just the same—this
awful misfortune!

MRS. ALVING. Oh, but it will pass away, my dear, blessed
boy. It's nothing but over-work. Trust me, | am right.

OSWALD [sadly]. | thought so too at first; but it isn't so.

MRS. ALVING. Tell me the whole story from beginning to
end.

OSWALD. Well, I will.

MRS.ALVING. When did you first notice it ?

OSWALD. It was directly after | had been home last time,
and had got back to Paris again. | began to feel the most
violent pains in my head—chiefly in the back of my head, |
thought. It was as though atight iron ring was being screwed
round my neck and upwards.

MRS. ALVING. Well, and then?
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OSWALD. At first | thought it was nothing but the ordinary
headache | had been so plagued with when | was growing

up——
MRS. ALVING. Yes, yes——
OSWALD. But it wasn't that. | soon found that out. |
couldn't work. | wanted to begin upon a big new picture, but

my powers seemed to fail me; all my strength was crippled; |
couldn't form any definite images; everything swam before me
—whirling round and round. Oh! it was an awful statel At
last | sent for a doctor, and from him | learned the truth.

MRS. ALVING. HOW do you mean ?

OSWALD. He was one of the first doctors in Paris. | told
him my symptoms, and then he set to work asking me a heap of
questions which | thought had nothing to do with the matter.
| couldn't imagine what the man was after——

MRS. ALVING. Well?

OSWALD. At last he said: " You have been worm-eaten
from your birth." He used that very word—vermoulu.

MRS. ALVING [breathlessy]. What did he mean by that?

OSWALD. | didn't understand either, and begged him to
explain himself more clearly. And then the old cynic said—
[clenching his fis] Oh——!

MRS. ALVING. What did he say ?

OSWALD. Hesaid, " The sins of the fathers are visited upon
the children.”

MRS. ALVING [rising lowly].  The sins of the fathers——1

OSWALD. | very nearly struck him in the face——

MRS. ALVING [walks away across the floor]. The sins of
the fathers——

OSWALD [smiles sadly]. Yes; what do you think of that?
Of course | assured him that such a thing was out of the ques
tion. But doyou think hegavein? No, hestuck toit; and it
was only when | produced your letters and translated the
passages relating to father.

MRS.ALVING. Butthen?

OSWALD. Then of course he was bound to admit that he
was on the wrong track; and so | got to know the truth—the
incomprehensible truth! | ought to have held aloof from my
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bright and happy life among my comrades. It had been too
much for my strength. So | had brought it upon myself!

MRS. ALVING. Oswald! Oh no, don't believe it!

OSWALD. N O other explanation was possble, he said.
That's the awful part of it. Incurably ruined for life—by my
own heedlessnesss  All that | meant to have done in the world
—1I never darethink of again—I'm not ableto think of it. Oh!
if I could but live over again, and undo all I've done! [He
buries his face in the sofa. M RS. ALVING wrings her hands and
walks, in slent struggle, backwards and forwards. OSWALD,
after a while, looks up and remains resting upon his elbow.]
If it had only been something inherited, something one wasn't
responsible for! But this! To have thrown away so shame-
fully, thoughtlessly, recklessy, on€s own happiness, on€s own
health, everything in the world—one's future, on€svery lifel

MRS.ALVING. NO, no, my dear, darling boy! It's impos
sible. [Bends over him.'] Things are not so desperate as you
think.

OSWALD. Oh! you don't know. [Springs up.] And
then, mother, to cause you all this sorrow! Many atime l've
almost wished and hoped that at bottom you didn't care so very
much about me.

MRS.ALVING. |, Oswald? Myonly boy! Youareall |
havein theworld! Theonlythingl careabout!

OSWALD [seizes both her hands and kisses them]. Yes,
mother dear, | se it well enough. When I'm at home, | s it,
of course; and that's the hardest part for me. But now you
know the whole story, and now we won't talk any more about
it to-day. | daren't think of it for long together. [Goes up
therootn.] Get me something to drink, mother.

MRS. ALVING. Drink? What do you want to drink now?

OSWALD. Oh! anything you like. You have some cold
punch in the house.

MRS.ALVING. Yes, but my dear Oswald

OSWALD. Don't refuse me, mother. Do be nice, now! |
must have something to wash down all these gnawing thoughts.
[Goes into the conservatory.] And then it'sso dark here!
[MRS. ALVING pulls a bell-rope on the right] And this cease
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less rain! It may go on week after week for months together.
Never to get aglimpse of thesun! | can't recollect ever having
s thesun shine all the times 1've been at home.

MRS. ALVING. Oswald, you're thinking of going away from
me.

OSWALD. H'm—[draiving a deep breath]—I'm not think-
ing of anything. | can't think of anything. [In a low voice)]
| let thinking aone.

REGINA [from the dining-room|]. Did you ring, maam?

MRS. ALVING. Yes; let ushave thelampin.

REGINA. | will, directly. It'sready lighted. [Goes out.

MRS. ALVING [goes across to oSwALD], Oswald, be frank
with me.

OSWALD. Well, @ | am, mother. [Goes to the table] |
think I've told you enough.

[REGINA brings the lamp and setsit upon the table.

MRS. ALVING. Regina, you might fetch us a half-bottle of
champagne.

REGINA. Very well, maam. [Goes out.

OSWALD [puts hisarm round MRS. ALVING'S neck]. That's
just what | wanted. | knew mother wouldn't let her boy be
thirsty.

MRS. ALVING. My own, poor, darling Oswald, how could
| deny you anything now ?

OSWALD [eagerly]. Is that true, mother? Do you mean
it?

MRS. ALVING. HOw? What?

OSWALD. That you couldn't deny me anything.

MRS. ALVING. MYy dear Oswald——

OSWALD. Hush!

REGINA [brings a tray with a half-bottle of champagne and
two glasses, which she sets on the table]. Shall | open-it?

OSWALD. NO, thanks. 1'll doitmyself.

[REGINA goesout again.

MRS. ALVING [sits down by the table]. What was it you
meant, | mustn't deny you ?

OSWALD [busy opening the bottle]. First let's have a glass
—or two.
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[ The cork pops, he pours wine into one glass, and is about to

pour it into the other.

MRS. ALVING [holding her hand over it]. Thanks; not for
me.

OSWALD. Oh! won'tyou? Then!l will!

[He empties the glasy fills, and empties it again; then he sits

down by the table]

MRS. ALVING [in expectation]. Well ?

OSWALD [without looking at her]. Tell me—I thought you
and Pastor Manders seemed so odd—so quiet—at dinner to-day.

MRS. ALVING. Did you notice it ?

OSWALD. Yes. H'm———[After a short silence] Tell
me : what do you think of Regina?

MRS. ALVING. What I think?

OSWALD. Yes;isn't shesplendid?

MRS. ALVING. My dear Oswald, you don't know her & |
do——

OSWALD. Well?

MRS. ALVING. Regina, unfortunately, was allowed to stay
at home too long. | ought to have taken her earlier into my
house.

OSWALD. Yes, but isn't she splendid to look at, mother?

[He fills his glass.

MRS. ALVING.  Regina has many serious faults.

OSWALD. Oh, what does it matter ? [He drinks again.

MRS. ALVING. But I'm fond of her, nevertheless, and |I'm
responsible for her. | wouldn't for all the world have any
harm happen to her.

OSWALD [springs up]. Mother! Reginais my only salva-
tion.

MRS. ALVING [rising. What do you mean by that?

OSWALD. | can't go on bearing all this anguish of mind
alone.

MRS. ALVING. Haven't you got your mother to share it
with you ?

OSWALD. Yes; that's what | thought; and so | came home

to you. But that won't do. | seitwon'tdo. | can't endure
my life here.
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M RS.ALVING. Oswald!

OSWALD. | must live differently, mother. That's why |
must leave you. | won't have you looking on at it.

MRS. ALVING. My unhappy boyl But, Oswald, while
yoli'resoill asthis——

OSWALD. If it were only theillness, | should stay with you,
mother, you may be sure; for you are the bes friend | have in
theworld.

MRS.ALVING. Yes, indeed | am, Oswald; am | not?

OSWALD [wanders restlessly about]. But it's all the tor-
ment, the remorse; and besides that, the great, killing dread.
Oh! that awful dread !

MRS. ALVING [walking after him]. Dread? What dread ?
W hat doyou mean ?

OSWALD. Oh, you mustn't ak me any more! | don't
know. | can't describe it. [MRS. ALVING goes over to the
right and pulls the bell.]  What isit you want ?

MRS. ALVING. 1 want my boy to be happy—that's what |
want. He shan't go on racking his brains. [ To REGINA, who
comes in at the door.] M ore champagne—a whole bottle.

[REGINA gOes.

OSWALD. Mother!

MRS. ALVING. DO you think we don't know how to live
here at home?

OSWALD. Isn't she splendid to look at? How beautifully
sheés built!  And so thoroughly healthy!

MRS. ALVING [sits by the table].  Sit down, Oswald; let us
talk quietly together.

OSWALD [sits], | daresay you don't know, mother, that I
owe Regina some reparation.

MRS. ALVING.  You?

OSWALD. For a bit of thoughtlessness, or whatever you like
to call it—very innocent, anyhow. When | was home last
time——

MRS.ALVING. Well?

OSWALD. She usad often to ask me about Paris, and | used
to tell her one thing and another. Then | recollect | happened
to say to her one day, " Wouldn't you like to go thereyourself ? "
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M RS.ALVING. Well?

OSWALD. | saw her face flush, and then she said, " Yes, |
should like it of all things" " Ah, well," | replied, " it might
perhaps be managed " —or something like that.,

MRS. ALVING. And then ?

OSWALD. Of course Fd forgotten the whole thing; but the
day before yesterday | happened to ask her whether she was glad
| was to stay at home so long——

M RS.ALVING. Yes?

OSWALD. And then she looked s strangely at me and asked,
" But what's to become of my trip to Paris? "

MRS.ALVING. Her trip!

OSWALD. And o | got out of her that she had taken the
thing seriously; that she had been thinking of me the whole
time, and had st towork tolearn French

MRS. ALVING. SO that was why she did it!

OSWALD. Mother! when | saw that fresh, lovely, splendid
girl standing there before me—till then | had hardly noticed her
—but when she stood there as though with open arms ready to
receive me——

M RS.ALVING. Oswald!

OSWALD. then it flashed upon me that my salvation lay
in her; for | saw that she was full of the jov of life.*

MRS. ALVING [starts]. The joy of life? Can there be
salvation in that ?

REGINA [from the dining-room, with a bottle of champagne],
I"m sorry to have been so long, but | had to go to the cellar.

[Puts the bottle on the table.

OSWALD. And now fetch another glass.

REGINA [looks at him in surprise]. Thereis Mrs. Alving's
glass M r . Alving.

OSWALD. Yes, but fetch one for yourself, Regina. [REGINA
starts and gives a lightning-like side glance at MRS. ALVING.]
W hy doyou wait ?

REGINA [softly and hesitatingly]. Is it Mrs. Alving's wish?

MRS.ALVING. Fetch theglass, Regina.

[REGINA goes out into the dining-room.

! Livsgletdc—"la joic dc vivre."
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OSWALD [follows her with his eyes]. Have you noticed how
shewalks 2—=0 firmly and lightly!

MRS.ALVING. |tcan never be, Oswald!

OSWALD. It'sasettled thing. Can*t you se that? It'sno
use saying anything against it. [REGINA enters with an empty
glass, which she keeps in her hand] Sit down, Regina
[REGINA looks inquiringly at MRS. ALVING.]

MRS. ALVING. Sit down. [REGINA sits on a chair by the
dining-room daoor, still holding the empty glass in her hand.]
Oswald, what were you saying about thejoy of life?

OSWALD. Ah! the joy of life, mother—that's a thing you
don't know much about in thee parts. I've never felt it
here.

MRS. ALVING. Not when you're with me ?

OSWALD. Not when I'm a home. But you don't under-
stand that.

MRS. ALVING. Yes, yes; | think | amost understand it—*
now.

OSWALD. And then, too, the joy of work! At bottom, it's
the same thing. But that, too, you know nothing abouit.

MRS. ALVING. Perhaps you're right, Oswald; tell me more
about it.

OSWALD. Well, I only mean that here people are brought
up to believe that work is a curse and a punishment for sin, and
that life is something miserable, something we want to be done
with, the sooner the better.

MRS. ALVING. " A vale of tears," yes, and we take care to
make it one.

OSWALD. But in the great world people won't hear of such
things. There, nobody realy beieves such doctrines any
longer. There, you fed it bliss and ecstasy merely to draw the
breath of life. Mother, have you noticed that everything |'ve
painted has turned upon the joy of life?—aways, always upon
the joy of life?—light and sunshine and glorious air and faces
radiant with happiness. That'swhy |'m afraid of remaining at
home with you.

MRS. ALVING. Afraid? What are you afraid of here, with
me?
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OSWALD. I'm afraid lest all my instincts should be warped
into ugliness.

MRS. ALVING [looks steadily at him]. Do you think that
would be the way of it ?

OSWALD. | know it. You may live the same life here as
there, and yet it won't be the same life.

MRS. ALVING [who has been listening eagerly, rises, her eyes
big with thought, and says] Now | se the connection.

OSWALD. Whatisityou se?

MRS. ALVING. | «e it now for the first time. And now |
can speak.

OSWALD [rising]. Mother, | don't understand you.

REGINA [who has also risen]. Perhaps | ought to go?

MRS. ALVING. NO. Stay here. Now | can speak. Now,
my boy, you shall know the whole truth. And then you can
choose. Oswald! Regina!

OSWALD. Hush! Here's Manders——

MANDERS [comes in by the hall door]. There! We've had
amost edifying time down there.

OSWALD. SO have we.

MANDERS. We must stand by Engstrand and his Sailors'
Home. Reginamust go to him and help him——

REGINA. NO, thank you, sir.

MANDERS [noticing her for the first time]. What? You
here? and with a glassin your hand !

REGINA [hastily putting the glass down]. Pardon!

OSWALD. Reginaisgoingwith me, Mr. Manders.

MANDERS. Going with you!

OSWALD. Yes; asmywife—\i shewishes it.

MANDERS. But, good God———!

REGINA. | can't helpit, sir.

OSWALD. Or she'll stay here, if | stay.

REGINA [involuntarily]. Here!

MANDERS. | am thunderstruck at your conduct, Mrs.
Alving.

MRS. ALVING. They will do neither one thing nor the
other; for now | can speak out plainly.

MANDERS. YOU surely won't do that. No, no, no!
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MRS. ALVING. Yes, | can speak and | will. And no ideal
shall suffer after all.
OSWALD. Mother! What on earth are you hiding from
me?
REGINA [listening]l. Oh, ma'am! listen! Don't you hear
shouts outside ? [She goes into the conservatory and looks out.
OSWALD [at the window on the lef]. What's going on?
Where does that light come from ?
REGINA [cries out]. The Orphanage is on fire !
MRS. ALVING [rushing to the window].  On fire?
MANDERS. On fire! Impossible! I've just come from
there.
OSWALD. Where's my hat? Oh, never mind it—Father's
Orphanage! [Fie rushes out through the garden door
MRS. ALVING. My shawl, Regina! It's blazing!
MANDERS. Terrible! Mrs. Alving, it's a judgment upon
this abode of sin.
MRS. ALVING. Yes, of course. Come, Regina.
[She and REGINA hasten out through the hall.
MANDERS [clasps his hands together]. And uninsured too!
[He goes out the same way.

ACT I11

The room as before.  All the doors stand open.  The lamp is
still burning on the table. It is dark out of doors; there is
only a faint glow from the conflagration in the background to
the left.

MRS. ALVING, with a shawl over her head, stands in the con-
servatory and looks out. REGINA, also with a shawl on,
stands a little behind her.

MRS. ALVING. Al burnt!—burnt to the ground !

REGINA. The basement isstill burning.

MRS. ALVING. HOW is it Oswald doesn't come home?
There's nothing to be saved.

REGINA. Would you like me to take down his hat for him ?
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MRS.ALVING. Hasn't he even got his hat on ?

REGINA [pointing to the hall]. No; there it hangs.

MRS. ALVING. Letit be Hemust comeup now. |'Il go
and look for him myself. [She goes out through the garden door.

MANDERS [comes in from the hall]. Isn't Mrs. Alving
here?

REGINA. She€sjust gone down the garden.

MANDERS. This is the most terrible night | ever went
through.

REGINA. Yes; isn't it a dreadful misfortune, sir ?

MANDERS. Oh, don't talk about it! | can hardly bear to
think of it.

REGINA. HOW can it have happened ?

MANDERS. Don't ak me, Regina. HOW should | know?
Do you, too——? Isn't it enough that your father ?

REGINA. What about him ?

MANDERS. Oh'! hehasdriven me clean out of my mind.

ENGSTRAND [conies through the hall]. Your Reverence!

MANDERS [turns round in terror]. Are you after me here,
too?

ENGSTRAND. Yes, strike me dead, but | must Oh,
Lord! what am | saying? |It's an awfully ugly busness your
Reverence.

MANDERS [walks to and fro], Alas! alas!

REGINA. What's the matter?

ENGSTRAND. Why, it all came of that prayer-meeting, you
se [Softy] The bird's limed, my girl. [Aloud] And
to think that it's my fault that it's his Reverence's fault!

MANDERS. But | assureyou, Engstrand

ENGSTRAND. There wasn't another soul except your
Reverence that ever touched the candles down there.

MANDERS [stops]. Ah! s you declare. But | certainly
can't recollect that | ever had a candle in my hand.

ENGSTRAND. And | saw as clear as daylight how your
Reverence took the candle and snuffed it with your fingers, and
threw away the snuff among the shavings.

MANDERS. And you stood and looked on ?

ENGSTRAND. Yes; | saw it asplain as a pike-staff.
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MANDERS. It's quite beyond my comprehension. Besides,
it's never been my habit to snuff candles with my fingers.

ENGSTRAND. And very risky it looked, that it did! But is
there so much har m done after all, your Reverence?

MANDERS [walks restlessly to and fro]. Oh, don't ask
me!

ENGSTRAND [walks with him]. And your Reverence hadn't
insuredit, neither ?

MANDERS [continuing to walk up and down]. No, no, no;
youVe heard that already.

ENGSTRAND [following him]. Not insured! And then to
go right down and st light to the whole thing. Lord! Lord!
what a misfortune!

MANDERS [wipes the sweat from his forehead]. Ay, you
may well say that, Engstrand.

ENGSTRAND. And to think that such a thing should happen
to a benevolent Institution, that was to have been a blessing both
to town and country, asthe sayingis! The newspapers won't
handle your Reverence very gently, | expect.

MANDERS. NO; that's just what 1'm thinking of. That's
almost the worst of it. All the malignant attacks and accusa-
tions——! Oh, it'sterribleonly toimagineit.

MRS. ALVING [comes in from the garden]. He can't be
got away from the fire.

MANDERS. Ah! thereyou are, Mrs. Alving!

MRS. ALVING. SO you've excaped your Inaugural Address,
Pastor Manders.

MANDERS. Oh! | should s gladly——

MRS. ALVING [in an undertong]. It's all for the best.
That Orphanage would have done no good to anybody.

MANDERS. DO you think not ?

MRS.ALVING. DO you think it would ?

MANDERS. It'saterrible misfortune, all the same.

MRS. ALVING. Let us speak plainly of it, as a piece of busi-
nes. Areyouwaiting for M r . Manders, Engstrand ?

ENGSTRAND [at the hall door]. Ay, ma'am; indeed | am.

MRS.ALVING. Then sit down meanwhile.

ENGSTRAND. Thank you, ma'am; |'d rather stand.
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MRS. ALVING [to MANDERS]. | suppose you're going by the
steamer ?

MANDERS. Yes; it startsin an hour.

MRS. ALVING. Be s good as to take all the papers with
you. | won't hear another word about this affair. | have
other things to think about.

MANDERS. Mrs. Alving——

MRS. ALVING. Later on | shall send you a Power of Attor-
ney to settle everything as you please.

MANDERS. That | shall very readily undertake. The
original destination of the endowment must now be completely
changed, alas!

MRS. ALVING.  Of course it must.

MANDERS. 1 think, first of all, | shall arrange that the
Solvik property shall pass to the parish. The land is by no
means without value. It can always be turned to account for
some purpose or other. And the interest of the money in the
Bank | could, perhaps, best apply for the benefit of some under-
taking that has proved itself a blessing to the town.

MRS. ALVING. DO just as you please. The whole matter
is now completely indifferent to me.

ENGSTRAND. Give a thought to my Sailors' Home, your
Reverence.

MANDERS. Yes, that's not a bad suggestion. That must be
considered.

ENGSTRAND. Oh, devil take considering—I| beg your par-
don!

MANDERS [with a sigh]. And I'm sorry to say | don't know
how long | shall be able to retain control of these things—
whether public opinion may not compel me to retire. It en-
tirely depends upon the result of the official inquiry into the
fire——

MRS. ALVING. What are you talking about ?

MANDERS. And the result can by no means be foretold.

ENGSTRAND [comes close to him]. Ay, but it can, though.
For here stands Jacob Engstrand.

MANDERS. Well, well, but ?

ENGSTRAND [more softly]l. And Jacob Engstrand isn't the
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man to desert a noble benefactor in the hour of need, as the
saying is.

MANDERS. Yes, but my good fellow—how ?

ENGSTRAND. Jacob Engstrand may be likened to a guardian
angel, he may, your Reverence.

MANDERS. No, no; | can't accept that.

ENGSTRAND, Oh! you will though, all the same. | know
a man that's taken others' sins upon himself before now, | do.

MANDERS. Jacob! [Wkings his hand] You are a rare
character. Well, you shall be helped with your Sailors' Home.
That you may rely upon. [ENGSTRAND tries to thank him, but
cannot for emotion. MR. MANDERS hangs his travelling-bag
over his shoulder] And now let's be off. We two go together.

ENGSTRAND [at the dining-room door, softly to REGINA].
Y ou come along too, girl. You shall live as snug as the yolk in
an egg.

REGINA [tosses her head].  Merci!

[She goes out into the hall and fetches MANDERS'S overcoat.

MANDERS. Good-bye, Mrs. Alving! and may the spirit of
Law and Order descend upon this house, and that quickly.

MRS. ALVING. Good-bye, Manders.

[She goes up towards the conservatory as she sees OSWALD

coming in through the garden door.

ENGSTRAND [while he and REGINA help MANDERS to get his
coat on]. Good-bye, my child. And if any trouble should
come to you, you know where Jacob Engstrand is to be found.
[Softly] Little Harbour Street, h'm——1 [To MRS.
ALVING and OSWALD.] And the refuge for wandering
mariners shall be called " Captain Alving's Home," that it shall!
And if I'm spared to carry on that house in my own way, |
venture to promise that it shall be worthy of his memory.

MANDERS [in the doorway]. H'm—h'm!—Now come, my
dear Engstrand. Good-bye!  Good-bye !

[He and ENGSTRAND go out through the hall.

OSWALD [goes towards the table]. What house was he
talking about ?

MRS. ALVING. Oh, a kind of Home that he and Manders
want to set up.
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OSWALD. Itwill burn down like the other.

MRS. ALVING. What makes you think s ?

OSWALD. Everything will burn. All that recals father's
memory isdoomed. Heream [, too, burning down.

[REGINA startsand looks at him,

MRS. ALVING. Oswald! you oughtn't to have remained
long down there, my poor boy!

OSWALD [sits down by the table]. | dmost think you're
right.

MRS. ALVING. Let me dry your face, Oswald; you're quite
wet. [She dries his face with her pocket-handkerchief.

OSWALD [stares indifferently in front of him]. Thanks,
mother.

MRS. ALVING. Aren't you tired, Oswald? Would you like
todeep ?

OSWALD [nervously]. No, no—I can't deep. | never deep.
| only pretend to. [Sadly.] That will come soon enough.

MRS. ALVING [looking sorrowfully at him]. Yes, you really
aeill, my blessd boy.

REGINA [eagerly]. IsMr. Alvingill ?

OSWALD [impatiently]. Oh, do shut all the doors! This
killing dread——

MRS.ALVING. Shut the doors, Regina.

[REGINA shuts them and remains standing by the hall door,
MRS.ALVING takes her shawl off. REGINA doesthe same.
MRS. ALVING draws a chair acrossto OSwALD's, and Sits
by him.

MRS. ALVING. There now! I'm going to sit bedde

you——

OSWALD. Ah! do. And Regina shal say here, too.
Regina shall be with me aways. You'll come to the rescue,
Regina, won'tyou ?

REGINA. | don't understand——

MRS. ALVING. T o the rescue?

OSWALD. Yes—in the hour of need.

MRS. ALVING. Oswald, have you not your mother to come
to the rescue?

OSWALD. YOu? [Smiles] No, mother; that rescue you
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will never bring me. [Laughssadly] You! hahal [Looks
earnestly at her] Though, after all, it lies nearest to you.
[Impetuously] Why don't you say " thou" * to me, Regina?
W hydon't you call me" Oswald " ?

REGINA [softly]. | don't think Mrs. Alving would like
it.

MRS. ALVING. YOU shall soon haveleavetodoit. And sit
over here besde us, won't you ?

[REGINA sits down quietly and hesitatingly at the other side

of the table.

MRS. ALVING. And now, my poor suffering boy, |'m going
to take the burden off your mind——

OSWALD. YOU, mother?

M RS. ALVING. All the gnawing remorse and sdf-
reproach you speak of.

OSWALD. And you think you can do that ?

MRS. ALVING. Yes, now | can, Oswald. You spoke of the
joy of life; and at that word a new light burst for me over my
life and all it has contained.

OSWALD [shakes his head], | don't understand you.

MRS. ALVING. YOU ought to have known your father when
he was a young lieutenant. He was brimming over with the
joy of lifel

OSWALD. Yes, | know he was.

MRS. ALVING. |t waslike a breezy day only to look at
him. And what exuberant strength and vitality there was in
him!

OSWALD. Well

MRS. ALVING. Well then, child of joy as he was—for he
was like a child at that time—he had to live here at home in a
half-grown town, which had no joys to offer him—only dissipa-
tions. He had no object in life—only an official position. He
had no work into which he could throw himself heart and soul;
he had only busness. He had not a single comrade that knew
what the joy of life meant—only loungers and boon-
companions——

OSWALD. Mother!

1Sigedu=Fr." tutoycr."
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MRS.ALVING. SO theinevitable happened.

OSWALD. The inevitable?

MRS. ALVING. You said yoursdf, this evening, what would
happen to you if you stayed at home.

OSWALD. D O you mean to say that father ?

MRS. ALVING. Your poor father found no outlet for the
overpowering joy of life that was in him. And | brought no
brightness into his home.

OSWALD. Not even you?

MRS. ALVING. They had taught me a lot about duties and
so on, which | had taken to be true. Everything was marked
out into duties—into my duties, and his duties, and—I'm afraid
| made home intolerable for your poor father, Oswald.

OSWALD. Why did you never write me anything about all
this?

MRS. ALVING. | have never before seen it in such a light
that | could speak of it to you, his son.

OSWALD. Inwhat light did you seit then?

MRS. ALVING [slomy], | saw only this one thing, that your
father was a broken-down man before you wer e born.

OSWALD [softly]. Ah!

[He rises and walks away to the window.

MRS. ALVING. And then, day after day, | dwelt on the one
thought that by rights Regina should be at home in this house—
just like my own boy.

OSWALD [turning round quickly], = Regina!

REGINA [springs up and asks, with bated breath], 17?

MRS. ALVING. Yes, now you know it, both of you.

OSWALD. Regina!

REGINA [to hersdlf]. So mother was that kind of woman,
after all.

MRS. ALVING. Your mother had many good qualities,
Regina.

REGINA. Yes, but she was one of that sort, all the same.
Oh! I've often suspected it; but And now, if you please,
ma'am, may | be allowed to go away at once ?

MRS.ALVING. Doyou really wish it, Regina?

REGINA. Yes, indeed | do.
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MRS. ALVING. Of course you can do as you like; but——

OSWALD [goes towards REGINA]. Go away now? Isn't
this your home?

REGINA. Mercij Mr. Alving!—or now, | suppose, | may
say Oswald. But | can tell you this wasn't what | expected.

MRS. ALVING. Regina, | have not been frank with you——

REGINA. NO, that you haven't, indeed. |f 1'd known that
Oswald was ill, why. And now, too, that it can never
come to anything serious between us——1I really can't stop
out here in the country and wear myself out nursing sick people.

OSWALD. Not even onewho isso near to you ?

REGINA. NO, that | can't. A poor girl must make the best
of her young days, or she'll be left out in the cold before she
knows where she is. And 1, too, have the joy of life in me,
Mrs. Alving.

MRS. ALVING. Yes, | can s you have. But don't throw
yourself away, Regina.

REGINA. Oh! what must be, must be. |f Oswald takes
after his father, | take after my mother, | daresay. May | ask,
ma'am, if Mr. Manders knows all this about me?

MRS.ALVING. Mr. Manders knows all about it.

REGINA [puts on her shawl hastily]. Well then, I'd better
make haste and get away by this steamer. Pastor Manders is
so nice to deal with; and | certainly think I've as much right to
alittle of that money as he has—that brute of a carpenter.

MRS. ALVING. You're heartily welcome to it, Regina.

REGINA [looks hard at her], | think you might have brought
me up as a gentleman's daughter, ma'am; it would have suited
me better. [Tosses her head] But it's done now—it doesn't
matter!  [With a bitter side glance at the corked bottle] Al
the same, | may come to drink champagne with gentlefolks
yet.

MRS. ALVING. And if you ever need a home, Regina, come
tome.

REGINA. NO, thank you, maam. Mr. Manders will look
after me, | know. And if the worst comes to the worst, | know
of one house where |'ve every right to a place.

MRS. ALVING. Where is that?
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REGINA. " Captain Alving's Home."

MRS. ALVING. Regina—now | se it—you're going to your
ruin.

REGINA. Oh, stuff! Good-bye.

[ She nods and goes out through the hall.

OSWALD [stands at the window and looks out]. Is she gone?

MRS. ALVING.  Yes

OSWALD [murmuring aside to himself], | think it's a great
mistake, all this.

MRS. ALVING [goes behind him and lays her hands on his
shoulders]. Oswald, my dear boy; has it sheken you very
much?

OSWALD [turns hisface towards her], All that about father,
doyou mean?

MRS. ALVING. Yes, about your unhappy father. 1I'm 0
afraid it may have been too much for you.

OSWALD. Why should you fancy that? Of course it came
upon me as a great surprise; but, after all, it can't matter much
to me.

MRS. ALVING [draws her hands away]. Can't matter!
That your father was so infinitely miserable!

OSWALD. Of course | can pity him as | would anybody else;
but——

MRS. ALVING. Nothing more ? Your own father!

OSWALD [impatiently]. Oh, there! "father,” "father"!
I never knew anything of father. | don't remember anything
about him except that he once made me sick.

MRS. ALVING. That's a terrible way to speak! Should a
son not love hisfather, all the same ?

OSWALD. When a son has nothing to thank his father for?
has never known him? Do you really cling to that old super-
stition 2—you who are so enlightened in other ways ?

MRS.ALVING. Isitonly asuperstition——?

OSWALD. Yes; can't you s it, mother? It's one of those
notions that are current in theworld, and so——

MRS. ALVING [deeply moved]. Ghosts!

OSWALD [crossing the room]. Yes; you may well call them
Ghosts.
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MRS. ALVING [wildy]. Oswald!—then you don't love me,
either!

OSWALD. Youl know, at any rate.

MRS. ALVING. Yes, you know me; but is that all ?

OSWALD. And of course | know how fond you are of me,
and | can't but be grateful to you. And you can be so very
useful tome, now that I 'mill.

MRS. ALVING. Yes, can't |, Oswald? Oh! | could almost
bless the illness that has driven you home to me. For | can s
very plainly you are not mine; | have towinyou.

OSWALD [impatiently]. Yes, yes yes, all thee are just ©
many phrases. Y ou must recollect I'm a sick man, mother. |
can't be much taken up with other people! | have enough to do
thinking about myself.

MRS. ALVING [in alow voice], | shal be patient and easly
satisfied.

oswALD. And cheerful too, mother.

MRS.ALVING. Yes, my dear boy, you're quiteright. [Goes
towards him] Have | relieved you of all remorse and sdif-
reproach now ?

OSWALD. Yes, you have. But who's to relieve me of the
dread ?

MRS. ALVING. Thedread?

oSwALD [walks across the room], Regina could have been
got to doit.

MRS. ALVING. | don't understand you. What is all this
about dread—and Regina?

OSWALD. Is it very late, mother ?

MRS. ALVING. It'searly morning. [She looks out through
the conservatory.] The day is dawning over the hills; and the
weather isfine, Oswald. Inalittlewhileyou shall s the SUP

OSWALD, |'m glad of that. Oh! | may still have much to
regjoicein and live for——

MRS.ALVING. Yes, much—much, indeed!

osSwALD. Evenif | can't work——

MRS. ALVING. Ohl you'll soon be able to work again, my
dear boy, now that you haven't got all those gnawing and
depressing thoughts to brood over any longer.
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OSWALD. Yes, I'mglad you were able to rid me of all those
fancies; and when |'ve got one thing more arranged———[Sits
on thesofa] Nowwe'll have alittletalk, mother.

MRS. ALVING. Yes, let us.
[She pushes an armchair towards the sofa, and sits down close
to him.

OSWALD. And meantime the sun will be rising. And then
you'll know all. And then | shan't have that dread any
longer.

MRS. ALVING. What am | to know?

OSWALD [not listening to her]. Mother, didn't you say, a
little while ago, that there was nothing in the world you
wouldn't do for me, if | asked you.

MRS. ALVING. Yes, tobesurel saidit.

OSWALD. Andyou'll stick toit, mother?

MRS. ALVING. You may rely on that, my dear and only
boy! | have nothing in the world to live for but you alone.

OSWALD. AII right, then; now you shall hear. Mother,
you have a strong, steadfast mind, | know. Now you're to sit
quitestill when you hear it.

MRS. ALVING. What dreadful thing can it be ?

OSWALD. You're not to scream out. Do you hear? Do
you promise me that? We'll sit and talk about it quite quietly.
Promise me, mother ?

MRS.ALVING. Yes, yes; | promise. Only speak.

OSWALD. Well, you must know that all this fatigue, and
my inability to think of work—all that is not the illness
itself ——

MRS.ALVING. Then what is the illness itself ?

OSWALD. The disease | have a my birthright [he points
to his forehead and adds very softly]—is seated here.

MRS. ALVING [almost voiceless]. Oswald! No, no!

OSWALD. Don't scream. | can't bear it. Yes, it's seated
here—waiting. And it may break out any day—at any
moment.

MRS.ALVING. Oh! what horror!

OSWALD. NOW, do be quiet. That's how it stands with
me——
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MRS. ALVING [jumps up]. It's not true, Oswald, It'sim-
possible. It can't be so.

OSWALD. | have had one attack down there already. It
was soon over. But when | got to know what had been the
matter with me, then the dread came upon me raging and
tearing; and so | set off home to you as fast as | could.

MRS.ALVING. Then thisisthe dread———!

OSWALD. Yes, for it'sso indescribably loathsome, you know.
Oh! if it had only been an ordinary mortal disssse——! For
I'm not so afraid of death—though | should like to live as long
as | can.

MRS.ALVING. Yes, yes, Oswald, you must!

OSWALD. But thisisso unutterably loathsome! T o become
a little baby again! To have to be fed! To have to——
Oh, it'snot to be spoken of |

MRS. ALVING. The child has his mother to nurse him.

OSWALD [jumps up]. No, never; that's just what | won't
have. | can't endure to think that perhaps | should lie in that
state for many years—get old and grey. And in the meantime
you might die and leave me. [Stsin MRS. ALVING'S chair.]
For the doctor said it wouldn't necessarily prove fatal at once.
He called it a sort of softening of the brain—or something of
the kind. [Smiles sadly] | think that expression sounds so
nice. It always sets me thinking of cherry-coloured velvet—
something soft and delicate to stroke.

MRS. ALVING [screams]. Oswald !

OSWALD [springs up and paces the room]. And now you
have taken Regina from me. If 1'd only had her!  She would
have come to the rescue, | know.

MRS. ALVING [goes to him]. What do you mean by that,
my darling boy? Isthere any help in the world that | wouldn't
giveyou?

OSWALD. When | got over my attack in Paris, the doctor
told me that when it came again—and it will come again—
there would be no more hope.

MRS. ALVING. He was heartless enough to——

OSWALD. | demanded it of him. | told him | had prepara-
tions to make. [He smiles cunningly] And so | had. [He
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takes a little box from his inner breast pocket and opens it.]
Mother, do you s this?

MRS. ALVING. What is that ?

OSWALD. Morphia.

MRS. ALVING [looks horrified at him]. Oswald—my boy!

OSWALD. I've scraped together twelve pilules——

MRS.ALVING [snatches at it]. Give me the box, Oswald.

OSWALD. Not yet, mother.

[He hides the box again in his pocket.

MRS.ALVING. | shall never survive this!

OSWALD. It must be survived. Now if I'd had Regina
here, | should have told her how things stood with me, and
begged her to come to the rescue at the last.  She would have
doneit. I'mcertain hewould.

MRS. ALVING. Never!

OSWALD. When the horror had come upon me, and she saw
me lying there helpless, like a little new-born baby, impotent,
lost, hopeless, past all saving——

MRS. ALVING. Never in all the world would Regina have
done this.

OSWALD. Regina would have done it. Regina was L
splendidly light-hearted. And she would soon have wearied of
nursing an invalid like me——

MRS. ALVING. Then heaven be praised that Regina is not
here.

OSWALD. Well then, it's you that must come to the rescue,
mother.

MRS.ALVING [screamsaloud]. | !

OSWALD. Whoisnearer to it than you ?

MRS.ALVING. | ! your mother!

OSWALD. For that very reason.

MRS.ALVING. |, who gaveyou life!

OSWALD. | never asked you for life. And what sort of a
life have you given me? | won't have it. You shal take it
back again.

MRS.ALVING. Help! Help! [Sherunsout into the hall.

OSWALD [going after her]. Don't leave me. Where are you
going?
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MRS. ALVING [in the hall]. To fetch the doctor, Oswald.
L et me go.

OSWALD [also outside]. You shall not go. And no one
shall come in. [The locking of a door is heard.
hy\fdl?'s. ALVING [comes in again]. Oswald—Oswald!—my
cnilad

oswALD [follows her]. Have you a mother's heart for me,
and yet can see me suffer from this unutterable dread ?

MRS. ALVING [after a moment's silence, commands herself,
and says;] Here'smy hand upon it.

OSWALD. Will you ?

MRS. ALVING. |f it's ever necessary. But it will never be
necessary. No, no; it'simpossible.

OSWALD. Well, let us hope 0, and let us live together as
long aswecan. Thank you, mother.

[He seats himself in the armchair which MRS. ALVING has
moved to the sofa. Day is breaking. The lamp is still
burning on the table.

MRS. ALVING [drawing near cautiously]. Do you feel calm

now?

OSWALD.  Yes

MRS. ALVING [bending over him]. It has been a dreadful
fancy of yours, Oswald—nothing but a fancy. All this excite-
ment has been too much for you. But now you shall have a long
rest; at home with your mother, my own blessed boy. Every-
thing you point to you shall have, just as when you were a little
child. There now. That crisis is over now. You se how
easly it pased. Oh! | was sure it would And do you
s¢ Oswald, what a lovely day we're going to have? Brilliant
sunshine!  Now you'll be really be able to se your home.

[She goes to the table and puts the lamp out.  Sunrise.  The
glacier and the snow-peaks in the background glow in the
morning light.

OSWALD [gits in the armchair with his back towards the
landscape, without moving.  Suddenly he says:] Mother, give
me the sun.

MRS. ALVING [by the table, starts and looks at him]. What
do you say?

S.F.P.—6*
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OSWALD [repeats, in a dull, toneless voice]* The sun. The
sun.

MRS. ALVING [goes to him], Oswald, what's the matter
with you? [0SWALD seems to shrink together in the chair; all
his muscles relax; his face is expressionless, his eyes have a glassy
stare.  MRS. ALVING is quivering ivith terror]  What is this?
[Srieks] Oswald, what's the matter with you? [Falls on
her knees beside him and shakes him]  Oswald, Oswald ! look
atme! Don't you know me?

OSWALD [tonelessly as before]. The sun. The sun.

MRS. ALVING [springs up in despair, entwines her hands in
her hair and shrieks]. | can't bear it! [Whispers, as though
petrified] 1 can't bear it! Never! [Suddenly] Where
has he got them? [Fumbles hastily in his breast] Here!
[Shrinks back a few steps and screams]  No; no; no!  Yes!
—No; no!

[She stands a few steps from him with her hands twisted in

her hair, and stares at him in speechless terror.

OSWALD [sits motionless as before and says]. The sun.
The sun.

Curtain
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THE WILD DUCK
INTRODUCTION

After Ghosts, Ibsen had written An Enemy of the People.
On June 12 th, 1883, he wrote to Georg Brandes of a new play
in four acts and defined his present attitude in explaining the
standpoint of Stockmann, the hero of An Enemy of the People:
"| maintain that an intellectual fighter in the outposts never
can collect a majority around him. In ten years' time the
majority will perhaps be standing where Dr. Stockmann stood
during the public meeting. But in these ten years the doctor has
not remained at a standstill; he is still at least ten years ahead
of the majority; the majority, the populace, will never catch him
up; he can never get the majority on his side. In my own
personal case | notice a continuous progress of this kind. Quite
a compact crowd now stands where | stood when | wrote my
various books; but I myself am no longer there; | am some-
where else, farther on, as | hope."

(.With The Wild Duck he enters on a new field of thought
and technique altogether j he has exhausted the moral and social
problems of the day and opens the door to/a new world of human
character and poetry. He is now ten years ahead of the crowd,
and of his old self in the person of Gregers Werle suffering
fromacuterecti tudimtis.

The first draft of The Wild Duck was finished in Rome by
the end of June 1884. On June 30th he left Rome for Gossen-
sss, and on September 2nd sent Hegel the finished manuscript.
It was published on November nth, 1884.

Opinion was immediately divided on the question of meaning.
The play aroused discussion in Scandinavia, strong reproaches
from Bogh in Denmark, misunderstanding on the part of
William Archer, puzzled wonderment from Sir Edmund Gosse,
quacks from the Parisian public on its premiere in France, and
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roars of ridicule from its first audience in Rome. Later con-
sidered opinion has placed the play in the first category of
Ibsen's achievements.

(Much confused thinking has been devoted to the significance of
the wild duck itself; it has been looked upon as a mysterious
symbol and has been variously interpreted. In fact Ibsen called
the play The Wild Duck because the wild duck itself is the chief
protagonist of the play, which by its very presence so affects the
emotions of Gregers, Hialmar, and Hedvig by the different con-
notations it suggests to each of them that it bears the sole
responsibility for the final catastrophe”

In the notes and drafts preceding the final version we s how
Ibsen changed the nature of the duck from being a symbolical
commentary on the play to becoming an active participant in the
action. | It becomes charged with affective content for the three
main charactersV For Hialmar it is an obsessing reminder of all
the humilities helias suffered at the hands of Werle, associating
it in turn with Gina, with Hedvig, and himself. Gregers, on
the other hand, trades on its poetic significance and allows it to
fire his idealism and his desire to save Hialmar from drowning
in the swamp of untruth. Hedvig's tragedy lies in being torn
between these realistic and romantic asociations with the bird,
which represents her irreconcilable loyalties to her father and
Gregers. With the realistic perspicacity of the child, she excapes
from this whole world of humbug and hypocrisy by killing
herself.>

(The theme of The Wild Duck is said to be borrowed from a
poem by Welhaven, where awild duck iswounded by a shot and
dives to the bottom of the lake to die, A similar image occurs
in Tegner's Frithiofs Saga. It is also said that although Ibsen
may not have read Darwin's description of the charming eccen-
tricities of ducks and their easy adaptability in captivity in his
work Variation Under Domestication, (Darwinism nevertheless
plays a considerable part in the play, and the duck itself is an
exponent of the factors of environment and heredity in evolution®

The conflict of past and present in the play is accentuated to
an extreme degreeyand here lbsen's retrospective technique is
developed to the uttermost, the beginning of the plot only being
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revealed in the last act. Theconflict ispartly aresult of Ibsen's
own retrospective mood at the time, a few years after his un-
finished attempt to write down recollections of his childhood.
In Hedvig, lbsen gives us a tender portrait of his own sister,
and the garret, with its accumulation of rubbish, its clock that
has stopped, its books, Harrison's History of London, are all
memories of the garret at Vensttfp, the farm-house to which the
Ibsens had to move in 1836 after his father's bankruptcy. It was
in this garret that Ibsen found consolation for his family be-
coming socia outcasts, where he hid from his brothers and
sisters, painted and drew, prepared conjuring tricks, cut card-
board figures for the little stage he had made, and read the old
books |eft behind by the former owner, an old seacaptain remem-
bered by the name of " The Flying Dutchman," and who himself
is recalled in the pages of The Wild Duck.

Ibsen's father survives in the figure of old Ekdal, who had
earlier appeared as Peer Gynt's father and as Daniel Hejre in
the League of Youth. The son, Hialmar Ekdal, is the supreme
example of the failed artist in lbsen's gallery of these figures.
The fact that he is represented as a photographer is of some
significance. In Christiania Ibsen had lived in the same house
as a photographer, and references in his letters recur frequently
to this profession and its difference from the plastic arts. Writ-
ing to Bjrfrnson about Peer Gynt (December 9th, 1867), he
said: " | f | am not a poet | have nothing to lose. | shall try
as a photographer." Hialmar Ekdal is referred to in the first
notes on The Wild Duck as " the photographer, the unsuccess
ful poet E. L.," probably referring to Edvard Larssen, thewriter
and photographer who in 1861 or 1862 took the first known
photograph of Ibsen. He probably aso had in mind his old
painting master, Magnus Bagge, a dilapidated member of the
Diisseldorf school, who raised his self-esteem in Germany by
railing himself " von Bagge." Other characters he had in mind
were Kristoffer Janson and Alexander Kielland. Ibsen had also
just read and thanked Georg Brandes for his book on the
ftomantic School in France, and for Ibsen The Wild Duck was
lisown reckoning with romanticism as had been the case with
Brandes in this series of essys.
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(The setting of the play was worked out in great detail. Ibsen
attached much importance to the dramatic effect of lighting on
the action, He wrote to Schroder (November 14th, 1844):
" The lighting also has its significance; it is different for each
act and is intended to correspond to the atmosphere which gives
a special character to each of the five acts” The whole action
is, in fact, punctuated by lighting effects, the dazzling brightness
of the Werle household, the gloom of the photographer's studio,
the moonlight in the attic, the morning of the next day when
sunshine pours in through the holes in the roof on to the attic
floor, the setting sun and dusk of the fourth act, and the final
grey morning of the tragedy with the faint light percolating
through the wet snow on the window panes of the studio.

Ibsen always set his stage with " left" and " right" as seen
from the audience, and not from the stage. " | arrange every-
thing as | se it before me when writing," he commented in a
letter to August Lindberg (November 22nd, 1844), who was
preparing to produce The Wild Duck. An instance of the
importance of his settings and the dramatic qualities inherent in
doors and windows and unseen rooms is to be found in his
arrangement for the attic. His original drafts made it impos-
sible to s the duck and the rabbits on the attic floor. They
wer e hidden by a system of double doors, which were opened at
the top and kept closed at the bottom. In order to make the
duck visible for a short instant, the double doors when opened
dide completely aside, revealing the curious menagerie. Then
the floor of the attic is hidden from view by a fishing-net, which
is dropped from the ceiling, the bottom half of which, however,
conssts of a wide strip of canvas, which masks old Ekdal's
happy hunting-ground.

Ibsen sent the finished manuscript of The Wild Duck to his
publisher Hegel with the following comments: " This new play
to a certain extent standsin a position of its own in my dramatic
production; the method of composition is in several ways dif-
ferent from my former one. For the present | will say nothing
further on this subject. | hope the critics will succeed in find-
ing the points; anyhow, they will find diverse points to squabble
about, various points to interpret. | likewise believe that The
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Wild Duck can possibly induce some of our younger dramatists
to enter on new paths, and | would consider such as desirable."
Ibsen certainly did fox the critics, who wer e in the habit of look-
ing for a message in his plays. The idea that a wounded duck
should be the central figure in a group off dilapidated human
beings would have seemed preposterous. |bsen showed such
objectivity in the presentation of these down-at-heel characters,
he showed such warm human feeling for all of them, and yet
sded with none, that the play stands out as his most penetrating
study of human psychology and the best statement of his essen-
tially humane philosophy; in thewords of Dr. Relling, the only
commentator of this play: " Rob the average man of his delu-
sons, and you'll rob him of his happiness at the same time.")
p.F.D.T.

THE WILD DUCK

ACT |

At WERLE'S house. A richly and comfortably furnished study;
bookcases and upholstered furniture; a writing-table, with
papers and documents, in the centre of the room; lighted
lamps with green shades casting a dim light. In the back-
ground, open folding doors with curtains drawn back.
Within is seen a large and elegant room brilliantly lighted
with lamps and branching candlesticks. in  front, the
right in the study), a small baize door leads into WERLB'S
office. On the left, in front, a fireplacewith. a glowing coal
fire and farther back a folding doar leading into the dining-
room.

WERLE'S servant, PETTERSEN, in livery, and JENSEN, the hired
waiter, in black, are putting the study in order. In the large
room, two or three other hired waiters are moving about
arranging things and lighting more candles From the
dining-room, the hum of conversation and laughter of many
voices are heard; a glass is tapped with a knife; silence follows,
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and a toast is proposed; shouts of " Bravo" and then again
a buzz of conversation*

PETTERSEN [lights a lamp on the chimney-piece and sets a
shade over it]. Just listen, Jensen; now the old man's on his
legs proposing M rs. Sorby'shealth in a long speech.

JENSEN [pushing forward an armchair]. Is it true, what
people say, that there's something between them ?

PETTERSEN. Lord knows.

JENSEN. I'm told hes been ajively customer in his day.

PETTERSEN.  May be

JENSEN. It'sin honour of his son that hes giving this dinner-
party, they say.

PETTERSEN. Yes. Hisson came home yesterday.

JENSEN. | never knew till now that Mr. Werleh ad a son.

PETTERSEN. Oh yes he has a son. But heés always up at
the Hoidal works. He's never once come to town all the years
I've been in service here.

A WAITER [in the doorway of the other room|].  Pettersen,
heres an old fellow wanting——

PETTERSEN [mutters]. The devil—who's this now?

[OLD EKDAL appears from the right, in the inner room. He
is dressed in a threadbare overcoat with a high collar; he
wears woollen mittens, and carries in his hand a stick and
a fur cap. Under his arm, a brown-paper parcel. Dirty
red-brjown wig and small grey moustache.

PETTERSEN Xities towards him]. Good L ord—what do you

want here?

EKDAL [at the door]. Must get into the office, Pettersen.

PETTERSEN. T he office was closed an hour ago, and——

EKDAL. SO they told me at the door. But Graberg's in
there still. Let me dip in this way, Pettersen; there's a good
fellow. [Points towards the baize door.] |I've been in this
way before.

PETTERSEN. Well, you may pass. [Opens the door.] But
mind you go out again the proper way, for we've got company.

EKDAL. | know—h'm. Thanks, Pettersen, good old
friend! Thanks! [Mutters softly] Ass!
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[He goes into the office; PETTERSEN shuts the door after him*

JENSEN. 1S he one of the office people ?

PETTERSEN. NO, hesonly an outsider that does odd jobs of
copying. But hes been a gentleman in his time, has old
Ekdal.

JENSEN. You can s h€'s been through a lot.

PETTERSEN. Yes; hewas a lieutenant, you know.

JENSEN. The devil he was!

PETTERSEN. N O mistakeabout it. But afterwards hewent
into the timber trade or something of that sort. They say he
onceplayed Mr . Werleavery nasty trick. They werein part-
nership at the Hoidal works at thetime. Oh, | know old Ekdal
well, | do. Many'sthe glass of bitters and bottle of ale we two
havedrunk at Madam Eriksen's.

JENSEN. Hecan't have much to stand treat with.

PETTERSEN. Why, bless you, Jensen, it's me that stands
treat. You se | alwaysthink one must be a bit civil to folks that
have ssen better, days.

JENSENTrDid he go bankrupt, then ?

PETTERSEN. NO, worse than that. H e went to prison.

JENSEN. T o prison!

PETTERSEN. Or perhaps it was the Penitentiary—[listens].
Hush, they'releaving thetable.

[The dining-room door is thrown open from inside, by a
couple of waiters, M RS. SORBY comes out conversing with
two gentlemen. Gradually the whole company follows,
amongst them WERLE. Last come HIALMAR EKDAL and
GREGERS WERLE.

M RS. SORBY [in passing, to the servant], Pettersen, we'll

have the coffee in the music-room.

PETTERSEN. Verywell, Mrs. Sorby.

[She goes with the two gentlemen into the inner room, and
then out to theright, PETTERSEN and JENSEN go out the
same way,

A FLABBY GENTLEMAN [to a THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN].

Whew! What adinner!—It was a giff bit of work!

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN. Oh, with a little goodwill

one can get through an astonishing lot in three hours.
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THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. Yes, but afterwards, afterwards,
my dear Chamberlain!

A THIRD GENTLEMAN. | hear the coffee and maraschino are
to be served in the music-room.

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. Bravo! Perhaps Mrs. Sorby
will play us something.

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN [in a low voice]. |f only
Mrs. Sorby doesn't play us atune we don't like!

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. Oh no, not she! Bertha will
never turn againg her old friends.

[They laugh and pass into the inner room.

WERLE [in a low voice, dejectedly]. | don't think anybody
noticed it, Gregers.

GREGERS [looks at him]. Noticed what?

WERLE. Didn't you notice it either ?

GREGERS. Why, what do you mean ?

WERLE. We were thirteen &t table.

GREGERS. Indeed ? Were there thirteen of us?

WERLE [glances towards HIALMAR EKDAL]. Twelveis our
ordinary party. [To the others] This way, gentlemen!

[WERLE and the others, all except HIALMAR and GREGERS,

go out by the back, to the right.

HIALMAR [who has overheard the conversation]. You
oughtn't to have invited me, Gregers.

GREGERS. What1l Not ak my best and only friend to a
party supposed to be in my honour——!

HIALMAR. But | don't think your father likes it. You se
['m quite outside his st.

GREGERS. SO | hear. But | wanted to se you and talk
with you, for | certainly shan't be staying long. Ah, we two
old schoolfdlow's have drifted far apart from esch other. It
must be sixteen or seventeen years sSince we met.

HIALMAR. IS it 90 long ?

GREGERS. It is indeed. Well, how goes it with you ? You
look well. Y ou' Vegrown stout and almost portly.

HIALMAR. H'm, "portly" you can scarcely call it; but |
daresay | look alittle more of aman than | did.
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GREGERS. Yes, you do; your outer man's in first-rate con-
dition.

HIALMAR. Ah but theinner man! That's another matter,
I can tell you! Of course you know of the terrible catastrophe
that has befallen me and mine snce we last met.

GREGERS {more softly]. How is your father getting on
now?

HIALMAR. Don't let's talk of it, old fellow. Of course my
poor unhappy father lives with me. Y ou see he hasn't another
soul in the world to care for him. But you can understand that
this is a miserable subject for me. Tell me how you've been
getting on up at the works.

GREGERS. I've had a delightfully lonely time of it; plenty
of leisure to reflect on things in general. Come over here; let's
make ourselves comfortable.

[He seats himself in an armchair by the fire and pulls HIAL-

M A R down into another alongside of it.

HIALMAR [sentimentally]. After all, Gregers, | thank you
for inviting me to your father'stable; for | take it as a sign that
you've got over your feeling against me.

GREGERS [surprised]. How could you imagine | had any
feeling against you ?

HIALMAR. You had at first, you know.

GREGERS. HOW at first?

HIALMAR. After the great misfortune. |t was natural
enough that you should. Your father was within an ace of
being drawn into that—well, that terrible busness.

GREGERS. W hy should that give me any feeling against you ?
W ho put that into your head ?

HIALMAR. | know it did, Gregers; your father told me
himself.

GREGERS [starts]. My father! Oh indeed. H'm—was
that why you never let me hear from you—not a single word.

HIALMAR. Yes.

GREGERS. Not even when you took to photography?

HIALMAR. Your father said I'd better not write you about
anything.

GREGERS [looking straight before him].  Well, well, perhaps
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he was right.  But tell me now, Hialmar: are you pretty well
satisfied with your present position?

HIALMAR [with a litle sigh]. Oh yes, | am; I've really no
cause to complain. At first, you know, | felt it alittle strange.
It was such a totally new state of things for me. But of course
my whole circumstances were totally changed. Father's utter,
irretrievable ruin—the shame and disgrace of it, Gregers——

GREGERS [affected]. Yes, yes; | understand.

HIALMAR. | couldn't think of remaining at college; there
wasn't a shilling to spare; on the contrary, there were debts;
principally toyour father, | believe——

GREGERS. H'm——

HIALMAR. Well, you see, | thought it best to break once for
all with my old surroundings and associations. It was your
father that specially urged me to it; and since he interested him-
self so much in me——

GREGERS. Father did ?

HIALMAR. Yes, you knew that, didn't you? Where do you
suppose | got the money to learn photography, and to furnish a
studio, and make a start? Al that costs a pretty penny, | can
tell you.

GREGERS. And my father provided the money ?

HIALMAR. Yes, my dear fellow, didn't you know? | under-
stood him to say he had written to you about it.

GREGERS. Not aword about his part in the business. He
must have forgotten it. Our correspondence has always been
purely abusinessone. So it was my father that !

HIALMAR. Yes, certainly. Hedidn't wish it to be generally
known; but he it was. And of course it was he too that put me
in aposition to marry. Don't you—don't you know about that
either ?

GREGERS. No, | haven't heard aword of it. [Shakes him
by the arm] But, my dear Hialmar, | can't tell you what
pleasure all this gives me—and regret too. |'ve perhaps done
my father injustice after all—in some things. This proves that
there's some good in his nature. It shows a sort of com-
punction——

HIALMAR. Compunction——?
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GREGERS. Yes, or whatever you like to call it. Oh, | can't
tell you how glad | am to hear this of father.—And so you're
married, Hialmar! That's farther than | shall ever get.
Well, | hopeyou're happy in your married life?

HIALMAR. Yes, thoroughly happy. Sh€'s as good a wife
as ajnan could wish for. And shéds by no means without
education.

GREGERS [rather surprised]. No, surely not.

HIALMAR. You see life is itself an education. Her daily
intercourse with me———And then we know one or two rather
remarkable men, who come a good deal about us. 1 assure you
you'd hardly know Gina again.

GREGERS. Gina?

HIALMAR. Yes; have you forgotten that her name's Gina?

GREGERS. Whose name? | really don't know——

HIALMAR. Don't you remember that she used to be in ser-
vice here?

GREGERS [looks at him]. Isit Gina Hansen ?

HIALMAR. Yes, of course it's Gina Hansen.

GREGERS. who kept house for us during the last year
of my mother'sillness?

HIAITMAR. Yes, exactly. But, my dear friend, I'm quite
sure your father wroteyou that | wasmarried.

GREGERS [who has risen]. Oh yes he mentioned it; but not
that—[walking about the room]. Stay—perhaps after all—
now that | think of it. My father always writes such short
letters. [Half seats himself on the arm of the chair] Now,
tell me, Hialmar—this interests me—how did you come to know
Gina—your wife?

HIALMAR. The smplest thing in the world. Gina didn't
stay here long; everything was so much upsat at that time, with
your mother's illness and so forth, that Gina wasn't equal to it
all, and so she gave notice and left. That was the year before
your mother died—or perhaps it was the same year.

GREGERS. It was the same year. | was up at the works
then. But afterwards?

HIALMAR. Then Gina lived for a year at home with her
mother, a Madam Hansen, an excellent hardworking woman,
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who kept a little eating-house. She had a room to let too; a
very pretty, comfortable room.

GREGERS. And | suppose you were lucky enough to secure
it?

HIALMAR. Yes; it was your father that recommended it to
me. So you s it was there | really came to know Gina.

GREGERS. And then you got engaged ?

HIALMAR. Yes. |t doesn't take young people long to fall in
love——; h'm

GREGERS [gets up and walks about a little"]. Tell me, was it
after your engagement—was it then that my father—1 mean was
it then that you began to take up photography ?

HIALMAR. Yes, precisely. | wanted to get on and be able to
st up house as soon as possible; and your father and | agreed
that this photography busnes was the readiest way. Gina
thought so too. Oh, and there was ancther thing in its favour,
you know : it happened, luckily, that Gina had learnt to retouch.

GREGERS. That chimed in marvellously.

HIALMAR [pleased, rises]. Yes, didn't it?. Quite mar-
vellously, you know!

GREGERS. Yes, no doubt. My father seems to have been
almost a kind of providence for you.

HIALMAR [with emotion]. He didn't forsake his old friend's
son in the hour of hisneed. He has a good heart, you se

M RS. SORBY [enters, arm-in-arm with WERLE]. Nonsense,
my dear M r. Werle; you mustn't sop there any,longe staring
at the lights. It's not good for you.

WERLE Lets go her arm ana passes his hand over his eyes],
| believe you're right.

[PETTERSEN and JENSEN come round with refreshment trays,

M RS. SORBY [to the GUESTS in the other room]. Thisway,
gentlemen; if any one wants a glass of punch, he must be so
good as to come in here.

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN [comes up to MRS. SORBY].
Surely it isn't possble that you've suspended our cherished
tobacco-privileges?

MRS. SORBY. Yes. No smoking in Mr. Werle's quarters,
Chamberlain.
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THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN. When did you enadt thee
stringent amendments on the cigar law, Mrs. Sorby?

MRS. S6RBY. After the last dinner, Chamberlain, when cer-
tain persons permitted themsdves to overstep the mark.

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN. And may one never over-
dep the mark alittle bit, Madam Bertha? Not the leagt little
bit?

MRS. SORBY. Notinanyway, Mr. Balle.

[Most of the GUESTS have assembled in the study; SERVANTS

hand round glasses of punch,

WERLE [to HIALMAR, who isstanding beside atable]. What
areyou studying there, Ekdal ?

HIALMAR. Only an album, Mr. Werle.

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN [who is wandering about].
Ah, photographs!  They're quite in your line of course.

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN [in an armchair]. Haven't you
brought any of your own with you ?

HIALMAR. NO, | haven'.

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. YOU ought to have; looking at
pictures is good for the digestion.

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN. And it contributes to the
entertainment, you know.

A SHORT-SIGHTED GENTLEMAN. And all contributions are
thankfully received.

MRS. SORBY. The Chamberlains mean that when one is in-
vited out one should do something to earn ones dinner, Mr.
Ekdal.

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. Where one dines 0 well, that
duty should be a pleasure.

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN. And of course when it's a
question of the struggle for life——

MRS. SORBY. | quite agree withyou!

[They continue the conversation, with laughter and joking.

GREGERS [softly]. You must join in, Hialmar.

HIALMAR [writhing]. What am | to talk about?

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. Don't you think, Mr. Werle,
that Tokay may be conddered a tolerably s&fe wine—from the
medical point of view, | mean?
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WERLB [by the fire]* | can answer for the Tokay you had
to-day, at any rate; it's of one of the very finest ssasons.  Of
course you would notice that.

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. Yes, it had a remarkably delicate
flavour.

(HIALMAR [shyly]. Is there any difference in the seasons?

THEFLABBY GENTLEMAN [laughs]. Come! That's good!

WERLE [smiles]. It really doesn't pay to set fine wine before
you.
THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN. Tokay is like photographs,
M r . Ekdal; it must have sunshine. Isn't that so ?

MRS. SORBY. And it's exactly the same with Chamberlains
—they, too, need sunshine! as the saying is.

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN. Oh fied That's a very
stale sarcasm!

THE SHORT-SIGHTED GENTLEMAN. Mrs. Sorby is coming
out.

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. and at our expense.
[Threatening her,] Oh, Madam Bertha, Madam Bertha!

MRS. SORBY. Yes, and there's not the least doubt that the
seans differ greatly. The old vintages are the finest.

THE SHORT-SIGHTED GENTLEMAN. Do you reckon me
amongst theold ?

MRS. SORBY. Oh, far from it.

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN. There now! But me,
dear Mrs. Sorby——?

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. Yes, and me? What vintage
do you think we belongto?

MRS. SORBY. | think you belong to the sweet vintages,
gentlemen.

[She sips a glass of punch. The gentlemen laugh and flirt

with her,

WERLE. Mrs. Sorby can always find a loop-hole—when she
wants to. Fill your glasses gentlemen! Pettersen, will you
attend to——! Gregers, uppose we have a glass together.
[GREGERS does not move] Won't you join us Ekdal? |
couldn't find a chance of drinkingwith you at table.

' The " sunshine" of Court favour.
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[ GRABBRG, the Bookkeeper, looks in through the baize door,

GRABERG. Excuse me, sir, but | can't get out.

WERLE. Haveyou beenlocked in again?

GRABERG. Yes, and Flakstad has gone away with the keys.

WERLE. Well, you can pass out this way.

GRABERG. But there's some one else——

WERLE. Al right; come through, both of you. Don't be
afraid. [GRABERG and OLD EKDAL come out of the office,

WEKLE [involuntarily]. Ugh! Pah!

[The laughter and talk among the GUESTS cease, HIALMAR
shrinks back at the sight of his father, puts doivn his glass,
and turns towards the fireplace,

EKDAL [does not look up, but makes little bows to both sides
as he passes, murmuring]. Beg pardon, come the wrong way.
Door locked—door locked. Beg pardon.

[He and GRABERG go out by the back, to the right.

WERLE [between his teeth]. Confound that Graberg!

GREGERS [open-mouthed and staring, to HIALMAR]. Why
surely that wasn't—!

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. What's that? Who was it?

GREGERS. Oh, nobody; only the bookkeeper and some one
with him.

THE SHORT-SIGHTED GENTLEMAN [to HIALMAR].  Did you
know that man ?

HIALMAR. | don't know—I didn't notice——

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. What the deuce is the matter?

[He goes over to some others who are talking softly.

MRS. SORBY [whispers to the SERVANT]. Give him some-
thing outside;—something good, mind.

PETTERSEN [nods], [|'ll se toit. [Goes out,

GREGERS [softly and with emotion, to HIALMAR]. So that
was really he!

HIALMAR.  Yes

GREGERS. And yet you could stand there and deny that you
knew him!

HIALMAR [whispers vehemently]. But how could ——

GREGERS.——acknowledge your own father?

HIALMAR [with pain]. Oh, if you were in my place——
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[ The conversation amongst the GUESTS, which has been car-
ried on in a low tone, now swellsinto constrained boister-
OUSNESS.

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN [approaching HIALMAR and
GREGERS in a friendly manner]. Aha! Reviving old college
memories, eh? Don't you smoke, Mr. Ekdal? Have alight?
Oh, by-the-by, we mustn't——

HIALMAR. No, thank you, | won't——

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. Haven't you a nice little poem
you could recite for us, Mr. Ekdal? You used to recite so
charmingly.

HIALMAR. |'msorry | can't remember anything.

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. Oh, that's a pity. Well, what
shall wedo, Balle?

[Both Gentlemen move away and pass into the other room.

HIALMAR [gloomily], 1'm going, Gregers! When one hes
felt the crushing hand of Fate on ones head, you know——
Say good-bye to your father for me,

GREGERS. Yes, yes Are you going straight home ?

HIALMAR. Yes. Why?

GREGERS. Oh, because | may perhaps look in on you later.

HIALMAR. NO, you mustn't do that. Y ou mustn't come to
my home. Mine is amelancholy dwelling, Gregers; epecidly-
after a splendid banquet like this. "'We can dways meet some
wherein thetown.

MRS. SORBY [who has approached softly]. Are you going,
Ekdd?

HIALMAR.  Yes

MRS. SORBY. Remember me to Gina.

HIALMAR. Thanks.

MRS. SORBY. And say |'m coming up to s her one of these
days.

HIALMAR. Yes, thank you. [To GREGERS] Stay here,
I'11slip out unobserved.

[He saunters away, then into the other room, and so out to

the right,

MRS. SORBY [softly to the SERVANT, who has come back].
Well, did the old man get something to takewith him?
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PETTERSEN. Yes; | gave him abottle of cognac.

MRS. SORBY. Oh, you might have thought of something
better than that.

PETTERSEN. Oh no, Mrs. Sorby; cognac is what he likes
begt in theworld.

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN [in the doorway, with a sheet of
music in his hand]. Shall we have alittle music, Mrs. Sorby?

MRS. SORBY. Yes, by all means, let us.

THE GUESTS. Bravo, bravo!

[She goes with all the GUESTS through the back room, out to
the right. GREGERS remains standing by the fire. WERLE
is looking for something on the writing-table, and appears
to wish that GREGERS would go; as GREGERS does not
move, WERL E goes towards the door.

GREGERS. Father, won't you stop a moment ?

WERLE [stops]. Whatisit?

GREGERS. | must have aword with you.

WERLE. Can'titwait till we're done?

GREGERS. NO, it can't; for perhaps we'll never be aone

together.

WERLE [comes nearer]. What do you mean ?

[During the following, pianoforte music is heard from the
distant music-room.

GREGERS. How hes that family been allowed to go S miser-

ably to thewall ?

WERLE. | suppose you mean the Ekdals.

GREGERS. Yes, | mean the Ekdals. Lieutenant Ekdal and
you once stood in such dose relations.

WERLE. Unfortunately our relations were too close; that |
have felt to my cos for many ayear. It's thanks to him that I,
yes/, have had akind of slur cast upon my reputation.

GREGERS [softly]. Areyou sure that he done was to blame?

WERLE. Who ése do you suppose——?

GREGERS. You and he acted together in that affair of the
forests——

WERLE. But wasn't it Ekdal that drew up the map of the
forest tracts—that fraudulent map? It was he who cut down
timber illegally on Government ground. In fact, the whole
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management was in his hands. | was quite jn the dark as to
what Lieutenant Ekdal was doing.

GREGERS. Lieutenant Ekdal ssams to have been in the dark
himself, asto what hewas doing..

WERLE. That may be But the fact remains that he was
found guilty and | acquitted.

GREGERS. Yes, of course | know that nothing was proved
againg you.

WERLE. Acquittal is acquittal. Why do you rake up these
old troubles that turned my hair grey before itstime? |s that
the sort of thing you've been going and brooding over all these
years? | can asure you, Gregers, here in the town the story's
been forgotten long ago—so far as | am concerned.

GREGERS. But that unhappy Ekdal family!

WERLE. What would you have had me do for the people?
When Ekdal carne out of prison he was a broken-down man, fit
for nothing. There arepeople, in the world who sink to the
boXtam the moment they get a couple of shot in their body and-
never come to the surface again, i ou may take my word for it,
Gregers, I've done all | could without positively exposing my-
sdf, and giving rise to all sorts of suspicion and gossp——

GREGERS. Suspicion——? Oh, yes | =

WERLE. I'vegiven Ekdal copying to do from the office, and
| pay him far, far more for it than hiswork isworth——

GREGERS [without looking at him], H'm, | don't doubt
that.

WERLE. You laugh? Perhaps you doubt me? Well, I
certainly can't refer you to my books, for | never enter payments
of that sort.

GREGERS [smiles coldly]. No, there are certain paymentsit's
best not to keep any account of .

WERLE [starts]. What do you mean by that?

GREGERS [mustering up courage]. Have you entered what
it cost you to have Hialmar Ekdal taught photography?

WERLE. 1? How entered it?

GREGERS. I'velearnt that it wasyou who paid for it. And
I've learnt, too, that it was you who generoudy enabled him to
make astartinlife.
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WERLE. Well, and yet you say I've done nothing for the
Ekdals! | can assure you these people have cost me enough in
all conscience.

GREGERS. Have you entered any of these expensss in your
books?

WERLE. Why do you ak ?

GREGERS. Oh, | have my reasons. Now tell me: when
you interested yourself so warmly in your old friend's son—
wasn't that just when he was going to get married ?

WERLE. Why, how the deuce—after all these years, how
can | ?

GREGERS. You wrote me a letter about that time—a busi-
ness letter, of course; and in a postscript you mentioned—quite
briefly—that Hialmar Ekdal had married a Miss Hansen.

WERLE. Yes, that was quite right. That was her name.

GREGERS. But you didn't tell me that this Miss Hansen was
Gina Hansen, our former housekeeper.

WERLE [with a forced laugh of derision]. Well, upon my
word, it didn't occur to me that you were so particularly in-
terested in our former housekeeper.

GREGERS. NO more | was. But [lowers his voice] there
were others in this house who were particularly interested in
her.

WERLE. What do you mean by that? [Flaringup.] You
can't be alluding to me?

GREGERS [softly but firmly]. Yes, | am alluding to you.

WERLE. And you dare— you presume to——! How can
he—that thankless hound—that photographer fellow—how dare
he go making such insinuations ?

GREGERS. Hialmar has never hinted a word of it. | don't
believe he has the faintest suspicion of such a thing.

WERLE. Then where have you got it from? Who can
have told you anything of thekind ?

GREGERS. My poor unfortunate mother told me, and that
the very last time | saw her.

WERLE. Your mother! | might have known as much!
You and she—you always held together. It was she who first
turned you against me.
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GREGERS. No, it wasall the suffering she had to go through,
until she broke down and came to such a pitiful end.

WERLE. Oh, she had no suffering to go through; not more
than mogt people at all events. But therés no getting on with
morbid, overdrained creatures. Ve found that often enough.
And s0 you could go and nurse such a suspidon—go and burrow
into all sorts of old rumours and danders againg your own
father! | mug sy, Gregers, | really think that at your age
you might be doing something more useful.

GREGERS. Yes, it'shigh time.

WERLE. Then perhaps your mind would be eede than it
sEmsto be now. What can be your object in remaining up at
the works, year out and year in, drudging away like a common
clerk, and not receving a farthing more than the ordinary
monthly wage? It's absolute folly.

GREGERS. Ah, if | wereonly sure of that.

WERLE. | undergand you well enough. You want to be
independent, and not beholden to me for anything. Now there
just happens to be an opportunity for you to become independent,
your own mager in everything.

GREGERS. Indeed? |n what way?

WERLE. When | wrote you inssting on your coming to
town at once—h'm——

GREGERS. Yes, what do you really want me for? |'ve bem
waiting all day to know.

WERLE. | propose to offer you a partnership in the firm.

GREGERS. | ! In your firm ? As partner ?

WERLE. Yes It wouldn't involve our being congantly to-
gether.  You could look after the budnes here, and | should
move up to the works.

GREGERS.  You would?

WERLE. Yes. You = I'm not @ fit for work as | once
was. |'m obliged to gpare my eyes gregers; they'Ve begun to
be rather weak

GREGERS. They've aways bemn 0.

WERLE. Not asthey are now. And besdes—drcumgances
might possbly make it desrable for me to live up there—for a
time, at any rate.
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GREGERS. | could never have imagined such a thing.

WERLE. Listen, Gregers: there are many things that form
a barrier between us; but we're father and son after all. It ssems
to me we might manage to come to some sort of understanding
with each other.

GREGERS. Outwardly, you mean, of course?

WERLE. Well, even that would be something. Think it
over, Gregers. Don't you think we might, eh ?

GREGERS [looking at him coldly]. There's something be-
hind all this.

WERLE. HOW so?

GREGERS. You want to make use of me in some way.

WERLE. |n such aclose relationship as ours, each can always
be useful to the other.

GREGERS. Yes, people say so.

WERLE. | want to have you at home with mc for a time
now. |'m a lonely man, Gregers; |'ve always felt lonely, all
my life through; but most of ail now that 1'm getting up in
years. | need to have somebody besde me——

GREGERS. YOU have Mrs. Sorby.

WERLE. Yes, | have her; and she has become, 0 to speak,
almost indispensable to me. She is bright and even-tempered;
she enlivens the house; and that's such a great thing for me.

GRECERS. Well then, you have everything just as you wish.

WERLE. Yes, but I'm afraid it can't last. A woman
placed may easily find hersaf in a false position, in the eyes of
the world. For that matter, it does a man no good either.

GREGERS. Oh, when a man gives such dinners as you give,
he can risk a great deal.

WERLE. Yes, but she Gregers? |'m afraid she won't
accept the situation much longer; and even if she did—even if,
out of attachment to me, she were to disregard gossp and scandal
and all that ? Do you think, Gregers—you with your
highly developed snse of justice——

GREGERS [interrupts him]. Tell me in one word : are you
thinkingof marryingher.

WERLE. Suppose | wasthinking of it? What then?

GREGERS. That'swhat | say: what then ?

S.F.P.—7
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WERLE. Would you be inflexibly opposed to it ?

GREGERS. Not at all. Not by any means.

WERLE. | didn't know whether your devotion to your
mothers memory:.

GREGERS. | am not overstrained.

WERLE. Well, whatever you may or may not be at all
events you've lifted a great weight from my mind. 1'm ex-
tremely pleased that | can reckon on your concurrence in this
matter.

GREGERS [looking intently at him]. Now | s® what you
want to dowith me.

WERLE. TOdowithyou? What an expression!

GREGERS. Oh, don't let us be nice in our choice of words—
not when we're alone together, at any rate. [With a short
laugh."] Well well! Thisisthe reason why | had to come to
town in person. For the sake of Mrs. Sorby, we're to get up a
pretence at family life in the house—a tableau of filial affection.
That'll be something new indeed.

WERLE. HOW dare you speak in that tone!

GREGERS. Was there ever any family life here? Never
snce | can remember. But now | suppose you require some
thing of the sort. No doubt it'll have an excellent effect when
it's reported that the son has hastened home, on the wings of
filial piety, to the grey-haired father's wedding-feast. What'lI|
remain of all the rumours asto thewrongs the poor dead mother
had to put up with? Not a vestige. Her son annihilates them
at one stroke.

WERLE. Gregers—I| believe there's no one in the world you
didike as much asme.

GREGERS [oftly], I'veseen you

WERLE. You've seen me with your mother's eyes.  [Lowers
his voice a little'] But you should remember- -that her vision
was cloded now aod then.

GREGERS [trembling]. | s what you're hinting at. But
who was to blame for mother's unfortunate weakness? Why,
you, and all theee——! The last of them was that woman you
paimed off upon Hialmar Ekdal, when you no longer——

Ugh!




THE WILD DUCK 1%

WERLE [shrugs his shoulders]. Word for word as if it were
your mother speaking!

GREGERS [without heeding]. And tjhere he sits now, with
his great confiding, childlike mind, in the midst of the deception
—Ilives under the same roof with such a creature, and does not
knew that what he calls his home is built upon a lie! [Comes
a step nearer.] When | look back upon your past, | seem to
se abattle-field with shattered liveson every hand.

WERLE. | almost think the chasm that divides us is too wide.

GREGERS [bowing, with self-command]. So | have ob-
served ; and therefore | take my hat and go.

WERLE. You'regoing! out of the house?

GREGERS. Yes, for at last | sse my mission in lifel

WERLE. What misson ?

GREGERS. You would only laugh ii | told you.

WERLE. A lonely man doesn't laugh so easily, Gregers.

GREGERS [pointing towards the background]. Look, father,
—the Charaberlains, are playing. blind-man's buff with Mrs.
Sorby. Good-night and good-bye.

[He goes out by the back to the right. Sounds of laughter
and merriment from the COMPANY, who appear in the outer
room.

WERLE [muttering contemptuously after GREGERS]. Ha——

Poor wretch—and he saysheésnot overstrained !

ACTII I

HIALMAR EKDAL'S studio, a good-sized room at the top of the
house. On the right, a soping roof of large panes of glass,
half covered by a blue curtain. In the right-hand corner, at
the back, the entrance door; further forward, on the same
side, a door leading to the sitting-room.  Two corresponding
doors on the opposite side, and between them an iron stove.
At the back a wide double diding-door.  The studio is plainly
but comfortably fitted up and furnished. Between the doors
on the right, standing out a little from the wall, a sofa with a
table and some chairs; on the*J"le a lighted lamp with a
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shade; beside the stove an old armchair. Photographic in-
struments and apparatus of different kinds lying about We
room. Against the back wall, to the left of the double door,
stands a bookcase containing a few books, boxes, and bottles
of chemicals, instruments, tools, and other objects. Photo-
graphs and small articles, such as camel's-hair pencils, paper,
and so forth, lie on the table.

GINA EKDAL sits on a chair by the table, sewing. HEDVIG is
sitting on the sofa with her hands shading her eyes and her
thumbsin her ears, reading a Book.

GiNA [glances once or twice at HEDVIG, as if with secret
anxiety; then says:] Hedvig! [HEDVIG does not hear.
GINA repeats more loudly] Hedvig!

HEDVIG [takes away her hands and looks up]. Yes, mother?

GINA. Hedvig dear, you mustn't sit reading any longer
now.

HEDVIG. Oh, mother, mayn't | read a little more? Just a
little bit?

GINA. No, no, you must put away your book now. Your
father doesn't like it; he never reads himself in the evening.

HEDVIG [shuts the book]. No, father doesn't care much
about reading.

GINA [puts aside her sewing and takes up a lead pencil and
a little account-book from the table]. Can you remember how
much wepaid for thebutter to-day ?

HEDVIG. |twasonecrown sixty-five.

GINA. That's right. [Puts it down.] It's terrible what
a lot of butter we get through in thishouse. Then there was
the smoked sausage, and the cheese—let me see—[writes]|—and
the ham—h'm. [Adds up.] Yes, that makes just

HEDVIG. And then the beer.

GINA. Yes, of course. [Writes] How it mounts up!
But wecan't dowith less

HEDVIG. But then you and | didn't need anything hot for
dinner, as father was out.

GINA. NO, that was a good thing. And then | took eight
crownsfifty for photographs.
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HEDVIG. Really! Somuch asthat?

GINA. Exactly eight crowns fifty.

[Silence. GINA takes up her sewing again. HEDVIG takes
paper and pencil and begins to draw, shading her eyes with
her left hand.

HEDVIG. Isn'tit jolly tothink that father'sat M r. Werle's

bigdinner party ?

GINA. You can't say that heés exactly Mr. Werle's guest.
It was the son that invited him. [After a pause] We've
nothingtodowiththat M r . Werle.

HEDVIG. I'm longing for father to come home. He
promised to ak Mrs. Sorby for something nice for me.

GINA. Yes, there are plenty of good things going in that
house, | can tell you.

HEDVIG [continues drawing]. | believe 1'm rather hungry
too.

[OLD EKDAL, with the paper parcel under his arm and
another parcel in his coat pocket, comes in through the
entrance door.

GINA. How lateyou are to-day, grandfather !

EKDAL. They'd closed the office. Had to wait in Graberg's

room. And then they let me through—h'm.

HEDVIG. Did you get some fresh copying, grandfather ?

EKDAL. Thiswhole packet. Just look.

GINA. That's capital.

HEDVIG. And you've got another parcel in your pocket.

EKDAL. Eh? Oh, nonsnsg that'snothing. [Puts hisstick
away in a corner] This work'll keep me a long time, Gina.
[Opens one of the diding-doors in the back wall a little]
Hush! [Peeps into the room for a moment, then pushes the
door carefully to again] Hee-hee! They're fast adeep, all
the lot of them. And shés gone into the basket herself. Hee-
*heel

HEDVIG. Are you sure shés not cold in that basket, grand-
father?

EKDAL. Not a bit of it! Cold? With all that straw?
[Goes towards the farther door on the left] There are
matches in here, | suppose
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GINA. The matches are on the drawers.

[EKDAL goesinto his room.

HEDVIG. It's nice that grandfather's got all that copying.

GINA. Yes, poor old father ¥ it means a hit of pocket-money
for him.

HEDVIG. And he won't be able to st the whole forenoon
down at that horrid Madam Eriksen's.

GINA. NO more he will. [Short silence,

HEDVIG. D O you suppose they're still at the dinner-table?

GINA. Goodness knows; very likely.

HEDVIG. Think of all the délicious things father's having to
eat! [|'m~certain he'll be in Splendid spirits when he comes.
Don't you think so mother ?

GINA. Yes; and if only we could tell him that we'd got the
room let

HEDVIG. Butwe don't need that this evening.

GINA. Oh, we'd be none the worse of it, | can tell you. It's
no use tousasit is.

HEDVIG. | mean that we don't need it this evening, for
father'll be in a good humour anyhow. We'd better save up
the room for another time.

GINA [tools across at her]. Are you glad when you've some
good news to tell father when he comes home in the evening?

HEDVIG. Yes; for then we have a pleasanter time.

GINA [thinking to herself]. Yes, ther€s something in
that.

[OLD EKDAL comes in again and is going out by the foremost

door to the left.

GINA [half turning in her chair]. Do you want something
out of the kitchen, grandfather ?

EKDAL. Yes, | do, yes Don't you trouble. [Goes out.]

GINA. He's not raking away at the fire, is he? [Waits a
moment.] Hedvig, go and s what he's about.

[EKDAL comes in again with a small jug of steaming hot

water.

HEDVIG. Are you getting some hot water, grandfather?

EKDAL. Yes, | am. Want it for something. Want to
write, and theink hasgot asthick asporridge,—h'm.
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GINA. But you ought to have supper first, grandfather. It's
laid in there.

EKDAL. Can't be bothered with supper, Gina. Very busy,
| tell you. No on€sto come to my room. No one—h'm.

[He goes into his room; GINA and HEDVIG look at each

other.

GINA [softly]. Can you imagine where he€s got money
from?

HEDVIG. From Graberg, | daresay.

GINA. Not a bit of it. Graberg always sends the money to
me.

HEDVIG. Then he must have got a bottle on credit some-
where.

GINA. Poor grandfather, who'd give him credit ?

[HIALMAR EKDAL, in an overcoat and grey felt hat, comes in

from the right.

GINA [throws down her sewing and rises|]. Why, Ekdal, are
you herealready ?

HEDVIG [at the same time, jumping up]. Fancy your com-
ing so soon, father!

HIALMAR [taking off his hat]. Yes, most of the people were
coming away.

HEDVIG. So early?

HIALMAR. Yes, it was a dinner-party, you know.

[Is taking off his overcoat.

GINA. Let me help you.

HEDVIG. Me too.

[They draw off his coat; GINA hangs it up on the back wall.

HEDVIG. Werethere many there, father?

HIALMAR. Oh no, not many. We were about twelve or
faurteen.at table.

GINA. And you had some talk with them all ?

HIALMAR. Oh yes a little; but Gregers took me up most
of the time.

GINA. Is Gregersasugly asever ?

HIALMAR. Well, hé'snot very much to look at. Hasn't the
old man come home?

HEDVIG. Yes, grandfather'sin hisroom, writing.
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HIALMAR. Did he sy anything ?

GINA. No, what should he sy ?

HIALMAR. Didn't he say anything about——? | fancy |
heard that he'd been with Graberg. 1'll go in to him for a
moment.

GINA. No, no, better not.

HIALMAR. Why not? Did he sy he didn't want me to
goin?

GINA. He doesnt want to s anybody this evening——

HEDVIG [making signs], H'm—h'm!

GINA [not noticing], hes been in to fetch hot
water——

HIALMAR. Aha! Then hes—?

GINA. Yes, | suppose 0.

HIALMAR. O God! my poor old white-haired father!—
Well, well; there let him sit and get all the enjoyment he can.

[OLD EKDAL, in an indoor coat and with a lighted pipe, comes

from his room,

EKDAL. Got home? Thought it was you | heard talking.

HIALMAR. Yes, I'vejust come.

EKDAL. You didn't s me, did you ?

HIALMAR. NO; but they said you'd passd through—so |
thought I'dfollow you.

EKDAL. H'm, kind of you, Hialmar. Who were they, all
those fellows?

HIALMAR. Oh, all sorts of people. There was Chamber-
lain Flor, and Chamberlain Balle, and Chamberlain Kaspersen,
and Chamberlain—this, that, and the other—I don't know who
all—

EKDAL [nodding]. Hear that, Gina! He's been with
nothing but Chamberlains.

GINA. Yes, | hear they're terribly gented in that house
nowadays.

HEDVIG. Did the Chamberlains sing, father? Or did they
read aloud?

HIALMAR. NO, they only chattered. They wanted me to
recite something for them; but | knew better than that.

EKDAL. Didn't you do it ?
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GINA. Oh, youmight have doneit.

HIALMAR. No one mustn't be,at exery,body's beck and call.
[Walks about the room] Lwon't, at any rate.

EKDAL. No, no; Hialmar's not to be had for the asking.

HIALMAR. | don't see why | should bother myself to enter-
tain people on the rare occasions when | go into society. Let
the others exert themselves. These fellows go from one great
dinner-table to the next and gorge and guzzle day out and day
in. It's for them to bestir themselves and do something in re-
turn for all the good food they get.

GINA. Butyoudidn't say that ?

HIALMAR [humming]. Ho-ho-ho——; faith, | gave them a
bit of my mind.

EKDAL. Not the Chamberlains !

HIALMAR. Oh, why not? [Lightly] We got into alittle
dispute about Tokay afterwards.

EKDAL. Tokay! There'safinewineforyou?

HIALMAR [comes to a standdtill]. It may be a fine wine.
But of course you know the vintages differ; it all depends on how
much sunshine the grapes have got.

GINA. Why, you know everything, Ekdal.

EKDAL. Anddid they dispute that ?

HIALMAR. They tried to; but they didn't much like being
told that it was just the same with Chamberlains—that with
them, too, different batches were of different qualities.

GINA. What thingsyou think of !

EKDAL. Hee-hee! So they got that in their pipes too.

HIALMAR. Right to their faces.

EKDAL. DO you hear that, Gina? He said it right to the
Chamberlains' faces.

GINA. Just think I Right to their faces!

HIALMAR. Yes, but | don't want it talked about. One
doesn't speak of such things. The whole affair passed off in all
friendliness, of course. They were nice, genial fellows; | didn't
want to wound them—not 1!

EKDAL. Right to their faces!

HEDVIG [caressingly]. How niceit isto se you in a dress-
coat! It suitsyou, father.

SF.P—7*
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HIALMAR. Yes, doesn't it? And this one really sits to per-
fection. It fits almost as if it had been made for me;—a little
tight in the arm-holes perhaps,—help me, Hedvig. [Takes off
the coat] | think I'll put on my jacket. Where's my jacket,
Gina?

GiNA. Hereitis [Brings the jacket and helps him.

HIALMAR. That's it! Don't forget to send the coat back
toMolvik first thing to-morrow morning.

GINA [laying it away]. |'ll be sure and = to it.

HIALMAR [stretching himself].  After all, this is more com-
fortable. A free-and-easy indoor costume suits my whole per-
sonality better. Don't you think so, Hedvig ?

HEDVIG. Yes, father.

HIALMAR. When | loosen my necktie into a pair of flowing
ends—like this—eh ?

HEDVIG. Yes, that goes 0 well with your moustache and
the sweep of your curls.

HIALMAR. | shouldn't call them curls exactly; 1'd rather say
locks.

HEDVIG. Yes, but they'rereally big curls.

HIALMAR. NO, locks.

HEDVIG [after a pause, twitching his jacket].  Father !

HIALMAR. Well, what isit ?

HEDVIG. Oh, you know very well.

HIALMAR. NO, really | don't

HEDVIG [half laughing, half whimperingl. Oh yes father;
now don't tease me any longer!

HIALMAR. Why, what do you mean ?

HEDVIG [shaking him]. Oh, nonsense; come, where are they,
father ? All the good things you promised me, you know ?

HIALMAR. Oh—if | haven't forgotten all about them!

HEDVIG. NOW you're only making game of me, father!
Oh, it'sashame! Wherehaveyou put them?

HIALMAR. NO, | positively forgot to get anything. But
wait alittle! I've got something ese for you, Hedvig.

[Goesand searchesin the coat pockets.

HEDVIG [skipping and clapping her hands]. Oh mother,
mother!
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GINA. There, you see; if only you give him time——

HIALMAR [with a paper]. Look, hereit is.

HEDVIG. That? Why, that'sonly a paper.

HIALMAR. That's the bill of fare, the whole bill of fare.
Hereyouse: " Menu "—that meansbill of fare.

HEDVIG. Haven't you anything dse?

HIALMAR. | forgot the other things, | tell you. But you
may take my word for it, these dainties are very unsatisfying.
Sit down at the table and read the bill of fare, and then 1'Il
describe to you how the dishes taste.  Here you are, Hedvig.

HEDVIG [gulping down her tears]. Thank you.

[She seats herself, but does not read; 61 NA makes signs to her;

HIALMAR notices it.

HIALMAR [walking up and down the room]. No one knows
how much the father of a family has to think of; and if he forge'ts
the dightest thing, hes treated to sour faces at once. Well,
well, one gets used to that too. [Stops near the stove, by the
old mans chair] Have you peeped in there this evening,
father?

EKDAL. Yes, to be sure | have. Sheés gone into the basket.

HIALMAR. Ah, shes gone into the basket 1 Then sh€es be
ginning to get usad to it.

EKDAL., Yes; just as | prophesied. But you know there
arestill afew little things——

HIALMAR. A few improvements, yes

EKDAL. They're quite necessary, you know.

HIALMAR. Yes. Let's have a talk about the improvements,
father. Come, and we'll sit on the sofa.

EKDAL. All right. H'm, let me fill my pipe first. Must
just clean it too. H'm. [He goes into his room.

GINA [smiling at HIALMAR]. His pipe!

HIALMAR. Oh yes yes Gina; let him alone——; the poor
shipwrecked old man.—Yes, these improvements—we'd better
get them out of hand to-morrow.

GINA. You'll hardly have time to-morrow, Ekdal.

HEDVIG [interposing]. Oh yes he will, mother |

GINA. for remember those copies that have to be re-
touched ; they've sent for them time after time.
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HIALMAR. Oh, bother the copies. 1'll soon get them
finished. Have any new orders come in ?

GINA. No, worse luck; to-morrow |'ve nothing but those
two sittings, you know.

HIALMAR. Nothing ese? Oh no, when one doesn't st
about thingswith awill——

GINA. But what more can | do? Don't | advertise in the
papers asmuch aswe can afford ?

HIALMAR. Yes, the papers, the papers;, you s how much
good that does And | suppose no one has been to s= the room
either ?

GINA. NO, not vye.

HIALMAR. That was only to be expected. Unless on€'s on
the alert The thing is to make a real effort, Gina.

HEDVIG [going towards him]. Shall | fetch you the flute,
father?

HIALMAR. N O; no flute for me; / want no pleasures in this
world. [Walking about] Yes, I'll work to-morrow; you'll
seif | don't. You may besurel'll work aslong as my strength
holds out.

GINA. But my dear good Ekdal, | didn't mean it in that
way.

HEDVIG. Father, shall | bringin abottle of beer ?

HIALMAR. NO, certainly not. | require nothing,
nothing———[comes to a standstill]. Beer? Were you talk-
ing about beer ?

HEDVIG [cheerfully]. Yes, father; beautiful fresh beer.

HIALMAR. Well—since you insist upon it, you may bringin
a bottle.

GINA. Yes, do; and we'll be nice and cosy.

[HEDVIG runs towards the kitchen door.

HIALMAR [by the stove, stops her, looks at her, puts his arm
round her neck, and presses her to him]. Hedvig, Hedvig!

HEDVIG [joyfully and in tears]. My dear, kind father!

HIALMAR. NO, don't call me that. Here have | been revel-
ling at the rich man's table—been sitting and gorging myself at
the groaning board I And | couldn't even !

GINA [sitting at the table]. Oh nonsense, nonsense, Ekdal.




THE WILD DUCK 205

HIALMAR. Oh, but you mustn't be too hard upon me. You
know that | loveyou for all that.

HEDVIG [throwing her arms round him]. And we love you,
oh so dearly, father!

HIALMAR. And if I'm unreasonable sometimes—why then
—you must remember that J'm a man., beset by a host of cares.
There there! [Dries her eyes] No beer at such a moment as
this. Give me the flute. [HEDVIG runs to the bookcase and
fetches it] Thanks! That's right. With my flute in my
hand and you two at my side—ah——!

[HEDVIG seats herself at the table near GINA; HIALMAR
wanders up and down, then sets energetically to work and
plays a Bohemian peasant dance, but in a slow plaintive
tempo, and with sentimental expression.

HIALMAR [breaking off the melody, holds out his left hand to
GINA, and says azvith emotion]. Our roof may be poor and
humble, Gina; but it is home. And with all my heart | say:
here dwells my happiness.

[He begins to play again; almost immediately after, a knock-

ing is heard at the entrance door.

GINA [risingl. Hush, Ekdal,—I think there's somebody
coming.

HIALMAR [laying the flute in the bookcase]. There!
Again! [GINA goes and opens the door.

GREGERS WERLE [in the passage]. Excuse me——

GINA [starting back dlightly]. Oh!

GREGERS. Doesn't Mr. Ekdal, the photographer, live
here?

GINA. Yes, he does.

HIALMAR [going towards the door]. Gregers! You here
after all? Well, comein, then.

GREGERS [coming in]. | told you | would come and look
you up.

HIALMAR. But this evening——? Have you left the
party ?

GREGERS. I've left both the party and my father's house——
Good-evening, Mrs. Ekdal. | don't know whether you recog-

nise me?
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GINA. Oh yes; it's not difficult to know young M r . Werle
again.

GREGERS. No, I'm like my mother; and of course you re-
member her.

HIALMAR. Have you left the house, do you say ?

GREGERS. Yes, I'vegoneto ahotel.

HIALMER. Indeed. Well, since you've come, take off your
coat and sit down.

GREGERS. Thanks.

[He draws off his overcoat. He is now dressed in a plain

grey suit of a countrified cut.

HIALMAR. Here, on the sofa. Make yourself comfortable.

[GREGERS seats himself on the sofa; HIALMAR takes a chair

at the table.

GREGERS [looking around him]. So these are your quarters,
Hialmar—thisisyour home.

HIALMAR. Thisisthestudio, asyou sse——

GINA. But it'sthelargest of our rooms, o we generally sit
here.

HIALMAR. W e used to live in a better place; but this flat
has one great advantage : there are such capital outer rooms——

GINA. And we have aroom on the other side of the passage,
that we can let.

GREGERS [to HIALMAR]. Ah, 0 you have lodgers too?

HIALMAR. NO, not yet. They're not 0 easy to find, you
see; you've got to keep your eyes about you. [To HEDVIG.]
W hat about that beer ?

[HEDVIG nods and goes out into the kitchen.

GREGERS. Your daughter, | suppose?

HIALMAR. Yes, that's Hedvig.

GREGERS. And sheésyour only child ?

HIALMAR. Yes, the only one. Shes the joy of our lives,
and—[lowering his voice]—at the same time our deepest sorrow,
Gregers.

GREGERS. What do you mean ?

HIALMAR. Sh€e€sin danger of losing her eyesight.

GREGERS . Becoming blind ?

HIALMAR. Yes. Only the first symptoms have appeared as
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yet, and she may not feel it much for some time. But the
doctor haswarned us.  It'scoming, inexorably.

GREGERS. What an awful misfortune! How do you
account for it ?

HIALMAR [sighs]. Hereditary, no doubt.

GREGERS [dtarting]. Hereditary?

GINA. Ekdal's mother had weak eyes.

HIALMAR. Yes, so my father says; | can't remember her.

GREGERS. Poor child! And how does she take it ?

HIALMAR. Oh, you can imagine we haven't the heart to tell
her of it.  She suspects no danger. Gay and careless and chirp-
ing like a little bird, she's fluttering into the eternal night of
her life. [Overcome] Oh, it's cruelly hard for me, Gregers.

[HEDVIG brings a tray with her and beer glasses, which she

sets upon the table.
HIALMAR [stroking her hair].  Thanks, thanks, Hedvig.
[HEDVIG puts her arm round his neck and whispers in his
ear.

HIALMAR. No, no bread and butter just now. [Looks up.]
But perhaps you'd like some, Gregers.

GREGERS [with a gesture of refusal].  No, no, thank you.

HIALMAR [4ill melancholy].  Well, you can bring in alittle
all the same. If you have a crust, that's all | want. And put
plenty of butter onit, mind.

[HEDVIG nods gaily and goes out into the kitchen at in.

GREGERS [who has been following her with his eyes]. She
seems quite strong and healthy otherwise.

GINA. Yes. In other ways there's nothing amiss with her,
thank goodness.

GREGERS. She promises to be very like you, Mrs. Ekdal.
How old is she now ?

GINA. Hedvig will soon be exactly fourteen; her birthday
is the day after to-morrow.

GREGERS. She's pretty tall for her age.

GINA. Yes, she'sshot up wonderfully this last year.

GREGERS. It makes one realise one's own age to see these
young people growing up.—How long is it now since you were
married?
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GINA. We've been married—let me see—nearly fifteen
years.

GREGERS. Isitlongasthat?

GINA [becomes attentive; looks at him]. Yes, it is indeed.

HIALMAR. Yes, @itis Fifteen years all but a few months.
[Changing his tone] They must have been long years for you,
up at theworks, Gregers.

GREGERS. They seemed long while | was living them; now
they're over, | hardly know how the time has gone.

[OoLD EKDAL comes from his room without his pipe, but with
his old-fashioned uniform cap on his head; his gait is some-
what unsteady.

EKDAL. There, Hialmar, now we can have a good talk about

this—h'm—what wasit again ?

HIALMAR [going towards him]. Father, we've a visitor here
—GregersWerle.—1 don't know if you remember him.

EKDAL [looking at GREGERS, who has risen]. Werle? Is
that theson? What doeshewant with me?

HIALMAR. Nothing; it's me he's come to s

EKDAL. Oh! Then there'snothingwrong?

HIALMAR. NO, of course not.

EKDAL [swinging hisarms]. Not that I'm afraid, you know;
but

GREGERS [goes over to him]. Let me give you a greeting
from your old hunting-grounds, Lieutenant Ekdal.

EKDAL. Hunting-grounds?

GREGERS. Yes, up in Hoidal, about the works, you know.

EKDAL. Oh, up there. Yes, | knew all those places well in
the old times.

GREGERS. YOU were a great sportsman then.

EKDAL. SO | was, | don't deny it. You're looking at my
uniform cap. | don't ask anybody's leave to wear it in the
house. Solongas| don't go out in the streetswith it

[HEDVIG brings a plate of bread and butter, which she puts
upon the table.

HIALMAR. Sit down, father, and have a glass of beer. Help

yourself, Gregers.

[EKDAL mutters and stumbles over to the sofa. GREGERS




THE WILD DUCK 209

seats himself on the chair nearest to him, HIALMAR on the
other side of GREGERS. GINA sits a little way from the
table, sewing; HEDVIG stands beside her father.

GREGERS. Can you remember, Lieutenant Ekdal, how Hial-
mar and | used to come up and visit you in the summer and at
Christmas?

EKDAL. Did you? No, no, no; | don't remember it. But
sure enough 1've been a great sportsman. |'ve shot bears too.
I'veshot nine of them.

GREGERS [looking sympathetically at him]. And now you
never get any shooting ?

EKDAL. Can't say that, sir. Get a shot now and then per-
haps. Of course not in the old way. For the woods, you see—
the woods, the woods——! [Drinks] Ar e the woods fine up
there now?

GREGERS. Not =0 fine as in your time. They've been
thinned agood deal.

EKDAL. Thinned? [More softly, and as if afraid] It's
dangerous work that. Bad things come of it. The woods
avenge themselves.

HIALMAR [filling up hisglass]. Come—a little more, father.

GREGERS. HOW can a man like you—such a man for the
open air—Ilivein the midst of a stuffy town, boxed within four
walls?

EKDAL [laughs quietly and glances at HIALMAR]. Oh, it's
not so bad here. Not at all so bad.

GREGERS. But don't you miss all that you ussd to be
fond of—the cool sweeping breezes, the free life in the woods
and on theuplands, amongst beasts and birds——?

EKDAL [smiling], Hialmar, shall we let him seit?

HIALMAR [hastily and a little embarrassed]. Oh no, no,
father; not thisevening.

GREGERS. What doeshewant to show me?

HIALMAR. Oh, it's only something—you can see it another
time.

GREGERS [continues, to the old man]. You see |'ve been
thinking, Lieutenant Ekdal, that you should come up with
me to the works; |I'm sure to be going back soon. Y ou could



210 ACTII

probably get some copying there too. And here, you have
nothing on earth to interest you—nothing to liven you up.

EKDAL [stares in astonishment at him]. Have / nothing on
earth to——!

GREGERS. Of course you have Hialmar; but then he has his
own family. And a man like you, who has always had such a
passion for what is free and wild

EKDAL [thumps the table], Hialmar, he shall se it!

HIALMAR. Oh but, father, isit worth while? It'sall dark.

EKDAL. Nonsensg; it's moonlight. [Rises] He shall s
it, | tell you. Let me'pass!”" Come and help me, Hialmar!

HEDVIO. Oh yes do, father!

HIALMAR [rising'}. Verywell, then.

GREGERS [to GINA]. What isit?

GINA. Oh, you mustn't think it's anything so very wonder-
ful.

[EKDAL and HIALMAR have gone to the back wall and are
each pushing back a side of the sliding-door; HEDVIG helps
the old man; GREGERS remains standing by the sofa; GINA
sits still and sews.  Through the open doorway a large,
deep, irregular garret is seen with odd nooks and corners; a
couple of stove-pipes running through it, from rooms below.
There are skylights through which clear moonlight shines
in on some parts of the great room; others lie in deep
shadow.

EKDAL [to GREGERS]. You may come right in if you like.

GREGERS [going over to them]. But what isit?

EKDAL. Come and ssea H'm.

HIALMAR [somewhat embarrassed]. This belongs to father,
you understand.

GREGERS [at the door, looks into the garret]. Why, you
keep poultry, Lieutenant Ekdal!

EKDAL. Should think we did keep poultry. They've gone

|to roost now. But you should just sse our fowls by daylight!

HEDVIG. And theresa——

EKDAL. Hush—hush; don't say anything about it yet.

GREGERS. And you've got pigeonstao, | see

EKDAL. Oh yes haven't we got pigeons! They have their
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nests up there under the roof-tree; for pigeons like to roost high,
you se

HIALMAR. They aren't all common pigeons.

EKDAL. Common! Should think not indeed! We have
tumblers, and a pair of pouters too. But come here!  Can you
e that hutch down there by the wall ?

GREGERS. Yes; what do you ueit for ?

EKDAL. That's where the rabbits deep, sir.

GREGERS. Dear me, 9 you've rabbits too ?

EKDAL. Yes, | believe you, we have rabbits! He's asking
if we have rabbits, Hialmar! H'm. But now comes the thing,
you must know; here we have it; move away, Hedvig. Stand
here; that's right,—and now look down there. Don't you s a
basket with straw in it ?

GREGERS. Yes. And | s there's afowl in the basket.

EKDAL. H'm—" afowl "——

GREGERS. Isn't it a duck ?

EKDAL [hurt]. Yes, of course it's a duck.

HIALMAR. Butwhat kind of duck, do you think ?

HEDVIG. It'snot just a common duck.

EKDAL. Hush!

GREGERS. And it'snot a Turkish duck either.

EKDAL. No, Mr.—Werle; it's not a Turkish duck; for it's
a wild duck!

GREGERS. NO, is it really ? A wild duck ?

EKDAL. Yes, it is. That " fowl" & you cal it—is the
wild duck. It's our wild duck, sir.

HEDVIG. My wild duck. She belongs to me.

GREGERS. And can it live up here in the garret? Does it
thrive?

EKDAL. Of course it hes a trough of water to splash about
in, youknow.

HIALMER. Fresh water every other day.

GINA [turning towards HIALMAR]. But my dear Ekdal, it's
getting icy cold here.

EKDAL. H'm, let's shut up, then. It's & well not to dis
turb their night's rest, too. Close up, Hedvig.

[HIALMAR and HEDVIG push the garret doors together.
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EKDAL. Another time you shall se her properly. [Seats
himself in the armchair by the stove] Oh, they're curious
things, thesewild ducks, | cantell you.

GREGERS. HOw did you manage to catch it, Lieutenant
Ekdd?

EKDAL. | didn't catch it. There's a certain man in this
town whom we have to thank for it.

GREGERS [dtarts dlightly]. That man wasn't my father, was
he?

EKDAL. You've hit it. Your father and no one dse
H'm.

HIALMAR. It was odd that you should guess that, Gregers.

GREGERS. Y ou were telling me that you owed such alot of
things to my father; and so | thought perhaps——

GINA. But we didn't get the duck from Mr. Werle him-
sef —

EKDAL. It's Hakon Werle we have to thank for her, all the
same, Gina. [To GREGERS] He wasout in a boat, you sg
and he shot her. But your father's sight is pretty bad now.
H'm; he only wounded her.

GREGERS. Ah! She got a couple of shot in her body, |
Uppoe

HIALMAR. Yes, two or three.

. HEDVIG. She was hit under the wing, <0 that e couldn't

y.

GREGERS. And 0 se dived to the bottom, eh ?

EKDAL [sleepily, in a thick voice]. Of course. Wild ducks
aways do that. They shoot to the bottom as degp as they can
get, sir, and bite themsdves fast in the tangle and seaweed and
all the confounded stuff that grows down there. And they
never come up again.

kGdlz‘lEGERS. But your wild duck came up again, Lieutenant
Ekdal.

EKDAL. Your father had such an extraordinarily clever dog.
And that dog—he dived in after the duck and fished her up
again.

GREGERS [who hasturned to HIALMAR]. And then you took
her in herel
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HIALMAR. Not at once; at first she was taken home to your
father's house; but she wouldn't thrive there; so Pettersen was
told to put an end to her.

EKDAL [half aslegp], H'm, yes Pettersen—that ass——

HIALMAR [speaking more softly]. That's how we got her,
you see; for father knows Pettersen a little; and when he heard
about the wild duck he got him to hand her over to us

GREGERS. And she thrives all right in the garret there?

HIALMAR. Yes, wonderfully well. Shés got fat. You se
shés been in there so long now that she's forgotten her natural
wild life; and it all depends on that.

GREGERS. You're right there, Hialmar. Only never let
her get a glimpse of the sky and the sa. But | mustn't stop
any longer; | think your father's adeep.

HIALMAR. Oh, as for that

GREGERS. But, by-the-by—you said you had a room to let
—a spare room ?

HIALMAR. Yes; what then? Do you know of anybody——

GREGERS. Can | have that room ?

HIALMAR. YOU?

GINA. Oh no, Mr. Werle, you

GREGERS. May | have theroom? |f s, I'll take possession
first thing to-morrow morning.

HIALMAR. Yes, with the greatest pleasure——

GINA. But, Mr. Werle, it's not at all the sort of room for
you.

HIALMAR. Gina! how can you say that ?

GINA. Well, the room's neither large enough nor light

enough, and

GREGERS. That doesn't matter, Mrs. Ekdal.

HIALMAR. | call it quite a nice room, and not badly fur-
nished either.

GINA. But remember the two that live underneath.
GREGERS. What two?

GINA. Oh, one of them has been a tutor——
HIALMAR. He'sa Mr. Molvik.

GINA. And then ther€'s a doctor called Relling.
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GREGERS. Relling? | know him alittle; he practised for a
timeupinHoidal.

GINA. They're a pair of regular neer-do-wells. They're
often out on the loose in the evenings, and then they come home
very late, and they're not always quite——

GREGERS. One soon gets accustomed to that sort of thing.
[ hopel 'l belikethewild duck——

GINTA. H'm; | think you ought to degp upon it first, all the
ane

GREGERS. YOU smm very unwilling to have me in the house,
Mrs. Ekdal.

GINA. Ohno! how can you think 0 ?

HIALMAR. Well, you really behave strangely about it, Gina.
[To GREGERS.] Then you're thinking of staying in the town
for the present ?

GREGERS [putting on his overcoat]. Yes, now |'m thinking
of remaining here.

HIALMAR. And yet not & your father's? What do you
proposetodo ?

GREGERS. Ah, if | only knew that, | shouldn't be 0 badly
offt But when one has the misfortune to be called
Gregars——! " Gregers "—and then " Werle" dfter it; did
you ever hear anything so hideous?

HIALMAR. Oh, | don't think 20 at all.

GREGERS. Ugh! Bah! | fed asif | should like to spit
upon the fellow that answers to such a name. When one has
the misfortune to be Gregers—Werle in thisworld, as| an——

HIALMAR [laughs]. Ha ha! If you weren't Gregers
Werle, what would you liketo be ?

GREGERS. |f | could choosg, | should like best to be a clever
dog.

GINA. A dog!

HEDVIG [involuntarily]. Oh no!

GREGERS. Yes, an extraordinarily clever dog; one that goes
to the bottom after wild ducks when they dive and bite them-
sves fadt in tangle and seaweed, down among the ooze.

HIALMAR. Look here now, Gregers—| don't understand a
word of all this.
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GREGERS. Oh well, | daresay it's not worth understanding.
Then "Il move in early to-morrow morning. [To GiNA.] |
won't giveyou any trouble, for | do everything for myself. [To
HIALMAR.] We'll leave the rest till to-morrow. Good-night,
Mrs. Ekdal. [Nodsto HEDVIG.] Good-night.

GINA. Good-night, Mr. Werle.

HEDVIG. Good-night.

HIALMAR [who has lighted a candle].  Stop a minute, | must
show you alight; it'ssure to be dark on the stairs.

[GREGERS and HIALMAR go out through the passage door.

GiNA [looking straight before her, with her sewing in her
Idap]. Wasn't that strange talk about his wanting to be a

og!

HEDVIG. DO you know, mother, | believe he meant some-
thing quite different by that.

GINA. What should he mean ?

HEDVIG. Oh, | don't know; but it ssemed to me he meant
something different from what he said, all the time.

GINA. DO you think ©? Yes, it was strange.

HIALMAR [comes back]. The lamp was still burning.
[Puts out the candle and sets it down.] Ah, now one can get a
mouthful of food at last. [Begins to eat the bread and butter.]
Well, you ss& Gina—if you just keep your eyes open——

GINA. HOW, keep your eyes open?

HIALMAR. Why, aren't we lucky to have got the room let at
last? And just think—to a person like Gregers—a good old
friend.

GINA. | don't know what to say about it.

HEDVIG. Oh, mother, you'll seg; it'll be such fun!

HIALMAR. You're very strange. You were 0 bent upon
letting the room before, and now you don't like it.

GINA. Yes, | do, Ekdal; if it had only been to some one
elss——But what do you suppose M r. Werle will say?

HIALMAR. OIld Werle? |t doesn't concern him.

GINA. But surely you can se that something's gone wrong
between them again, as the young man's leaving home. You
know very well how matters stand between those two.

HIALMAR. Yes, that'svery likely, but——
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GINA. And now Mr. Werle may think that iYs you who
have egged him on

HIALMAR. Let him think s, then! M. Werle has done a
great deal for me; far beit from metodenyit. But that doesn't
make me everlastingly dependent upon him.

GINA. But, my dear Ekdal, mayn't grandfather suffer for
it? Perhaps he'll lose the little bit of work he gets from
Graberg now.

HIALMAR. Fm inclined to say : 0 much the better! Isn't
it humiliating for a man like me to s his grey-haired father
going about as a pariah? But the fullness of time will soon
ecome now, | trust. [Takes a fresh piece of bread and butter,]
Assureas!'veamisson in life, | mean to fulfil it now.

HEDVIG. Oh yes father, do!

GINA. Hush, don't wake him!

HIALMAR [more softly], | will fulfil it, | say. The day
will come when And thereforeit'sagood thing that we've
let the room, for that makes me more independent. The man
who has a mission in life must be independent. [By the arm-
chair, with emotion,] Poor old white-haired father! Rely on
your Hialmar. He has broad shoulders—strong shoulders, at
any rate. you shall yet wake up some fine and————[To
GINA.] Don't you believeit ?

GINA [rising']. Yes, of course | do; but in the meantime let's
s¢e about getting him to bed.

HIALMAR. Yes, come.

[They take hold of the old man carefully.

ACTI I I

HIALMAR EKDAL'S studio. It is morning; the daylight shines
through the large window in the slanting roof; the curtain is
drawn back.

HIALMAR is sitting at the table, busy retouching a photograph;
several others lie before him.  Presently GINA, in her hat and
cloak, enters by the passage door; she has a covered basket on
hpr arm.
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HIALMAR. Back already, Gina?

GINA. Oh yes one has to look sharp.

[Sets her basket on a chair, and takes off her things.

HIALMAR. Did you look in at Gregers' room ?

GINA. Yes, | did. It's a rare sight, | can tell you; hes
begun by making a pretty mess of it.

HIALMAR. Indeed ?

GINA. He was determined to do everything for himself, he
said; so when he st to work to light the stove, he must needs
screw the damper round until the whole room was full of smoke.
Ugh! It smet like—

HIALMAR. Well, really!

GINA. But that's not the worst of it; for then he wanted to
put out the fire, and poured all the water from his ewer into the
stove, so that the floor was swimming like a pig-sty.

HIALMAR. How annoying!

GINA. I've got the porter's wife to clear up after him, pig
that he isl But the room won't be habitable till the after-
noon.

HIALMAR. What's he doing with himself in the meantime?

GINA. Hesaid hewas going out for alittle while.

HIALMAR. | looked in upon him too, for a moment—after
you had gone.

GINA. SO | heard. You'veasked him to lunch.

HIALMAR. Just to a little bit of early lunch, you know. It's
his first day—we can hardly do less You've got something in
thehouse, | suppose?

GINA. 1'll have to find something or other.

HIALMAR. And don't be too sparing, for | think Relling and
Molvik are coming up too. | just met Relling on the stairs,
you seg; © | had to——

GINA. Oh, arewe to have those two aswell ?

HIALMAR. Good Lord—a couple more or less can't make
any difference.

OLD EKDAL [opens his door and looks *»]. | say, Hial-
mar [seesGINA.] Oh!

GINA. Do you want anything, grandfather ?

EKDAL. Oh no, it doesn't matter. H'm! [Retires again.
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GINA [takes up the basket]. Be sure you ssethat he doesn't
go out.

HIALMAR. All right, all right—And, Gina, it wouldn't be
amiss if you had alittle herring-salad; Relling and Molvik were
out on theloose again last night.

GINA. | f only they don't come up too soon for me——

HIALMAR. No, of course they won't; take your own time.

GINA. Verywell; and meanwhile you can beworking a bit.

HIALMAR. Well, I am working! 1'm working as hard as
lean!

GINA. Then you'll have that job off your hands, you see

[She goes out to the kitchen with her basket.

[HIALMAR sits for a time working at the photograph; he does

it lazily and listlessly.

EKDAL [peeps in, looks round the studio and says softly].
Areyoubusy ?

HIALMAR. Yes, I'm toiling away at these pictures——

EKDAL. Well, well, of course—since you're so busy—h'm!

[Hegoes out again; the door stands open.

HIALMAR [continues for some time in silence; then he lays
down his brush and goes over to the door]. Are you busy,
father ?

EKDAL [in a grumbling tone, inside]. | f you're busy, |'m
busy too. H'm!

HIALMAR. Oh, all right. [Goes to his work again.

EKDAL [presently, coming to the door again]. H'm; | say,
Hialmar, |'m not so very busy, you know.

HIALMAR. | thought you werewriting.

EKDAL. Oh, devil takeit! Can't Graberg wait a day or
two? It'snot a matter of life and death, | should think.

HIALMAR. No; and you're not hisdaveeither.

EKDAL. And about that other busnessin there——

HIALMAR. Just what | was thinking of. Do you want to
goin? Shall | open the door for you ?

EKDAL. Well, itwouldn't do any harm.

HIALMAR [rises]. Then we'd have that off our hands.

EKDAL. Yes, exactly. It's got to be ready first thing to-
morrow. Itisto-morrow,isn'tit? H'm?
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HIALMAR. Yes, of courseit's to-morrow.

[HIALMAR and EkDAL push aside the diding door. The
morning sun isshining in through the skylights; some doves
are flying about; others are perched, cooing, upon thq
rafters; the hens cackle now and then, farther back in the
garret.

HIALMAR. There, now you can get to work, father.

EKDAL [goesin]. Aren't you coming too?

HIALMAR. Well, really, do you know .1 amost
think [Sees GINA at the kitchen door.] 1? No; |
haven't time; | must work.—But now for our new
dodge——

[He pulls a cord; a curtain slips down inside, the lower part
consisting of a piece of sailcloth, the upper part of a
stretched net.  The floor of the garret is thus no longer
visible.

HIALMAR [goes to the table]. There! Now | can st in

peace for a little while.

GINA. Isherampagingin there again ?

HIALMAR. Would you have preferred him to dip down to
Madam Eriksen's? [Seats himself] Do you want anything?
Y ou were saying——

GINA. | was only going to ak if you think we can lay the
lunch-tablehere?

HIALMAR. Yes; nobody has made any early appointment, |
uppose?

GINA. NO, we've no one to-day except those two sweethearts
that are to be taken together.

HIALMAR. Why the deuce couldn't they be taken together
another day!

GINA. But my dear Ekdal, | told them to come in the after-
noon, when you're having your nap.

HIALMAR. Oh, that's capital. Very well, we'll have lunch
here, then.

GINA. All right; but there's no hurry about laying the cloth ;
you can have the table for an hour yet.

HIALMAR. Do you think Pm not sticking at my work? 1'm
at it ashard as | can!
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GINA. Then you'll be freelater, you know.

[Goes out into the kitchen again.  Short pause.

EKDAL [in the garret doorway, behind the net]. Hialmar!

HIALMAR. Well?

EKDAL. Afraid we'll have to move the water-trough, after
all.

HIALMAR. That'swhat I've been saying all along.

EKDAL. H'm—h'm—h'm. [Goes away from the door again.

[HIALMAR goes on working a little; glances towards the gar-

ret and half rises. HEDVIG comes in from the kitchen.

HIALMAR [sits down again hurriedly"]. What do you want?

HEDVIG. | only wanted to come in besde you, father.

HIALMAR [after apause]. |t seemsto me you go poking your
noxe everywhere. Areyou set to watch me?

HEDVIG. NO, not at all.

HIALMAR. What'smother doing out there?

HEDVIG. Oh, mother'sin the middle of making the herring-
salad. [Goes to the table] Isn't there any little thing | could
help you with, father?

HIALMAR. Oh no. | must bear the whole burden—so long
asmy strength holdsout. You needn't trouble, Hedvig; if only
your father keeps hishealth

HEDVIG. Oh no, father! You shan't talk in that horrible
way.

[She wanders about a little, stops by the doorway, and looks

into the garret.

HIALMAR. What's he doing?

HEDVIG. | think h€s making a new path to the water-
trough.

HIALMAR. He'll never manage it by himselfl And I'm
doomed to sit here——!

HEDVIG [goes to him]. Let me take the brush, father; |
know how to do it.

HIALMAR. Oh, nonsense; you'll only hurt your eyes.

HEDVIG. Not abit. Give methe brush.

HIALMAR [rising]. Well, it'll only take a minute or two.

HEDVIG. Pooh, what harm can it do, then? [Takes the
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brush.] There! [Seatsherself] And her€sonel can begin
upon.

HIALMAR. But mind you don't hurt your eyesl Do you
hear ? /wqn”tbg answerable; you must Jake the responsibility
upon yourself—so | tell you!

HEDVIG [retouching]. Yes, yes all right.

HIALMAR. You're quite clever at it, Hedvig. Only a
minute or two, you know. [Hedlipsthrough by the edge of the
curtain into the garret, HEDVIG sits at her work. HIALMAR
and ExDAL are heard disputing inside,]

HIALMAR [appears behind the net], | say, Hedvig—give me
those pincers that are lying on the shelf. And the chisd.
[Turns away inside] Now you shall see father. Just let me
show you what | mean.

[HEDVIG has fetched the required tools from the shelf, and

hands them in to him.

HIALMAR. Ah, thanks. He couldn't have got on without
me.

[Goes in again; they are heard carpentering and talking in-
side. HEDVIG stands looking in at them. A moment later
there is a knock at the passage door; she does not notice it,

GREGERS WERLE [bareheaded, in indoor dress, enters and
stops near the door], H'm !

HEDVIG [turns and goes towards him]. Good-morning.
Please come in.

GREGERS. Thank you. [Looks towards the garret.] You
seem to have wor kpeoplein the house.

HEDVIG. NO, it's only father and grandfather. ['ll tell
them you are here.

GREGERS. NO, no, don't do that; I'd rather wait a little.

[Seats himself on the sofa.

HEDVIG. It'ssountidy here.
[Begins to clear away the photographs.

GREGERS. Oh, don't move them. Are those pictures that
haveto befinished ?

HEDVIG. Yes, they're afew | was helping father with.

GREGERS. Don't let me disturb you at all.

HEDVIG. Oh no.
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[She gathers the things to her and sits down to work;
GREGERS looks at her, meanwhile, in silence.

GREGERS. Did the wild duck degp well last night ?

HEDVIG. Yes, | think so, thanks.

GREGERS [turning towards the garret]. It looks quite
different by day from what it did last night in the moonlight.

HEDVIG. Yes, it varies 0 much. |t looks different in the
morning and in the afternoon; and it's different on rainy days
fromwhat it isin fine weather.

GREGERS. Have you noticed that ?

HEDVIG. Yes, how could | help it ?

GREGERS. Are you fond of being in there with the wild
duck?

HEDVIG. Yes, when | cah manage it——

GREGERS. Perhgps you haven't much leisure; you go to
schoal, | daresay?

HEDVIG. NO, not now; father's afraid of me hurting my
eyes

GREGERS. Oh; then he reads with you himself ?

HEDVIG. Father has promised to read with me; but he hasn't
had time yet.

GREGERS. Then is there nobody dse that heps you a
little?

HEDVIG. Yes, Mr. Molvik; but hes not adways exactly—
quite——

GREGERS. Sober?

HEDVIG. Yes, | supposethat'sit!

GREGERS. Ah, then you've time for anything you please.
Andinthere | supposeit'sasort of world by itself ?

HEDVIG. Oh yes quite. And there are such lots of won-
derful things.

GREGERS.  Indeed?

HEDVIG. Yes, there are big cupboards full of books and a
great many of the books have pictures in them.

GREGERS.  Aha!

HEDVIG. And there's an old bureau with drawers and flaps,
and a big clock with figures that come out. But it doesn't go
now.
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GREGERS. SO time has come to a standstill in there—in the
wild duck'sdomain.

HEDVIG. Yes. And ther€s an old paint-box and things of
that sort; and all the books.

GREGERS. And you read the books, | suppose?

HEDVIG. Oh yes when | get thechance. Most of them are
English, though, and | don't understand English. But then |
look at the pictures—There's one great big book called " Harri-
son's History of London." 1 It must be a hundred years old;
and there are such heaps of pictures in it. At the beginning
there's Death with an hour-glass, and a girl. | think that's
horrid. But then there are all the other pictures of churches,
and castles, and streets, and big shipssailingon thesea.

GREGERS. But tell me, where did all these wonderful things
come from ?

HEDVIG. Oh, an old sa captain once lived here, and he
brought them home. They used to call him " The Flying
Dutchman." That was curious, because he wasn't a Dutch-
man.

GREGERS. Wasn't he?

HEDVIG. No. But he disappeared at last; and 9 he left all
these things behind him.

GREGERS. Tell me, now, when you're sitting in there look-
ing at the pictures, don't you wish you could travel and se the
great world itself ?

HEDVIG. Oh no! | mean always to stay at home and help
father and mother.

GREGERS. T O finish photographs?

HEDVIG. No, not only that. | should love above everything
to learn to engrave pictures like those in the English books.

GREGERS. H'm. What does your father say to that?

HEDVIG. | don't think father likes it; he's 0 strange about
that. Only think, he talks of my learning basket-making, and
straw-plaiting! But | don't think that would lead to much.

GREGERS. Oh no, | don't think = either.

HEDVIG. But father was right in saying that if | had learnt

1 A New and Universal History of the Cities of London and Westminster
by Walter Harrison. London, 1775, folio.
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basket-making | could have made the new basket for the wild
duck.

GREGERS. SO you could; and it was, strictly speaking, your
business, wasn't it ?

HEDVIG. Yes, for it's m y wild duck.

GREGERS. Of course it is.

HEDVIG. Yes, it belongsto me. But | lend it to father and
grandfather as often as they please.

GREGERS. Indeed ? What do they dowithit?

HEDVIG. Oh, they look after it, and build places for it, and
soon.

GREGERS. N O doubt; for the wild duck is by far the most
distinguished inhabitant of the garret, | suppose.

HEDVIG. Yes, indeed she is; for shés a real wild fowl, you
know. And shés so much to be pitied; she has no one to care
for, poor thing.

GREGERS. She has no family, as the rabbits have——

HEDVIG. NO. The hens too, many of them, were chickens
together; but shes been taken right away from all her belong-
ings. And then there's such a lot that's strange about the wild
duck. Nobody knows her, and nobody knows where she came
from either.

GREGERS. And she has been down in the depths of the sea

HEDVIG [with a quick glance at him, represses a smile and
asks]. Whydoyousay," thedepthsof thesea" ?

GREGERS. What dse should | say?

HEDVIG. Y OU could say, " the bottom of the sea" *

GREGERS. Oh, mayn't | just as well say the depths of the
s=a?

HEDVIG. Yes; but it sounds 0 strange to me when other
people speak of the depths of the sea.

GREGERS. Whyso? Tell mewhy?

HEDVIG. NO, | won't; because it's < stupid.

GREGERS. Oh no, I'm sure it's not. Do tell me why you

smiled.

GREGERS here uses the poetical, or at any rate old-fashioned, expresson
" havsens bund," while HEDVIG asks him rather to use the more common-
place" havetsbund " or " havbunden."
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HEDVIG. Well, this is the reason: whenever | come to
realise suddenly—in a flash—what's in there, it always ssems to
me that the whole room and everything in it should be called

' the depths of the sea." —But that's so stupid.

GREGERS. Y OU mustn't say that.

HEDVIG. Yes, becauseit'sonly a garret.

GREGERS [looks fixedly at her]. Areyou < sure of that?

HEDVIG [astonished]. That it'sa garret?

GREGERS. Areyou quite certain of it ?

[HEDVIG is silent, and looks at him open-mouthed. GiNA
comes in from the kitchen with the table things.

GREGERS [rising]. |'ve come in upon you too early.

GINA. Oh, you must be somewhere; and we're nearly ready

now, any way. Clear thetable, Hedvig.

[HEDVIG clears away her things; she and GINA lay the cloth
during the following. GREGERS seats himself in the arm-
chair, and turns over an album.

GREGERS. | hear you can retouch, Mrs. Ekdal.

GINA [with a side glance]. Yes, | can.

GREGERS. That was exceedingly lucky.

GINA. HOW lucky ?

GREGERS. Since Ekdal was to be a photographer, | mean.

HEDVIG. Mother can take photographs too.

GINA. Oh,yes I've had to teach myself that too.

GREGERS. SO it's you that really carry on the busness |
uppose?

GINA. Yes, when Ekdal hasn't time himself.

GREGERS. He's agreat deal taken up with his old father, no
doubt.

GINA. Yes; and Ekdal isn't the sort of man to do nothing
but take portraits of everyday people.

GREGERS. | quite agree with you; but having once gone in
for the thing——

GINA. YOU know, Mr . Werle, Ekdal's not like one of your
common photographers.

GREGERS. Of course not; but still—

[A shot is fired within the garret.
SF.P.—8
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GREOERS [starting up]. What's that?

GINA. Ugh! Now they're firing again!

GREGERS. Have they firearms in there?

HEDVIG. They're out shooting.

GREGERS. What! [At the door of the garret] Are you
shooting, Hialmar?

HIALMAR [inside the net]. Are you there? | didn't know;
| was s0 taken up——[To HEDVIG.] Why didn't you let us
know? [Comes into the studio.

GREGERS. DO you go shooting in the garret ?

HIALMAR [showing a double-barrelled pistol]l. Oh, only
with this.

GINA. Yes, you and grandfather will do yourselves an injury
some day with that pigstol.

HIALMAR [with irritation]. | believe I've told you that this
kind of firearm iscalled a pistol.

GINA. Oh, that's not much better, that | can see

GREGERS. SO you've become asportsman too, Hialmar?

HIALMAR. Only alittle rabbit-shooting now and then. It's
mostly to please father, you understand.

GINA. Men are 0 strange; they must always have something
to pervert themselves with.

HIALMAR [snappishly].  Just so; we must always have some-
thing to divert ourselves with.

GINA. Yes, that's exactly what | say.

HIALMAR. H'm. [To GREGERS.] YOU e the garret's
luckily so situated that no one can hear us shooting. [Lays the
pistol on the top shelf of the bookcase] Don't touch the pistol,
Hedvig! One of the barrelsisloaded, remember that.

GREGERS [looking through the net]. You have a fowling-
piece too, | see

HIALMAR. That's father'sold gun. It's no use now; there's
something gone wrong with the lock. Butit's fun to have it all
the same, for we can take it to pieces now and then, and grease
it and screw it together again.—Of course it's mostly father that
fiddle-faddleswith all that sort of thing.

HEDVIG [beside GREGERS]. Now you can se the wild duck
properly.
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GREGERS. I'm just looking at her. She droops one wing
rather, | think.

HEDVIG. Well, no wonder; she was wounded, you know.

GREGERS. And she trails one foot a little. Isn't that
s0?

HIALMAR. Perhaps avery little bit.

HEDVIG. Yes, it was by that foot the dog seized her.

HIALMAR. But otherwise she hasn't the least thing the mat-
ter with her, and that's really wonderful for a creature that's
got a charge of shot in her body, and has been between a dog's
teeth——

GREGERS [with a glance at HEDVIG] —————And that's been
in the depths of the sea—s0 long.

HEDVIG [smiling].  Yes.

GINA [laying the table]. That blessed wild duck! What
alot of fuss you make over her.

HIALMAR. H'm—is lunch nearly ready?

GINA. Yes, directly. Hedvig, you must come and help me
now. [GINA and HEDVIG go out into the kitchen,]

HIALMAR [in a low voice], | think you'd better not stand
there looking in at father; he doesn't like it. [GREGERS moves
away from the garret door,] | may as well shut up before the
others come.  [Claps his hands to send the fowls back,]  Ssh—
ssh, in with you!  [Draws up the curtain and pulls the doors
together] Al these appliances are my own invention. It's
really amusing to have things of this sort to potter about, and to
put to rights when they get out of order. And it's quite neces
sary, you see; for Gina objects to having rabbits and fowls in the
studio.

GREGERS. Of course. | suppose it's your wife that's the
rulingspirithere?

HIALMAR. | generally leave the details of business to her;
for then | can take refuge in the parlour and think of more
important things.

GREGERS. What things may they be, Hial mar ?

HIALMAR. | wonder you haven't asked about that sooner.
But perhaps you haven't heard of the invention ?

GREGERS. The invention? No.
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HIALMAR. Really? Haven't you? Oh no, out therein the
wilderness——

GREGERS. SO youVe invented something, have you ?

HIALMAR. | haven't quite completed it yet; but 1'm working
at it. You can imagine that when | resolved to give myself up
to photography, it wasn't with the idea of doing nothing but
take portraits of all sorts of everyday people.

GREGERS. NO; your wife was saying the same thing just
now.

HIALMAR. | swore that if | consecrated my powers to this
handicraft | would so exalt it that it should become both an art
and a science.  And therefore | resolved to devote myself to this
great invention.

GREGERS. And what's the nature of the invention? What
isittodo?

HIALMAR. Oh, my dear fellow, you mustn't ak for details
yet. It takes time, you ss2 And you mustn't think that my
motive is vanity. It's not for my own sake that |'m working.
Oh no; it's my life's mission that stands before me night and
day.

GREGERS. What isyour life's mission ?

HIALMAR. Do you forget the old man with the silver hair?

GREGERS. Your poor father? Well, but what can you do
for him ?

HIALMAR. | can awaken his sdf-respect from the dead, by
raising the name of Ekdal to honour and dignity again.

GREGERS. Then that's your life's mission ?

HIALMAR. Yes. | want to save the shipwrecked man. For
shipwrecked he was by the very first blast of the storm. Even
while those terrible investigations were going on, he was no
longer himself. That pistol there—the one we use to shoot
rabbits with—has played its part in the tragedy of the house of
Ekdal.

GREGERS. Thepistol ? Indeed ?

HIALMAR. When the sentence of imprisonpaenTw'as passed
—he had the pistol in his hand

GREGERS. Had he—m 2

HIALMAR. Yes; but he dared not useit. His courage failed
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him. So broken, so demoralised was he even then! Oh, can
you understand it? He, a soldier; he, who had shot nine bears,
and who was descended from two lieutenant-colonels—one after
the other, of course—Can you understand it, Gregers?

GREGERS. Yes, | understand it well enough.

HIALMAR. | don't. And once more the pistol played a part
in our family history. When he had put on the grey clothes and
was under lock and key—oh, that was a terrible time for me, |
can tell you. | had the blinds drawn down oyer both my win-
dows. When | peeped out | saw the sun shining as usual. |
couldn't understand it. | saw the people going along the street,
laughing and talking about indifferent things. | couldn't
understand it. It ssemed to me that the whole of existence must
be at a standstill—as if under an eclipse.

"GREGERS. | felt like that too, when my mother died.

HIALMAR. In that hour Hialmar Ekdal pointed the pistol at
his own breast.

GREGERS. You too thought of

HIALMAR. Yes.

GREGERS. But you didn't fire?

HIALMAR. NO. At the decisve moment | won the victory
over mysaf. | remained in life. But | can asure you it takes
some courage to choose life under those circumstances.

GREGERS. Well, that depends on how one takes it.

HIALMAR. Yes, entirely. But it was all for the best, for
now | shall soon perfect my invention; and Dr. Relling thinks,
as | do mysdf, that father will be allowed to wear his uniform
again. | will ask for that asmy only reward.

GREGERS. SO that'swhat he meant about his uniform ?

HIALMAR. Yes, that's what he most yearns for. You can't
imagine how my heart bleeds for him. Every time we celebrate
any little family festival—for example, Gina's and my wedding-
day, or whatever it may be—in comes the old man in the
lieutenant's uniform of happier days. But if he only hears a
knock at the door—for he daren't show himself to strangers, you
know—he hurries back to his room again as fast as his legs
can carry him. Oh, it's heartrending for a son to se such

things!

!
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GREGERS. How long do you think it will be before your
invention is completed ?

HIALMAR. Come now, you mustn't expect me to enter into
particulars like that. An invention is a thing one hasn't entire
control over. It depends largely on intuition—on inspiration—
and it's aimost impossible to predict when the inspiration may
come.

GREGERS. But it's advancing ?

HIALMAR. Yes, certainly, it's advancing. | turn it over in
my mind every day : |'m full of it. Every afternoon, when I've
had my dinner, | shut myself up in the parlour where | can
ponder undisturbed. But | can't be goaded to it; it's not a bit
of good; Relling says so too.

GREGERS. And don't you think that all that business in the
garret draws you off and distracts you too much ?

HIALMAR. NO, no, no, quite the contrary. Y ou mustn't say
that. | can't be everlastingly absorbed in the same laborious
train of thought. | must have something outside of it to fill up
the pauses. The inspiration, the intuition, you see—when it
comes, it comes, and there's an end of it.

GREGERS. My dear Hialmar, | almost think you have some-
thing of the wild duck in you.

HIALMAR. Something of the wild duck? How do you
mean?

GREGERS. You've dived down and bitten yourself fast in
the undergrowth.

HIALMAR. Areyou alluding to the almost fatal shot that has
broken father'swing—and mine too ?

GREGERS. Notmainlytothat. | don't say that you've been
wounded; but you've strayed into a poisonous marsh, Hialmar;
you have an insidious disease within you, and you've sunk down
to die in the dark.

HIALMAR. 1? To die in the dark? Look here, Gregers,
you must really leave off talking such nonsense.

GREGERS. Don't be afraid; | will try to help you up again.
I, too, have a mission in lifenow; | found it yesterday.

HIALMAR. That's all very well; but you'll please leave me
out of it. | can assure you that—apart from my easily ex-
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plained melancholy, of course—I| am as contented as any one can
wish to be.

GREGERS. Your contentment is an effect of the marsh
vapours.

HIALMAR. Now, my dear Gregers, pray don't go on
about disease and poison; |I'm not used to that sort of talk.
In my house, nobody ever spesks to me about unpleasant
things.

GREGERS. Ah, | caneasily believethat.

HIALMAR. It's not good for me, you see And there aren't
any marsh vapours here, as you express it. The poor photo-
grapher's roof is lowly, I know—and my circumstances are
narrow. But I'm an inventor, and |'m the breadwinner of a
family. That exalts me above my mean surroundings.—Ah,
here comes lunch!

[GINA and HEDVIG bring bottles of ale, a decanter of brandy,
glasses, etc. At the same time, RELLING and MOLVIK
enter from the passage; they are both without hat or over-
coat. MOLVIK isdressed in black.

GINA [setting things upon the table]. Oh, you two have

come in the nick of time.

RELLING. Molvik got it into his head that he could smell
herring-salad, and then there was no holding him. Good-
morning again, Ekdal.

HIALMAR. Gregers, may | introduce Mr. Molvik.
Doctor Oh, you know Relling, don'tyou?

GREGERS. Yes, slightly.

RELLING. Oh, Mr. Werle, junior! Yes, we two have been
on each other's tracks up at the Hoidal works. You've just
moved in?

GREGERS. | moved in this morning.

RELLING. Molvik and | live right underneath you; so you
haven't far to go for the doctor and the clergyman, if you should
need them.

GREGERS. Thanks, it's not unlikely; for yesterday we were
thirteen at table.

HIALMAR. Oh, come now, don't let's get upon unpleasant
subjects again!
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RELLING. YOU can make your mind essy, Ekdal; 1'll be
hanged if the finger of fate points to you.

HIALMAR. | hope not, for the sske of my family. But let us
sit down and eat and drink and be merry.

GREGERS. Shan't we wait for your father ?

HIALMAR. NO, he'll have his taken in to him later. Come
dong |

[ The M EN seat themselves at table, and eat and drink. GINA

and HEDVIG go in and out and wait upon them.

RELLING. Molvik was frightfully screwed yesterday, Mrs.
Ekdal.

GINA. Redly ? Yesterday agan ?

RELLING.* Didn't you hear him when | brought him home
last night ?

GINA. NO, | cant sy | did.

RELLING. That was a good thing, for Molvik was disgust-
ing last night.

GINA. Isthat true, Molvik?

MOLVIK. Let us blot out last night's proceedings. That
sort of thing istotally apart from my better slf.

RELLING [t0O GREGERS]. It comes over him like a sort of
possesson, and then | have to go out on the loose with him.
Mr.Molvikisdaemonic, you sse

GREGERS.  Daemonic?

RELLING. Molvik's daemonic, yes

GREGERS.  H'm.

RELLING. And daamonic natures are not made to walk
straight through the world; they must meander a little now and
then.—Well, so you still stick up there at those horrible grimy
works?

GREGERS. | have stuck there until now.

RELLING. And did you manage to enforce that claim you
went about asserting?

GREGERS. Claims? [Understands him] Ah, | se

HIALMAR. Have you been enforcing claims, Gregers?

GREGERS. Oh, nonsense

RELLING. Faith, but he has, though! Hewent round to all
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the cotters® cabins, presenting something he called the claim of
the ideal.

GREGERS. | wasyoung then.

RELLING. You're right; you were very young. And &s for
the claim of the ideal—you never got it honoured while | was
up there.

GREGERS. Norsinceeither.

RELLING. Ah, then you've learnt to knock a little discount
off, | expect.

GREGERS. Never, when | stand before atrue man.

HIALMAR. Well, that's reasonable, | should say. A little

butter, Gina.
RELLING. And asdlice of bacon for Molvik.
MoLVIK. Ugh! not bacon! [A knock at the garret door.

HIALMAR. Open the door, Hedvig; father wants to come

out.

[HEDVIG goes over and opens the door a little way; EKDAL
comes in with a fresh rabbit skin; she closes the door after
him.

EKDAL. Good-morning, gentlemen! Good sport to-day.

Shot a big one.
HIALMAR. And youVe skinned it before | came!
EKDAL. Salted it too. It's good tender meat, is rabbit;

it's sweet; it tastes like sugar. Good appetite to you, gentle-
men! [Goes into his room.

MOLVIK [rising]l. Excuse me———; | can't——; | must go
downstairs as quickly as——

RELLING. Drink some soda water, man !

MOLVIK [hurrying away]. Ugh—ugh !

[Goes through the passage door.

RELLING [to HIALMAR]. Let's drain a glass to the old
hunter.

HIALMAR [clinks glasses with him]. To the man of daring
deeds that has looked death in the face !

RELLING. TO the grey-haired——[drinks]. | say, is his
hair grey or white?

HIALMAR. Something between the two, | think; for that
matter, he hasn't very many hairs left on his head.

SF.P—8*
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R.EIXING. Well, one can get through the world with a wig.
After all, you*re a happy man, Ekdal; you have this noble mis-
sion to strive for——

HIALMAR. And | do strive, | can tell you.

RELLING. And you have your excellent wife, waddling'
quietly in and out in her felt slippers, and making everything
cosy and comfortable about you.

HIALMAR. Yes, Gina [nods to her], you're a good com-
panion on the path of life.

GINA. Oh, don't sit there criticising me.

RELLING. And your Hedvig too, Ekdal!

HIALMAR [affected]. The child, yesl The child before
everything!  Hedvig, come here to me. [Srokes her hair.]
What day is it to-morrow, eh ?

HEDVIG [shaking him]. Oh no, you're not to say anything,
father!

HIALMAR. It cuts me to the heart when | think how poor an
affair it'll be; only alittle festivity in the garret——

HEDVIG. Oh, but that's just what | like!

RELLING. Just you wait till the wonderful invention sees
the light, Hedvig!

HIALMAR. Yes, indeed! then you shall se——! Hedvig,
I've resolved to make your future secure. You shal live in
comfort all your days. | will demand something or other for
you. That shall be the poor inventor's sole reward.

HEDVIG [whispering, with her arms round his neck]. Oh,
you dear, kind father !

RELLING [to GREGERS]. Don't you find it delightful, for
once in a way, to sit at a well-spread table in a happy family
circle?

HIALMAR. Yes, | really prize these socia hours.

GREGERS. For my part, | don't thrive in marsh vapours.

RELLING. Marsh vapours?

HIALMAR. Oh, don't begin with that talk again !

! This gpesch of RELLING*s is exceedingly difficult. We have been sorely
tempted to disregard altogether the characterigtic " vagger i hofterne" for
which we have failed to rind any natural English equivalent. The word

* waddling" seems to convey RELLING'S meaning accurately enough. It is
not complimentary to GINA*S carriage; but neither is " vagger i hofterne'*
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GINA. Heaven knows there's no bad smell here, Mr. Werle;
| give the place a good airing every blessed day.

GREGERS [leaves the table]. No airing will drive out the
taint | mean.

HIALMAR. Taint!

GINA. Yes, what do you say to that, Ekdal!

RELLING. Excuse me, but haven't you yourself brought the
taint from those mines up there ?

GREGERS. It's like you to call what | bring into this house
ataint.

RELLING [goes up to him], | tell you what it is, Mr. Werle,
junior : | have astrong suspicion that you're still carrying about
that claim of the ideal, large aslife, in your coat-tail pocket.

GREGERS. | carry it in my breast.

RELLING. Well, wherever you've got it, | advise you not to
come dunning us with it here, so long as |'m on the premises.

GREGERS. And if | doit all the same?

RELLING. Then you'll go head-foremost downstairs; now

I've warned you.

HIALMAR [risng]. Oh, but Mr. Relling———!

GREGERS. Yes, just you turn me out——

GINA [steps between them]. You mustn't do that, Relling.
But | must say, Mr. Werle, that itill becomes you to talk about
swamps and taints, after all the mess you made with your stove.

[A knock at the passage door.

HEDVIG. Mother, there's somebody knocking.

HIALMAR. There now, we're going to have a whole lot of
people!

GINA. Let me go——[Goes over and opens the door.
starts, and draws back] = Oh—oh dear !

[WERLE, in a fur coat, advances one step into the room.

WERLE. Excuse me; but I think my son is staying here.

GINA [with a gulp]. Yes.

HIALMAR [approaching him]. Won't you do us the honour
to——7?

WERLE. Thank you, | merely wish to speak to my son.

GREGERS. What isit? Herel am.

WERLE. | wish to spesk with you in your room.



236 ACT II1

GREGERS. In my room ?—well—[is going].

GINA. No, your room'snot in afit state to——

WERLE. Well then, out in the passage there; | want to have
afew wordswith you alone.

HIALMAR. You can do that here, sir. Come into the par-
lour, Relling.

[HIALMAR and RELLING go off to the right. GINA takes

HEDVIG with her into the kitchen.

GREGERS [after a short pause']. Well, now we're aone.

WERLE. From something you let fall last evening, and from
your coming to lodge with the Ekdals, | can't help inferring that
you have some hostile intention towards me.

GREGERS. | intend to open Hialmar Ekdal's eyes. He shall
e his position asit really is—that isall.

WERLE. Is that the mission in life you spoke of yesterday?

GREGERS. Yes. You have left me no other.

WERLE. |Isit | that have crippled your mind, Gregers?

GREGERS. You have crippled my whole life.  I'm not think-
ing of all that about mother—but it's thanks to you that | have
a guilty conscience continually pursuing and gnawing at me.

WERLE. Aha, it's your conscience that'sill at ease, isit?

GREGERS. | ought to have taken a stand against you when
the trap was set for Lieutenant Ekdal. | should have cautioned
him, for | had a misgiving as to what was in the wind.

WERLE. Yes, that was the time to have spoken.

GREGERS. 1 did not dare to, | was so cowed and spiritless.
| was mortally afraid of you, not only then, but long afterwards.

WERLE. You'vegot over that fear now, it appears.

GREGERS. Yes, fortunately. Thewrong done to old Ekdal,
both by me and by—others, can never be remedied ; but Hialmar
I can rescue from all the falsehood and deception that are
bringing him to ruin.

WERLE. D O you think that'll be doing him a kindness?

GREGERS. | firmly believe so.

WERLE. YOU think our friend the photographer is the sort
of man to appreciate such friendly offices?

GREGERS.  Yes, | do.

WERLE. H'm, weshall se



THE WILD DUCK 937

GREGERS. Besides, if 1'm to go on living, | must try and
find some cure for my sick conscience.

WERLE. It will never be well. Your conscience has been
sickly from childhood. That's an inheritance from your mother,
Gregers—the only inheritance she left you.

GREGERS [with a scornful half-smile]. Haven't you yet
digested your resentment at your own miscalculation as to the
fortune she would bring you ?

WERLE. Don't let us get upon irrelevant subjects.—Then
you keep to your purpose of setting young Ekdal upon what you
imagine to be the right scent ?

GREGERS. Yes, that'smy fixedresolve.

WERLE. Well, in that case | might have spared myself this
visit; for of course it's usdess to ask you to return home with
me?

GREGERS. Quite useless.

WERLE. And | suppose you won't enter the firm cither?

GREGERS. NO.

WERLE. Very good. But as I'm thinking of marrying
again, your share in the property will fall to you at once.*

GREGERS [quickly].  No, | don't wish that.

WERLE. Youdon'twish it?

GREGERS. NO, | daren't take it, for conscience' sake.

WERLE [after a pause]. Are you going up to the works
again ?

GREGERS. No; | consider myself released from your service.

WERLE. Butwhat are you going to do ?

GREGERS. Only to fulfil my mission, nothing more.

WERLE. Well, but afterwards? What arc you going to live
upon?

GREGERS. | havelaid by alittle out of my salary.

WERLE. HOW long will that last ?

GREGERS. | think it will last out my time.

WERLE. What do you mean ?

GREGERS. | shall answer no more questions.

WERLE. Good-bye, then, Gregers.

! By Norwegian law, before a widower can marry again, a certain propor-
tion of his property must be sstled on his children by his former marriage.
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GREGERS. Good-bye. [WERLE gQoes.

HIALMAR [peeping in]. He's gone, isn't he ?

GREGERS.  VYes.

[HIALMAR and RELLING enter; also GINA and HEDVIG from

the kitchen.

RELLING. That lunch was afailure.

GREGERS. Put on your coat, Hialmar; | want you to come
for along walk with me.

HIALMAR. With pleasure. What was it your father
wanted ? Anything about me?

GREGERS. Comealong. Wemust haveatalk. |'llgoand
put on my overcoat. [Goes out by the passage door.

GINA. YOU shouldn't go out with him, Ekdal.

RELLING. No, don't you do it. Stay where you are.

HIALMAR [gets his hat and overcoat]. Oh, nonsensel
When a friend of my youth feels impelled to open his mind to
mein private——

RELLING. But deuce take it—don't you see the fellow's mad,
cracked, demented!

GINA. There, you hear! His mother before him had mad
fits like that sometimes.

HIALMAR. The more need for afriend's watchful eye. [To
GINA.] Be sure you have dinner ready in good time. Good-
bye for the present. [Goes out by the passage door,

RELLING. It's apity the fellow didn't go to hell through one
of the Hoidal mines.

GINA. Good Lord! what makesyou say that ?

RELLING [muttering]l.  Oh, | have my reasons.

GINA. DO you think young Werle is really mad ?

RELLING. NO, worse luck; he's no madder than people in
general. But one disease he's certainly suffering from.

GINA. Whatisit that'swrongwith him?

RELLING. Well, I'll- tell you, Mrs. EkdaL He's suffering
from chronic integrity in an acute form.

GINA. Integrity?

HEDVIG. Isthat akind of disease?

RELLING. Yes, it's a national disease; but it only appears
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sporadically. [Nodsto GINA.] Thanks for your hospitality.
[He goes out by the passage door.
GINA [walking to and fro].  Ugh, that Gregers Werle—he's
always been a horrible creature.
HEDVIG [standing by the table, and look'mg searchingly at
her']. | think all thisisvery strange.

ACT 1V

HIALMAR EKDAL's studio. A photograph has just been taken;
a camera ivith the cloth over it, a pedestal, two chairs, a
folding table, etc., are standing out in the room. Afternoon
light; the sun is going down; a little later it begins to grow
dusk.

GINA stands in the passage doorway, with a little box and a wet
glass plate in her hand, and is speaking to somebody outside.

GINA. Yes, certainly. When | make a promise | keep it.
The first dozen shall be ready on Monday. Good-afternoon.
[Some one is heard going downstairs. GiNA shuts the door,
dips the plate into the box, and puts it into the covered
camera.
HEDVIG [comes in from the kitchen]. Are they gone?
GINA [tidying up]. Yes, thank goodness, Fve got rid of
them at last.,
HEDVIG. But can you imagine why father hasn't come home
yet?
GINA. Are you sure he's not down in Relling's room ?
HEDVIG. NO, he's not; | ran down the kitchen stair and
asked just now.
GINA. And | suppose his dinner's getting cold.
HEDVIG. Yes, | can't understand it. Father's always o
careful to be home to dinner!
GINA. Oh, he'll be here directly, you'll see.
HEDVIG. | wish he would come; everything seems s0 queer
to-day.
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GINA [calls out]. There heis!

[HIALMAR EKDAL comes in at the passage door.

HEDVIG [going to him]. Father! Oh, what a time we've
been waiting for you !

GINA [glances at him], You've been a long time away,
Ekdal.

HIALMAI? [without looking at her]. Rather long, yes.

[He takes off his overcoat; GINA and HEDVIG go to help him;

he motions them away.

GINA. PerhapsyouVe had dinner with Werle?

HIALMAR [hanging up his coat]. No.

GINA [going towards the kitchen door]. Then ['Il bring
some in for you.

HIALMAR. N O; let thedinner be. | don't want anything to
eat.

HEDVIG [going nearer to him]. Aren't you well,
father?

HIALMAR. Well? Oh yes, tolerably. Gregers and | had
a tiring walk.

GINA. YOU oughtn't to have gone so far, Ekdal; you're not
used toit.

HIALMAR. H'm; there's many a thing a man must get used
to in this world. [Wanders about the room] Has any one
been here whilst | was out ?

GINA. Nobody but the two sweethearts.

HIALMAR. NO new orders ?

GINA. NO, not to-day.

HEDVIG. There'll be some to-morrow, father, you'll see

HIALMAR. | hope therewill; for to-morrow |'m going to set
to work in earnest.

HEDVIG. To-morrow! Don't you remember what day it is
to-morrow ?

HIALMAR. Oh yes, by-the-by. Well, the day after,
then. Henceforth | mean to do everything myself; 1'l1 do all
the work alone.

GINA. What's the good of that, Ekdal? It'll only make
life a burden to you. | can manage the photography; and you
can goonworking at your invention.
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HEDVIG. And think of the wild duck, father—and all the
hens and rabbits and !

HIALMAR. Don't talk to me of all that trash! From to-
morrow | 'l never st foot in thegarret again.

HEDVIG. Oh but, father, you promised that we should have
alittle entertainment

HIALMAR. H'm, true. Well then, from the day after
to-morrow. |I'm almost inclined to wring that cursed wild
duck's neck!

HEDVIG [shrieks]. The wild duck!

GINA. Well | never |

HEDVIG [shaking him]. Oh no, father; you know it's my
wild duck!

HIALMAR. That'swhy | don't doit. | haven't the heart to
—for your sake, Hedvig. But in my inmost soul | fed that |
ought to do it. | ought not to suffer a creature that has been
in those hands under my roof.

GINA. Why, good gracious, because grandfather got it from
that wretched Pettersen

HIALMAR [wandering about]. There are certain claims—
what shall | call them ?>—let me say claims of the ideal—certain
obligations, which a man cannot set asde without injury to his
soul.

HEDVIG [going after him]. But think of the wild duck—
the poor wild duck!

HIALMAR [stops], | tell you I'll spare it—for your sake
Not a hair of its head shall be touched—I mean, 1'll spare it.
There are greater problemsthan that to be dealt with. But you
should go out a little now, Hedvig, as usual; it's getting dusk
enough for you now.

HEDVIG. NO, | don't care about going out now.

HIALMAR. Yes, do; it seems to me you peer about 0 with
your eyes; all these vapoursin here are bad for you. The air is
heavy under this roof.

HEDVIG. Very well then, | shall run down the kitchen stair
and take a little walk. My cloak and hat?—oh, they're in my
own room. Father—be sure you don't do the wild duck any
harm whilst I'm out.
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HIALMAR. Not a feather of its head shall be touched.
[Draws her to him] You and |, Hedvig—we two 1
Well, go along.

[HEDVIG nods to her parents and goes out through the

kitchen.

HIALMAR [walks about without looking up]. Gina.

GINA. Yes?

HIALMAR. From to-morrow, or say from the day after to-
morrow, | should like to keep the household account-book myself.

GINA. DO you want to keep the accounts too, now?

HIALMAR. Yes; or to put down the receipts at any rate.

GINA. Lord help us! that's soon done.

HIALMAR. Onewould hardly think so; at any rate you seem
to make the money go a very long way. [Stops and looks at
her] How do you manage it ?

GINA. It'sbecause Hedvig and | need = little.

HIALMAR. Isit the case that father isvery liberally paid for
the copyinghe doesfor Mr . Werle?

GINA. | don't know whether the pay is < liberal. | don't
know the prices for such work.

HIALMAR. Well, what does he get, about? Let me hear!

GINA. Oh, it varies; it comes to about as much as he costs
us, with a little pocket-money over.

HIALMAR. AS much as he costs usl And you've never told
me this before!

GINA. No, | couldn't; it pleased you 0 much to think he
got everything from you.

HIALMAR. And he getsit from Mr. Werle!

GINA. Oh yes; he has plenty and to spare, he has.
{TIiALMAR. Light thelamp for me, please!

GINA [lighting the lamp]. And of course we don't know
thatit'sM r . Wer le himself; it may be Graberg——

HIALMAR. Why attempt such an evasion ?

GINA. 1 don't know; | only thought

HIALMAR. H'm!

GINA. It wasn't | that got grandfather that writing. It
was Bertha, when she usad to come about us.

HIALMAR. |t seamsto meyour voiceistrembling.
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GINA [putting the lampshade on]. Is it?

HIALMAR. And your hands are shaking, aren't they?

GINA [firmly]. Speak straight out, Ekdal. What has he
been saying about me ?

HIALMAR. IS it true—can it be true that—that there was
an—an understanding between you and Mr. Werle, while you
were in service there?

GINA. That's not true. Not at that time. Mr. Werle did
come after me, | own it. And his wife thought there was some-
thing in it, and then she made such a hocus-pocus and hurly-
burly, and she knocked and drove me about so, that | left her
service.

HIALMAR. But afterwards, then ?

GINA. Well, then | went home. And mother—well, she
wasn't the woman you took her for, Ekdal; she kept on worrying
and worrying at me about one thing and another—for Mr.
Werlewas awidower by that time.

HIALMAR. Well, and then?

GINA. | suppose you must know it. He didn't give it up
until he'd had his way.

HIALMAR [striking his hands together]. And this is the
mother of my child! How could you hide this from me?

GINA. It was wrong of me; | ought certainly to have told
you long ago.

HIALMAR. YOU should have told me at the very first; then
| should have known what you were.

GINA. But would you have married me all the same?

HIALMAR. HOW can you suppose 0 ?

GINA. That's just why | didn't dare to tell you anything
then. 1'd come to care for you so much, you know; and |
couldn't go and make myself utterly miserable——

HIALMAR [walks about]. And this is my Hedvig's mother!
And to know that all | se before me—[kicks at a chair]—
all that 1 call my home—I| owe to a favoured predecessor!
Oh, that scoundrel Werle!

GINA. DO you repent the fifteen years we've lived together?

HIALMAR. Haven't you every day, every hour, repented of
the spider's-web of deceit you had spun around me? Answer
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me that! How could you help writhing with penitence and
remorse?

GINA. My dear Ekdal, Fve had plenty to do looking after
the house and all the daily busness——

HIALMAR. Then you never think of reviewing your past?

GINA. NO; heaven knows |'d almost forgotten those old
stories.

HIALMAR. Oh, that blank, callous contentment! To me
there is something revolting about it. Think of it—never so
much as a twinge of remorse!

GINA. But tell me, Ekdal, what would have become of you
if you hadn't had a wife like me?

HIALMAR. Like you—!

GINA. Yes; for you know Fve always been a little more
practical and wide-awake than you. Of course Fm a year or
two older.

HIALMAR. What would have become of me!

GINA. You'd got into all sorts of bad ways when first you
met me; you can't deny that.

HIALMAR. SO that's what you call bad ways? Oh, you
don't understand what a man goes through when he's in grief
and despair—especially a man of my fiery temperament.

GINA. Well, that may be so. And | don't say Fve any-
thing to boagt of; for you became a moral of a husband directly
you'd a house and home of your own. And now we'd got
everything so nice and cosy about us; and Hedvig and | were
just thinking we'd soon be able to give ourselves a little rein,
in the way of both food and clothes.

HIALMAR. In the swamp of deceit, yes.

GINA. Oh, that that wretched creature had never st his
foot inside our doors!

HIALMAR. And 1, too, thought my home such a pleasant
one. That was a delusion. Where shall | now find the das
ticity of spirit to bring my invention into the world of reality?
Perhaps it will diewith me; and then it will be your past, Gina,
that will have killed it.

GINA [nearly crying]. You mustn't say such things, Ekdal.
Fve only wanted to do what was bes for you all my days!
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HIALMAR. | ask you, what becomes of the breadwinner's
dream? When | used to lie in there on the sofa and ponder
over the invention, | had a clear enough presentiment that it
would sap my vitality to the last drop. | felt even then that
the day when | held the patent in my hand would be the day—
of my release.  And then it was my dream that you should live
on and be known as the deceased inventor's well-to-do widow |

GINA [drying her tears]. No, you mustn't talk like that,
Ekdal. May the Lord never let me se the day | am left a
widow!

HIALMAR. Oh, the whole dream hasvanished. It'sall over
now. All over!

[GREGERSW ERL E opensthe passage door cautiously and looks

in.

GREGERS. May | comein ?

HIALMAR. Yes, comein.

GREGERS [comes forward, his face beaming with satisfaction,
and holds out both his hands to them]. Well, dear
frietnds——!  [Looks from one to the other, and whispers to
HIALMAR.] Haven't you done it yet?

HIALMAR [aloud]. |t isdone.

GREGERS. It is?

HIALMAR. | have passd through the bitterest moments of
my life.

GREGERS. But also the most ennabling, J should think.

HIALMAR. Well, we've got through it for the present.

GINA. God forgiveyou, Mr . Werle.

GREGERS [in great surprise]. But | don't understand this.

HIALMAR. What don't you understand ?

GREGERS. After =0 great a criss—a criss that's to be the
starting-point of an entirely new life—of a communion founded
on truth and free from falsehood of any kind

HIALMAR. Yes, yes | know; | know that quite well.

GREGERS. | confidently expected, when | entered the room,
to find the light of transfiguration beaming upon me from both
man and wife. And now | ss nothing but dullness, oppression,

gloom
GINA. Oh, isthat it? [Takes off the lamp-shade*
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GREGERS. YOU will not understand me, Mrs. Ekdal. Ah
well, youj | suppose, need time too———But you, Hialmar?
Surely you feel a new consecration after the great crisis?

HIALMAR. Yes, of course | do. That is—in a sort of way.

GREGERS. For I'm sure there's nothing in the world to com-
pare with the joy of forgiving one who has erred, and raising her
up toonessdf in love.

HIALMAR. Do you think a man can 2 easily throw off the
effects of the bitter cup | have drained ?

GREGERS. No, perhaps not a common man. But a man like
you!

HIALMAR. Good God! | know that well enough. But
you must keep me up to it, Gregers. It takes time, you know.

GREGERS. You have a great deal of the wild duck in you,
Hialmar. [RELLING has come in at the passage door,

RELLING. Oho! isthewild duck to the fore again ?

HIALMAR. Yes; Mr.Werle'swing-broken prey.

RELLING. Mr. Werlees——? $So you're discussng him?

HIALMAR. Him and—ourselves.

RELLING [in an undertone to GREGERS]. M ay the devil take
you!

HIALMAR. What's that you're saying?

RELLING. | was uttering a heartfelt wish that this quack-
salver would take himself off. If he sops here hes sure to get
you both into a mess.

GREGERS. These two won't make a mess of it, M r. Relling.
Of course | won't speak of Hialmar—him we know. But she
too, in her innermost heart, has certainly something loyal and
sncere——

GINA [almost crying]. You might have let me pass for
what | was, then.

RELLING [to GREGERS]. Is it rude to ak what you really
want in this house.

GREGERS. To lay the foundations of a true marriage.

RELLING. So you don't think Ekdal's marriage is good
enough asitis?

GREGERS. No doubt it's as good a marriage as most others,
worse luck. But atrue marriage it has never been.
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HIALMAR. You have never had eyes for the claims of the
ideal, Relling.

RELLING. All rubbish, my boy! But excuse me, Mr.
Werle: how many—in round numbers—how many true mar-
riages have you seen in the course of your life?

GREGERS. Scarcely a single one.

RELLING. Nor | either.

GREGERS. But I've seen innumerable marriages of the oppo-
site kind. And it has been my fate to se at close quarters what
ruin such amarriage can work.

HIALMAR. A man's whole moral basis may give way under
his feet; that's the terrible part of it.

RELLING. Well, | can't say I've ever been exactly married,
so | don't pretend to speak with authority. But this I know,
that the child enters into the marriage problem. And you must
leave the child in peace.

HIALMAR. Oh—Hedvig! my poor Hedvig!

RELLING. Yes, you must be good enough to keep Hedvig
outside of all this. You two are grown-up people; you can, in
God's name, mess and muddle with your relations as you please.
But you must deal circumspectly with Hedvig, | tell you; or
else you may do her agreat injury.

HIALMAR. An injury!

RELLING. Yes, or she may do herself an injury—and perhaps
others too.

GINA. How canyou know that, Relling ?

HIALMAR. Her sight is in no immediate danger, is it?

RELLING. [I'm not talking about her sight. Hedvig is at a
critical age. She'll be taking all sorts of mischief into her head.

GINA. That's true—I've noticed it already! She's taken
to carrying on with the fire, out in the kitchen. She calk it
playing at house-on-fire. |'m often afraid she'll really set fire
to the house.

RELLING. YOU see; | thought a much.

GREGERS [to RELLING]. But how do you account for that?

RELLING [low].  Her constitution's changing, sir.

HIALMAR. SO long as the child has me——! So long as
I'm above ground——! [A knock at the door.
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GINA. Hush, Ekdal; theré's some one in the passge
[Callsout] Comein! [MRS. SORBY, inwalking dress, comes
in.

MRS. SORBY. Good-evening.

GINA [going towards her]. Is that realy you, Bertha?

MRS. SORBY. Yes, of courseitis. But I've come inoppor-
tunely, I'm afraid ?

HIALMAR. No, not a all; an emissay from that house——

MRS. SORBY [to GINA]. TO tell the truth, | hoped your
men-folk would be out at thistime; | just ran up to have alittle
chat with you, and to sy good-bye.

GINA. Indeed? Areyou going away, then?

MRS. SORBY. Yes, to-morrow morning,—up to Hoidal.
Mr. Werle has started this afternoon.  [Lightly, to GREGERS.]
He wished me to say good-bye for him.

GINA. Only fancy——!

HIALMAR. SO Mr. Werle hasgone? And now you're going
after him?

M RS. SORBY. Yes, what do you sy to that, Ekdal ?

HIALMAR. | say: bewarel

GREGERS. | must explain the situation. My father and
Mrs. Sorby are going to be married.

HIALMAR. Going to be married!

GINA. Oh, Bertha, 20 it's come to that at last!

RELLING [his voice quivering a little]. This is surely not
true?

MRS. SORBY. Yes, my dear Relling, it's true enough.

RELLING. You'regoing to marry again?

MRS. SORBY. Yes, it looks like it. Werle hes got a specid
licence, and we're going to be married quite quietly, up at the
works.

GREGERS. Then | must wish you all happiness, like a dutiful
stepson.

MRS. SSRBY. Thank you very much—if you mean what
you sy. | hope it will lead to happiness, both for Werle and
for me.

RELLING. You have every reason to hope that. Mr. Werle
never gets drunk, so far as | know; and | don't suppose he's in
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the habit of thrashing his wives, like the late lamented horse-
doctor.

MRS. SORBY. Oh now, let Sorby rest in peace. He had his
good points too.

RELLING. M r . Werle has better ones, | should think.

MRS. SORBY. He hasn't frittered away all that was good
in him, at any rate. The man who does that must take the
conseguences.

RELLING. | shall go out with Molvik this evening.

M RS. SORBY. You mustn't do that, Relling. Don't doit—
for my sake.

RELLING. There's nothing ese for it. [To HIALMAR.]
If you're going with us, come along.

GINA. No, thank you. Ekdal doesn't go in for such dis
pensations.

HIALMAR [half aloud, in vexation]. —Oh, do hold your
tongue!

RELLING. Good-bye, Mrs.—Werle.

[Goes out through the passage door,

GREGERS [to MRS. SORBY]. YOU seem to be pretty intimate
withDr . Relling.

MRS. SORBY. Yes, we've known each other for many years.
At one time it ssemed as if things might have gone further
between us.

GREGERS. |t wassurely lucky for you that they didn't.

MRS. SORBY. YOU may well say that. But I've always been
wary of acting on impulse. A woman can't afford absolutely to
throw herself away.

GREGERS. Aren't you just the least bit afraid that | may let
my father know about thisold friendship ?

MRS. SORBY. Why, of course I've told him all about it
myself.

GREGERS. Indeed?

MRS. SORBY. Your father knows everything that could,
with any truth, be said about me. 1'vetold him all; it was the
first thing | did when | became aware of his intentions.

GREGERS. Then you've been franker than most people, |
think.
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MRS. SORBY. I've always been frank. W e womeg get on
best that way.

HIALMAR. What do you say to that, Gina?

GINA. Oh, we women are very different. Some get on best
one way, some another.

MRS. S<5RBY. Well, for my part, Gina, | believe it's wisest
to act as IVe done. And Werle has no secrets either, on his
side. That's really the bond of union between us, you see
Now he can sit and talk with me as openly as a child. He's
never had the chance to do that before. Fancy a man like him,
full of health and vitality, passing hiswhole youth and the prime
of hislifein listening to nothing but moral homilies| And very
often the homilies were called forth by the most imaginary
offences—at least so | believe.

GINA. That's true enough.

GREGERS. If you ladies are going to indulge in mutual con-
fidences, | had better retire.

MRS. SORBY. YOU can stay so far as that's concerned. |
shan't say aword more. But | wanted you to know that | had
done nothing secretly or in any underhand way. It may seem
as if 1'd come in for a great piece of luck; and that's true in a
sense.  But after all, | don't think 1'm getting any more than
I'm giving. | shall stand by him always, and | can tend and
cae for him as no one dse can, now that he's getting
helpless.

HIALMAR. Getting helpless?

GREGERS [to MRS. SORBY]. Don't speak of that here.

M RS. SORBY. There's no disguising it any longer, how-
evermuchhewouldliketo. He's going blind,

HIALMAR [darts]. Going blind? That's strange. He too
becomingblind!

GINA. Lots of people do.

MRS. SORBY. And you can imagine what that means to a
business man. Well, | shall try as well as | can to make my
eyes replace his. But | mustn't stay any longer, |'m so busy
just now.—Oh, by-the-by, Ekdal, | was to tell you that if there
was anything Werle could do for you, you must just apply to
Graberg.
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GREGERS. |I'm sure Hialmar will decline that offer with
thanks.
M RS. SORBY. Indeed? | don't think he used to be

GINA. No, Bertha, Ekdal doesn't need anything from Mr .
Werle now.

HIALMAR [slowly, and with emphasis]. Will you present my
compliments to your future husband, and say that | intend very
shortly to pay avisittoM r . Graber g——

GREGERS. What! You don't really mean that ?

HIALMAR. To pay avisit to Mr. Graberg, | say, and obtain
an account of the sum | owe his principal. | will pay that debt
of honour—ha, ha, ha! a debt of honour let uscall it! In any
caxe | will pay the whole, with five per cent, interest.

GINA. But, my dear Ekdal, God knows we haven't got the
money to do it.

HIALMAR. Please tell your future husband that | am work-
ing assduously at my invention. Please tell him that what
stimulates me in this laborious task is the wish to free myself
from a torturing burden of debt. That is my reason for pro-
ceeding with theinvention. The entire profits are to be devoted
to repaying your future husband's pecuniary advances.

MRS. SORBY. Something has happened here.

HIALMAR. Yes, that is so.

MRS. SORBY. Well, good-bye. | had something dse to
speak to you about, Gina; but it must keep till another time.
Good-bye.

[HIALMAR and GREGERS bow silently. GINA follows MRS.

SORBY to the door.

HIALMAR. Not beyond the threshold, Gina!

[MRS. SORBY goes; GINA shuts the door after her.

HIALMAR. There now, Gregers; |'ve got that burden of debt
off my mind.

GREGERS. YOU soon will, at all events.

HIALMAR. | think my attitude may be called correct.

GREGERS. You are the man | have always taken you for.

HIALMAR. In certain casss it's impossble to disregard the
claim of the ideal. Yet, as the breadwinner of a family, |
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cannot but writhe and groan under it. | can tell you it's no joke
for a man without capital to attempt the repayment of a long-
standing obligation, over which, so to speak, there lies the dust
of oblivion. But it can't be helped: the Man in me demands
his rights.

GREGERS [putting his hand on HIALMAR'S shoulder']l. My
dear Hialmar, now wasn't it agood thing | came?

HIALMAR.  VYes

GREGERS. Aren't you glad to have had your true position
made clear to you ?

HIALMAR [somewhat impatiently']. Yes, of course | am.
But there's one thing that's exasperating to my snse of
justice.

GREGERS. And what'sthat ?

HIALMAR. It isthat—but | don't know whether | ought to
express mysdf so unreservedly about your father.

GREGERS. Say what you please, <0 far as | am concerned.

HIALMAR. Well then, isn't it exasperating to think that it's
not |, but he, whowill realise thetruemarriage?

GREGERS. Howcanyousaysuchathing?

HIALMAR. | say it because it's the case. Isn't the marriage
between your father and Mrs. Sorby founded upon complete
confidence, upon entire and unreserved candour on both sdes?
They hide nothing from each other, they keep no secrets in the
background; their relation is based, if | may put it so, on mutual
confesson and absolution.

GREGERS. Well, what then ?

HIALMAR. Well, isn't that the whole thing? Didn't you
yourself say that these were just the difficulties that had to be
overcome in order to found atruemarriage?

GREGERS. But this is quite another matter, Hialmar. You
surely don't compare either yourself or your wife with those
two——? Oh, you understand me well enough.

HIALMAR. Say what you like, there's something in all this
that hurts and offends my snse of justice. It really looks as if
therewere no just providence to rule theworld.

GINA. Oh no, Ekdal; you mustn't say such things.

GREGERS. H'm; don't let's get upon those questions.
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HIALMAR. And yet, after all, | can't but recognise the guid-
ingfinger of fate. He'sgoing blind.

GINA. Oh, you can't be sure of that.

HIALMAR. It's indubitable. At all events we oughtn't to
doubt it; for in that very fact lies the just retribution. He has
blinded a confiding fellow-creaure in days gone by.

GREGERS. Unfortunately he has blinded many.

HIALMAR. And now comes inexorable, mysterious Fate, and
demands Werle's own eyes

GINA. Oh, how dare you say such dreadful things! I'm
getting quite frightened.

HIALMAR. It is profitable to dive into the night sde of
existence now and then.

[HEDVIG, in her hat and cloak, comes in through the passage

door. Sheisin high spirits, and out of breath.

GIWA. Are you back already?

HEBVIG. Yes, | didn't care to go any farther. It was a
good thing, too, for | met some one at the door.

HIALMAR. It must have been that Mrs. Sorby.

HEDVIG. Yes.

HIALMAR [walks up and down]. | hope you've seen her for
the last time.

[Silence. HEDVIG, discouraged, looks first at one and then

at the other, as if to ascertain their frame of mind.

HEDVIG [approaching, coaxingly].  Father.

HIALMAR. Well—what isit, Hedvig?

HEDVIG. Mrs. Sorby had got something for me.

HIALMAR [stops]. For you ?

HEDVIG. Yes. Something for to-morrow.

GINA. Bertha has always given you some little thing on
your birthday.

HIALMAR. Whatisit?

HEDVIG. Oh, | mustn't tell you just now. Mother is to
give it to meto-morrow morning before I'm up.

HIALMAR. What's all this nonsense that |1'm to be kept in
the dark about!

HEDVIG [quickly]. No, you may s= it if you like. It's a
big letter. [Takes the letter out of her cloak pocket.
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HIALMAR. A letter, too?

HEDVIG. Yes, it isonly aletter. The rest will come later,
| suppose. But fancy—a letter! |'ve never had aletter before.
And ther€s" Miss" written upon it. [Reads] " MissHed-
vig Ekdal."  Only fancy—that's me!

HIALMAR. Let mesethat letter.

HEDVIG [hands it to him]. Thereitis

HIALMAR. That'sMr.Werle'shand.

GINA. Areyou sure of that, Ekdal ?

HIALMAR. Look for yourself.

GINA. Oh, do you think | know about suchlike things?

HIALMAR. Hedvig, may | open the letter—and read it ?

HEDVIG. Yes, of course you may, if you want to.

GINA. NO, not to-night, Ekdal;* it's to be kept till to-
morrow.

HEDVIG [softly]. Oh, can't you let him read it! It's sure
to be something good; and then father'U beglad, and it'll all be
pleasant again.

HIALMAR. | may open it, then ?

HEDVIG. Yes, do, father. |'m = anxious to know what
itis

HIALMAR. All right. [Opens the letter, takes out a
paper, reads it through, and appears bewildered] What's
this——?

GINA. What doesit say ?

HEDVIG. Oh yes father, tell us!

HIALMAR. Be quiet. [Reads it through again; he has
turned pale, but says with sdf-control.] It's a deed of gift,
Hedvig.

HEDVIG. Isit? What sort of gift am | tohave?

HIALMAR. Read for yourself.

[HEDVIG goes over and reads for a time by the lamp.

HIALMAR [hall--aloud, clenching hishands]. Theeyest The
eyesl—and then that letter!

HEDVIG [leaves off reading]. Yes, but it ssems to me that
it'sgrandfather that'sto haveit.

HIALMAR [takes the letter from her], Gina—can you under-
stand this?
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GINA. | know nothing whatever about it; tell me what's
the matter.

HIALMAR. Mr. Werlewrites to Hedvig that her old grand-
father needn't trouble himself any longer with the copying, but
that he can henceforth draw on the office for a hundred crowns
a month.

GREGERS.  Aha!

HEDVIG. A hundred crowns, mother! | read that.

GINA. What agood thing for grandfather.

HIALMAR. A hundred crowns a month so long & he needs
it—that means, of course, so long as he lives.

GINA. Well, s0 he's provided for, poor dear.

HIALMAR. But there's moretocome. You didn't read that,
Hedvig. Afterwardsthisgiftisto passon toyou.

HEDVIG. TO me! Thewholeof it?

HIALMAR. He writes that the same amount is assured to you
for the whole of your life. Do you hear that, Gina?

GINA. Yes, | hear.

HEDVIG. Fancy—all that money I'm to get! [Shakes him]
Father, father, aren't you glad——7?

HIALMAR [eluding her].  Glad! [Walks about.] Oh,
what vistas—what perspectives open up before me! It's Hed-
vig, Hedvig that he showers these benefactions upon !

GINA. Yes, because it's Hedvig's birthday——

HEDVIG. And you'll get it all the same, father! Y ou may
be sure | shall give all the money to you and mother.

HIALMAR. T O mother, yes! Therewe haveit.

GREGERS. Hialmar, thisisatrap he'ssetting for you.

HIALMAR. DO you think it's another trap ?

GREGERS. When he was here this morning he said : Hialmar
Ekdal is not the man you imagine him to be.

HIALMAR. Not the man———!

GREGERS. YOU will se that, he said.

HIALMAR. He wanted to show you that | would let myself
be put off with money. !

HEDVIG. Oh, mother, what does all this mean ?

GINA. Go and take off your things.

[HEDVIG goes out by the kitchen door, half-crying.
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GREGERS. Yes, Hialmar—now we shall s who was right,
he or I.

HIALMAR [slowly tears the paper across, lays both pieces on
the table, and says], Here ismy answer.

GREGERS. Just what | expected.

HIALMAR [goes over to GINA, who stands by the stove, and
saysin alowvoice]. Now pleese make aclean breast of it. If
the connection between you and him was quite over when you
—came to care for me, as you call it, why did he put us in a
position to marry ?

GINA. | suppose he thought our house would be open to
him.

HIALMAR. Only that? Wasn't he afraid of a possble con-
tingency ?

GINA. | don't know what you mean.

HIALMAR. | want to know whether—your child hes the
right to live under my roof.

GINA [draws herself up; her eyes flash]. Y ou ak that!

HIALMAR. YOU shal answver me this one question: Does
Hedvig belong to me—or——? Well!

GINA [looking at him with cold defiance], | don't know.

HIALMAR [quivering a little]. Y ou don't know!

GINA. How should / know? A creaure like me——

HIALMAR [quietly, turning away from her]. Then | have
nothing more to do in this house

GREGERS. Take care, Hialmar! Think what you're
doing!

HIALMAR [puts on his overcoat]. In this cese ther€'s
nothing for aman like me to think twice abouit.

GREGERS. Yes, indeed, there are endless things to be con-
ddered.  You three must be together if you're to attain the true
frame of mind for self-sacrificing forgiveness.

HIALMAR. | don't want to attain it. Never, neverl My
hat! [Takes his hat] My home has fallen in ruins about
me. [Burstsinto tears] Gregers, | have no child !

HEDVIG [who has opened the kitchen door]. What is that
you're saying? [Coming to him,]  Father, father 1

GINA. There, you see!
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HIALMAR. Don't come near me, Hedvig! Keep far away.
| can't bear to e you. Oh! those eyes! Good-bye.
[Makes for the door.
HEDVIG [clinging tight to him and screaming loudly]. No,
no! Don't leave me!
GINA [cries out]. Look at the child, Ekdall Look at the
child!

HIALMAR. | won't! | cannot! | must get out—away
from all this!
[He tears himself away from HEDVIG, and goes out through
the passagedoor.

HEDVIG [with despairing eyes]. He's going away from us,
mother! He's going away from us! He'll never come back
again!

GINA. Don't cry, Hedvig. Father's sure to come back
again.

HEDVIG [throws hersdf sobbing on the sofa]. No, no, he'll
never come home to us any more.

GREGERS. DO you bdieve | meant all for the best, Mrs.
Ekdal?

GINA. Yes, | suppose so; but God forgive you, all the same.

HEDVIG [lying on the sofa]. Oh, this will kill me! What
have | doneto him? Mother, you must fetch him home again !

GINA. Yes, yes yes, only calm yourself, and |'Il go out and
look for him. [Puts on her outdoor things] Perhaps hes
gone in to Rolling's. But you mustn't lie there and cry. Pro-
miseme!

HEDVIG [weeping convulsively]. Yes, |'ll leave off; if only
father comes back!

GREGERS [to GINA, who is going]. After all, hadn't you
better leave him to fight out his bitter fight to the end ?

GINA. Oh, he can do that afterwards. First and foremost
we must pacify the child. [Goes out by the passage door.

HEDVIG [Sits up and dries her tears]. Now you must tell me
what all thismeans. W hy doesn't father want me any more?

GREGERS. YOU mustn't ask that until you're a big girl—
quite grown-up.

HEDVIG [sobs]. But | can't go on bearing all this misery

S.F.P.—9
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till I'm grown-up.—I think | know what it is—Perhaps I'm
not really father's child.

GREGERS [uneasily]. How could that be?

HEDVIG. Mother might have found me. And perhaps
father has just got to know it; I've read of such things.

GREGERS. Well, butif it were o——

HEDVIG. | think he might love me just as well for all that.
Yes, even more.  We got the wild duck as a present, and | love
it so dearly all the same.

GREGERS [diverting the conversation]. Ah, the wild duck,
by-the-by! Let's talk about the wild duck a little, Hedvig.

HEDVIG. The poor wild duck! He doesn't want to s it
any more either.  Only think, he wanted to wring its neck!

GREGERS. Oh, hewon't do that.

HEDVIG. NO; but he said he wanted to. And I think it was
horrid of father to sy it; for | pray for the wild duck every
night, and ak that it may be preserved from death and all that
is evil.

GREGERS [looking at her]. Do you sy your prayers every
night?

HEDVIG. Yes

GREGERS. Who taught you to do that ?

HEDVIG. | myself; once when father was very ill, and had
leeches on his neck, and said that death was staring him in the
face.

GREGERS. Well ?

HEDVIG. Then | prayed for him & | lay in bed; and snce
then 1've aways kept it up.

GREGERS. And now you pray for the wild duck too?

HEDVIG. | thought it was best to bring in the wild duck;
for she was so weakly at first.

GREGERS. DO you pray in the morning, too ?

HEDVIG. NO, of course not.

GREGERS. Why not in the morning ?

HEDVIG. In the morning it's light, and there's nothing in
particular to be afraid of.

GREGERS. And your father was going to wring the neck of
the wild duck that you love so dearly?
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HBDVIG. NO; hesaid he would like to wring its neck, but he
would spare it for my sake; and that was kind of father.

GREGERS [coming a little nearer]. But suppose you were to
sacrifice the wild duck, of your own free will, for his sake?

HEDVIG [rising]. The wild duck!

GREGERS. Suppose you were to sacrifice, for his sake the
dearest treasure you have in the world ?

HEDVIG. DO you think that would do any good ?

GREGERS. Try it, Hedvig.

HEDVIG [softly, with flashing eyes]. Yes, | will try it.

GREGERS. Have you really the courage for it, do you think?

HEDVIG. 1'll ask grandfather to shoot the wild duck for me.

GREGERS. Yes, do. But not a word to your mother about
it!

HEDVIG. Why not ?
GREGERS.  She doesn't understand us.
HEDVIG. The wild duck! ['Il try it to-morrow morning!

[GINA comesin by the passage door,

HEDVIG [going towards her]. Did you find him, mother?

GINA. NO, but I heard he had called and taken Relling
with him.

GREGERS. Areyou sure of that ?

GINA. Yes, the porter's wife said 0. Molvik went with
them too, she said.

GREGERS. This evening, when his mind 9 sorely needs to
wrestle in solitude——!

GINA [takes off her things]. Yes, men are never to be de
pended on. The Lord only knows where Relling has dragged
him to! | ran over to Madam Eriksen's, but they weren't
there.

HEDVIG [struggling to keep back her tears]. Oh, if he
should never come home any more!

GREGERS. He will come home again. | shall have news to
give him to-morrow; and then you'll ss= h ow he'll come. You
may rely upon that, Hedvig, and deep in peace.  Good-night.

[Hegoes out through the passage door,

HEDVIG [throws herself sobbing on GINA'S neck]. Mother,

mother!
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GINA [pats her shoulder and sighs]. Ah, yes; Relling was
right, hewas. That'swhat happenswhen crazy people go about
presenting the claims of thewhat-do-you-call-it.

ACT V

HIALMAR EKDAL'S studio. Cold grey, morning light. Wet
snow lies upon the large panes of the sloping roof-window,
GINA comes from the kitchen with an apron and bib on, and
carrying a dusting-brush and a duster; she goes towards the
sitting-room door. At the same moment HEDVIG comes hur-

riedly in from the passage.

GINA [stops]. Well?

HEDVIG. Oh, mother! | almost think he's down at
Rellings—

GINA.  There, you seel

HEDVIG. because the porter's wife says she could hear
that Relling had two people with him when he came home last
night.

GINA. That'sjust what | thought.

HEDVIG. But he might just as well have gone right away,
if hewon't come up to us.

GINA. 1'll godown and speak to him, at all events.

[OLD EKDAL, in dressing-gown and dlippers, and with a

lighted pipe, appears at the door of his room.

EKDAL. Hialmar Isn't Hialmar at home?

GINA. NO, he's gone out.

EKDAL. So early? And in such a furious snowstorm?
Well, well; don't mind me; | can take my morning walk alone.

[He slides the garret door aside; HEDVIG helps him; he goes

in; sheclosesit after him.

HEDVIG [in an undertone]l. Only think, mother, when
grandfather hearsthat father'sgoingtoleaveus.

GINA. Oh, nonsensg; grandfather mustn't hear anything
about it. It wasa heaven'smercy that hewasn't at home yester-
day in all that hurly-burly.
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HEDVIG.  Yes, hut

[GREGERS comesin by the passage door.

GREGERS. Well, have you any news of him ?

GINA. They sy hesdown at Relling's.

GREGERS. At Relling's! Has he really been out with those
creatures?

GINA. Yes, like enough.

GREGERS. When he should have been yearning for solitude,
for earnest self-examination——

GINA. Yes, you may well sy so.

[RELLING enters from the passage.

HEDVIG [going to him]. |sfather in your room?

GINA [at thesametime]. Ishethere?

RELLING. Yes, of courseheis.

HEDVIG. And you never let usknow!

RELLING. Yes; I'm a brute. But in the first place | had
to look after the other brute; I mean our daemonic friend, of
course; and then | fell adeep, so sound adeep that——

GINA. What does Ekdal sy to-day ?

RELLING. He says nothing whatever.

HEDVIG. Doesn't he spesk?

RELLING. Not ablessed word.

GREGERS. NO, no; | can understand that very well.

GINA. But what's he doing, then ?

RELLING. He'slying on the sofa, snoring.

GINA. Oh,ishe? Yes, Ekda'sarare oneto snore.

HEDVIG. Adeep? Can he deep?

RELLING. Well, it certainly looks like it.

GREGERS. Very natural, after the spiritual conflict that hes
rent him——

GINA. And then he's not accustomed to roving about out of
doors at night.

HEDVIG. It's perhaps a good thing that hes getting some
deep, mother.

GINA. Of course it is; and we must take care not to rouse
him too early. Thank you, Relling. | must get the house
cleened up a bit now, and then——Come and help me,
Hedvig. [GINA and HEDVIG go into the sitting-room.
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GREGERS [turning to RELLING]. What's your theory as to
the spiritual tumult that's now going on in Hialmar Ekdal ?

RELLING. Upon my word | haven't noticed any spiritual
tumult about him.

GREGERS. What! not at such a criss, when his whole life
has been placed on a new foundation ? How can you think
that such an individuality asHialmar's——?

RELLING. Oh, individuality—he! [|f he ever had any ten-
dency to the abnormal developments you call individuality, it
was extirpated, root and fibre, before he was out of his teens.

GREGERS. It would be strange if that were so, considering
the loving care with which he was brought up.

RELLING. By those two affected, hysterical maiden aunts,
you mean ?

GREGERS. Let me tell you that they were women who never
forgot the claim of the ideal—but of course, you'll simply make
game of me again.

RELLING. NO, I'm in no humour for that. | know all about
these ladies, for he has favoured me with floods of rhetoric on
the subject of his " two soul-mothers” But | don't think he
has much to thank them for. Ekdal's misfortune is that in his
own circle he has always been looked upon as a shining light——

GREGERS. Not without reason, surely. Look at the depth
of his mind!

RELLING. I've never discovered it. That his father believed
in it I don't so much wonder; the old lieutenant has been an ass
all his days.

GREGERS. He has had a childlike mind all his days; that's
what you don't understand.

RELLING. Well, 90 beit. But then, when our dear, sweet
Hialmar went to college, he immediately passed for the great
light of the future amongst his comrades too. He was hand-
some, the rascal—red and white—a shop-girl's ideal of manly
beauty; and with his superficially emotional temperament, and
his sympathetic voice, and his talent for declaiming other peopl€'s
verses and other people'sthoughts——

GREGERS [indignantly]. Isit Hialmar Ekdal you're talking
about in that strain ?
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RELLING. Yes, with your permission; |I'm simply showing
you the other sde of the idol you're grovelling before.

GREGERS. | shouldn't have thought | was < utterly
blind.

RELLING. Oh, ther€'s nothing strange in that. You're a
sick man, too, you see

GREGERS. You'reright there.

RELLING. Yes. Yours is a complicated case First of all
there's that troublesome integrity-fever; and then—what's worse
—you're always in a delirium of hero-worship; you must always
have something to adore, outside yourself.

GREGERS. Yes, | must certainly seek it outside myself.

RELLING. But you make such shocking mistakes about every
new phoenix you think you have discovered. Here again you've
come to a cotter's cabin with your claim of the ideal; the people
of the house are insolvent.

GREGERS. If you don't think better than that of Hialmar
Ekdal, what pleasure can you find in being everlastingly with
him?

RELLING. Well, you s |I'm supposed to be a sort of a
doctor—save the mark! | can't but give a hand to the poor
sick people who live under the same roof with me.

GREGERS. Oh, indeed ! Ekdal issck too, ishe?

RELLING. Most people are, worse luck.

GREGERS. And what remedy are you applying in Hialmar's
case?

RELLING. My usual one. I'm fostering the life-illusion® in
him.

GREGERS. Life—illusion? Isthat what you said ?

RELLING. Yes, | said illusion. For illusion, you know, is
the stimulating principle.

GREGERS. May | ak with what illusion Hialmar is inocu-
lated ?

RELLING. NO, thanks; | don't betray professional secrets to
quacksalvers. You would probably go and make a still worse
muddle of him. But my method isinfallible. 1've applied it to

Livslognen," literally " the life-lie" The context sufficiently explains
the difference between Reiling's " life-illusion '* and Schopenhauer's.
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Molvik aswell. I've made him " daemonic." That'sthe blis-
ter | have to put on his neck.

GREGERS. Isn't he really daemonic, then ?

RELLING. What the devil do you mean by daemonic? It's
only a piece of hocuspocus |'ve invented to keep up a spark of
life in him. But for that, the poor harmless creature would
have succumbed to self-contempt and despair many a long year
ago. And then the old lieutenant! But he has hit upon his
own cure, you se

GREGERS. Lieutenant Ekdal ? What of him?

RELLING. Just think of the old bear-hunter shutting himself
up in that dark garret to shoot rabbits! | tell you thereisn't a
happier sportsman in the world than that old man pottering
about in there among all that rubbish. The four or five
withered Christmas-trees he has saved up are the same to him
as the whole great fresh Hoidal forest; the cock and the hens are
big game-birds in the fir-tops; and the rabbits that flop about the
garret floor are the bears he has to battle with—the mighty
hunter of the mountains!

GREGERS. Poor unfortunate old man! Yes; he has had to
narrow the ideals of his youth, indeed !

RELLING. While I think of it, Mr. Werle, junior, don't use
that foreign word: ideals. We've got the excellent native
word : lies.

GREGERS. DO you think the two things are related ?

RELLING. Yes, just about as closdy as typhus and putrid
fever.

GREGERS. Dr. Relling, | shall not give in until | have*
rescued Hialmar from your clutches.

RELLING. SO much the worse for him. Rob the average
man of his life-illusion, and you rob him of his happiness at the
same time. [To HEDVIG, who comes in from the sitting-room.]
Well, little wild-duck-mother, 1'm just going down to se
whether papa is still lying meditating upon that wonderful in-
vention of his. [Goes out by the passage door.

GREGERS [approaches HEDVIG]. | can s by your face that
you haven't done it.

HEDVIG. What? Oh, that about thewild duck. No.
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GREGERS. Your courage failed when the time for action
came, | suppose.

HEDVIG. No, that wasn'tit. But when | awoke this morn-
ing, and remembered what we had been talking about, it seemed
S0 strange.

GREGERS. Strange?

HEDVIG. Yes, | don't know: Y esterday evening, at the
moment, | thought there was something so delightful about it;
but since I've slept and thought of it again, it somehow doesn't
seem worth while.

GREGERS. Anh, | thought you couldn't have grown up quite
unharmed in this house.

HEDVIG. | don't care about that, if only father would come
up——

GREGERS. Oh, if only your eyes had been opened to that
which gives life its value—if you possessed the true, joyous, fear-
less spirit of sacrifice, you would soon sse h ow he would come
up to you.—But | believe in you still, Hedvig.

[He goes out by the passage door.

[HEDVIG wanders about the room for a time; she is on the

point of going into the kitchen when a knock is heard at the
garret door. HEDVIG goes over and opens it a little, old
EKDAL comes out; she pushes the door to again.

EKDAL. H'm, it's not much fun to take one's morning walk
alone.

HEDVIG. Wouldn't you like to go shooting, grand-
father?

EKDAL. It's not the weather for it to-day. It's so dark
there, you can scarcely see where you're going.

HEDVIG. D O you never want to shoot anything besides the
rabbits?

EKDAL. D O you think the rabbits aren't good enough ?

HEDVIG. Yes, but what about the wild duck ?

EKDAL. Ho-ho! areyou afraid | shall shoot your wild duck ?
Never in theworld. Never.

HEDVIG. NO, | suppose you couldn't; they say it's very diffi-
cult to shoot wild ducks.

EKDAL. Couldn't! Should rather think I could.

S.F.P.—9*
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HEDVIG. How would you st about it, grandfather ?—I
don't mean with my wild duck, but with others?

EKDAL. | should take care to shoot them in the breast, you
know; that's the surest place.  And then you must shoot against
the feathers, you see—not the way of the feathers.

HEDVIG. DO they diethen, grandfather ?

EKDAL. Yes, they die right enough—when you shoot
properly. Well, | must goin and have awash. H'm—under-
stand—h'm. [Goes into his room.

[HEDVIG waits a little, glances towards the sitting-room door,
goes over to the bookcase, stands on tiptoe, takesthe double-
barrelled pistol down from the shelf, and looks at it.
GINA, with brush and duster, comes from the sitting-room.
HEDVIG hastily lays down the pistol, unobserved.

GINA. Don't stand raking amongst father's things, Hedvig.

HEDVIG [goes away from the bookcase]. | was only going to
tidy up abit.

GINA. GO into the kitchen, and s= if the coffegs keeping
hot; 1'll take his breakfast on a tray, when | go down to
him.

[HEDVIG goes out. GINA begins to sweep and clean up the
studio. Presently the passage door is opened with hesita-
tion, and HIALMAR EKDAL looks in. He has on his over-
coat, but not his hat; he is unwashed, and his hair is
dishevelled and unkempt. His eyes are dull and heavy.

GINA [standing with the brush in her hand, and looking at
him]. Oh, there now, Ekdal—so you've come after all?

HIALMAR [comesin and answers in a toneless voice], | come
—only to depart again immediately.

GINA. Yes, yes | suppose 0. But, Lord help us! what a
sight you arel!

HIALMAR. A sight?

GINA. And your nice winter-coat too! Well, that's done
for.

HEDVIG [at the kitchen door]. Mother, hadn't | better ?
[Sees HIALMAR, gives a loud scream of joy, and runs to him.]
Oh father, father!

HIALMAR [turns away and makes a gesture of repulsion].
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Away, away, away! [To GINA.] Keep her away from me,
| say!

GINA [in a low tone]. Go into the sitting-room, Hedvig.

[HEDVIG goes silently in.

HIALMAR [fussily pulls out the table-drawer']. | must have
my bookswith me. Wher e are my books?

GINA. Which books?

HIALMAR. My scientific books, of course; the technical
magazines | use for my invention.

GINA [searches in the bookcase]. |Is it these with paper
covers?

HIALMAR. Yes, of course.

GINA [lays a heap of magazines on the table]. Shan't | get
HEDVIG to cut them for you ?

HIALMAR. 1 don't require to have them cut for me.

[Short silence.

GINA. Then you'restill bent on leaving us, Ekdal ?

HIALMAR [rummaging amongst the books]. Yes, that's a
matter of course, | should think.

GINA. Well, well.

HIALMAR [vehemently]. How can | live here, to be stabbed
to the heart every hour of the day?

GINA. God forgive you for thinking o vilely of me.

HIALMAR. Prove——!

GINA. I think it's you that have got to prove.

HIALMAR. After a past like yours? There are certain
claims—I| may almost call them claims of the ideal——

GINA. But what about grandfather ? What's to become of
him, poor dear ?

HIALMAR. | know my duty; my hepless father will come
with me. |'m going out into the town to make arrangements—*
H'm—[hesitatingly] has any one found my hat on the
stairs?

GINA. NO. Haveyou logt your hat ?

HIALMAR. Of course | had it on when | came in last night;
there's no doubt about that; but I couldn't find it this morning.

GINA. Lord help us! where have you been to with those two
ne'er-do-wells?
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HIALMAR. Oh, don't bother me about trivial things. Do
you suppoe | 'm in the humour to remember details?

GINA. If only you haven't caught cold, Ekdal.

[Goes out into the kitchen.

HIALMAR [talks to himself in a low tone of irritation, whilst
he empties the table-drawer']. You're a scoundrel, Relling!—
You're a low fellow!—Ah, you shameess tempter!—I wish |
could get some one to murder you!

[He lays some old letters on one side, finds the torn paper of
yesterday, takes it up and looks at the pieces; puts it down
hurriedly as GINA enters.

GINA [sets a tray with coffee, etc., on the table]. Here's a
drop of something warm, if you'd like it. And ther€'s some
bread and butter and a snack of salt meat.

HIALMAR [glancing at the tray]. Salt meat? Never under
thisroof! It'struel haven't had a mouthful of solid food for
nearly twenty-four hours; but no matter.—My memoranda!
T he commencement of my autobiography! What's become of
my diary, and all my important papers? [Opens the sitting-
room door, but draws back.] Sh€sthere, too!

GINA. Good Lord! the child must be somewhere!

HIALMAR. Come out.

[He makes room, HEDVIG comes, scared, into the studio.

HIALMAR [with his hand upon the door-handle, says to GINA].
In these, the last moments | spend in my former home, | wish
to be spared from interlopers. [Goes into the room.

HEDVIG [with a bound towards her mother, asks softly,
trembling]. Does that mean me?

GINA. Stay out in the kitchen, Hedvig; or, no—you'd better
go into your own room. [Speaksto HIALMAR asshe goesin to
him] Wait a bit, Ekdal; don't rummage so in the drawers; |
know where everythingis.

HEDVIG [stands a moment immovable, in terror and per-
plexity, biting her lips to keep back the tears, then she clenches
her hands conwvulsively, and says softly]. The wild duck!

[She steals over and takes the pistol from the shelf, opens the

garret door a little way, creeps in, and draws the door to
after her.
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[HIALMAR and GINA can be heard disputing in the sitting-

room.

HIALMAR [comes in with some manuscript books and old loose
papers, which he lays upon the table]. That portmanteau's no
good! There are a thousand and one things | must drag with
me.

GINA [following with the portmanteau]. Why not leave all
the rest for the present, and only take a shirt and a pair of
woollen drawers with you.

HIALMAR. Whew—all these wearisome preparations——!

[Pulls off his overcoat and throws it upon the sofa.

GINA. And there's the coffee getting cold.

HIALMAR. H'm.

[Drinks a mouthful without thinking of it, and then ancther.

GINA [dusting the backs of the chairs]. Your great difficulty
will be to find such a big garret for the rabbits.

HIALMAR. What! Am | to drag all those rabbits with me
too?

GINA. 1'm sure grandfather can't get on without his rabbits.

HIALMAR. He must just get used to doing without them.
Haven't / got to sacrifice very much greater things than
rabbits!

GINA [dusting the bookcase]. Shall | put the flute in the
portmanteau for you?

HIALMAR. No. No flute for me. But give me the pistol!

GINA. Do you want to take the pistol with you ?

HIALMAR. Yes. My loaded pistol.

GINA [searching for it]. It's gone. He must have taken it
in with him.

HIALMAR. Ishein the garret?

GINA. Yes, of course he'sin the garret.

HIALMAR. H'm—poor lonely old man.

[He takes a piece of bread and butter, eats it, andfinisheshis

cup of coffee.

GINA. |If we hadn't let that room, you could have moved in
there.

HIALMAR. And continued to live under the same roof
with——! Never—never!
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GINA. But couldn't you put up with the sitting-room for a
day or two? You could haveit all to yourself.

HIALMAR. Never within these walls!

GINA. Well then, down with Relling and Molvik.

HIALMAR. Don't mention those creatures namestome! |t
takes away my appetite only to think of them Oh no, |
must go out into the storm and the snow-blast—go from house
to house and seek shelter for my father and myself.

GINA. But you've got no hat, Ekdal! You've lost your
hat, you know.

HIALMAR. Oh, thosetwo brutes, those daves of all the vices!
A hat must be got for me. [Takes another piece of bread and
butter.] Something must be done. For | have no mind to
throw away my life, either. [Looks for something on the tray.

GINA. What are you looking for ?

HIALMAR. Butter.

GINA. [I'll get you some at once. [Goes out into the kitchen.

HIALMAR [calls after her]. Oh, it doesn't matter; dry bread
isall I require.

GINA [brings a dish of butter]. Look here; this is fresh
churned.

[She pours out ancther cup of coffeefor him; he seats himself
on the sofa, spreads more butter on the already buttered
bread, and eats and drinks a while in silence.

HIALMAR. Could I, without being intruded on by any one—
by any one at all—could | live in the sitting-room for a day or
two?

GINA. Yes, you could quitewell, if you only would.

HIALMAR. For | se no possbility of getting all father's
thingsout in such ahurry.

GINA. And beddes you'll have to tell him first that you
don't mean to livewith us othersany longer.

HIALMAR [pushes away his coffee cup]. Yes, there's that
too; 1'll have to lay bare the whole complicated history to
him | must turn matters over; | must have breathing-
time; | can't take the whole burden upon my shoulders in a
single day.

GINA. No, especially in such horrible weather asit is outside.
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HIALMAR [touching WERLE'S letter], | se that paper is
still lying about here.

GINA. Yes, / haven't touched it.

HIALMAR. So far a |I'm concerned it's mere waste

papef ——

GINA. Well, I ' m certainly not thinking of making any use
of it.

HIALMAR. but we'd better not let it get lost all the

same—in all the upset when | move, it might easly——

GINA. 1'll take careof it, Ekdal.

HIALMAR. The donation is really made to father, and it
rests with him to accept or decline it.

GINA [sighs]. Yes, poor old father——

HIALMAR. T O make quite ssfe——Where shall | find
somegum ?

GINA [goes to the bookcase]. Here's the gum-pot.

HIALMAR. And a brush?

GINA. Here'sthe brush too. [Brings him the things,

HIALMAR [takes a pair of scissors]. Just a strip of paper at
the back [clips and gums]. Far be it from me to lay hands
upon what is not my own—and least of all upon what beongs
to a destitute old man—and to—the other as well.—There now.
Let it lie there for a time; and when it's dry, take it away. |
wish never to se that document again. Never !

[GREGERS WERLE enters from the passage,

GREGERS [somewhat surprised]. What—are you sitting
here, Hialmar?

HIALMAR [rises hurriedly]. | had sunk down from fatigue.

GREGERS. You've been having breakfast, | se

HIALMAR. The body sometimes makes its claims felt too,

GREGERS. What have you decided to do ?

HIALMAR. For a man like me, there€'s only one way to go.
I'm just putting my most important things together. But it
takes time, you know.

GINA [rather impatiently]. Am | to get the room ready for
you, or shall | pack your portmanteau?

HIALMAR [after a glance of annoyance at GREGERS]. Pack
—and get the room ready |
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GjNA [takes the portmanteau]. Very well; then I'Il put in
the shirt and the other things.

[Goes into the sitting-room and draws the door to after her.

GREGERS [after a short silence], | never thought this would
be the end of it. Do you really feel it a necessty to leave house
and home?

HIALMAR [wanders about restlessly]. What would you have
me do?—I| am not fitted to bear unhappiness, Gregers. | must
feel secure and at peace in my surroundings.

GREGERS. But can't you feel that here? Just try it. It
seams to me you have firm ground to build upon now—if only
you start afresh. And remember, you have your invention to
live for.

HIALMAR. Oh, don't talk about my invention. It's perhaps
still in the dim distance.

GREGERS. Indeed!

HIALMAR. Why, great heavens, what would you have me
invent ? Other people have invented almost everything already.
It'smore and more difficult every day——

GREGERS. And you've devoted 0 much work to it.

HIALMAR. It was that blackguard Relling that urged me to
it.

GREGERS. Relling?

HIALMAR. Yes, it was he that first led me to notice my
aptitude for making some notable discovery in photography.

GREGERS. Aha—it was Relling!

HIALMAR. Oh, I've been < truly happy over it! Not @
much for the sake of the invention itself, but because Hedvig
believed in it—believed in it with a child's whole earnestness of
faith. At least, I've been fool enough to go and imagine that
she believed in it.

GREGERS. Can you really think that Hedvig has been false
towardsyou ?

HIALMAR. | can think anything now. It's Hedvig that
stands in my way. She will blot out the sunlight from my
whole life.

GREGERS. Hedvig! Isit Hedvigyou're talkingof? How
should she blot out your sunlight?
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HIALMAR [without answering], | have loved that child
unspeakably. | have felt so unspeakably happy every time |
came home to my poor room, and she flew to meet me, with her
sweet little short-sighted eyes.  Oh, confiding fool that | have
been! | loved her unspeakably; and | yielded myself up to the
dream, the delusion, that she loved me unspeakably in return.

GREGERS. Doyou call that a delusion ?

HIALMAR. How should | know? | can't get anything out
of Gina,* and besdes, shéstotally blind to the ideal side of these
complications. But to you | feel impelled to open my mind,
Gregers. | can't shake off thisfrightful doubt—perhapsHedvig
has never really and honestly loved me.

GREGERS. What would you say if she were to give you a
proof of her love? [Listens] What's that? | thought I
heard thewild duck——?

HIALMAR. It's the wild duck quacking. Father's in the

garret.

GREGERS. 1S he? [His face lights up with joy] | sy
you may yet have proof that your poor misunderstood Hedvig
loves you!

HIALMAR. Oh, what proof can she give me? | dare not
believe in any assurances from that quarter.

GREGERS. Hedvig does not know what deceit means.

HIALMAR. Oh, Gregers, that's just what | can't be certain
about. Who knowswhat Ginaand that Mrs. Sorby may many
a time have sat here whispering and tattling about ? And Hed-
vig usually has her ears open, | can tell you. Perhaps the deed
of gift didn't come so unexpectedly after all. In fact, |'m not
sure but that | gathered something of the sort.

GREGERS. What spirit is this that has come over you?

HIALMAR. [|'ve had my eyes opened. Just you notice;—
you'll s the deed of gift isonly a beginning. Mrs. Sorby has
always been a good deal taken up with Hedvig; and now she
has the power to do whatever she likes for the child. They can
take her from mewhenever they please.

GREGERS. Hedvigwill never leave you.

HIALMAR. Don't be so sure of that. |f only they beckon
to her and throw out a golden bait——! Oh, and | have loved
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her so unspeakably! | would have counted it my highest happi-
ness to take her tenderly by the hand and lead her, as one leads
a timid child through a great dark empty room!—I am cruelly
certain now that the poor photographer in his humble attic has
never really and truly been anything to her. She has only cun-
ningly contrived to keep on a good footing with him until the
time came.

GREGERS. You don't believe that yourself, Hialmar.

HIALMAR. That'sjust the terrible part of it—I don't know
what to believe—I| never can know it. But can you really
doubt that it must be as | say? Ho-ho, you rely too much
upon the claim of the ideal, my good Gregers! If those others
came, with the glory of wealth about them, and called to the
child: " Leave him : come to us: here life awaits you " ——!

GREGERS [quickly]. Well, what then ?

HIALMAR. [If | then askked her: Hedvig, are you willing to
renounce that life for me? [Laughs scornfully] No, thank
you! You'd soon hear what answer | should get.

[A pistol shot is heard from within the garret.

GREGERS [loudly and joyfully], Hialmar!

HIALMAR. There now; he must needs go shooting too.

GINA [comes in]. Oh, Ekdal, I can hear grandfather blaz-
ing away in the garret by himself.

HIALMAR. I'll look in.

GREGERS [eagerly, with emotion]. Wait a bit! Do you
know what that was?

HIALMAR. Yes, of course | know.

GREGERS. NO, you don't know. But/do. That was the
proof!

HIALMAR. What proof ?

GREGERS. It was a child's act of sacrifice.  She has got your
father to shoot the wild duck.

HIALMAR. TO shoot thewild duck!

GINA. Oh, think of that !

HIALMAR. What was that for ?

GREGERS. She wanted to sacrifice to you her most cherished
possession; for then she thought you would surely come to love
her again.
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HIALMAR [tenderly, with emotion].  Oh, poor child!

GiNA. What thingsshe thinksof!

GREGERS. She only wanted your love again, Hialmar. She
couldn't live without it.

GiNA [struggling with her tears|]. There, you can se for
yourself, Ekdal.

HIALMAR. Gina, where is she?

GINA [sniffs].  Poor dear, she's sitting out in the kitchen, |
daresay.

HIALMAR [goes over, tears open the kitchen door, and says|,
Hedvig, come, come in to me!  [Looks round] No, she's not
here.

GINA. Then she must be in her own little room.

HIALMAR [without]. No, she's not here either. [Comes
in]  She must have gone out.

GINA. Yes, you wouldn't have her anywhere in the house.

HIALMAR. Oh, if shewould only come home quickly, so that

I can tell her Everything will come right now, Gregers;
now | believe we can begin life afresh.

GREGERS [quietly], | knew it; | knew the child would make
amends.

[OLD EKDAL appears at the door of his room; he is in full
uniform, and is busy buckling on his sword,
HIALMAR [astonished]. Father! Areyou there?
GINA. Have you been firing in your room?
EKDAL [resentfully, approaching].  So you go shooting aone,
Hialmar?
HIALMAR [excited and confused]. Then it wasn't you that
fired that shot in the garret?
EKDAL. Me that fired? H'm.
GREGERS [calls out to HIALMAR]. She has shot the wild
duck herself!
HIALMAR. What can it mean? [Hastens to the garret
door, tears it aside, looks in and calls loudly,] Hedvig!
GINA [runs to the door]. Good God, what's that!
HIALMAR [goesin]. She'slying on the floor!
GREGERS. Hedvig! lyingon the floor.
[Goes in to HIALMAR.
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GINA [at the same time], Hedvig! [Inside the garret)]
No, no, no!

EKDAL. Ho-ho! does she go shooting too, how ?

[HIALMAR," GINA, and GREGERS carry HEDVIG into the
studio; in her dangling right hand she holds the pistol fast
clasped in her fingers,

HIALMAR [distracted]. The pistol has gone off. She has

wounded herself. Call for help! Help!

GINA [runs into the passage and calls down], Relling!

Relling! Doctor Relling; come up as quick as you can !
[HIALMAR and GREGERS lay HEDVIG down on the sofa,

EKDAL [quietly]. The woods avenge themselves.

HIALMAR [on his knees beside HEDVIG], She'll soon come to

now. Shéscoming to——; yes, yes, yes

GINA [who has come in again]. Where has she hurt herself ?

| can't se anything——

[RELLING comes hurriedly, and immediately after him moL-
V | K ; the latter without his waistcoat and necktie, and with
his coat open,

RELLING. What'sthe matter here?

GINA. They say Hedvig has shot herself.

HIALMAR. Come and help us!

RELLING.  Shot herself!

[He pushes the table aside and begins to examine her.

HIALMAR [kneeling and looking anxiously up at him]. It

can't be dangerous? Speak, Relling! She's scarcely bleeding
at all. It can't be dangerous?

RELLING. How did it happen ?

HIALMAR. Oh, wedon't know. |

GINA. Shewanted to shoot thewild duck.

RELLING. Thewild duck ?

HIALMAR. The pistol must have gone off.

RELLING. H'm. Indeed.

EKDAL. Thewoods avenge themselves. But 1'm not afraid,

all the same. [Goes into the garret and closes the door after him.

HIALMAR. Well, Relling—why do you say nothing?

RELLING. The ball has entered the breast.

HIALMAR. Yes, but shéscoming to!
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RELLING. Surely you can s that Hedvig is dead.

GINA [burstsinto tears]. Oh, my child, my child !

GREGERS [huskily]. I n the depths of the sa——

HIALMAR [jumps up]. No, no, she must livel Oh, for
God's sake, Relling—only a moment—only just till | can tell
her how unspeakably | loved her all the time!

RELLING. . The bullet has gone through her heart. Internal
hemorrhage. Death must have been instantaneous.

HIALMAR. And I ! | hunted her from me like an animal!
And she crept terrified into the garret and died for love of me!
[Sobbing] | can never atone to her! | can never tell
her I [Clenches his hands and cries, upwards] O thou
above——! If thou art- there! Why hast thou done this
thing to me!

GINA. Hush, hush, you mustn't speak 0 wildly. We had
no right to keep her, | suppose

MOLVIK. Thechild isnot dead, but seepeth.

RELLING. Bosh!

HIALMAR [becomes calm, goes over to the sofa, folds his arms,
and looks at HEDVIG]. There she lies 20 iff and still.

RELLING [triesto loosen the pistol]. It's 2 tight, 0 tight.

GINA. No, no, Relling, don't break her fingers, let the
pigstol be.

HIALMAR. Sheshall take it with her.

GINA. Yes, let her. But the child mustn't lie here for a
show. She shall go into her own little room. Help mein with
her, Ekdal. [HIALMAR and GINA take HEDVIG between
them.

HIALMAR [as they are carrying her]. Oh, Gina, Gina, can
you survive this!

GINA. We must help each other to bear it. For now, at
least, she belongs to both of us.

MOLVIK [stretches out his arms and mumbles]. Blessed be
the Lord; to earth thou shalt return; to earth thou shalt re-
turn

RELLING [whispers]. Hold your tongue, you fool; you're
drunk.

[HIALMAR and GINA carry the corpse out through the kitchen
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door. RELLING shuts it after them. MoLVvIk slinks out
into the passage.

RELLING [goes over to GREGERS and says]. No one shall
ever convince me that the pistol went off by accident.

GREGERS [who has stood terrified, with conwvulsive twitch-
ings]. Who can say how the dreadful thing happened ?

RELLING. The powder has burnt the body of her dress.
She must have pressed the pistol right against her breast and
fired.

GREGERS. Hedvig has not died in vain. Did you not se
how sorrow st free what isnoblein him ?

RELLING. Most people are ennobled by the actual presence
of death. But how long do you suppose this nobility will last ?

GREGERS. Will it not endure and increase throughout his
life?

RELLING. Before ayear isover, little Hedvig will be nothing
to him but a pretty theme for declamation.

GREGERS. How dare you say that of Hialmar Ekdal?

RELLING. W e shall talk of this again, when the grass has
first withered on her grave. Then you'll hear him spout about
" the child too early torn from her father's heart" ; then you'll
s him geep himself in a syrup of sentiment and self-admiration
and self-pity. Just you see!

GREGERS. If you're right and I'm wrong, then life is not
worthliving.

RELLING. Oh, lifewould be quite tolerable, after all, if only
we could be rid of the confounded duns that keep on pestering
us, in our poverty, with the claim of theideal.

GREGERS [looking straight before him]. In that cass, I'm
glad that my destiny iswhat it is.

RELLING. Excuse me—what is your destiny ?

GREGERS [going]. T o be the thirteenth at table.

RELLING. The devil it is

Curtain
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ROSMERSHOLM

INTRODUCTION

The years between the publication of The Wild Duck and
Rosmersholm were decisive in turning lbsen's interests away
from political and social problems to those of human psychology.
Rosmersholm followed in the backwash of Ibsen's last attempt
to take an active part in publiclife.

The earliest work on Rosmersholm began in the winter of
1884-5, and Ibsen intended to have the play ready for publica-
tion the following Christmas. Other events, however, inter-
vened. Hiswife had returned from a visit to Norway with her
son and had reported that Ibsen was even more in the black
books of the conservatives than he had imagined. BjOrnson,
from whom he had been separated for twenty years, asked him
to stay with him in Schwaz. He began to feel a desire to return
to Norway, which he had not seen for ten years, and talked of
buying a house and settling down there for the rest of his life.
He refused Bj”rnson's offer of the managership of Christiania
Theatre, but decided nevertheless to return home. In May he
left Rome for the last time in his life, and in the beginning of
June he arrived in Christiania. He certainly confirmed his
wife's report of the hostility of conservative opinion. His hopes
in the new liberal government were dashed by their refusal of a
grant to the free-thinker Alexander Kielland in a debate at
which Ibsen was present in the Storting on June 10th. He
went to Trondhjem, where, in a speech to the workers, he ex-
pressed his regret at the lack of individual freedom in the coun-
try and insisted on the need for democracy being ennobled by an
element of " aristocracy of character, the aristocracy of the will
and of the mind. It is this alone which can make us free."

After a month at Trondhjem, Ibsen spent two months at
Molde on the west coast. Here he sedulously avoided his old
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conservative friend Lorentz Dietrichson, but broke his isolation
for four days to asxociate exclusively with Count Carl Snoilsky,
the Swedish aristocrat and poet, whose personality was one of
the determining factors in the shaping of Rosmer's character.
From Molde hewent to Bergen, where he met many old friends.
His visit to Norway, however, finally ended in an uproar when
he refused to be feted by the sudents* union in a torchlight
procession on his departure from Christiania because he did not
wish to be associated with students who were so old-fashioned
as to have Lorentz Dietrichson as their president. He proposed
they should elect a new president instead. He went to Copen-
hagen, where he consented to be the guest of the radical students
union, when Georg Brandes publicly alluded to the Norwegian
students in unflattering terms. A bitter and petty public
quarrel ensued between lbsen and Dietrichson. In November
Ibsen, with BjOrnson, Lie, Kielland, and Camille Collett, was
elected an honorary member of a new liberal students union in
Christiania. Ibsen, however, soon became disillusioned at the
parochial small-mindedness of this new group, wrote to Brandes
expressing his disgust, and finally, in 1891, was reconciled with
Dietrichson, to whom he apologised and confessed that he alone
really knew the true state of affairs in Norway at the time.
Ibsen's experience of the self-interest and narrow-mindedness of
so-called free-thinkers is repeated in the victimisation of Rosmer
in the play.

Ibsen returned from Norway to settle again in Munich,
where he lived a retired and regular life, receiving many guests
in his flat at Maximilianstrasse 32, but seldom going out himself
except on his regular sorties to the Cafe Maximilian or the Zum
Hoftheater restaurant. The latter he finally deserted because
someone was tactless enough to put a stove in the place of his
regular seat.

He settled down to writing Rosmersholm immediately after
his return from Norway, but was at first distracted by his
experiences and by those of Brandes, who had also suffered from
the pettiness of the Norwegian liberals. His state of mental
distraction at the beginning is reflected in the drafts and notes
for the play, which was continuously rewritten. The title was
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changed from White Horses, and all the characters except
Mortensgard and Madam Helseth have their names altered or
exchanged, while themes are suppressed, revived, and then finally
suppressed again. On February 14th, 1886, he wrote to
Snoilsky of hiswork on a new play " which | have long had in
mind, and for which | made more or less detailed studies during
my tour of Norway last summer." A week later he wrote to
Fallesen that his new play could not be expected to be ready
before the autumn. To Brandes he wrote later that he had
only begun " to set pen to paper seriously in June." This
remodelling of the play began on June 15th. On July 13th he
wrote to his publisher Hegel that this draft was ready, but he
did not actually finish till September 27th. Rosmersholm was
published on November 23rd, 1886, in an edition of 8,000
copies.

Rosmersholm, like Ghosts, is built up on the conflict of past
and present, and possibly the original title of the play, White
Horses, taken from the family ghost, was changed in order to
avoid too great a similarity with the title of the earlier play.
The whole play is a long revelation of past events, precipitated
by the introduction of the conventional messenger from the outer
world in the form of Ulric Brendel. Rosmersholm has many
themes that remind one of Ghosts, such as the incest motif and
the ghosts of the past, which for Rosmer take the form of
aristocratic family traditions, while he has been able to free
himself from the religious and moral prejudices which still
obsessed Mrs. Alving.

The estate of Rosmersholm is obviously a reminiscence of
Moldegard, where Ibsen had spent his summer holiday. Also
in the final draft of the play the action takes place in the sum-
mer, whereas in the original White Horses it was in the winter.
The character of Rosmer, while being a distillation of ideas
which had long obsessed Ibsen, is closely traced on the figure of
Carl Snoilsky, the Swedish aristocrat whom he met at Molde
and whom he had known and admired ever since their first
meeting in Rome in 1864. Snoilsky was one of the outstanding
Swedish poets of the period, in sympathy with working-class and
liberal movements, but as he wrote to Estlander: " However, |
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realise my chief fault—not to have lived the life of the people
from youth up—education and upbringing in a one-sided classical
direction have made me like the great majority of our literary
men, less suited to speak to the lower dasss a language they
understand." It was in this state of disillusionment that Ibsen
met Snoilsky in Molde, and no wonder that in the early drafts
the future Rosmer is designated as S, later to be followed by
the Swedish-sounding name Rosenhjelm. Also in the second
draft, Rebecca is Rosmer's second wife, a patent recollection of
Snoilsky's own personal drama when, in 1879, he resigned his
post in the Swedish Ministry for Foreign Affairs, went abroad,
divorced, and married a relative of his former wife, the widow
Countess Ebba Piper. Later his former wife died of consump-
tion, and it was generally rumoured that her death had been
hastened by Snoilsky's sudden decison and by Ebba Piper's
treatment of her. Another Swedish nobleman whom Ibsen did
not meet personally till after the writing of Rosmersholm was
Urban von Feilitzen, a man who had supported Ibsen in his
writings, and whose character sems in many ways to have
helped to fill out the picture of Rosmer, particularly his fear of
X, his indstence on the purity of women, and his intense culti-
vation of the intellect as a bulwark against the emotions.

The influence of Nietzsche has been considered as playing a
part in lbsen's aristocratic ideals, and in the character of
Rebecca West we find an excellent example of Nietzsche's
blond beast. Actually Ibsen was quite unaware of Nietzsche's
philosophy at the time of writing Rosmersholm and did not
learn anything of Nietzsche until Brandes delivered his famous
lectures in 1888.

It is interesting to note from the drafts how Rosmer stands
as a fairly complete character from the beginning, while Rebecca
grows in the process of writing to the stature of the earlier
passionate women of his historical tragedies. She is originally
the governess of the two daughters, who are later eliminated.
We then find her as a domestic Miss Radeck, later she becomes
Rosmer's scond wife, then she becomes the companion Miss
Dankert, and finally the pasionate Rebecca West, the mur-
deress, the incestuous mistress of her own father, and eventually
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Rosmer's mistress and companion in suicide, an elemental
creation from the wilds of Finnmarken.

Gunnar Heiberg has spoken of Rosmersholm as the story of
a man and woman who loved one another so deeply that they
exchanged souls. It was the intense development of Rebecca's
character in the course of writing which made this conflict pos-
sible, this conflict of souls or consciences, Rosmer's rooted as it
was in death and tradition, Rebecca's in life and its sins and in
wild, natural surroundings free from the oppressve human
influence of Rosmersholm. p.F.D.T.

ROSMERSHOLM
A PLAY IN FOUR ACTS

ACT I

Sitting-room at Rosmersholm; spacious, old-fashioned, and com-
fortable. In front, on the right, a stove decked with fresh
birch-branches and wild flowers. Farther back, on the same
side, adoor. In the back wall, folding-doors opening into the
hall. To the left, a window, and before it a stand with
flowers and plants. Beside the stove a table with a sofa and
easy-chairs. On the walls, old and more recent portraits of
clergymen, officers, and government officials in uniform. The
window is open; so are the door into the hall and the house
door beyond. Outside can be seen an avenue of fine old trees,
leading up to the house. It isa summer evening, after sunset.

REBECCA WEST is ditting in an easy-chair by the window, and
crocheting a large white woollen shawl, which is nearly
finished. She now and then looks out expectantly through the
leaves of theplants. MADAM HELSETH presently enters from
the right.

MADAM HELSETH. | suppose | had better begin to lay the
table, Miss?
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REBECCA WEST* Yes, please do. The Pastor must soon be
in now.

MADAM HELSETH. Don't you feel the draught, Miss, where
you're sitting?

REBECCA. Yes, there is a little draught. Perhaps you had
better shut the window.

[MADAM HELSETH shuts the door into the hall, and then

comes to the window.

MADAM HELSETH [about to shut the window, looks out].
W hy, isn't that the Pastor over there?

REBECCA [hadtily]. Where? [Rises] Yes, it is he
[Behind the curtain] Stand aside—don't let him see us.

MADAM HELSETH [keeping back from the window]. Only
think, Miss—he's beginning to take the path by the mill again.

REBECCA. He went that way the day before yesterday too.
[Peeps out between the curtains and the window-framel] But
let us s,e whether——

MADAM HELSETH. Will he venture across the foot-bridge?

REBECCA. That is what | want to sse [After a pause]
No, he is turning. He is going by the upper road again.
[Leaves the window.] A long way round.

MADAM HELSETH. Dear Lord, yes No wonder the Pastor
thinks twice about setting foot on that bridge. A place where
athing like that has happened——

REBECCA [folding up her work]. They cling to their dead
here at Rosmersholm.

MADAM HELSETH. Now / would say, Miss, that it's the
dead that cling to Rosmer sholm.

REBECCA [looks at her]. Thedead ?

MADAM HELSETH. Yes, it's aimost as if they couldn't tear
themsglves away from the folk that are left.

REBECCA. What makes you fancy that ?

MADAM HELSETH. Well, if it wasn't for that, there would
be no White Horse, | suppose

REBECCA. NOW what is all this about the White Horse,
Madam Helseth ?

MADAM HELSETH. Oh, | don't like to talk about it. And,
besdes, you don't believe in such things.
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REBECCA. DOyou believeinit, then?

MADAM HELSETH [goes and shuts the window]. Oh, you'd
only be for laughing at me, Miss. [Looks out] Why, isn't
that M r . Rosmer on the mill-path again——?

REBECCA [looks out]. That man there? [Goes to the
window,] No, that's the Rector!

MADAM HELSETH.  Yes so it is

REBECCA. Thisisdelightful. You may be sure hés coming
here.

MADAM HELSETH. He goes straight over the foot-bridge,
h e does And yet she was his sister, his own flesh and blood.
Well, I'll1 go and lay the tablethen, MissWest.

[She goes out to the right, REBECCA stands at the window

for a short time; then smiles and nods to some one outside.
It begins to grow dark,

REBECCA [goes to the door on the rightf. Oh, Madam
Helseth, you might let us have some little extra dish for supper.
Y ou know what the Rector likes best.

MADAM HELSETH [outside]. Oh yes Miss, I'll s to it.

REBECCA [opens the door to the hall]. At last——! How
glad | am to seyou, my dear Rector.

RECTOR KROLL [in the hall, laying down his stick].  Thanks.
Then | am not disturbing you ?

REBECCA. You? How can you ak ?

KROLL [comes in]. Amiable as ever. [Looks round] Is
Rosmer upstairsin his room ?

REBECCA. No, heisout walking. He has stayed out rather
longer than usual; but he is sure to be in directly. [Motion-
ing him to st on the sofa] Won't you st down till he
comes?

KROLL [laying down his hat]. Many thanks. [Sts down
and looks about him] Why, how you have brightened up the
old room! Flowers everywherel

REBECCA. Mr. Rosmer is 0 fond of having fresh, growing
flowers about him.

KROLL. And you are too, are you not ?

REBECCA. Yes; they have a delightfully soothing effect on
me. Wehad to do without them though, till lately.
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KROLL [nods sadly]. Yes, their scent was too much for poor
Beata.

REBECCA. Their colours, too. They quite bewildered
her

KROLL. | remember, | remember. [In a lighter tone]
W ell, how are things going out here?

REBECCA. Oh, everything is going its quiet, jog-trot
way. One day is just like another.—And with you? Your
wife——?

KROLL. Ah, my dear Miss West, don't let us talk about my
affairs. There is always something or other amiss in a family;
especially in times like these.

REBECCA [after a pause, sitting down in an easy-chair beside
the sofa]. How is it you haven't once been near us during the
whole of the holidays?

KROLL. Oh, it doesn't do to make onesdlf a nuisance——

REBECCA. |If you knew how we have missed you——

KROLL. And then | have been away:

REBECCA. Yes, for the last week or two. W e have heard
of you at political meetings.

KROLL [nods]. Yes, what do you say to that? Did you
think | would turn political agitator in my old age, eh ?

REBECCA [smiling]. Well, you have always been a bit of an
agitator, Rector Kroll.

KROLL. Why yes just for my private amusement. But
henceforth it is to be no laughing matter, |1 can tell you.—Do
you ever se those radical newspapers?

REBECCA. Well yes, my dear Rector, | can't deny that

KROLL. My dear Miss West, | have nothing to say against
it—nothinginyou r cae

REBECCA. NO, surely not. One likes to know what's going
on—to keep up with the time——

KROLL. And of course | should not think of expecting you,
as awoman, to side actively with either party in the civil contest
—I might almost say the civil war—that is raging amongst us.
—But you have seen then, | suppose, how these gentlemen of
" the people" have been pleased to treat me? What infamous
abuse they have had the audacity to heap on me?
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REBECCA. Yes; but it seems to me you gave as good as you
got,

KROLL. SO I did, though | say it that shouldn't For now
| have tasted blood; and they shall soon find to their cogt that |
am not the man to turn the other cheek [Breaks off.]
But come come—don't let us get upon that subject this evening
—it'stoo painful and irritating.

REBECCA. Oh no, don't let ustalk of it.

KROLL. Tell me now—how do you get on at Rosmersholm,
now that you are alone.  Since our poor Beata——

REBECCA. Thank you, | get on very well. Of course one
feds a great blank in many ways—a great sorrow and longing.
But otherwiss*——

KROLL. And do you think of remaining here?—perma-
nently, | mean.

REBECCA. My dear Rector, | really haven't thought about
it, one way or the other. | have got so used to the place now,
that | feel aimost asif | belonged to it.

KROLL. Why, of courseyou belong to it.

REBECCA. And =0 long as M r. Rosmer finds that | am of
any use or comfort to him—why, so long, | suppose | shall stay
here.

KRoOLL [looks at her with emotion]. Do you know—it is
really fine for a woman to sacrifice her whole youth to others as
you have done.

REBECCA. Oh, what ese should | have had to live for ?

KROLL. First, there was your untiring devotion to your
paralytic and exacting foster-father

REBECCA. YOU mustn't suppose that Dr. West was such a
charge when we were up in Finmark. It was those terrible
boat-voyages up there that broke him down. But after we came
here—well yes the two years before he found rest were certainly
hard enough.

KROLL. And the years that followed—were they not even
harder for you ?

REBECCA. Oh, how can you say such a thing? When | was
so fond of Beata—and when she poor dear, sood so sadly in
need of care and forbearance.

S.F.P.—10
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KROLL. HOW good it is of you to think of her with so much
kindness 1

REBECCA [moves a little nearer]. My dear Rector, you sy
that with such aring of sincerity that | cannot think there is any
ill-feeling lurking in the background.

KRoLL. Ill-feeling ? Why, what do you mean ?

REBECCA. Well, it would be only natural if you felt it pain-
ful to s a stranger managing the household here a Rosmers-
holm.

KROLL. Why, how on earth——!

REBECCA. But you have no such feding? [Takes his
hand]. Thanks, my dear Rector; thank you again and again.

KROLL. HOW on earth did you get such an idea into your
head?

REBECCA. | began to be a little afraid when your visits
became s rare.

KROLL. Then you have been on a totally wrong scent, Miss
West. Besdes—after all, there hes been no essentid change.
Even while poor Beata was alive—in her last unhappy days—it
was you, and you done, that managed everything.

REBECCA. That was only a sort of regency in Beatas
name.

KROLL. Be that as it may Do you know, Miss West
—for my part, | should have no objection whatever ii you——
But | suppose | mustn't say such a thing.

REBECCA. What must you not sy ?

KRoOLL. |f matters were to shape 0 that you took the empty
place—

REBECCA. | have the only place | want, Rector.

KROLL. Infact, yes; but not in——

REBECCA [interrupting gravely]. For shame Rector Kroll.
How can you joke about such things?

KROLL. Oh well, our good Johannes Rosmer very likely
thinks he has had more than enough of married life aready.
But nevertheless——

REBECCA. YOU aereally too absurd, Rector.

KROLL. Neverthdess——Tell me, Miss West—if you
will forgive the question—what is your age ?
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REBECCA. I'm sorry to say | am over nine-and-twenty, Rec-
tor; I aminmy thirtieth year.

KROLL. Indeed. And Rosmer—how old is he? Let me
see. he isfive years younger than | am, so that makes him well
over forty-three. | think it would be most suitable.

REBECCA [rises]. Of course, of course; most suitable.—Will
you stay to supper this evening ?

KROLL. Yes, many thanks; | thought of staying. There is
a matter | want to discuss with our good friend.—And | sup-
pose, Miss West, in cae you should take fancies into your head
again, | had better come out pretty often for the future—as |
used to in the old days.

REBECCA. Oh yes do—do. [Shakes both his hands)
M any thanks—how kind and good you are !

KrRoOLL [gruffly]. Am [? Well, that's not what they tell
me at home.

JOHANNES ROSMER enters by the door on the right.

REBECCA. Mr. Rosmer, do you ssewho ishere?

JOHANNES ROSMER. Madam Helseth told me.

[RECTOR KROLL has risen.

ROSMER [gently and softly, pressing his hands]. Welcome
back to this house, my dear Kroll. [Lays his hands on KROLL'S
shoulders and looks into his eyes] My dear old friend | |
knew that sooner or later things would come all right between
us.

KROLL. Why, my dear fellow—do you mean to say you too
have been so foolish as to fancy there was anything wrong?

REBECCA [to ROSMER]. Yes, only think—it was nothing
but fancy after all!

ROSMER. |Sthat really the case, Kroll? Then why did you
desert us so entirely ?

KROLL [gravely, in alow voice]. Because my presence would
always have been reminding you of the years of your unhappi-
ness, and of—the life that ended in the mill-race.

ROSMER. Well, it was a kind thought—you were aways
considerate. But it was quite unnecessary to remain away on
that account.—Come, sit here on the sofa.  [They sit down.]
No, | assure you, the thought of Beata has no pain for me. We
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speak of her every day. We feel almost as if she were still one
of the household.

KROLL. Do you really?

REBECCA [lighting the lamp].  Yes, indeed we do.

ROSMER. It is quite natural. We were both s deeply
attached to her. And both Rebec—both Miss West and | know
that we did all that was possble for her in her affliction. We
have nothing to reproach ourselves with.—So | feel nothing but
atranquil tenderness now at the thought of Beata.

KROLL. YOU dear, good people! Henceforward, | declare
I shall come out and s you every day.

REBECCA [seats hersdf in an armchair]. Mind, we shall
expect you to keep your word.

ROSMER [with some hesitation]. My dear Kroll—I wish
very much that our intercourse had never been interrupted.
Ever snce we have known each other, you have seemed pre-
destined to be my adviser—ever since | went to the University.

KROLL. Yes, and | have always been proud of the office
But isthere anything particular just now: ?

ROSMER. There are many things that | would give a great
deal to talk over with you, quite frankly—straight from the
heart.

REBECCA. Ah yes Mr. Rosmer—that must be such a com-
fort—between old friends——

KROLL. Oh, I can tell you | have still more to talk to you
about. | suppose you know | have turned a militant politician?
ROSMER. Yes, 0 you have. How did that come about ?

KROLL. | was forced into it in spite of mysdf. It is im-
posshle to stand idly looking on any longer. Now that the
Radicals have unhappily come into power, it is high time some-
thing should be done—so | have got our little group of friends
in the town to dose up their ranks. | tell you it is high timel

REBECCA [with a faint smile]. Don't you think it may even
bealittlelate?

KROLL. Unquestionably it would have been better if we had
checked the stream at an earlier point in its course. But who
could forexe what was going to happen? Certainly not |.
[Rises and walks up and down.] But now | have had my eyes
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opened once for all; for now the spirit of revolt has crept into
the school itself.

ROSMER. Into the school? Surely notintoy our school ?

KROLL. | tell you it has—into my own school. What do
you think? It has come to my knowledge that the sixth-form
boys—a number of them at any rate—have been keeping up a
secret society for over six months; and they take in Mortens-
gard's paper!

REBECCA. The " Beacon " ?

KROLL. Yes; nice mental sustenance for future government
officials, isit not? But theworst of itisthatit'sall the cleverest
boys in the form that have banded together in this conspiracy
against me. Only the dunces at the bottom of the class have
kept out of it.

REBECCA. D O you take this so very much to heart, Rector ?

KROLL. DO | take it to heart! To be so thwarted and
opposed in the work of my whole life!  [Lower.] But | could
almost say | don't care about the school—for there is worse
behind.  [Looks round,] | suppose no one can hear us?

REBECCA. Oh no, of course not.

KROLL. Well then, I must tell you that dissension and revolt
have crept into my own house—into my own quiet home. They
have destroyed the peace of my family life. .

ROSMER [rises]. What! Into your own house——?
REBECCA [goes over to the RECTOR]. My dear Rector, what
has happened ?

KROLL. Would you believe that my own children———In
short, it is Laurits that is the ringleader of the school conspiracy;
and Hilda has embroidered a red portfolio to keep the " Beacon "
in.

ROSMER. | should certainly never have dreamt that, in your
own house——

KROLL. No, who would have dreamt of such a thing? In
my house, the very home of obedience and order—where one
will, and one only, has always prevailed——

REBECCA. How doesyour wife take all this?

KROLL. Why, that is the most incredible part of it. My
wife, who all her life long has shared my opinions and concurred
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in my views, both in great things and small—she is actually
inclined to side with the children on many points. And she
blames m e for what has happened. She says | tyrannise over
the children. As if it weren't necessary to——Well, you see
how my house is divided against itself. But of course | say as
little about it as possible. Such things are best kept quiet.
[Wanders up the room] Ah, well, well, well.

[Sands at the window with his hands behind his back, and

looks out.

REBECCA [comes up close to ROSMER, and says rapidly and in
a low voice, so that the RECTOR does not hear her.] Do it now !

ROSMER [also in a low voice].  Not this evening.

REBECCA [as before].  Yes, just this evening.

[Goes to the table and busies hersdlf with the lamp.

KROLL [comes forward]. Well, my dear Rosmer, now you
know how the spirit of the age has overshadowed both my
domestic and my official life. And am | to refrain from com-
bating this pernicious, subversive, anarchic spirit, with any
weapon | can lay my hands on? Fight it | will, trust me for
that; both with tongue and pen.

ROSMER. Have you any hope of stemming the tide in that
way?

KROLL. At any rate | shall have done my duty as a citizen
in defence of the State. And | hold it the duty of every right-
minded man with an atom of patriotism to do likewise. In fact
—that was my principal reason for coming out here this
evening.

ROSMER. Why, my dear Kroll, what do you mean——?
What can | ?

KROLL. YOU can stand by your old friends. Do as we do.
Lend ahand, with all your might.

REBECCA. But, Rector Kroll, you know Mr. Rosmer's dis-
taste for public life.

KROLL. He must get over his distaste.—You don't keep
abreast of things, Rosmer. Y ou bury yourself alive here, with
your historical collections.. Far be it from me to speak dis-
respectfully of family trees and so forth; but, unfortunately, this
is no time for hobbies of that sort. You cannot imagine the
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state things arein, all over thecountry. Thereishardly asingle
accepted idea that hasn't been turned topsy-turvy. It will be a
gigantic task to get all the errors rooted out again.

ROSMER. | have no doubt of it. But | am the last man to
undertake such a task.

REBECCA. And besides, | think M r. Rosmer has come to take
awider view of life than he used to.

KROLL [with surprise].  Wider ?

REBECCA. Yes; or freer, if you like—less one-sided.

KROLL. What is the meaning of this? Rosmer—surely you
are not so weak as to be influenced by the accident that the
leaders of the mob have won a temporary advantage ?

ROSMER. My dear Kroll, you know how little | understand
of politics. But | confess it seems to me that within the last
few years people are beginning to show greater independence of
thought.

KROLL. Indeed! And you take it for granted that that
must be an improvement! But in any case you are quite mis-
taken, my friend. Just inquire a little into the opinions that
are current among the Radicals, both out here and in the town.
They are neither more nor less than the wisdom that's retailed
in the " Beacon."

REBECCA. Yes; Mortensgard has great influence over many
people hereabouts.

KROLL. Yes, just think of it! A man of his foul ante-
cedents—a creature that was turned out of his place as a school-
master on account of his immoral life! A fellow like that sets
himself up as a leader of the people! And succeeds too!
Actually succeeds! | hear he is going to enlarge his paper. |
know on good authority that he is on the look-out for a capable
assistant.

REBECCA. | wonder that you and your friends don't set up
an opposition to him.

KROLL. That is the very thing we are going to do. We
have to-day bought the " County News "; there was no difficulty
about the money question. But [Turns to ROSMER.]
Now | come to my real errand. The difficulty liesin the con-
duct of the paper—the editing———Tell me, Rosmer—don't
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you feel it your duty to undertake it, for the sake of the good
cause?

ROSMER [almost in consternation]. | !

REBECCA. Oh, how canyou think of such athing?

KROLL. I can quite understand your horror of public meet-
ings, and your reluctance to expose yourself to their tender
mercies. But an editor's work is less conspicuous, or rather——

ROSMER. N O no, my dear friend, you must not ask meto do
this.

KROLL. 1 should be quite willing to try my own hand at
that style of work too; but | couldn't possibly manage it. |
have such a multitude of irons in the fire already. But for you,
with no profession to tie you down———Of course the rest of
uswould give you as much help aswe could.

ROSMER. | cannot, Kroll. | am not fitted for it.

KROLL. Not fitted? Y ou said the same thing when your
father preferred you to the living here——

ROSMER. And | wasright. That waswhy | resigned it.

KROLL. Oh, if only you are as good an editor as you were
a clergyman, we shall not complain.

ROSMER. My dear Kroll—1 tell you once for all—I cannot
doit.

KROLL. Well, at any rate, you will lend us your name.

ROSMER. My name?

KROLL. Yes, the mere name, Johannes Rosmer, will be a
great thing for the paper. We others are looked upon as con-
firmed partisans—indeed | hear | am denounced as a desperate
fanatic—so that if we work the paper in our own names, we
can't reckon upon its making much way among the misguided
masses. Y ou, on the contrary, have always kept out of the fight.
Everybody knows and values your humanity and uprightness—
your delicacy of mind—your unimpeachable honour. And then
the prestige of your former position as a clergyman still clings to
you; and, to crown all, you have your grand old family name!

ROSMER. Oh, my name

KROLL [points to the portraits]. Rosmers of Rosmersholm
—clergymen and soldiers; government officials of high place and
trust; gentlemen to the finger-tips, every man of them—a family
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that for nearly two centuries has held its place as the first in the
district. [Lays his hand on ROSMER' s shoulder]  Rosmer—
you owe it to yourself and to the traditions of your race to take
your share in guarding all that has hitherto been held sacred in
our society.  [Turns round] What do you say, Miss West?

REBECCA [laughing softly, as if to herself]. My dear Rector
—I can't tell you how ludicrous all this seems to me.

KROLL. What do you say ? Ludicrous ?

REBECCA. Yes, ludicrous. For you must let me tell you
frankly——

ROSMER [quickly]. No, no—be quiet! Not just now!

KROLL [looks from one to the other]. MYy dear friends, what
on earth———?  [Interrupting himself.] H'm!

MADAM HELSETH appears in the doonvay on the right.

MADAM HELSETH. There's aman out in thekitchen passage
that says he wants to se the Pastor.

ROSMER [relieved]. Ah, very well. Ask him to come in.

MADAM HELSETH. Into the sitting-room?

ROSMER. Yes, of course.

MADAM HELSETH. But he looks scarcely the sort of man to
bring into the sitting-room.

REBECCA. Why, what does he look like, Madam Helseth ?

MADAM HELSETH. Well, he's not much to look at, Miss,
and that's a fact.

ROSMER. Didhe notgivehisname?

MADAM HELSETH. Yes—I think he said his name was Hek-
man or something of the sort.

ROSMER. | know nobody of that name.

MADAM HELSETH. And then he said he was called Uldric
too.

ROSMER [in surprise], Ulric Hetman! Wasthatit?

MADAM HELSETH. Yes, 0 it was—Hetman.

KROLL. I'vesurely heard that name before——

REBECCA. Wasn't that the name he used to write under—
that strange being——

ROSMER [to KROLL], ItisUlric Brendel's pseudonym.

KROLL. That black sheep Ulric Brendel's—of course it is.

REBECCA. Thenheisstill aive.

SF.P.—10*
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RosMER. | heard he had joined a company of strolling

players.
KROLL. When last / heard of him, he was in the House of

Correction.

ROSMER. Ask him to come in, Madam Helseth.

MADAM HELSETH. Oh, very well. [ She goes out.

KRoOLL. Areyou really going to let aman like that into your
house?

ROSMER. Y OU know he was once my tutor.

KROLL. Yes, | know he went and crammed your head full
of revolutionary idess until your father showed him the door—
with his horsewhip.

ROSMER [with a touch of bitterness|. Father was a martinet

a home aswell asin his regiment.
KROLL. Thank him in his grave for that, my dear Rosmer.

—Well!

[MADAM HELSETH opens the door on the right for uLric
BRENDEL, and then withdraws, shutting the door behind
him.  He is a handsome man, with grey hair and beard;
somewhat gaunt, but active and well set up. He is dressed
like a common tramp; threadbare frock-coat; worn-out
shoes; no shirt visible. He wears an old pair of black
gloves, and carries a soft, greasy felt hat under his arm,
and a walking-stick in his hand.

ULRIC BRENDEL [hesitates at first, then goes quickly up to
the RECTOR, and holds out his hand]. Good evening,
Johannes!

KROLL. Excuse me——

BRENDEL. Did you expect to s& me agan? And within
these hated wallstoo ?

KROLL. Excuse me [Pointing] There—

BRENDEL [turns]. Right. There he is. Johannes—my
boy—my best-beloved——!

ROSMER [takeshis hand]. My old teacher.

BRENDEL. Notwithstanding certain painful memories, |
could not pess by Rosmersholm without paying you a flying visit.

ROSMER. YOU are heartily welcome here now. Be sure of
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? [Bows] Mrs.

BRENDEL. Ah, this charming lady
Rosmer, of course.

ROSMER. Miss West.

BRENDEL. A near relation, no doubt. And yonder un-
known——? A brother of the cloth, | see

ROSMER. Rector Kroll.

BRENDEL. Kroll? Kroll? Wait a bit>—Weren't you a
student of philology in your young days?

KROLL.  Of course | was.

BRENDEL. Why,"Donnerwetter, then | knew you !

KROLL. Pardon me——

BRENDEL. Weren't you——

KROLL.  Pardon me

BRENDEL. one of those myrmidons of morality that got
me turned out of the Debating Club ?

KROLL. Very likely. But | disclaim any closer acquaint-
anceship.

BRENDEL. Well, well! Nach Belieben, Herr Doctor. It's
all onetome. Ulric Brendel remains the man he is for all that.

REBECCA. YOU are on your way into town, Mr. Brendel ?

BRENDEL. YOU have hit it, gracious lady. At certain in-
tervals, | am constrained to strike a blow for existence. It goes
against the grain; but—enfin—imperious necessity——

ROSMER. Oh but, my dear Mr. Brendel, you must allow
me to help you. In one way or another, | am sure——

BRENDEL. Ha, such a proposal to me! Would you dese
crate the bond that unites us? Never, Johannes, never!

ROSMER. But what do you think of doing in town? Be-
lieve me, youwon't find it easy to——

BRENDEL. Leave that to me, my boy. The die is cast.
Simple as | stand here before you, | am engaged in a compre-
hensive campaign—more comprehensive than all my previous ex-
cursions put together. [To RECTOR KROLL.] Dare | ask the
Herr Professor—unter uns—have you a tolerably decent, re-
putable, and commodious Public Hall in your estimable city?

KROLL. The hall of the Workmen's Society is the largest.

BRENDEL. And has the Herr Professor any officia influence
in this doubtless most beneficent Society?
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KROLL. | have nothingto dowithit.

REBECCA [to BRENDEL]. YOU should apply to Peter Mor-
tensgard.

BRENDEL. Pardon, madame—what sort of an idiot is he?

ROSMER. What makes you take him for an idiot ?

BRENDEL. Can't | tell a once by the name that it belongs
to a plebeian ?

KROLL. 1 did not expect that answer.

BRENDEL. But | will conquer my reluctance. There is no
alternative. When a man stands—as | do—at a turning-point
in his career I'tissettled. | will approach this individual
—wil | open personal negotiations——

ROSMER. Areyou really and seriously standing at aturning-
point?

BRENDEL.  Surely my own boy knows that, stand he where
he may, Ulric Brendel aways stands really and seriously—
Yes, Johannes, | am going to put on a new man—to throw off
the modest reserve | have hitherto maintained.

ROSMER. HOW. 2

BRENDEL. | am about to take hold of life with a strong
hand; to step forth ; to assert myself. We live in a tempestuous,
an equinoctial age.—| am about to lay my mite on the altar of
Emancipation.

KROLL. Y o u too?

BRENDEL [to them all]. Is the local public at all familiar
with my occasional writings?

KROLL. NO, I must candidly confess that——

REBECCA. | have read severa of them. My adopted father
had them in hislibrary.

BRENDEL. Fair lady, then you have wasted your time.  For,
let me tell you, they are so much rubbish.

REBECCA. Indeed!

BRENDEL. What you have read, yes. MYy really important
works no man or woman knows. No one—except myself.

REBECCA. How doesthat happen ?

BRENDEL. Because they are not written.

ROSMBR. But, my dear Mr. Brendel——

BRENDEL. You know, my Johannes, that | am a bit of a
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Sybarite—a Feinschmecker. | have been so all my days. | like
to take my pleasures in solitude; for then | enjoy them doubly—
tenfold. So, you see, when golden dreams descended and en-
wrapped me—when new, dizzy, far-reaching thoughts were born
in me, and wafted me aloft on their sustaining pinions—I bodied
them forth in poems, visions, pictures—in the rough, as it were,
you understand.

ROSMER. Yes, yes.

BRENDEL. Oh, what pleasures, what intoxications | have en-
joyed in my time! The mysterious bliss of creation—in the
rough, as | said—applause, gratitude, renown, the wreath of
bays—all these | have garnered with full hands quivering with
joy. | have sated myself, in my secret thoughts, with a rapture
—oh! sointense, so inebriating——!

KROLL.  H'm.

ROSMER. But you have written nothing down ?

BRENDEL. Not a word. The soulless toil of the scrivener
has always aroused a sickening aversion in me. And besides,
why should | profane my own ideals, when | could enjoy them
in their purity by myself ?  But now they shall be offered up. |
assure you | feel like a mother who delivers her tender daughters
into their bridegrooms' arms. But | will offer them up, none
theless. | will sacrifice them on the altar of Emancipation. A
series of carefully elaborated lectures—over the whole
country. !

REBECCA [with animation]. This is noble of you, Mr.
Brendel! You are yielding up the dearest thing you possess.

ROSMER. Theonly thing.

REBECCA [looking significantly at ROSMER]. HOW many are
there who do as much—who d ar e do as much ?

ROSMER [returning the look].  Who knows?

BRENDEL. My audience is touched. That does my heart
good—and steels my will.  So now | will proceed to action.
Stay—one thing more. [To the RECTOR.] Can you tell me,
Herr Preceptor,—is there such a thing as a Temperance Society
in the town? A Total Abstinence Society? | need scarcely
ask.

KROLL. Yes, there is. | am the president, at your service.
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BRENDEL. | saw it in your facel Well, it is by no means
impossible that |1 may come to you and enrol myself as a member
for a week.

KROLL. Excuse me—we don't receive members by the week.

BRENDEL. A la bonne heure, Herr Pedagogue. Ulric
Brendel has never forced himself into that sort of Society.
[Turns] But I must not prolong my say in this house, so
rich in memories. | must get on to the town and sdect a suit-
able lodging. | presume there is a decent hotel in the place.

REBECCA. Mayn't | offer you anything before you go?

BRENDEL. Of what sort, gracious lady ?

REBECCA. A cup of tea or

BRENDEL. | thank my bountiful hostess—but | am aways
loath to trepass on private hospitality. [Waves his hand J]
Farewell, gentlefolks all!  [Goes toivards the door, but turns
again]  Oh, by the way—Johannes—Pastor Rosmer—for the
sake of our ancient friendship, will you do your former teacher
a service?

ROSMER. Yes, with all my heart.

BRENDEL. Good. Then lend me—for a day or two—a
starched shirt—with cuffs.

ROSMER. Nothing dse ?

BRENDEL. For you s | am travelling on foot—at present.
My trunk is being sent after me.

ROSMER. Quite s0. But is there nothing dse ?

BRENDEL. Well, do you know—perhaps you could spare me
an oldish, well-worn summer overcoat.

ROSMER.  Yes, yes, certainly | can.

BRENDEL. And if a respectable pair of boots happened to go
along with the coat——

ROSMER. That we canh manage too. AsS soon & you let us
know your address, we will send the thingsin.

BRENDEL. Not on any account. Pray do not let me give
you any trouble! | will take the bagatelleswith me.

ROSMER. AsSYyou pleese.  Come upstairs with me then.

REBECCA. Letmego. Madam Helseth and | will s to it.

BRENDEL. | cannot think of suffering this distinguished lady
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REBECCA. Oh, nonsnse | Come dong, Mr. Brendd.

[She goes out to the right.

ROSMER [detaining him]. Tell me—is there nothing else |
can do for you?

BRENDEL. Upon myword, | know of nothing more. Well,
yes, damn it—now that I think of it I Johannes, do you
happen to have eight crowns in your pocket?

ROSMER. Let me see  [Opens his purse] Here are two
ten-crown notes.

BRENDEL. Well well, never mind! | can take them. |
can always get them changed in the town. Thanks in the mean-
time. Remember it was two tenners you lent me. Good-night,
my own dear boy. Good-night, respected Sir.

[Goes out to the right, ROSMER takes leave of him, and

shuts the door behind him,

KROLL. Merciful Heaven—so that is the Ulric Brendel
people once expected such great things of.

ROSMER [quietly]. At least he has had the courage to live
hislife hisown way. | don't think that issuch asmall matter
either.

KROLL. What? A lifelike his! | almost believe he has it
in him to turn your head afresh.

ROSMER. Oh no. My mind is quite clear now, upon all
points.

KROLL. | wish | could believe it, my dear Rosmer. Y ou
are so terribly impressionable.

ROSMER. Letussit down. | want to talk to you.

KROLL. Yes; let us. [ They seat themselves on the sofa.

ROSMER [after a dight pause]. Don't you think we lead a
pleasant and comfortable life here?

KROLL. Yes, your life is pleasant and comfortable now—
and peaceful. Y ou have found yourself a home, Rosmer. And
| have lost mine.

ROSMER. My dear friend, don't say that. The wound will
heal again in time.

KROLL. Never; never. The barb will aways rankle.
Things can never be as they were.

ROSMER. Listen to me, Kroll. We have been fast friends
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for many and many a year. Does it seem to you conceivable
that our friendship should ever go to wreck?

KROLL. | know of nothing in the world that could estrange
us. What puts that into your head ?

ROSMER. Y ou attach such paramount importance to unifor-
mity of opinions and views.

KROLL. N O doubt; but we two are in practical agreement
—at any rate on the great essential questions.

ROSMER [in alow voice]. No; not now.

KROLL [tries to spring up]. What is this?

ROSMER [holding him]. No you must sit still—I entreat
you, Kroll.

KROLL. What can this mean? | don't understand you.
Speak plainly.

ROSMER. A new summer has blossomed in my soul. | se
with eyes grown young again. And so now | stand——

KROLL. Where—where, Rosmer?

ROSMER. Whereyourchildrenstand.

KROLL. YOU? You! Impossiblel Where doyou say you
stand ?

ROSMER. On the same side as Laurits and Hilda.

KROLL [bows his head]. An apostate! Johannes Rosmer
an apostate!

ROSMER. | should have felt so happy—so intensely happy,
in what you call my apostasy. But nevertheless | suffered
deeply; for | knew it would be a bitter sorrow to you.

KROLL. Rosmer—Rosmer! | shall never get over this!
[Looks gloomily at him]. To think that you too can find it in
your heart to help on the work of corruption and ruin in this
unhappy land.

ROSMER. It is the work of emancipation | wish to help on.

KROLL. Oh yes, | know. That is what both the tempters
and their victimscall it. But do you think there is any emanci-
pation to be expected from the spirit that is now poisoning our
whole socia life?

ROSMER. | am not in love with the spirit that is in the
ascendant, nor with either of the contending parties. | will try
to bring together men from both sides—as many as | can—and
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to unite them as closely as posshle. | will devote my life and
all my energies to this one thing—the creation of a true
democracy in this country.

KROLL. So you don't think we have democracy enough
already! For my part it seems to me we are all in a fair way
to be dragged down into the mire, where hitherto only the mob
have been able to thrive.

ROSMER. That isjust why | want to awaken the democracy
to itstrue task.

KROLL. What task?

ROSMER. That of making all the people of this country
noble-men.

KROLL. All the people——?

ROSMER. ASmany as posshble, at any rate.

KROLL. By what means?

ROSMER. By freeing their minds and purifying their
wills.

KROLL. You areadreamer, Rosmer. Will you free them ?
Will y 0u purify them?

ROSMER. NO, my dear friend—I will only try to arouse
them to their task. They themseves must accomplish it.

KROLL. And you think they can ?

ROSMER.  Yes.

KROLL. By their own strength ?

ROSMER. Yes, precisdly by their own strength. Thereisno
other.

KRoOLL [rises]. Is this becoming language for a priest?

ROSMER. | am no longer a priest.

KROLL. Well, but—the faith of your fathers——?

ROSMER. It ismineno more.

KROLL. NO more-!

ROSMER [rises]. | have given it up. | had to give it up,
Kroll.

KROLL [controlling his agitation]. Oh, indeed——Yes,

yes, yes. | suppose one thing goes with another. Was this,
then, your reason for leaving the Church?

ROSMER. Yes. As soon as my mind was clear—as soon as
| was quite certain that this was no passing attack of scepticism,
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but a conviction | neither could nor would shake off—then | at
once left the Church.

KROLL. SO this has been your state of mind all this time!
And we—your friends—have heard nothing of it. Rosmer—
Rosmer—how could you hide the miserable truth from us!

ROSMER. Because it ssemed to me a matter that concerned
myself done. And besdes, | did not wish to give you and my
other friends any neadless pain. | thought | might live on here,
as before, quietly, serendy, happily. | wanted to read, to bury
myself in all the studies that until then had been seded books to
me. | wanted to make mysdlf thoroughly at home in the great
world of truth and freedom that has been reveded to me.

KROLL. Apostate! Every word provesit. But why, then,
do you confess your secret apostesy after all?  And why just at
this time?

ROSMER. You yourself have driven metoit, Kroll.

KRoLL. |? Havel driven you—?

ROSMER. When | heard of your violence on the platform—
when | read all the rancorous gpeches you made—your bitter
ondaughts on your opponents—the contemptuous invectives you
hegped on them—oh, Kroll, to think that you—y o u—could
come to thisl—then my duty stood imperatively before me.
Men are growing evil in this struggle. Peace and joy and
mutual forbearance must once more enter into our souls. That
iswhy | now intend to step forward and openly avow myself for
what | am. |, too, will try my strength. Could not you—
from your sde—help me in this, Kroll ?

KROLL. Never 0 long as | live will I make peace with the
subversive forces in society.

ROSMER. Then a least let us fight with honourable wespons
—since fight we must.

KROLL. Whoever is not with me in the essentid things of
life, him | no longer know. |'owe him no consideration.

ROSMER. Does that apply to me too ?

KROLL. It isyou that have broken with me, Rosmer.

ROSMER. | s this a breach then ?

KROLL. Thisl It is a breach with all who have hitherto
been your friends. Y ou must take the conssquences.
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[REBECCA WEST enters from the right, and opens the door
wide.

REBECCA. Therenow; heison hisway to hisgreat sacrifice.
And now we can go to supper. Will you come in, Rector ?

KROLL [takes up his hat). Good-night, MissW*tf«. | have
nothing more to do here. "

REBECCA [eagerly]. What is this? [Shuts the door and
comes forward.] Have you spoken ?

ROSMER. He knows everything.

KROLL. W ewill not let you go, Rosmer. W e will force
you to come back to us.

ROSMER. | can never stand where | did.

KROLL. We shall sse You are not the man to endure
standing alone.

ROSMER. | shall not be so completely alone after all.—There
are two of us to bear the londliness together.

KROLL. Ah I [A suspicion appearsin hisface] That
too! Beata's words——!

ROSMER. Beata's——?

KROLL [shaking off the thought]. No, no—that was vile.
Forgive me.

ROSMER. What? What doyou mean?

KROLL. Don't ask. Bah! Forgiveme! Good-bye!

[Goes towards the entrance door.

ROSMER [folloivs him]. Kroll! Our friendship must not
end like this. | will come and s you to-morrow.

KROLL [in the hall, turns]. You shall never cross my thres
hold again. [He takes up his stick and goes out.

[ROSMER stands for a moment in the doorway; then shuts the

door and walks up to the table.

ROSMER. 1t does not matter, Rebecca. W ewill seeit out,
we two faithful friends—you' and 1.

REBECCA. What do you think he meant when hesaid " That
was vile" ?

ROSMER. Don't trouble about that, dear. He himsef

1 From this point, and throughout when alone, Rosmcar and Rebecca u*e
the du of intimate friendship in speaking to each other.
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didn't believe what was in hismind. To-morrow | will go and
ge him.  Good-night!

REBECCA. Are you going upstairs 9 early to-night? After
this?

RosMFgft To-night as usual. | fed so relieved, now it is
over. » See—Il am quite cam, Rebecca Do you, too, take
it camly. Good-night!

REBECCA. Good-night, dear friend! Segpwell!

[ROSMER goes out by the hall door; his steps are heard

ascending the staircase.

[REBECCA goes and pulls a bell-rope near the stove. Shortly

after, MADAM HEL SETH enters from the right.

REBECCA. You can take away the supper things, Madam
Helseth. Mr. Rosmer doesn't want anything, and the Rector
hes gone home.

MADAM HELSETH. Has the Rector gone? What was the
matter withhim?

REBECCA [takes up her crochet work]. He sad he thought
there was a heavy storm brewing——

MADAM HELSETH. What a strange notion! There's not a
cloud in the sky this evening.

REBECCA. Let us hope he mayn't megt the White Horse!
I'm afraid we shall soon be hearing something from the bogies
now.

MADAM HELSETH. Lord forgive you, Miss! Don't sy
such awful things.

REBECCA. Well, well, well——

MADAM HELSETH [softly]. Do you realy think someone
isto go soon, Miss?

REBECCA. No; why should | think s0? But there are
many sorts of white horsss in this world, Madam Helseth.—
Well, good-night. | shall go to my room now.

MADAM HELSETH. Good-night, Miss.

[REBECCA goes out to the right, with her crochet work.

MADAM HELSETH [turns the lamp down, shaking her head
and muttering to herself]. Lord—Lordl That Miss West!
The things she does say!
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ACTI I

JOHANNES ROSMER'S study. Entrance door on the left. At
the back, a doorway with a curtain drawn aside, leading into
ROSMER's bedroom. On the right a window, and in front
of it a writing-table covered with books and papers. Book-
shelves and cases round the room.  The furniture is simple.
On the left, an old-fashioned sofa, with a table in front of it.

JOHANNES ROSMER, in an indoor jacket, is sitting in a high-
backed chair at the writing-table.  He is cutting and turning
over the leaves of a pamphlet, and reading a little here and
there.

There is a knock at the door on the left.

ROSMER [without moving']. Comein.

REBECCA WEST [enters, dressed in a morning gown]. Good-
morning.

ROSMER [turning the leaves of the pamphlet]. Good-morn-
ing, dear. Do you want anything ?

REBECCA. | only wanted to hear if you had sept well.

ROSMER. Oh | have had a beautiful, peaceful night.
[Turns]  And you?

REBECCA. Oh yes thanks—towards morning——

ROSMER. I don't know when | have felt 9 light-hearted as
| do now. | am so glad | managed to speak out at last.

REBECCA. Yes, it is a pity you remained silent 90 long,
Rosmer.

ROSMER. | don't understand myself how | could be such a
coward.

REBECCA. |t wasn't precisely cowardice——

ROSMER. Oh yes dear—when | think the thing out, | can
e there was a touch of cowardice at the bottom of it.

REBECCA. Al the braver, then, to make the plunge at last.
[Sits on a chair at the writing-table, close to him.]  But now |
want to tell you of something | have done—and you mustn't be
vexed with meabout it.

ROSMER. Vexed ? How can you think—— ?
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REBECCA. Well, it was perhaps rather indiscreet of me,
but

ROSMER. Let mehear what it was.

REBECCA. Yesterday evening, when Ulric Brendel was leav-
ing—I gave him anoteto Peter Mortensgard.

ROSMER [a little doubtful]. Why, my dear Rebecca——
Well, what did you say ?

REBECCA. | said that he would be doing you a service if he
would look after that unfortunate creature a little, and help
him in any way he could.

ROSMER. Dear, you shouldn't have done that. You have
only done Brendel harm. And Mortensgard is not a man |
care to have anything to dowith. You know of that old episode
between us.

REBECCA. But don't you think it would be as well to make
itupwithhim again?

ROSMER. 1? With Mortensgard? In what way do you
mean?

REBECCA. Well, you know you can't feel absolutely secure
now—after this breach with your old friends.

ROSMER [looks at her and shakes his head]. Can you really
believe that Kroll or any of the others would try to take revenge
on me? That they would be capable of ?

REBECCA. In the first heat of anger, dear
be sure. | think—after the way the Rector took it

ROSMER. Oh, you ought surely to know him better than
that. Kroll is a gentleman, to the backbone. | am going into
town this afternoon to talk to him. | will talk to them all.
Oh, you shall s= how easily it will all go——

[MADAM HELSETH appears at the door on the left.

REBECCA [rises]. What isit, Madam Helseth?

MADAM HELSETH. Rector Kroll is downstairs in the
hall.

ROSMER [rises hadtily], Kroll!

REBECCA. The Rector! Isit possble—

MADAM HELSETH. He wants to know if he may come up
and s M r . Rosmer.

ROSMER [to REBECCA]. What did | tell you?—Of course

No one can
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he may. [Goes to the door and calls down the stairs]  Come
up, dear friend! | am delighted to se you.

[ROSMER stands holding the door open. MADAM HELSETH
goes out. REBECCA draws the curtain before the doorway
at the back, and then begins arranging things in the room.

RECTOR KROLL enters, with his hat in his hand.

ROSMER [with quiet emotion], | knew it couldn't be the
last time——

KROLL. | se things to-day in quite a different light from
yesterday.

ROSMER. Ah yes, Kroll; | was sure you would, now that you
have had time to reflect.

KROLL. You misunderstand me completely. [Lays his hat
on the table beside the sofa] It is of the utmost importance
that | should speak to you, alone.

ROSMER. Why may not MissWest ?

REBECCA. NO, no, Mr. Rosmer. | will go.

KROLL [looks at her from head to foot]. And | must ask
Miss West to excuse my coming at such an untimely hour—
taking her unawares before she has had time to——

REBECCA [surprised]. What do you mean? Do you se
any harm in my wearing a morning gown about the house ?

KROLL. Heaven forbid! | know nothing of what may now
be customary at Rosmersholm.

ROSMER. Why, Kroll—you are not yourself to-day!

REBECCA. Allow me to wish you good-morning, Rector

Kroll. [She goes out to the left.
KROLL. By your leave [Sts on the sofa.
ROSMER. Yes, Kroll, sit down, and let us talk things out

amicably.

[He seats himsdlf in a chair directly opposite to the RECTOR.

KROLL. | haven't closed an eye since yesterday. | have been
lyingthinking and thinking all night.

ROSMER. Andwhat do you say to thingsto-day?

KROLL. Itwill be along story, Rosmer. Let me begin with
a sort of introduction. | can give you news of Ulric Brendel.

ROSMER. Has he called on you ?

KROLL. NO. Hetook up hisquartersin alow public-house



312 ACT I

—in the lowest company of course—and drank and good treat
aslong as he had any money. Then he began abusng the whole
company as a &t of digeputable blackguards—and s far he was
quite right—whereupon they thrashed him and pitched him out
intothegutter.

ROSMER. Soheisincorrigible after all.

KrRoLL. Hehad pawned the coat too; but | am told that has
bem redeamed for him. Can you gues by whom ?

ROSMER. Perhaps by you ?

KROLL. NO; by the diginguished M r. Mortensgard.

ROSMER. Ah, indesd.

KROLL. | undergand that Mr. Brendd's firg vist was to
the" idiot" and " plebean."

ROSMER. Well, it was lucky for him——

KROLL. TO besaureit was [Leansover the table towards
ROSMER.] And that brings me to a matter it is my duty to
warn you about, for our old—for our former friendship's
ske

ROSMER. My dear Kroll, what can that be ?

KROLL. It is this: there are things going on behind your
back in thishouse

ROSMER. HOW can you think €0? Is it Reb—is it Miss
West you areaiming at ?

KROLL. Predsdy. | can quite understand it on her part.
She has 0 long bemn accusomed to have everything her own
way here  But neverthdess——

ROSMER. MYy dear Kroll, you are utterly migaken. She
and |—we have no concealments from each other on any subject
whatever.

KROLL. Has e told you, then, that she has entered into
correspondence with the editor of the " Beacon " ?

ROSMER. Oh, you are thinking of the few lines e snt by
UlricBrendel?

KrRoLL. Thenyou havefound it out. And do you approve
of her entering into rdations with a scurrilous scribbler, who
never lets aweek pass without holding me up to ridicule, both as
aschodmage and asapublic man ?

ROSMER. MYy dear Kroll, I don't suppoese that 9de of the



ROSMERSHOLM 313

matter ever entered her head. - And beddes, of course she hes
full liberty of action, just as | have.

KROLL. Indeed? Ah, no doubt that follows from your
new line of thought. For Miss West presumably shares your
present standpoint ?

ROSMER. Yes, se does. We two have worked our way
forward in faithful comradeship.

KROLL [looks at him and slowly shakes his head]. Oh, you
blind, deluded being!

ROSMER. | ? Why do you sy that ?

KROLL. Because | dare not—I will not think the worst.
No no, let me say my say out.—Y ou really do value my friend-
ship, Rosmer ? And my respect too ? Do you not ?

ROSMER. | surely need not answer that question.

KROLL. Well, but there are other questions that do reguire
an answer—a full explanation on your part.—Will you submit
to asort of investigation——?

ROSMER. Investigation ?

KROLL. Yes; will you let me question you about certain
things it may pain you to be reminded of ? Y ou see—this gpos-
tasy of yours—well, this emancipation, asyou call it—is bound
up with many other things that for your own sske you must
explain to me.

ROSMER. My dear Kroll, ak what questions you please. |
have nothing to concedl.

KROLL. Then tell me—what do you think was the real, the
ultimate reason why Beata put an end to her life?

ROSMER. Can you have any doubt on the subject? Or,
rather, can you ak for reasons for what an unhappy, irrespon-
sbleinvalid may do?

KROLL. Areyou certain that Beata was completely irrespon-
shle for her actions? The doctors, a any rate, were by no
means convinced of it.

ROSMER. |f the doctors had ever seen her & | have 20 often
s her, for days and nights together, they would have had no
doubts.

KROLL. | had no doubts either—then.

ROSMER. Oh no, unhappily, there wasn't the smallest room
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for doubt. | have told you of her wild frenzies of passion—
which she expected me to return. Oh, how they appalled me!
And then her causdless, consuming self-reproaches during the
last few years.

KROLL. Yes, when she had learnt that she must remain
childless all her life.

ROSMER. Yes, just think of that! Such terrible, haunting
agony of mind about a thing utterly beyond her control !
How could you call her responsible for her actions?

KROLL. H'm———Can you remember whether you had
any books in the house at that time treating of the rationale of
marriage—according to the " advanced " ideas of the day.

ROSMER. | remember Miss West lending me awork of the
kind. The Doctor left her his library, you know. But, my
dear Kroll, you surely cannot suppose we were so reckless as to
let my poor sick wife get hold of any such ideas? | can
solemnly assure you that the fault was not ours. It was her
own distempered brain that drove her into these wild
aberrations.

KROLL. One thing at any rate | can tell you; and that is,
that poor, overstrung, tortured Beata put an end to her life in
order that you might live happily—Ilive freely, and—after your
own heart.

ROSMER [starts half up from his chair]. What do you mean
by that ?

KROLL. Listen to me quietly, Rosmer; for now | can speak
of it. In the last year of her life she came to me twice to pour
forth all her anguish and despair.

ROSMER.  On this same subject ?

KROLL. NO. The first time she came, it was to declare that
you were on the road to perversion—that you were going to
break with the faith of your fathers.

ROSMER [eagerly]. What you say is impossible, Kroll!
Absolutely impossible! Y ou must be mistaken.

KROLL. Arid why?

ROSMER. Because while Beata was alive | was still wrestling
with myself in doubt. And that fight | fought out aone and
in utter silence. | don't think even Rebecca——
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KROLL. Rebecca?

ROSMER. Oh well—Miss West. | call her Rebecca for
convenience' sake.

KROLL. SO I have remarked.

ROSMER. SO it is inconceivable to me how Beata could have
got hold of the idea. And why did she not spesk to me myself
about it?  She never did—she never said a single word.

KROLL. Poor creature—she begged and implored m e to talk
to you.

ROSMER. And why did you not ?

KROLL. At that time | never for a moment doubted that she
was out of her mind. Such an accusation against a man like
you!—And then she came again—about a month later. Thjs
time she seemed outwardly calmer; but as she was going she
said : " They may soon expect the White Horse at Rosmersholm
now."

ROSMER. Yes, yes. The White Horse—she often spoke of
it.

KROLL. And when | tried to divert her mind from such
melancholy fancies, she only answered : "I have not long to
live; for Johannes must marry Rebecca at once.”

ROSMER [almost speechless]. What do you say? |
marr ?

KROLL. That was on a Thursday afternoon———On the
Saturday evening she threw herself from the bridge into the
mill-race.

ROSMER. And you never warned us——!

KROLL. YOU know very well how often she used to say that
she felt her end was near.

ROSMER. Yes, | know. But nevertheless—you should
have warned us!

KROLL. | did think of it; but not till too late.

ROSMER. But afterwards, why did you not
have you said nothing about all this?

KROLL. What good would it have done for me to come tor-
turing and harassing you still further? | took all she said for
merewild, empty ravings—until yesterday evening.

ROSMER. Then you have now changed your opinion?

?  Why
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KROLL. Did not Beata se quite clearly when she declared
you wer e about to desert the faith of your fathers?

ROSMER [looks fixedly, straight before him], | cannot
understand it. It is the most incomprehensible thing in the
world.

KROLL. Incomprehensible or not—there it is. And now |
ak you, Rosmer,—how much truth is there in her other accusa-
tion? Thelast one, | mean.

ROSMER. Accusation? Wasthat an accusation ?

KROLL. Perhaps you did not notice the way she worded it.
She had to go, she said—why ?

ROSMER. In order that | might marry Rebecca——

KROLL. These were not precisely her words. Beata used
a different expresson. She said : " | have not long to live; for
Johannes must marry Rebecca at once.”

ROSMER [looks at him for a moment; then rises]. Now I
understand you, Kroll.

KROLL. Andwhat then? What isyour answer ?

ROSMER [still quiet and self-restrained]. To such an un-
hear d-of ? The only fitting answer would be to point to
the door.

KROLL [rises]. Well and good.

ROSMER [stands in front of him]. Listen to me. For more
than a year—ever snce Beata left us—Rebecca West and | have
lived alone here at Rosmersholm. During all that time you
have known of Beata's accusation against us. But | have never
for a moment noticed that you disapproved of Rebecca's living
in my house.

KROLL. I did not know till yesterday evening that it was an
unbelieving man who was living with an—emancipated woman.

ROSMER. Ah ? Then you do not believe that purity of
mind is to be found among the unbelieving and the emancipated ?
You do not believe that morality may be an instinctive law of
their nature!

KROLL. | have no great faith in the morality that is not
founded on the teachings of the Church.

ROSMER. And you mean this to apply to Rebecca and me?
To the relation between us two———?
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KROLL. Not even out of consideration for you two can |
depart from my opinion that there is no unfathomable gulf be-
tween free thought and—h'm——

ROSMER. Andwhat?

KROLL. and free love,—since you will have it.

ROSMER [in a low voice]. And you are not ashamed to say
this to me! You, who have known me from my earliest
youth!

KROLL. For that very reason. | know how easily you are
influenced by the people you associate with. And this Rebecca
of yours—well, Miss West then—we really know little or
nothing about her. In short, Rosmer—I will not give you up.
And you—you must try to save yourself in time.

ROSMER. Save myself? How ?

[MADAM HELSETH peeps in at the door on the left.

ROSMER. What doyouwant?

MADAM HELSETH. | wanted to ak Miss West to step
downstairs.

ROSMER. MissWest isnot up here.

MADAM HELSETH. Isn't she? [Looks round the room]
Well, that's strange. [She goes.

ROSMER. You weresaying——?

KROLL. Listentome. | am not going to inquire too closely
into the secret history of what went on here in Beatas lifetime
—and may still be going on. | know that your marriage was
a most unhappy one; and | suppose that must be taken as some
sort of excuse——

ROSMER. Oh, how little you really know me——!

KROLL. Don't interrupt me. What | mean is this: if your
present mode of life with Miss West is to continue, it is abso-
lutely necessary that the change of views—the unhappy back-
sliding—brought about by her evil influence—should be hushed
up. Letmespeak! Letmespeak! | say, if theworst comes
to the worst, in Heaven's name think and believe whatever you
like about everything under the sun. But you must keep your
views to yourself. These things are purely personal matters,
after all. Therejs no need to proclaim them from the house-
tops.
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ROSMER. | feel it an absolute necessity to get out of a false
and equivocal position.

KROLL. But you have a duty towards the traditions of your
race, Rosmer! Remember that! Rosmersholm has so to
speak, radiated morality and order from time immemorial—yes,
and respectful conformity to all that is accepted and sanctioned
by the best people. The whole district has taken its stamp from
Rosmersholm. It would lead to deplorable, irremediable con-
fusion if it were known that you had broken with what | may
call the hereditary idea of the house of Rosmer.

ROSMER. My dear Kroll, I cannot se the matter in that
light. 1 look upon it as my imperative duty to spread a little
light and gladness here, where the Rosmer family has from
generation to generation been a centre of darkness and oppres
sion.

KRoOLL [looks at him severely]. Yes, that would be a worthy
life-work for the last of your race! No, Rosmer; let such
things alone; you are the last man for such a task. You were
born to be a quiet student.

ROSMER. Perhaps 0. But for oncein away | mean to bear
my part in the battle of life.

KROLL. And do you know what that battle of life will mean
for you? It will mean a life-and-death struggle with all your

friends.
ROSMER [quietly]. They cannot all be such fanatics as

you.
KROLL. You are a credulous creature, Rosmer. An in-
experienced creature too. You have no conception of the over-

whelming storm that will burst upon you.
[MADAM HELSETH looks in at the door on the l€ft.

MADAM HELSETH. MissWest wantsto know——

ROSMER. What isit?

MADAM HELSETH. There's a man downstairs wanting to
have aword with the Pastor.

ROSMER. Is it the man who was here yesterday evening?

MADAM HELSETH. NO, it'sthat Mortensgard.

ROSMER. Mortensgard?
KROLL. Aha! So it has come to this, has it?—Already!
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ROSMER. What does he want with me? Why didn't you
send him away ?

MADAM HELSETH. MissWest said | was to ak if he might
come upstairs.

ROSMER. Tell him Pm engaged

KROLL [to MADAM HELSETH]. Let him come up, Madam

Helseth. [MADAM HELSETH QOe€s.

KROLL [takes up his hat], | retire from the field—for the
moment. But the main battle has yet to be fought.

ROSMER. On my honour, Kroll—I have nothing whatever
todowith Mortensgard.

KROLL. | do not believe you. On no subject and in no
relation whatever will | henceforth believe you. It is war to

the knife now. We will try whether we cannot disarm you.

ROSMER. Oh, Kroll—how low—how very low you have
sunk!

KROLL. 1? And you think you have the right to say that
to me! Remember Beatal

ROSMER. Still harping upon that?

KROLL. NO. YOU must solve the enigma of the mill-race
according to your own conscience—if you have anything of the
sort left.

[PETER MORTENSGARD enters softly and quietly from the left.

He is a small, wiry man with thin reddish hair and heard.

KrRoLL [with a look of hatred]. Ah, here we have the
" Beacon "—burning at Rosmersholm I [Buttons his coat.]
Well, now | can no longer hesitate what course to steer.

MORTENSGARD [deferentially]. The " Beacon " may always
be relied upon to light the Rector home.

KROLL. Yes; you have long shown your goodwill. To be
sure there's a commandment about bearing false witness against
your neighbour

MORTENSGARD. Rector Kroll need not instruct me in the
commandments.

KROLL. Not even in the seventh ?

ROSMER. Kroll !

MORTENSGARD. |f | needed instruction, it would rather be
the Pastor'sbusiness.
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KROLL [with covert sarcasm]. The Pastor's? Oh yes, un-
questionably Pastor Rosmer is the man for th at.—Good luck
to your conference, gentlemen!

[Goes out and dams the door behind him.

ROSMER [keeps his eyes fixed on the closed door and says to
himself].  Well, well—so be it then.  [Turns]  Will you be
good enough to tell me, Mr. Mortensgard, what brings you out
hereto me?

MORTENSGARD. It was really Miss West | came to see |
wanted to thank her for the friendly note | received from her
yesterday.

ROSMER. | know she wrote to you. Have you seen her
then?

MORTENSGARD. Yes, for a short time. [Smiles dightly]
I hear there has been a certain change of views out here at
Rosmersholm.

ROSMER. MYy views are altered in many respects. | might
almost say in all.

MORTENSGARD. SO Miss West told me; and that's why she
thought | had better come up and talk things over with the
Pastor.

ROSMER. What things, M r. Mortensgard ?

MORTENSGARD. May | announce in the " Beacon" that
there has been a change in your views—that you have joined the
party of freedom and progress ?

ROSMER. Certainly you may. In fact, | beg you to make
the announcement.

MORTENSGARD. Then it shall appear in to-morrow's paper.
It will cause a great sensation when it's known that Pastor
Rosmer of Rosmersholm is prepared to take up arms for the
cause of light, in that sense too.

ROSMER. |don'tquiteunderstandyou.

MORTENSGARD. | mean that the moral position of our party
is greatly strengthened whenever we gain an adherent of serious,
Christian principles.

ROSMER [with some surprise]. Then you do not know.
Did not Miss West tell you that too ?

MORTENSGARD. What, Pastor Rosmer? MissWestwasin

?
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a great hurrv. She said | was to go upstairs and hear the rest
from yourself.

ROSMER. Well, in that case | may tell you that | have
emancipated myself entirely, and on every side. | have broken
with all the dogmas of the Church. Henceforth they are
nothing to me.

MORTENSGARD [looks at him in amazement]. Well—if the
skieswere to fall | couldn't be more——!  Pastor Rosmer him-
self announces——

ROSMER. Yes, | now stand where you have stood for many
years. That, too, you may announce in the " Beacon" to-
morrow.

MORTENSGARD. That too? No, my dear Pastor—excuse
me—I don't think it would be wise to touch on that side of the
matter.

ROSMER. Not touch on it?

MORTENSGARD. Not at present, | mean.

ROSMER. | don't understand——

MORTENSGARD. Well you see Pastor Rosmer—you prob-
ably don't know the ins and outs of things so well as| do. But,
since you have come over to the party of freedom—and, as |
hear from Miss West, you intend to take an active share in the
movement—I presume you would like to be of as much service
as possible, both to the cause in general and to this particular
agitation.

ROSMER. Yes, that is my earnest wish.

MORTENSGARD. Good. But now | must tell you, Pastor
Rosmer, that if you openly declare your defection from the
Church, you tie your own hands at the very outset.

ROSMER. DO you think so ?

MORTENSGARD. Yes, believe me, you won't be able to do
much for the cause, in this part of the country at any rate. And
besides—we have plenty of free-thinkers already, Pastor Rosmer
—I might almost say too many. What the party requires is a
Christian element—something that every one must respect.
Thatiswhat we are sadly in need of. And therefore | advise
you to keep your own counsel about what doesn't concern the
public. That'smy view of the matter, at least.

SF.pP—11
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ROSMER. | understand. Then if | openly confess my
apostasy, you dare not have anything to dowith me?

MORTENSGARD [shaking his head], | scarcely like to risk it,
Pastor Rosmer. | have made it a rule for some time past not to
support any one or anything that is actively opposed to the
Church.

ROSMER. Then you have yourself returned to the Church?

MORTENSGARD. That concerns no one but myself.

ROSMER. Ah,sothatisit. Now | understand you.

MORTENSGARD. Pastor Rosmer—you ought to remember
that | — I inparticular—havenot full liberty of action.

ROSMER. What hampers you ?

MORTENSGARD. Thefact that | am amarked man.

ROSMER. Ah—indeed.

MORTENSGARD. A marked man, Pastor Rosmer. You,
above all men, should remember that; for | have chiefly you to
thank for the scandal that branded me.

ROSMER. If | had then stood where | stand now, | should
have dealt more gently with your offence.

MORTENSGARD. Thatldon'tdoubt. Butitistoolatenow.
Y ou have branded me once for all—branded me for life. |
suppose you can scarcely understand what that means.  But now
you may perhaps come to feel the smart of it yourself, Pastor
Rosmer.

ROSMER. 17

MORTENSGARD. Yes. You surely don't suppose that Rector
Kroll and his set will ever forgive a desertion like yours? |
hear the " County News" is going to be very savage in future.
Y ou too may find yourself a marked man before long.

ROSMER. Inpersonal matters, Mr. Mortensgard, | feel my-
self secure from attack. My life is beyond reproach.

MORTENSGARD [with a dy smile].  That's a large word, Mr.
Rosmer.

ROSMER. Perhaps; but | have aright to use it.

MORTENSGARD. Evenif youwereto scrutiniseyour conduct
as closely as you once scrutinised mine?

ROSMER. Yourtoneisverycurious. What areyou hinting
at? Anything definite?
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MORTENSGARD. Yes, something definite. Only one thing.
But that might be bad enough, if malicious opponents got wind
of it.

ROSMER. Will you have the kindness to let me hear what
itis?

MORTENSGARD. Cannot you guess for yourself, Pastor ?

ROSMER. NO, certainly not. | have not the slightest
idea.

MORTENSGARD. Well, well, | suppose | must come out with
it then.—I have in my possession a strange letter, dated from

Rosmersholm.

ROSMER. Miss West's letter, do you mean? Is it
strange?

MORTENSGARD. NO, there's nothing strange about that.
But | once received another letter from this house.

ROSMER. Alsofrom MissWest?

MORTENSGARD. No, Mr. Rosmer.

ROSMER. Well then, fromwhom? Fromwhom?

MORTENSGARD. From thelate Mrs. Rosmer.

ROSMER. From my wife! You received a letter from my
wife!

MORTENSGARD. | did.

ROSMER. When ?

MORTENSGARD. Towards the close of Mrs. Rosmer's life.
Perhaps about a year and a half ago. That is the letter | call
strange.

ROSMER. | suppose you know that my wife's mind was
affected at that time.

MORTENSGARD. Yes; | know many people thought so. But
| don't think there was anything in the letter to show it. When
| call it strange, | mean in another sense.

ROSMER. And what in the world did my poor wife take it
into her head to writetoy ou about ?

MORTENSGARD. | have the letter at home. She begins to
the effect that she is living in great anxiety and fear; there are
so many malicious people about here, she says, and they think
of nothing but causing you trouble and injury.

ROSMER. Me?
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MORTENSGARD. Yes, s0 she says. And then comes the
strangest part of all.  Shall | go on, Pastor Rosmer ?

ROSMER. Assuredly! Tell me everything, without reserve.

MORTENSGARD. The deceased lady begs and implores me to
be magnanimous.  She knows, she says, that it was her husband
that had me dismissed from my post as teacher; and she conjures
me by all that's sacred not to avenge myself.

ROSMER. HOW did she suppose you could avenge yourself ?

MORTENSGARD. The letter says that if | should hear
rumours of sinful doings at Rosmersholm, | am not to believe
them; they are only spread abroad by wicked people who wish
to make you unhappy.

ROSMER. Isall that in the letter ?

MORTENSGARD. Y ou may read it for yourself, sir, when you
please.

ROSMER. But | don't understand——! What did she
imagine the rumours to be about ?

MORTENSGARD. Firstly, that the Pastor had deserted the
faith of his fathers. Your wife denied that absolutely—then.
And next—h'm——

ROSMER. Next ?

MORTENSGARD. Well, next she writes—rather confusedly—
—that she knows nothing of any sinful intrigue at Rosmersholm;
that she has never been wronged in any way. And if any such
rumours should get about, she implores me to say nothing of the
matter in the " Beacon/'

ROSMER. Is no name mentioned ?

MORTENSGARD. None.

ROSMER. Who brought you the letter ?

MORTENSGARD. | have promised not to say. |t was handed
to me one evening, at dusk.

ROSMER. |f you had made inquiries at the time, you would
have learnt that my poor unhappy wife was not fully account-
able for her actions.

MORTENSGARD. | did make inquiries, Pastor Rosmer. But
I must say that was not the impression | received.

ROSMER. Was it not 7—But what is your precise reason for
telling me now about this incomprehensible old letter ?
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MORTENSGARD. T o impress on you the necessity for extreme
prudence, Pastor Rosmer.

ROSMER. Inmy life, do you mean?

MORTENSGARD. Yes. You must remember that from to-
day you have ceased to be a neutral.

ROSMER. Then you have quite made up your mind that
I must have something to conceal ?

MORTENSGARD. | don't know why an emancipated man
should refrain from living his life out as fully as possible.  But,
as | said before, be exceedingly cautious in future. If anything
should get abroad that conflicts with current prejudices, you may
be sure the whole liberal movement will have to suffer for it.—
Good-bye, Pastor Rosmer.

ROSMER. Good-bye.

MORTENSGARD. | shall go straight to the office and have the
great news put into the " Beacon."

ROSMER. Yes; omit nothing.

MORTENSGARD. | shall omit nothing that the public need
know.

[He bows and goes out. ROSMER remains standing in the
doorway while he goes down the stairs.  The outer door is
heard to close.

ROSMER [in the doorway, calls softly]. Rebeccal Re

H'm. [Aloud] Madam Helseth,—is Miss West not there?

MADAM HELSETH [from the halll. No, Pastor Rosmer,
she's not here.

[The curtain at the back is drawn aside. REBECCA appears

in the doorway.

REBECCA. Rosmer!

ROSMER [turns]. What! Were you in my room? My
dear, what were you doing there?

REBECCA [goes up to him]. | was listening.

ROSMER. Oh, Rebecca, how could you ?

REBECCA. | could not helpit. Hesad it so hatefully—that
about my morning gown——

ROSMER. Then you were therewhen Kroll ?

REBECCA. Yes. | wanted to know what was lurking in his
mind.
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ROSMER. | would have told you.

REBECCA. You would scarcely have told me all. And cer-
tainly not in hisown words.

ROSMER. Did you hear everything, then?

REBECCA. Nearly everything, | think. | had to go down-
stairs for a moment when Mortensgard came.

ROSMER. And then you came back again——?

REBECCA. Don't be vexed with me, dear friend !

ROSMER. DO whatever you think right. You are mistress
of your own actions—But what do you say to all this,
Rebecca——? Oh, | seem never to have needed you so much
before!

REBECCA. Both you and | have been prepared for what must
happen some time.

ROSMER. NO, no—not for this.

REBECCA. Not for this?

ROSMER. | knew well enough that sooner or later our beau-
tiful, pure friendship might be misinterpreted and soiled. Not
by Kroll—1 could never have believed such a thing of him—but

by all those other people with the coarse souls and the ignoble
eyes. Oh yes—I had reason enough for keeping our alliance so
jealously concealed. It was a dangerous secret.

REBECCA. Oh, why should we care what all those people
think! ~ We know in our heats that we are blame
less.

ROSMER. Blameless? 1? Yes, | thought so—till to-day.
But now—now, Rebecca——?

REBECCA. Well, what now ?

ROSMER. HOW am | to explain Beata's terrible accusation ?

REBECCA [vehemently]. Oh, don't speak of Beatal Don't
think of Beata any more. Y ou were just beginning to shake off
the hold she has upon you, even in the grave.

ROSMER. Since | have heard all this, she seems, in a ghostly
sort of way, to be alive again.

REBECCA. Oh no—not that, Rosmer! Not that 1

ROSMER. Yes, | tell you. We must try to get to the bottom
of this. What can possibly have led her to misinterpret things
so fatally?
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REBECCA. You are surely not beginning to doubt that she
was on the very verge of insanity ?

ROSMER. Ohyes—that isjustwhat | can't feel quite certain
of any longer. And besides—even if she was——

REBECCA. If shewas? Well, what then?

ROSMER. | mean—where are we to look for the determining
cause that drove her morbid spirit over the border-line of mad-
ness?

REBECCA. Oh, why brood over problems no one can solve ?

ROSMER. | cannot help it, Rebecca. | cannot shake off
these gnawing doubts, however much | may wish to.

REBECCA. But it may become dangerous—this eternal dwell-
ing upon one miserable subject.

ROSMER [walks about restlessly, in thought]. | must have
betrayed myself in one way or another. She must have noticed
how happy | began to feel from the time y ou came to us.

REBECCA. Yesbut, dear, evenif she did——7?

ROSMER. Be sure it didn't escape her that we read the same
books—that the interest of discussing all the new ideas drew us
together. Yet | cannot understand it! | was so careful to
spare her. As | look back, it seems to me | made it the business
of my life to keep her in ignorance of all our interests. Did |
not, Rebecca?

REBECCA. Yes, yes; certainly you did.

ROSMER. Andyou too. And yet I Oh, it's terrible to
think of!  She must have gone about here—full of her morbid
passion—saying never a word—watching us—noting everything
—and misinterpreting everything.

REBECCA [pressing her hands together].  Oh, | should never
have come to Rosmersholm!

ROSMER. T O think of all she must have suffered in silence!
All the foulness her sick brain must have conjured up around
us!  Did she never say anything to you to put you at all on the
alert?

REBECCA [as if startled]. To me! Do you think | should
have stayed a day longer if she had ?

ROSMER. NO, no, of course not.—Oh, what a battle she must
have fought! And aone too, Rebecca; desperate and quite
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alonel—and then, at last, that heart-breaking, accusing victory
—inthemill-race.

[Throws himself into the chair by the writing-table, with his

elbows on the table and his face in his hands.

REBECCA [approaches him cautiously from behind].  Listen,
Rosmer. If it were in your power to call Beat a back—to you—
to Rosmersholm—would you do it ?

ROSMER. Oh, how do | know what | would or would not
do? | can think of nothing but this one thing—that cannot be
recalled.

REBECCA. YOU were just beginning to live, Rosmer. You
had begun. You had freed yourself—on every side. Y ou felt
so buoyant and happy——

ROSMER. Oh yes—I did indeed.—And now this crushing
blow falls on me.

REBECCA [behind him, rests her arms on the chair-back].
How beautiful it was when we sat in the twilight, in the room
downstairs, helping each other to lay out our new life-plans!
You were to set resolutely to work in the world—the living
world of to-day, asyou said. Y ou were to go as a messenger of
emancipation from home to home; to win over minds and wills;
to create noble-men around you in wider and wider circles.
Noble-men.

ROSMER. Happy noble-men.

REBECCA. Yes—happy.

ROSMER. For it is happiness that ennobles, Rebecca.

REBECCA. Should you not say—sorrow as well? A great
sorrow ?

ROSMER. Yes—if one can get through it—over it—away
from it.

REBECCA. Thatiswhatyou must do.

ROSMER [shakes his head gloomily]. | shall never get over
this—wholly. Therewill always be a doubt—a question left.
| can never again know that luxury of the soul which makeslife
so marvellously sweet to live!

REBECCA [bends over his chair-back, and says more softly:]
What isit you mean, Rosmer ?

ROSMER [looking up at her].  Peaceful, happy innocence.
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REBECCA [recoils astep]. Yes. Innocence. [A short pause.

ROSMER [with his elbow on the table, leaning his head on his
hand, and looking straight before him]. And what extra-
ordinary penetration she showed! How systematically she put
all this together! First she begins to doubt my orthodoxy——
How coul d that occur to her? But it did occur to her; and
then it grew to be a certainty. And then—yes, then of course it
was easy for her to think all the rest possible. [Sts up in his
chair and runs his hands through his hair.’]  Oh, all these hor-
rible imaginings! | shall never get rid of them. | feel it. |
know it. At any moment they will come rushing in upon me,
and bring back the thought of the dead !

REBECCA. Likethe White Horse of Rosmersholm.

ROSMER. Yes, like that. Rushing forth in the darkness—
in the silence.

REBECCA. And because of this miserable figment of the
brain, you will let slip the hold you were beginning to take upon
the living world ?

ROSMER. YOU may well think it hard. Yes, hard, Rebecca.
But | have no choice. How could | ever leave this behind
me?

REBECCA [behind his chair]. By entering into new
relations.

ROSMER [surprised, looks up]. New relations?

REBECCA. Yes, new relations to the outside world. Live,
work, act. Don't sit here brooding and groping among insoluble
enigmas.

ROSMER [rises]. New relations? [Walks across the floor,
stops at the door and then comes back]  One question occurs to
me. Has it not occurred to you too, Rebecca?

REBECCA [drawing breath with difficulty]. Let me—hear—
what it is?

ROSMER. What form do you think our relations will take
after to-day?

REBECCA. | believe our friendship will endure—come what
may.

ROSMER. That isnot exactly what | meant. The thing that
first brought us together, and that unites us so closely—our

S.F.P.—ii*
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common faith in a pure comradeship between man and
woman

REBECCA. Yes, yes—what of that ?

ROSMER. | mean, that such a relation—as this of ours—does
it not presuppose a quiet, happy, peaceful life——?

REBECCA. What then?

ROSMER. But thelife I must now look forward too is one of
struggle and unrest and strong agitations. For | will livemy
life, Rebecca! | will not be crushed to earth by horrible poss-
bilities. | will not have my course of life forced upon me, either
by the living or by—any one ese.

REBECCA. NO, no—do not! Be an absolutely free man,
Rosmer!

ROSMER. But can you not guess what isin my mind? Do
you not know? Don't you sse how | can best shake off all
gnawing memories—all the unhappy past ?

REBECCA. HOW?

ROSMER. By opposingtoit a new, aliving reality.

REBECCA [feeling for the chair-back], A living—— What
do you mean ?

ROSMER [comes nearer]. Rebecca—if | were to ak you—
will you be my second wife?

REBECCA [for a moment speechless, then cries out with joy].
Your wife!l  Your ol

ROSMER. Come; let ustry it. We two will be one. The
place of the dead must stand empty no longer.

REBECCA. |—in Beata's place——!

ROSMER. Then she will be out of the saga—completely—
for ever and ever.

REBECCA [softly, trembling]. Do you believe that, Rosmer?

ROSMER. Itmustbeso! Itmust! | cannot—I will not
go through lifewith a dead body on my back. Help meto cast
it off, Rebecca. And let us stifle all memories in freedom, in
joy, in passon. You shall be to me the only wife | have ever
had.

REBECCA [with self-command]. Never speak of this again.
I will never beyour wife.

ROSMER. What! Never! Do you not think you could
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come to love me? Is there not already a strain of love in our
friendship ?

REBECCA [puts her hands over her ears as if in terror]. Don't
spesk so, Rosmer!  Don't say such things!

ROSMER [seizes her arm|]. Yes, yes—there is a growing pro-
mise in our relation. Oh, | can se that you feel it too. Do
you not, Rebecca?

REBECCA [once more firm and calm]. Listen tome. | tell
you—if you persist in this, | will go away from Rosmersholm.

ROSMER. GOaway! You! Youcannot. Itisimpossible.

REBECCA. It is still more impossible that | should be your
wife. Neverinthisworld can | marry you.

ROSMER [looks at her in surprise]. Yousay " can "; and you
sy it so strangely. Why can you not ?

REBECCA [seizes both his hands]. Dear friend—both for
your own sske and for mine—do not ask why. [Lets go his
hands,] Do not, Rosmer. [Goes towards the door on the left,

ROSMER. Henceforth | can think of nothing but that one
question—why ?

REBECCA [turns and looks at him]. Then it is all over.

ROSMER.  Between you and me ?

REBECCA. Yes.

ROSMER. It will never be all over between us two. You
will never leave Rosmersholm.

REBECCA [with her hand on the door-handle]. No, perhaps
| shall not. But if you ask me again—it is all over.

ROSMER. All over? How ?

REBECCA. For then | will go the way that Beata went.
Now you know it, Rosmer.

ROSMER. Rebecca——?

REBECCA [in the doorway, nods slowly].  Now you know it.

[She goes out,

ROSMER [dtares, thunderstruck, at the door, and says to him

sf] . What—is—this?
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ACTI I

The sitting-room at Rosmersholm.  The window and the en-
trance door are open.  The sun is shining outside. ~ Forenoon.

REBECCA WEST, dressed as in the first actj stands at the win-
dowj watering and arranging the flowers. Her crochet work
lies in the armchair. MADAM HELSETH is moving about,
dusting the furniture with a feather-brush.

REBECCA [after a short silence]. | can't understand the
Pastor remaining so long upstairs to-day.

MADAM HELSETH. Oh, he often does that. But he'll soon
be down now, | should think.

REBECCA. Have you seen anything of him?

MADAM HELSETH. | caught a glimpse of him when | went
upstairswith his coffee. He was in his bedroom dressing.

REBECCA. | asked because he was a little out of sorts yester-
day.

MADAM HELSETH. He didn't look well. | wonder if there
isn't something amiss between him and his brother-in-law.

REBECCA. What do you think it can be?

MADAM HELSETH. | couldn't say. Perhaps it's that Mor-
tensgard that has been setting them against each other.

REBECCA. Likely enough.—Do you know anything of this
Peter Mortensgard?

MADAM HELSETH. NO indeed. How could you think so,
Miss? A fellow like him.

REBECCA. D O you mean because he edits such a low paper?

MADAM HELSETH. Oh, it'snot only that.—Y ou must have
heard, Miss, that he had a child by a married woman that had
been deserted by her husband ?

REBECCA. Yes, | have heard of it. But it must have been
long before | came here.

MADAM HELSETH. It's true he was very young at the time;
and she should have known better. He wanted to marry her
too; but of course he couldn't do that. And | don't say he
hasn't paid dear for it.—But, good Lord, Mortensgard has got
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on in the world since those days. There's a many people run
after hi m now.

REBECCA. Yes, most of the poor people bring their affairs to
him when they're in any trouble.

MADAM HELSETH. Ah, and others too, perhaps, besides the
poor folk——

REBECCA [looks at her furtively]. Indeed.

MADAM HELSETH [by the sofa, dusting away vigorously].
Perhaps the last people you would think likely to, Miss.

REBECCA [busy with the flowers]. Come now, that's only an
idea of yours, Madam Helseth. You can't be sure of what
you're saying.

MADAM HELSETH. You think | can't, Miss? But | can
tell you I am. Why—if you must know it—I| once took a
letter in to Mortensgard myself.

REBECCA [turning]. No—did you?

MADAM HELSETH. Yes, indeed | did. And a letter that
was written here at Rosmersholm too.

REBECCA. Really, Madam Helseth?

MADAM HELSETH. Yes, that it was. And it was on fine
paper, and there was afine red seal on it too.

REBECCA. And it was given to you to deliver? Then, my
dear Madam Helseth, it's not difficult to guess who wrote it.

MADAM HELSETH. Well?

REBECCA. It must have been something that poor Mrs.
Rosmer, in her morbid state——

MADAM HELSETH. It'syou that say that, Miss, not me.

REBECCA. But what wasin the letter? Oh, | forgot—y ou
can't know that.

MADAM HELSETH. H'm; what if | did know it, all the
same?

REBECCA. Did she tell you what she was writing about?

MADAM HELSETH. NO, she didn't exactly do that. But
Mortensgard, when he'd read it, he began questioning me back-
wards and forwards and up and down, so that | soon guessed
what was init.

REBECCA. Then what do you think it was? Oh my dear
good Madam Helseth, do tell me.
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MADAM HELSETH. Oh no, Miss. Not for the whole
world.

REBECCA. Oh, you can surely tell m e We two are such
good friends.

MADAM HELSETH. Lord preserve me from telling you any-
thing about t h at, Miss. | can only tell you that it was some-
thing horrible that they'd got the poor sick lady to believe.

REBECCA. Who had got her to bdieveit ?

MADAM HELSETH. Wicked people, Miss West. Wicked
people.

REBECCA. Wicked——7?

MADAM HELSETH. Yes, | sy it again. They must have
been real wicked people.

REBECCA. And who do you think it could have been ?

MADAM HELSETH. Oh, | know well enough what to think.
But Lord forbid / should sy anything. To be sure there's a
certain lady in the town—h'm!

REBECCA. | can s that you mean Mrs. Kroll.

MADAM HELSETH. Ah, shes afine ong she is. She has
aways been the great lady with me.  And shes never had any
too much love for you neither.

REBECCA. DoOYouthink Mrs. Rosmer wasin her right mind
when she wrote that letter to Mortensgard ?

MADAM HELSETH. It'saqueer thingaperson's mind, Miss.
Clean out of her mind | don't think she was.

REBECCA. But she ssamed to go distracted when she learned
that she must aways be childless. It was that that unsettled
her reason.

MADAM HELSETH. Yes, poor lady, that was a dreadful
blow to her.

REBECCA [takes up her crochet and sitsin a chair by the win-
dow]. But after all—don't you think it was a good thing for
the Pastor, Madam Helseth?

MADAM HELSETH. What, Miss?

REBECCA. That there were no children. Don't you think
L07?

MADAM HELSETH. H'm, I'msure | don't know what to sy
about that.
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REBECCA. Oh yes, believe me, it was fortunate for him.
Pastor Rosmer is not the man to have crying children about his
house.

MADAM HELSETH. Ah, Miss, little children don't cry at
Rosmer sholm.

REBECCA [looks at her]. Don't cry?

MADAM HELSETH. NO. AS long as people can remember,
children have never been known to cry in this house.

REBECCA. That's very strange.

MADAMHELSETH. Yes;isn'tit? Butitrunsin thefamily.
And then there's another strange thing. When they grow up,
they never laugh. Never, aslong asthey live.

REBECCA. Why, how extraordinary.

MADAM HELSETH. Have you ever once heard or seen the
Pastor laugh, Miss?

REBECCA. NO—now that I think of it, | almost believe you
are right. But | don't think any one laughs much in this part
of the country.

MADAM HELSETH. NO, they don't. They said it began at
Rosmersholm. And then | suppose it spread round about, as if
it was catching-like.

REBECCA. You are avery wise woman, Madam Helseth.

MADAM HELSETH. Oh, Miss, you mustn't sit there and
make fun of me. [Listens] Hush, hush—her€'s the Pastor
coming down. He doexn't like to see dusting going on.

[She goes out to theright.

[JOHANNES ROSMER, with his hat and stick in his hand, enters

from the hall.

ROSMER. Good-morning, Rebecca.

REBECCA. Good-morning, dear. [A moment after—
crocheting] Areyou going out ?

ROSMER.  Ves.

REBECCA. It's a beautiful day.

ROSMER. Youdidn't look in on me thismorning.

REBECCA. NO, | didn't. Not to-day.

ROSMER. DO you not intend toin future?

REBECCA. Oh, | don't know yet, dear.

ROSMER. Has anything come for me?
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REBECCA. The" County News" hascome.

ROSMER. The " County News" ?

REBECCA. Thereitison thetable.

ROSMER [puts down his hat and stickl. Is there any-
thing——?

REBECCA.  Yes.

ROSMER. Andyoudidn'tsenditup?

REBECCA. Youwill read it soon enough.

ROSMER. Oh, indeed? [Takes the paper and reads, stand-
ing by the table]—What!'—" We cannot warn our readers too
earnestly against unprincipled renegades."  [Looks at her.]
They call me a renegade, Rebecca.

REBECCA. They mention no names.

ROSMER. That makes no difference. [Reads on] " Secret
traitors to the good cause."—" Judas-natures, who make brazen
confession of their apostasy as soon as they think the most con-
venient and—profitable moment has arrived." " Ruthless be-
fouling of a name honoured through generations "—" in the con-
fident hope of a suitable reward from the party in momentary
power."  [Lays down the paper on the table] And they can
say such things of me!—Men who have known me so long and
so well!  Things they themselves don't believe. Things they
know there is not a word of truth in—they print them all the
same.

REBECCA. Thatisnot all.

ROSMER [takes up the paper again]. " Inexperience and lack
of judgment the only excuse "—" pernicious influence—possibly
extending to matters which, for the present, we do not wish to
make subjects of public discussion or accusation."  [Looks at
her] What is this?

REBECCA. Itisaimed at me, plainly enough.

ROSMER [lays down the paper]. Rebecca,—this is the con-
duct of dishonourable men.

REBECCA. Yes, they need scarcely be so contemptuous of
Mortensgard.

ROSMER [walks about the room]. Something must be
done. Al that is good in human nature will go to ruin, if this
isallowed to goon. Butit shall notgoon! Oh, whatajoy
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—what a joy it would be to me to let a little light into all this
gloom and ugliness!

REBECCA [rises]. Ah yes, Rosmer. In that you have a
great and glorious object to live for.

ROSMER. Only think, if | could rouse them to se them-
selves as they are; teach them to repent and blush before their
better natures; bring them together in mutual forbearance—in
love, Rebeccal

REBECCA. Yes, put your whole strength into that, and you
must succeed.

ROSMER. | think success must be possible. Oh, what a
delight it would be then to live oneslife! No more malignant
wrangling; only emulation. All eyes fixed on the same goal.
Every mind, every will pressing forward—upward—each by the
path its nature prescribes forit. Happiness for all—through all.
[Happens to look out of the window, starts, and says sadly.]
Ah! Not through me.

REBECCA. Not ?  Not through you ?

ROSMER. Nor for me.
REBECCA. Oh, Rosmer, do not let such doubts take hold of
you.

ROSMER. Happiness—dear Rebecca—happiness is above all
things the calm, glad certainty of innocence.

REBECCA [looks straight before her]. Yes, innocence——

ROSMER. Oh, you cannot know what guilt means. But

REBECCA. YOU least of all!

ROSMER [points out of the window.]  The mill-race.

REBECCA. Oh, Rosmer !

[MADAM HELSETH looks in at the door.

MADAM HELSETH. Miss West!

REBECCA. Presently, presently. Not now.

MADAM HELSETH. Only aword, Miss.

[REBECCA goes to the door. MADAM HELSETH tells her
something. They whisper together for a few moments.
MADAM HELSETH nods and goes out.

ROSMER [uneasily]. Was it anything for me?

REBECCA. NO, only something about the house-work.—Y ou
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ought to go out into the fresh air, dear Rosmer. Y ou should
take agood long walk.

ROSMER [takes up his hat]. Yes, come. Let usgo together.

REBECCA. No, dear, | can't just now. You must go alone.
But shake off all these gloomy thoughts.  Promise me.

ROSMER. | am afraid | shall never shake them off.

REBECCA. Oh, that such basdess fancies should take so
strong a hold of you——!

ROSMER. Not s basdess, | am afraid, Rebecca. | lay awake
all night thinking it over and over. Perhaps Beata saw clearly
after all.

REBECCA. In what?

ROSMER. In her belief that | loved you, Rebecca.

REBECCA. Rightinthat!

ROSMER [lays his hat down on the table]. The question that
haunts me is this: were we two not deceiving ourselves all the
time—when we called our relation friendship ?

REBECCA. You mean that it might a well have been
caled——?

ROSMER. love. Yes, Rebecca, that is what | mean.
Even while Beata was alive, all my thoughts were for you. It
was you alone | longed for. It was when you were by my side
that | felt the calm gladness of utter content. If you think it
over, Rebecca—did we not feel for each other from the first a
sort of sweet, secret child-love—desireless, dreamless? Was it
not so with you? Tell me.

REBECCA [struggling with herself].  Oh—I don't know what
to answer.

ROSMER. And it was this close-linked life in and for each
other that we took for friendship. No, Rebecca—our bond has
been a spiritual marriage—perhaps from the very first. That is
why there is guilt on my soul. | had no right to such happi-
ness—it was a sin against Beata.

REBECCA. NO right to live happily? Do you believe that,
Rosmer ?

ROSMER. She looked at our relation with the eyes of her
love—judged it after the fashion of her love. Inevitably,
Beata could not have judged otherwise than she did.
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REBECCA. But how can you accuse yourself because of
Beata's delusion?

ROSMER. It was love for me—h e r kind of love—that
drove her into the mill-race. That is an immovable fact,
Rebecca.  And that is what | can never get over.

REBECCA. Oh, think of nothing but the great, beautiful task
you have devoted your life to.

ROSMER [shakes his head}. It can never be accomplished,
dear. Not by me. Not after what | have come to know.

REBECCA. Why not by you ?

ROSMER. Because no cause ever triumphs that has its origin
in sin.

REBECCA [vehemently]. Oh, these are only ancestral doubts
—ancestral fears—ancestral scruples. They say the dead come
back to Rosmersholm in the shape of rushing white horses. |
think this shows that it is true.

ROSMER. Bethat asit may; what does it matter, so long &as |
cannot rid myself of the feeling? And believe me, Rebecca, it
isas| tell you. The cause that isto win alasting victory must
have for its champion a happy, an innocent man.

REBECCA. IS happiness 0 indispensable to you, Rosmer?

ROSMER. Happiness? Yes, dear,—it is.

REBECCA. TO you, who can never laugh ?

ROSMER. Yes, in spite of that. Believe me, | have a great
capacity for happiness.

REBECCA. Now go for your walk, dear. A good long walk.
Do you hear?—See, here is your hat. And your stick too.

ROSMER [takes both]. Thanks. And you won't come with
me?

REBECCA. No, no; | can'tjust now.

ROSMER. Very well, then. You are with me none the less.

[He goes out by the entrance door. REBECCA waits a

moment, cautiously watching his departure from behind the
open door; then she goes to the door on the right.

REBECCA [opens the door, and says in a low tone]. Now,
Madam Helseth. Y ou can show him in now.

[Goes towards the window.

[A moment after RECTOR KROLL enters from the right.  He
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bows silently and formally, and keeps his hat in his hand*

KROLL. He has gone out ?

REBECCA. Yes.

KROLL. Does he usually stay out long?

REBECCA. Yes, he does. But one cannot count on him to-
day. Soif you don't care to meet him——

KROLL. No, no. Itisyou | want to speak to—quite alone.

REBECCA. Then we had better not lose time. Sit down,
Rector.

[She sits in the easy-chair by the window. RECTOR KROLL

sits on a chair beside her.

KROLL. Miss West—you can scarcely imagine how deeply
and painfully | have taken this to heart—this change in Johannes
Rosmer.

REBECCA. We expected it would be so—at firgt.

KROLL. Only atfirst?

REBECCA. Rosmer was confident that sooner or later you
would join him.

KROLL. 17

REBECCA. You and all his other friends.

KROLL. Ah, there you see! That shows the infirmity of his
judgment in all that concerns men and practical life.

REBECCA. But after all—since he feels it a necessity to
emancipate himself on all sdes——

KROLL. Yes, but wait—that is just what | do not believe.

REBECCA. What d o you believe then ?

KROLL. | believe that you are at the bottom of it all.

REBECCA. It is your wife who has put that in your head,
Rector Kroll.

KROLL. N O matter who has put it in my head. What is
certain is that | feel a strong suspicion—an exceedingly strong
suspicion—when | think things over, and piece together all |
know of your behaviour ever since you came here.

REBECCA [looks at hini], | seem to recollect a time when
you felt an exceedingly strong faith in me, dear Rector. |
might almost call itaw ar m faith.

KROLL [in a subdued voice]. Whom could you not bewitch
— i fyoutried?
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REBECCA. Did I try ?

KROLL. Yes, you did. | am no longer such a fool & to
believe that there was any feeling in the matter. You simply
wanted to get a footing at Rosmersholm—to strike root here—
and in that | wasto serveyou. Now | seit.

REBECCA. You seem utterly to have forgotten that it was
Beatawho begged and implored me to come out here ?

KROLL. Yes, when you had bewitched her to. Can the feel-
ing she came to entertain for you be called friendship? It was
adoration—almost idolatry. It developed into—what shall |
call it?—a sort of desperate passion.—Yes, that is the right word
forit.

REBECCA. Be s0 good &s to recollect the state your sister was
in. So far as | am concerned, | don't think any one can accuse
me of being hysterical.

KROLL. No; that you certainly are not. But that makes
you all the more dangerous to the people you want to get into
your power. It is easy for you to weigh your acts and calculate
conseguences—just because your heart is cold.

REBECCA. Cold? Areyou so sure of that?

KROLL. | am quite certain of it now. Otherwise you could
never have lived here year after year without faltering in the
pursuit of your object. Well, well—you have gained your end.
You have got him and everything into your power. But in
order to do so, you have not scrupled to make him un-
happy.

REBECCA. That is not true. It isnot |—it is you yourself
that have made him unhappy.

KROLL. 1?

REBECCA. Yes, when you led him to imagine that he was
responsible for Beata's terrible end.

KROLL. Does he feel that so deeply, then ?

REBECCA. HOW can you doubt it? A mind so sensitive as
his——

KROLL. I thought that an emancipated man, so called, was
above all such scruples.—But there we have it! Oh yes—I
admit | knew how it would be. The descendant of the men
that look down on us from these walls—how could he hope to
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cut himself adrift from all that has been handed down without a
break from generation to generation ?

REBECCA [looks down thoughtfully],  Johannes Rosmer's
spirit is deeply rooted in his ancestry. That is very certain.

KROLL. Yes, and you should have taken that fact into con-
sideration, if you had felt any affection for him. But that sort
of consideration was no doubt beyond you. There is such an
immeasurable difference between your antecedents and his.

REBECCA. What antecedents do you mean ?

KROLL. | am speaking of your origin—your family ante-
cedents, Miss West.

REBECCA. Oh, indeed! Yes, itisquitetruethat | come of
very humble folk. Nevertheless——

KROLL. I am not thinking of rank and position. | allude
to your moral antecedents.

REBECCA. Moral ? Inwhat sene?

KROLL. The circumstances of your birth ?

REBECCA. What do you mean?

KROLL. I only mention the matter because it accounts for
your whole conduct.

REBECCA. | do not understand this. You must explain!

KROLL. I really did not suppose you could require an ex-
planation. Otherwise it would have been very odd that you
should have let Dr. West adopt you——

REBECCA [rises]. Ah! Now | understand.

KROLL. and that you should have taken his name.
Y our mother's name was Gamvik.

REBECCA [walks across the room]. My father's name was
Gamvik, Rector Kroll.

KROLL. Your mother's business must have brought her very
frequently into contact with the parish doctor.

REBECCA. Yes, it did.

KROLL. And then he takes you into his house—as soon &
your mother dies. He treats you harshly; and yet you stay with
him. You know that he won't leave you a halfpenny—as a
matter of fact, you only got a case full of books—and yet you
stay on; you bear with him; you nurse him to the last.

REBECCA [stands by the table, looking scornfully at him].
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And you account for all this by assuming that there was some-
thingimmoral—something criminal about my birth ?

KROLL. | attribute your care for him to involuntary filial
instinct. Indeed | believe your whole conduct is determined by
your origin.

REBECCA [vehemently]. But there is not a single word of
truth in what you say! And | can proveit! Dr. West did
not come to Finmark till after I was born.

KROLL. Excuse me, Miss West. He settled there the year
before. | have assured myself of that.

REBECCA. YOU are mistaken, | say! You are utterly mis-
taken.

KROLL. YOU told me the day before yesterday that you were
nine-and-twenty—inyour thirtieth year.

REBECCA. Indeed! Didl sayso?

KROLL. Yes, you did. And | can calculate from that——

REBECCA. Stop! You needn't calculate. | may as well
tell you at once: | am a year older than | give myself out to
be.

KROLL [smiles incredulously]. Really! | am surprised!
What can be the reason of that ?

REBECCA. When | had passed twenty-five, it seemed to me
| was getting altogether too old for an unmarried woman. And
so | began to lie about my age.

KROLL. YOU? An emancipated woman! Have you pre-
judices about the age for marriage?

REBECCA. Yes, it was idiotic of me—idiotic and absurd.
But some folly or other will always cling to us, not to be shaken
off. We are made so.

KROLL. Well, so beit; but my calculation may be right, none
the less. For Dr. West was up there on a short visit the year
before he got the appointment.

REBECCA [with a vehement outburst]. It is not true!

KROLL. ISit not true?

REBECCA. NO. My mother never spoke of any such visit.

KROLL. Did she not ?

REBECCA. NO, never. Nor Dr. West either; not a word
about it!
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KROLL. Might not that be because they both had reasons for
suppressing a year? Just as you have done, Miss West. Per-
hapsitisafamily foible.

REBECCA [walks about clenching and wringing her hands].
It is impossible. Y ou want to cheat me into believing it. This
can never, never be true. It cannot! Never in this
world !

KROLL [rises]. My dear Miss West—why in heaven's name
are you so terribly excited? You quite frighten me! What
am | to think—to believe ?

REBECCA. Nothing! You areto think and believe nothing.

KROLL. Then you must really tell me how you can take this
affair—this possibility—so terribly to heart.

REBECCA [contralling herself]. It is perfectly simple, Rector
Kroll. | have no wish to be taken for an illegitimate child.

KROLL. Indeed! Well, well, let us be satisfied with that
explanation—in the meantime. But in that case you must still
have a certain—prejudice on that point too ?

REBECCA. Yes, | suppose | have.

KROLL. Ah, I fancy it is much the same with most of what
you call your " emancipation." You have read yourself into a
number of new ideas and opinions. You have got a sort of
smattering of recent discoveries in various fields—discoveries that
seem to overthrow certain principles which have hitherto been
held impregnable and unassailable. But all this has only been
a matter of the intellect, Miss West—a superficial acquisition.
It has not passed into your blood.

REBECCA [thoughtfully]. Perhaps you are right.

KROLL. Yes, look into your own mind, and you will seel
And if this is the cae with you, one may easily guess how it
must be with Johannes Rosmer. It is sheer, unmitigated mad-
ness—it is running blindfold to destruction—for hi m to think
of coming openly forward and confessing himself an apostate!
Only think—a man of his sensitive nature!  Imagine hi m dis-
owned and persecuted by the circle of which he has always
formed a part—exposed to ruthless attacks from all the best
people in the community!  He is not—he never can be the man
to endure all that.
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REBECCA. Hemustendureit! It istoo late now for him
to retreat.

KRoOLL. Not at all toolate. By no means. What has hap-
pened can be hushed up—or a least explained away as a mere
temporary aberration, however deplorable. But—one messure
is certainly indispensable.

REBECCA. And what is that ?

KROLL. You must get him to legadise the position, Miss
West.

REBECCA. His position towards me ?

KROLL. Yes. Youmust makehim do that.

REBECCA. Then you absolutely cannot clear your mind of
the idea that our position requires to be—legaised, as you call
it?

KRoOLL. | would rather not go into the matter too closdly.
But | believe | have noticed that it is nowhere eader to break
through all so-called prejudices than in—h'm——

REBECCA. In the relation between man and woman, you
mean?

KROLL. Yes—to peek plainly—I think so.

REBECCA [wanders across the room and looks out at the win-
dow]. | could amost say—I| wish you were right, Rector
Kroll.

KROLL. What do you mean by that? You sy it ©
strangely.

REBECCA. Oh, well—please let us drop the subject. Ah—
there he comes

KROLL. Already! Then | will go.

REBECCA [goes towards him]. No—please stay. There is
something | want you to hear.

KROLL. Not now. | don't feel as if | could bear to s
him.

REBECCA. | begyoutostay. Do! If not, you will regret
it by-and-by. It is the last time | shall ak you for anything.

KROLL [looks at her in surprise and puts down his hat].
Verywell, MissWest—so beit, then.

[A short silence.  Then JOHANNES ROSMER enters from the

hall.
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ROSMER [sees the RECTOR, and stops in the doorway].
What!—Areyou here?

REBECCA. Hedid not wish to meet you, dear.!

KROLL [involuntarily']. " Dear! "

REBECCA. Yes, Rector Kroll, Rosmer and | say " dear " to
each other. That isone result of our " position."

KROLL. Wasthat what you wanted me to hear?

REBECCA. That—and alittle more.

ROSMER [comes forward]. What is the object of this
visit ?

KROLL. | wanted to try once more to stop you and win you
back to us.

ROSMER [points to the newspaper]. After what appears in
that paper ?

KROLL. | did not write it.

ROSMER. Did you make the dlightest effort to prevent its
appearance?

KROLL. That would have been to betray the cause | serve.
And, besdes, it wasnot in my power.

REBECCA [tears the paper into shreds, crushes up the pieces
and throws them behind the stove]. There! Now it isout of
sight. And let it be out of mind too. For therewill be nothing
more of that sort, Rosmer.

KROLL. Ah, if you could only makte sure of that!

REBECCA. Come, let us sit down, dear. All three of us
And then | will tell you everything.

ROSMER [seats himsef mechanically]. What has come over
you, Rebecca? Thisunnatural calmness—what isit?

REBECCA. The calmness of resolution. [Seats hersafl]
Pray sit down too, Rector.

[RECTOR KROLL seats himself on the sofa.

ROSMER. Resolution, you say ? W hat resolution ?

REBECCA. | am going to give you back what you require in
order to live your life. Dear friend, you shall have your happy
innocence back again!

ROSMER. What can you mean ?

Y1n the original, REBECCA here addresses ROSMER as " du" for the first
timein KROLL 'S presence.
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REBECCA. | have only to tell you something. That will be
enough.

ROSMER. Well!

REBECCA. When | came down here from Finmark—along
with Dr. West—it semed to me that a great, wide new world
was opening up before me. The Doctor had taught me all sorts
of things—all the fragmentary knowledge of life that | pos
ses=d in those days.  [With a struggle and in a scarcely audible
voice] And then——

KROLL. And then?

ROSMER. But, Rebecca—I know all this.

REBECCA [mastering herself]. Yes, yes—you are right.
Y ou know enough about this.

KRoOLL [looks hard at her]. Perhaps | had better go.

REBECCA. NO, please stay where you are, my dear Rector.
[To ROSMER.] Well, you e this was how it was—I wanted
to take my share in the life of the new era that was dawning
with all its new ideas.—Rector Kroll told me one day that Ulric
Brendel had had great influence over you while you were still a
boy. | thought it must surely be possible for me to carry on his
work.

ROSMER. Y OU came here with a secret desigp——?

REBECCA. Wetwo, | thought, should march onward in free-
dom, side by side. Ever onward. Ever farther and farther to
the front. But between you and perfect emancipation there
rose that dismal, insurmountable barrier.

ROSMER. What barrier do you mean ?

REBECCA. | mean this, Rosmer: Y ou could grow into free-
dom only in the clear, fresh sunshine—and here you were pining,
sickening in the gloom of such a marriage.

ROSMER. YOU have never before spoken to me of my mar-
riage in that tone.

REBECCA. No, | did not dare to, for | should have frightened
you.

KROLL [nodsto ROSMER]. Doyou hear that?

REBECCA [goes on]. But | saw quite well where your
deliverance lay—your only deliverance. And then | went to
work.
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ROSMER. Wenttowork? Inwhatway?

KROLL. D O you mean that ?

REBECCA. Yes, Rosmer [Rises] Sit still. You too,
Rector Kroll. But now it must out. It was not you, Rosmer.
You are innocent. It was/ that lured—that ended in luring
Beata out into the paths of delusion

ROSMER [springs up]. Rebeccal

KROLL [rises from the sofa]. The paths of delusion!

REBECCA. The paths—that led to the mill-race. Now you
know it, both of you.

ROSMER [as if stunned]. But | don't understand——
What isit sheissaying? | don't understand a word !

KROLL. Oh yes Rosmer, | am beginning to understand.

ROSMER. But what did you do? What can you possibly
have told her? There was nothing—absolutely nothing to
telll

REBECCA. She came to know that you were working your-
sdf free from all the old prejudices.

ROSMER. Yes, but that was not the case at that time.

REBECCA. | knew that it soon would be.

KROLL [nodsto ROSMER]. Aha!

ROSMER. And then? What more? | must know all now.

REBECCA. Some time after—I begged and implored her to
let me go away from Rosmersholm.

ROSMER. Why did you want to go—then ?

REBECCA. | did not want to go; | wanted to stay here,
where | was. But | told her that it would be best for us all—
that | should go away in time. | gave her to understand that if
| stayed here any longer, | could not—I could not tell—what
might happen.

ROSMER. Then thisiswhat you said and did!

REBECCA. Yes, Rosmer.

ROSMER. T hi siswhat you call " going to work."

REBECCA [in a broken voice], | called it s, yes.

ROSMER [after a pause]. Have you confessed all now,
Rebecca?

REBECCA. Yes

KROLL.  Not al.
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REBECCA [looks at him in fear]. What more should there
be?

KROLL. Did you not at last give Beata to understand that
it was necessary—not only that it would be wisest, but that it
was necessary—both for your own sake and Rosmer's, that you
should go away somewhere—as soon as posshle? Well?

REBECCA [low and indistinctly]. Perhaps | did say some
thing of the sort.

ROSMER [sinks into the armchair by the window']. And this
tissue of lies and deceit she—my unhappy, sick wife believed in!
Believed in it so firmly! So immovably! [Looks up at
REBECCA.] And she never turned tome. Never said oneword
to me!l Oh, Rebecca—I can s it in your face—you dissuaded
her from it!

REBECCA. She had conceived a fixed idea that she as a child-
less wife, had no right to be here.  And then she imagined that
it was her duty to you to efface herself.

ROSMER. And you—you did nothing to disabuse her of the
idea?

REBECCA. NO.

KROLL. Perhaps you confirmed her in it? Answer me!
Did you not ?

REBECCA. | believe she may have understood me so.

ROSMER. Yes, yes—and in everything she bowed before your
will.  And she did efface herself ! [Springs up] How could
you—how could you play this ghastly game!

REBECCA. It seemed to me | had to choose between your life
and hers, Rosmer.

KROLL [severely and impressively]. That choice was not
for y o u to make.

REBECCA [vehemently]. You think then that | was cool and

calculating and sdf-possessed all the time! | was not the same
woman then that | am now, as | stand here telling it all.
Beddes, there are two sorts of will in us, | believe! | wanted

Beata away, by one means or another; but | never really believed
that it would come to pass. As | felt my way forward, at each
step | ventured, | seemed to hear something within me cry out:
No farther! Not astep farther! Andyet | cou 1d not stop.
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| had to venture the least little bit farther. Only one hair's-
breadth more. And then one more—and always one more.—
And then it happened.—That is the way such things come about.

[A short silence.

ROSMER [to REBECCA], What do you think lies beforeyou
now? After this?

REBECCA. Things must go with me as they will. It doesn't
greatly matter.

KROLL. Not a word of remorse! Is it possible you feel
none?

REBECCA [coldly putting aside his question]. Excuse me,
Rector Kroll—that is a matter which concerns no one but me.
I must settle it with myself.

KROLL [to ROSMER]. And thisis the woman you are living
under the same roof with—in the closest intimacy! [Looks
round at the pictures] Oh, if those that are gone could se us
now!

ROSMER. Areyou going back to town?

KROLL [takes up his hat]. Yes. The sooner the better.

ROSMER [does the same]. Then | will go with you.

KROLL. Will you! Ah yes, | wassurewe had not lost you
for good.

ROSMER. Comethen, Kroll! Come!

[Both go out through the hall without looking at REBECCA.

[After @ moment, REBECCA goes cautiously to the window

and looks out through the flowers.

REBECCA [speaks to herself under her breath]. Not over the
foot-bridge to-day either. He goes round. Never across the
mill-race. Never. [Leaves the window.] Well, well, well!

[Goes and pulls the bell-rope; a moment after, MADAM HEL-

SETH enters from the right.

MADAM HELSETH. Whatisit, Miss?

REBECCA. Madam Helseth, would you be so good as to
have my trunk brought down from the garret ?

MADAM HELSETH. Your trunk ?

REBECCA. Yes—the brown sealskin trunk, you know.

MADAM HELSETH. Yes, yes. But, Lord preserve us—are
you going on ajourney, Miss?
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REBECCA. Yes—now | am going on a journey, Madam
Helseth.

MADAM HELSETH. And immediately!

REBECCA. ASsoon as | have packed up.

MADAM HELSETH. Well, I've never heard the like of that!
But you'll come back again soon, Miss, of course ?

REBECCA. | shall never comeback again.

MADAM HELSETH. Never! Dear Lord, what will things
be like at Rosmersholm when you're gone, Miss? And the poor
Pastor was just beginning to be so happy and comfortable.

REBECCA. Yes, but | have taken fright to-day, Madam
Helseth.

MADAM HELSETH. Taken fright! Dear, dear! how was
that?

REBECCA. | thought | saw something like a glimpse of white
horses.

MADAM HELSETH. White horses! | n broad daylight!

REBECCA. Oh, they are abroad early and late—the white
horses of Rosmersholm. [With a change of tone] Well—
about the trunk, Madam Helseth.

MADAM HELSETH. Yes, yes. The trunk.

[Both go out to the right.

ACT 1V

The sitting-room at Rosmersholm.  Late evening. A lighted
lamp, with a shade over it, on the table.

REBECCA WEST stands by the table, packing some small articles
in a hand-bag. Her cloak, hat, and the white crocheted shawl
are hanging over the back of the sofa.

[MADAM HELSETH enters from the right.

MADAM HELSETH [speaks in a low voice and appears ill at
ease]. Al your things have been taken down, Miss. They are
in the kitchen passage.
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REBECCA. Very well. You have ordered the carriage?

MADAM HELSETH. Yes. The coachman wants to know
what time he ought to be here.

REBECCA. About deven o'clock, | think. The steamer
starts at midnight.

MADAM HELSETH [hesitates a little'}. But the Pastor? |f
he shouldn't be home by that time?

REBECCA. | shall go all the same. If | don't s him, you
can tell him that | will writeto him—along letter. Tell him
that.

MADAM HELSETH. Yes, writing—that may be all very well.
But, poor Miss West—I do think you should try to speek to
him once more.

REBECCA. Perhapsso. And yet—perhaps not.

MADAM HELSETH. Well—that | should live to se this! |
never thought of such athing.

REBECCA. What did you think then, Madam Helseth?

MADAM HELSETH. Well, | certainly thought Pastor Ros
mer was a more dependable man than this.

REBECCA. Dependable ?

MADAM HELSETH. Yes, that'swhat/say.

REBECCA. Why, my dear Madam Helseth, what do you
mean?

MADAM HELSETH. | mean what's right and true, Miss.
He shouldn't get out of it in thisway, that he shouldn't.

REBECCA [looks at her]. Come now, Madam Helseth, tell
me plainly: what do you think is the reason | am going away ?

MADAM HELSETH. Well, Heaven forgive us, | suppose it
can't be helped, Miss. Ah, well, well, well! But | certainly
don't think the Pastor's behaving handsomelike. Mortensgard
had some excuse; for her husband was alive, so that they two
couldn't marry, however much they wanted to. But as for the
Pastor—h'm!

REBECCA [with a faint smile"]. Could you have believed
such athing of Pastor Rosmer and me ?

MADAM HELSETH. NO, never in this world. At least, |
mean—not until to-day.

REBECCA. But to-day, then——?
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MADAM HELSETH. Well—after all the horrible things that
they tell me the papers are saying about the Pastor——

REBECCA.  Aha!

MADAM HELSETH. For the man that can go over to Mor-
tensgard's religion—good Lord, | can believe anything of him.

REBECCA. Oh yes | suppose so. But what about me?
What have you to say about me?

MADAM HELSETH. Lord preserve us, Miss—I don't se that
there's much to be said against you. It's not so easy for a lone
woman to be always on her guard, that's certain.—We're all of
us human, Miss West,

REBECCA. That's very true, Madam Helseth. We are all
of us human.—What are you listening to ?

MADAM HELSETH [in a low voicel. Oh Lord—if | don't
believe that's him coming.

REBECCA [dtarts]. After all then——? [Resolutely.]
Well well; so be it.

[JOHANNES ROSMER enters from the hall.

ROSMER [sees the hand-bag, etc., turns to ReEBECCA, and
asks]  What does this mean ?

REBECCA. | am going.

ROSMER. At once?

REBECCA. Yes. [To MADAM HELSETH.] Eleven o'clock
then.

MADAM HELSETH. Very well, Miss. [Goes out to the right.

ROSMER [after a short pause]. Where are you going to,
Rebecca?

REBECCA. North, by the steamer.

ROSMER. North? What takesyou to the North?

REBECCA. It was there | came from.

ROSMER. But you have no ties there now.

REBECCA. | have none here either.

ROSMER. What do you think of doing ?

REBECCA. | don't know. | only want to have done with
it all.

ROSMER. T O have done with it?

REBECCA. Rosmersholm has broken me.

ROSMER [his attention aroused]. Do you say that ?

SF.P.—12



354 ACTIV

REBECCA. Broken me utterly and hopelessly.—I had a free
and fearlesswill when | came here. Now | have bent my neck
under a strange law.—From thisday forth, | feel asif | had no
courage for anythingin theworld.

ROSMER. Why not? What is the law that you say you
have—?

REBECCA. Dear, don't let ustalk of that just now.—What
happened between you and the Rector ?

ROSMER. W e have made peace.

REBECCA. Ah yes, © that was the end.

ROSMER. He gathered all our old friends together at his
house. They have made it clear to me that the work of
ennobling the minds of men—is not for me.—And besdes, it is
hopdessin itself, Rebecca.—I shall let it alone.

REBECCA. Yes, yes—perhaps it is best so.

ROSMER. IS that what you say now? Do you think so
now?

REBECCA. | have come to think so—in the last few days.

ROSMER. YOU arelying, Rebecca.

REBECCA. Lying !

ROSMER. Yes, you are lying. You have never believed in
me. You have never believed that | was man enough to carry
the cause through to victory.

REBECCA. | believed that we two together could do it.

ROSMER. That is not true. You thought that you yourself
could do something great in life; and that you could use me to
further your ends. | was to be a serviceable instrument to you
—thatiswhat you thought.

REBECCA. Listen to me, Rosmer——

ROSMER [seats himself listlessly on the sofa]. Oh, what is
the u? | s through it all now—I have been like a glove in
your hands.

REBECCA. Listen, Rosmer. Hear what | have to say. It
will be for the last time. [Sitsin a chair close to the sofa] |
intended to write you all about it—when | was back in the
North. But | daresay it is best that you should hear it at
once.

ROSMER. Haveyou more confessonsto make?
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REBECCA. The greatest of all isto come.

ROSMER. The greatest ?

REBECCA. What you have never suspected. What gives
light and shade to all the rest.

ROSMER [shakes his head], | don't understand you at all.
REBECCA. It is perfectly true that | once schemed to gain a
footing at Rosmersholm. | thought | could not fail to turn

things to good account here. In one way or the other—you
understand.

ROSMER. Well, you accomplished your ends.

REBECCA. | believe | could have accomplished anything,
anything in the world—at that time. For | had still my fear-
less, free-born will. | knew no scruples—I stood in awe of no
human tie.—But then began what has broken my will—and
cowed me so pitiably for all my days.

ROSMER. What began? Do not speak in riddles.

REBECCA. It came over me,—this wild, uncontrollable
passion———Oh, Rosmer. !

ROSMER. Passion? You

REBECCA. For you.

ROSMER [tries to spring up]. What is this?

REBECCA [stops him].  Sit still, dear; there is more to tell.

ROSMER. And you mean to say—that you have loved me—
in that way!

REBECCA. | thought that it should be called love—then.
Yes, | thought it was love. But it was not. It was what |
said. Itwasawild, uncontrollable passion.

ROSMER [with difficulty], Rebecca, is it really you—you
yourself—that you are speaking of ?

REBECCA. Yes, would you believe it, Rosmer?

ROSMER. Then it was because of this—under the influence
of this—that you—that you " went to work," asyou call it?

REBECCA. 1t came upon me like a storm on the sea |t was
like one of the storms we sometimes have in the North in the
winter-time. It seizes you—and whirls you along with it—
whereveritwill. Thereisnoresistingit.

ROSMER. And so it swept the unhappy Beata into the mill-
race.

I For what?
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REBECCA. Yes; for it was a life-and-death struggle between
Beata and me at that time.

ROSMER. Assuredly you were the strongest at Rosmersholm.
Stronger than Beata and | together.

REBECCA. | judged you rightly in o far that | was sure |
could never reach you until you were a free man, both in cir-
cumstances—and in spirit.

ROSMER. But | don't understand you, Rebecca. You—
yourself—your whole conduct is an insoluble riddle to me. |
am free now—both in spirit and in circumstances. You have
reached the very goal you aimed at from the first. And yet

REBECCA. | have never stood farther from my goal than
now.

ROSMER. And yet | say—when | asked you yesterday—
begged you to be my wife—you cried out, as if in fear, that it
could never be.

REBECCA. | cried out in despair, Rosmer.

ROSMER. Why?

REBECCA. Because Rosmersholm has sapped my strength.
My old fearless will has had its wings clipped here. It is
crippled! The time is past when | had courage for anything
in theworld. | have lost the power of action, Rosmer.

ROSMER. Tell me how this has come about.

REBECCA. It has come about through my life with you.

ROSMER. But how ? How ?

REBECCA. When | was left alone with you here—and when
you had become yourself again

ROSMER. Yes, yes?

REBECCA. for you were never quite yourself s long as
Beata lived

ROSMER. | am afraid you areright there.

REBECCA. But when | found myself sharing your life here—
in quiet—in solitude—when you showed me all your thoughts
without reserve—every tender and delicate feeling, just as it
came to you—t hen the great change came over me. Little by
little, you understand. Almost imperceptibly—but at last with
such overwhelming force that it reached the depths of my soul.

ROSMER. Oh, isthistrue, Rebecca?
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REBECCA. Al the rest—the horrible sense-intoxicated desire
—passed far, far away from me. Al the whirling passions
settled down into quiet and silence. Rest descended on my soul
—a stillness as on one of our northern bird-cliffs under the mid-
night sun.

ROSMER. Tell me more of this. Tell me all you can.

REBECCA. There is not much more, dear. Only this—it
was love that was born in me. The great self-denying love that
iscontent with life, aswe two havelived it together.

ROSMER. Oh, if I had only had the faintest suspicion of all
this!

REBECCA. It is best as it is. Yesterday—when you asked
me if | would be your wife—I cried out with joy——

ROSMER. Yes, did you not, Rebeccal | thought that was
the meaning of your cry.

REBECCA. For a moment, yes. | had forgotten myself. It
was my old buoyant will that was struggling to be free. But it
has no energy left now—no power of endurance.

ROSMER. How do you account for what has happened to
you?

REBECCA. It is the Rosmer view of life—or your view of
life, at any rate—that has infected my will.

ROSMER. Infected?

REBECCA. And made it sick. Enslaved it to laws that had
no power over me before. You—Ilife with you—has ennobled
my mind——

ROSMER. Ohthat | could believeit!

REBECCA. Y OU may safely believeit! TheRosmer view of
life ennobles. But [Shaking her head.] But—but——

ROSMER. But ?  Well?

REBECCA. but it kills happiness.

ROSMER. Do you think so, Rebecca?

REBECCA. My happiness, at any rate.

ROSMER. Yes, but are you s0 certain of that? |f | were to
ask you again now: ? If 1 were to beg and entreat you——?

REBECCA. Dear—never speak of this again! It is impos-
sible——! For you must know, Rosmer, | have a—a past
behind me.
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ROSMER. More than what you have told me?

REBECCA. Yes. Something different and something more.

ROSMER [with a faint smile]. s it not strange, Rebecca?
Some such idea has crossed my mind now and then.

REBECCA. Ithas? And yet ? Evenso—?

ROSMER. | never believed it. | only played with it—in my
thoughts, you understand.

REBECCA. If youwishit, I will tell you all, at once.

ROSMER [turning it offf. No, no! | will not hear a word.
Whatever it may be—I can forget it.

REBECCA. But | cannot.

ROSMER. Oh, Rebecca——!

REBECCA. Yes, Rosmer—this is the terrible part of it:
that now, when all life's happinessiswithin my grasp—my heart
is changed, and my own past cuts me off from it.

ROSMER. Your past is dead, Rebecca. It has no hold on
you any more—it isno part of you—asyou are now .

REBECCA. Oh, you know that these are only phrases, dear.
Andinnocence? Wheream| toget that from?

ROSMER [sadly]. Ah—innocence.

REBECCA. Yes, innocence. That is the source of peace and
happiness. T hat was the vital truth you were to implant in
the coming generation of happy noble-men——

ROSMER. Oh, don't remind me of that. It was only an
abortive dream, Rebecca—an immature idea, that | myself no
longer believe in.—A h no, we cannot be ennobled from without,
Rebecca.

REBECCA [softly]. Not even by tranquil love, Rosmer?

ROSMER [thoughtfully]. Y es—that would be the great
thing—the most glorious in life, almost—if it were so.
[Moves uneasily] But how can | be certain of that? How
convince myself ?

REBECCA. DO you not believe me, Rosmer ?

ROSMER. Oh, Rebecca—how can | believe in you, fully?
Y ou who have all this while been cloaking, concealing such a
multitude of things!—Now you come forward with something
new. If you have a secret purpose in all this, tell me plainly
what it is. Is there anything you want to gain by it? You
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know that | will gladly do everything | can for you.

REBECCA [wringing her hands]. Oh, this killing doubt !
Rosmer—Rosmer !

ROSMER. Yes, is it not terrible, Rebecca? But | cannot
help it. | shall never be able to shake off the doubt. 1 can
never be absolutely sure that you are mine in pure and perfect
love.

REBECCA. IS there nothing in the depths of your own heart
that bears witness to the transformation in me? And tells you
that it is due to you—and you alone?

ROSMER. Oh, Rebecca—I no longer believe in my power of
transforming any one. My faith in myself is utterly dead. |
believe neither in myself nor in you.

REBECCA [looks darkly at him]. Then how will you be able
to live your life?

ROSMER. That | don't know. | cannot imagine how. |
don't think  eanliveit.—And | know of nothing in theworld
that isworth living for.

REBECCA. Oh, life—lifewill renew itself. Let us hold fast
toit, Rosmer.—We shall leave it soon enough.

ROSMER [springs up restlessly]. Then give me my faith
again! My faith in you, Rebeccal My faith in your love!
Proof! | must have proof!

REBECCA. Proof? How can | give you proof ?

ROSMER. You must! [fValks across the room] | can-
not bear this desolation—this horrible emptiness—this—this——

[A loud knock at the hall door.

REBECCA [starts up from her chair]. Ah—did you hear
that?

[The door opens. ULRIC BRENDEL enters. He has a white
shirt on, a black coat and a good pair of boots, with his
trousers tucked into them.  Otherwise he is dressed as in
the first act. He looks excited.

ROSMER. Ah, isityou, Mr. Brendel?

BRENDEL. Johannes, my boy—hail—and farewell!

ROSMER. Whereareyou going so late ?

BRENDEL. Downhill.

ROSMER. How. ?
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BRENDEL. | am going homewards, my beloved pupil. | am
home-sick for the mighty Nothingness.

ROSMER. Something has happened to you, Mr. Brendel!
What is it?

BRENDEL. SO you observe the transformation? Yes—well
you may. When | last s foot in these halls—I stood before
you as a man of substance, and dapped my breast-pocket.

ROSMER. Indeed! | don't quite understand

BRENDEL. But as you s= me this night, | am a deposed
monar ch on the ash-heap that was my palace.

ROSMER. If thereisanything | can do for you——

BRENDEL. YOU have preserved your child-like heart,
Johannes. Can you grant me aloan ?

ROSMER. Yes, yes most willingly!

BRENDEL. Can you spare me an ideal or two ?

ROSMER. What do you sy ?

BRENDEL. One or two cagt-off ideals. |t would be an act
of charity. For |I'm cleaned out, my boy. Ruined, beggared.

REBECCA. Haveyou not delivered your lecture?

BRENDEL. NO, seductive lady. What do you think? Just
as | am standing ready to pour forth the horn of plenty, | make
the painful discovery that | am bankrupt.

REBECCA. But all your unwritten works——?

BRENDEL. For five-and-twenty years | have sat like a miser
on his double-locked treasure-chest. And then yesterday—
when | open it and want to display the treasure—there's none
there! The teeth of time had ground it into dust. There was
nix and nothing in the whole concern.

ROSMER. But areyou s sure of that ?

BRENDEL. There'snoroom for doubt, my dear fellow. The
President has convinced me of it.

ROSMER. The President?

BRENDEL. Well, well—His Excellency then. Ganz nach
Belieben.

ROSMER. Whom do you mean ?

BRENDEL. Peter Mortensgard, of course.

ROSMER. What?

BRENDEL [mysteriously']. Hush, hush, hush! Peter M or -
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tensgard is the lord and leader of the future. Never have |
stood in a more august presence. Peter Mortensgard has the
secret of omnipotence. He can do whatever he will.

ROSMER. Oh, don'tbelievethat.

BRENDEL. Yes, my boy! For Peter Mortensgard never
wills more than he can do. Peter Mortensgard is capable of
living his life without ideals. And that, do you see—that is
just the mighty secret of action and of victory. It is the sum
of the whole world's wisdom. Bastal

ROSMER [in a low voice]. Now | understand—why you
leave here poorer than you came.

BRENDEL. Bienf Then take a Beispied by your ancient
teacher. Rub out all that he once imprinted on your mind.
Build not thy house on shifting sand. And look ahead—and
feel your way—before you build on this exquisite creature, who
here lends sweetness to your life.

REBECCA. [Sit me you mean ?

BRENDEL. Yes, my fascinating mermaid.

REBECCA. Why am | not to be built on ?

BRENDEL [comes a step nearer']. | gather that my former
pupil has a great cause to carry forward to victory.

REBECCA. What then——?

BRENDEL. Victoryisassured. But—mark me well—on one
indispensable condition.

REBECCA. Whichis—?

BRENDEL [takes her gently by the wrist].  That the woman
who loves him shall gladly go out into the kitchen and hack off
her tender, rosy-white little finger—here—just here at the
middle joint. Item, that the aforesaid loving woman—again
gladly—shall slice off her incomparably-moulded left ear.  [Lets
her go, and turns to ROSMER.] Farewell, my conquering
Johannes.

ROSMER. Areyou going now? In the dark night?

BRENDEL. The dark night is best. Peace be with you.

[He goes. There is a short silence in the room.

REBECCA [breathes heavily]. Oh, how close and sultry it is
here!

[Goes to the window, opens it, and remains standing by it.
S.F.P.—12*
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ROSMER [sits down in the armchair by the stove]. There is
nothing else for it after all, Rebecca. | seit. You mustgo
away.

REBECCA. Yes, | s no choice.

ROSMER. Let us make the most of our last hour. Come
here and sit by me.

REBECCA [goes and sits on the sofa]. What do you want to
say to me, Rosmer ?

ROSMER. First, | wantto tell you that you need not feel any
anxiety about your future.

REBECCA [smiles], H'm, my future.

ROSMER. | have long ago arranged for everything. What-
ever may happen, you are provided for.

REBECCA. That too, my dear one?

ROSMER. Y OU might surely have known that.

REBECCA. Itismany along day since | have given athought
to such things.

ROSMER. Yes, yes—youthoughtthingswould alwaysremain
as they were between us.

REBECCA. Yes, | thought so.

ROSMER. SOdidI. Butifl weretogo——

REBECCA. Oh, Rosmer—you will live longer than I.

ROSMER. Surely my worthless life lies in my own hands.

REBECCA. What isthis? You are never thinking of——!

ROSMER. D O you think it would be so strange? After this

pitiful, lamentable defeat! |, who was to have borne a great
cause on to victory—have | not fled from the battle before it was
well begun?

REBECCA. Take up the fight again, Rosmer! Only try—
and you shall see, you will conquer.  You will ennoble hundreds
—thousands of minds. Only try!

ROSMER. Oh, Rebecca—I, who no longer believe in my own
mission!

REBECCA. But your mission has stood the test already. Y ou
have ennobled one human being at |east—me you have ennobled
for the rest of my days.

ROSMER. Oh—if | dared believe you.

REBECCA [pressing her hands together]. Oh, Rosmer—do
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you know of nothing—nothing that could make you believe it ?

ROSMER [starts as if in fear]. Don't speak of that! Keep
away from that, Rebeccal Not aword more.

REBECCA. Yes, thisis precisely what we mu st speak about.
Do you know of anything that would kill the doubt? For |
know of nothingintheworld.

ROSMER. It is well for you that you do not know.—It is
well for both of us.

REBECCA. NO, no, no.—I| will not be put off in this way!
If you know of anything that would absolve me in your eyes, |
claim as my right to be told of it.

ROSMER [as if impelled against his will to speak]. Then let
us e, You say that a great love is in you; that through me
your mind has been ennobled. Isitso? Isyour reckoning just,
Rebecca? Shall wetry to prove thesum? Say?

REBECCA. | am ready.

ROSMER. At any time?

REBECCA. Whenever you please. The sooner the better.

ROSMER. Then let me se, Rebecca—if you for my sake—
this very evening——[Breaks off]  Oh, no, no, no!

REBECCA. Yes, Rosmer! Yes! Tell me, and you shall
e

ROSMER. Have you the courage—have you the will—gladly,
as Ulric Brendel said—for my sake, to-night—gladly—to go the
same way that Beata went ?

REBECCA [rises dowly from the sofa; almost voiceless].
Rosmer: !

ROSMER. Yes, Rebecca—that is the question that will for
ever haunt me—when you are gone. Every hour in the day it
will return upon me. Oh, | seem to se you before my very
eyes. You are standing out on the foot-bridge—right in the
middle. Now you are bending forward over the railing
—drawn dizzily downwards, downwards towards the rushing
water! No—you recoil. You have not the heart to do what
she dared.

REBECCA. But if | had the heart to do it? And the will to
doitgladly? Whatthen?

ROSMER. | should have to believe vou then. | should re-
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cover my faith in my mission. Faith in my power to ennoble
human souls. Faith in the human soul's power to attain
nobility.

REBECCA [takes up her shawl dlowly, and puts it over her
head; says with composure]. Y ou shall have your faith again.

ROSMER. Have you the will and the courage—for this,
Rebecca?

REBECCA. That you shall se to-morrow—or afterwards—
when they find my body.

ROSMER [puts his hand to his forehead]. There is a horrible
fascination in this——!

REBECCA. For | don't want to remain down there. Not
longer than necessary. You must se that they find me.

ROSMER [springs up]. But all this—is nothing but madness.
Go—or stay! | will take your bare word this time too.

REBECCA. Phrases, Rosmer! Let us have no more
cowardly subterfuges, dear! How can you believe me on my
bare word after this day ?

ROSMER. | shrink from seeing your defeat, Rebeccal

REBECCA. It will be no defeat.

ROSMER. Yes, it will. You will never bring yourself to go
Beata's way.

REBECCA. DO you think not?

ROSMER. Never. You are not like Beata. You are not
under the dominion of a distorted view of life.

REBECCA. But | am under the dominion of the Rosmersholm
view of life—now. What | have sinned—it is fit that | should
expiate.

ROSMER [looks at her fixedly]. Isthat your point of view ?

REBECCA.  VYes.

ROSMER [with resolution]. Well then, | stand firm in our
emancipated view of life, Rebecca. There is no judge over us;
and therefore we must do justice upon ourselves.

REBECCA [misunderstanding him].  Yes, that is true—that
too. My going away will save what is best in you.

ROSMER. Oh, there is nothing left to save in me.

REBECCA. Yes, thereis. But |—after to-day, | should only
be a sea-troll dragging down the ship that is to carry you for-
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ward. | must go overboard. Why should | remain here in
the world, trailing after me my own crippled life? Why brood
and brood over the happiness that my past has forfeited for
ever ? | must give up the game, Rosmer.

ROSMER. If you go—I go with you.

REBECCA [smiles almost imperceptibly, looks at him, and says
more softly].  Yes, come with me—and sse——

ROSMER. | go with you, | say.

REBECCA. TO the foot-bridge, yes. You know you never
dare go out upon it.

ROSMER. Have you noticed that ?

REBECCA [sadly and brokenly]. Yes.—It was that that made
my love hopeless.

ROSMER. Rebecca—now | lay my hand on your head—
[Does so]—and | wed you as my true wife.

REBECCA [takes both his hands, and bows her head towards
his breast]. Thanks, Rosmer. [Lets him go] And now |
will go—gladly.

ROSMER. Man and wife should go together.

REBECCA. Only to the bridge, Rosmer.

ROSMER. Out on to it too. As far as you go—so far shall
| gowithyou. Fornow | dare.

REBECCA. Are you absolutely certain—that this way is the
best foryou?

ROSMER. | am certain that it is the only way.

REBECCA. If you were deceiving yourself? If it were only
adelusion? One of those white horses of Rosmersholm.

ROSMER. It may be so. For we can never escagpe from
them—we of this house.

REBECCA. Then stay, Rosmer!

ROSMER. The hushand shall go with his wife, as the wife
with her husband.

REBECCA. Yes, but first tell me this: Isit you who follow
me? Orisit | who follow you ?

ROSMER. Weshall never think that question out.

REBECCA. But | should like to know.

ROSMER. We go with each other, Rebecca—I with you, and
you with me.
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REBECCA. | almost think that is the truth.

ROSMER. For now we two are one

REBECCA. Yes. Weareone. Come! Wego gladly.

[They go out hand in hand through the hall, and are seen to

turn to the left. The door remains open.

[The room stands empty for a little while.  Then the door

to the right is opened by MADAM HELSETH.

MADAM HELSETH. MissWest—the carriage is———[Looks
round] Not here? Out together at this time of night?
Well—I1 must say I H'm! [Goes out into the hall, looks
roundj and comesin again.] Not on the garden seat. Ah, well
well. [Goes to the window and looks out] Oh good God!
that white thing ther e——! My soul! They're both of
them out on the bridge! God forgive the sinful creatures—if
they're not in each other's arms! [Shrieks aloud] Oh—
down—both of them! Out into the mill-race! Help!
Help! [Her knees tremble; she holds on to the chair-back,
shaking all over; she can scarcely get the words out] No.
No help here.—The dead wife has taken them.

Curtain
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HEDDA GABLER

INTRODUCTION

After writing Rosmersholm, Ibsen had published The Lady
from the Sea in 1888, and the summer of 1889 he spent in
Gossensass.  His winter had been full of business, and in March
he had seen successful productions of The Lady from the Sea in
Berlin and Weimar. Ibsen, now a man of sixty, had undergone
a process of rejuvenation through his romantic affection for the
Danish actress Engelcke Friis during the summer of 1887, and
in Gossensass he found new objects for his affections. First was
the young painter Helene Raff, to whom he wrote later: " If
only | had a dear, loving daughter like you." But the girl who
finally absorbed his attention was a young Viennese, Emilie
Bardach, whom he singled out one day in the dining-room. He
took her for walks, sat with her spooning on a bench in the
Pferschtal, had tender conversations with her in a window-seat
of the hotel veranda, and became carried away with the
dazzling youth and cruel virility of her personality. "An die
Matsonne eines Septemberlebens' (To the May sun of a
September life), he wrote on a photograph he sent to her, and in
recalling their conversations he said : " A new work is beginning
to dawn in my mind. | will finish it this winter, and try to
transfer the joyful summer atmosphere to it." But he added
regretfully: " 1 feel, however, it is going to end sadly."

A week later he wrote: " | would like now to work, but |
cannot. ... | don't want to either. . . . For the time being
it isimpossible to reconstitute it all in poetic form." But later
he explained (October 29th, 1889): " Do not be dejected
because | am unable to write for the time being. In reality |
am, however, always continuously composing, or anyhow | am
dreaming of something which, when it has once ripened, will
burst from its chrysalis into poetry." On November 19th he

369
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wrote that he was eagerly occupied with his new play, and two
weeks later he wrote to Emilie and spoke of her as Solness the
Master Builder later did of Hilda: " | got to know you as a
fair summer vision, my dear princess."

Then it seems that Ibsen became alarmed at the emotional
sincerity of Emilie's affection. He began to damp it down by
frequent allusions to his wife's affection for her and sent regards
to her mother. In February 1890 he wrote: " | feel it as a
matter of conscience to end my correspondence with you, and
anyhow to restrict it." The final break came when she sent
him a photograph of herself bedizened with jewels in a very
extensive decollete. He flew into arage, hurled the photograph
on the floor, and told his wife to tear it up and throw it in the
waste-paper basket. He wrote again in September alluding to
his work on the new play, and the end of his correspondence
came on December 30th, 1890, when he wrote: " But | beg
you not to write to me any more for the present. | will let you
know if circumstances have altered. | will soon send you my
new play. Accept it in kindliness—but in silence." Eight
years later he wrote to her once more to thank her for her good
wishes on his seventieth birthday, and said : " The summer in
Gossensass was the happiest and loveliest in all my life. |
scarcely dare to think of it—and yet | always must—always."
There is no doubt of the importance of Emilie Bardach's inspir-
ation of Hedda Gabler, though the play reflects a bitterness
which is not to be found in the figure of Hilda in The Master
Builderj in which Emilie is personified. After reading Brandes*
essay on Goethe's love for Marianne von Willemer five years
later, Ibsen wrote: " | have never been able to understand any-
one falling in love with an unmarried man. One has not then
the pleasure of winning him from somebody else." This side of
Emilie's character is reflected in the early notes on Hedda
Gabler, and memories of Gossensass were so close to him at the
time that we find Hedda showing Lovborg a photograph of the
village in her album, though this is changed in the play to a
village " below the Brenner Pass."

Ibsen took a long time to settle down to writing the first
draft of Hedda Gabler. The work to which he alluded in
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November 1889 must have been the first stray jottings. The
earliest date on the first draft is August 13th, 1890 (at the
beginning of Act I11), and the draft was not finished till
October 7th. He began work on thefinal M S. the same month,
the first act being finished on the 22nd, though the fourth was
not begun till November 11th. The play was not finally pub-
lished till December 16th.

A study of Ibsen's notes shows us how he carefully concen-
trated the action into the shortest posshle space of time (he
shortened it by one day), and situated it in one room by the
elimination of a garden setting in the second act. With
approaching old age, we find Ibsen now making much more use
of notebooks to refresh his memory before writing. Ibsen was
now beginning to write more for the reader than for the theatre
audience, and the older he grew, the less he liked the interpola-
tion of the actor and the stage between his plays and his public.
The result was a much more detailed description of the physical
characteristics of his personalities and of the stage settings. Not
every actress can, for instance, conform to Hedda's " steel-grey
gyes” nor to Thea's " pale-blue eyes somewhat protruding.”
The dialogue is also trimmed with the greatest care, and con-
siderable use is made of innuendoes to replace direct statements.
By contrast to the draft, the finished play never mentions
Hedda's pregnancy directly, though we are able to sn= it long
before Tesman's gleeful exclamation of pride when he realises
what is in store and determines to confide it to Berta and Aunt
Julia who knew of it already. In the notes and draft we
can se the gradual formation of the characters, Brack reaching
a certain stage of worldly refinement from having been
originally aloud-mouthed free-thinker, and the growing contrast
between the well-bred, intelligent, and prejudiced Hedda and
the meek Thea, who isoriginally described as " a representative
of " the conventional, sentimental, hysterical middleclass. In
Tesman Ibsen portrayed a pedantic critic he had known in
Munich, and with wry self-irony he gives him some of his own
character, which with the contrast of the debauched L oyborg
resolves itself into the conflict which Ibsen continually felt in
himself between the claims of life and art, of the past and of the
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present and future. For Lovborg Ibsen had numerous models.
One was a young author from whom lbsen one day received a
packet of love letters and the portrait of a young lady. It
transpired that in his absent-mindedness he had sent the young
lady a manuscript intended for Ibsen, while the letters and
portrait were to be returned to her. There was another
Danish lady who burnt the manuscript of her husband's sym-
phony because he came home late one night, and a talented
young Norwegian who had just been cured of dipsomaniawhen
hiswife rolled a barrel of brandy into his room on his birthday.
Another living character was the Dane Julius Hoffory, who had
been his great supporter in Germany, and whom Ibsen was trying
at the time to help out of a mental and physical breakdown after
an unhappy love affair. Lovborg, one of Ibsen's best debauched
intellectuals, passes through several stages of development before
reaching the play itself, beginning like E. L., the unsuccessful
poet and photographer of the early notes on The Wild Duck,
and as a successor to Brendel of Rosmersholm, acting as an
evangelist of new values and ideals, till his didactic tendencies
are eliminated and he becomes a creature of flesh, blood, and
alcohol.

Hedda Gabler shook women's faith in Ibsen as their cham-
pion. She was the first woman egoist he had portrayed, frigid,
conventional, intelligent, and sensitive, more male than female
in many ways. " She as a personality is more to be conceived as
her father's daughter than her husband's wife," Ibsen wrote
later to his French translator, Count Prozor. In one of his
notes lbsen wrote: " Fundamentally there is great poetry in
Hedda's soul. But those about her frighten her. Think of
making oneself ridiculous." " Lifeisnottragic—itisridiculous
—and that is what cannot be borne." Tesman is ridiculous,
Hedda's marriage and honeymoon are ridiculous, and her
pregnancy becomes the height of ridicule.  The influence of her
father's severe upbringing paralyses her power of choice in life,
she moves in society but is bored with it, and following the
formula that two men are less than one, she marries Tesman,
but " her imagination is with Eilert Lovborg" (lbsen's note).
Her failure to transgress convention and face ridicule renders
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her incapable of making an adult choiceifflife, and she finally
avoids the issue altogether by suicid The play came as a
dialectical contrast to The Lady from the Sea, where Eliida
makes the choice between illusion and reality. Hedda, haunted
by the ghosts of her father and her conventional upbringing, is
the complete contrast to Hilda in The Master Builder, who has
the same love of domination, but is young and vigorous and
unhampered by the past. p.F.D.T.

HEDDA GABLER
A PLAY IN FOUR ACTS

ACT |

A gpacious, handsome, and tastefully furnished drawing-room,
decorated in dark colours. In the back, a wide doorway with
curtains drawn back, leading into a smaller room decorated
in the same style as the drawing-room. In the right-hand
wall of the front room, a folding door leading out to the hall.
In the opposite wall, on the left, a glass door, also with cur-
tains drawn back.  Through the panes can be seen part of a
veranda outside, and trees covered with autumn foliage. An
oval table, with a cover on it, and surrounded by chairs, stands
well forward. In front, by the wall on the right, a wide
stove of dark porcelain, a high-backed armchair, a cushioned
foot-rest, and two footstools. A settee, with a small round
table in front of it, fills the upper right-hand corner. In
front, on the left, a little way from the wall, a sofa. Farther
back than the glass door, a piano.  On either side of the door-
way at the back a whatnot with terra-cotta and majolica
ornaments—Against the back wall of the inner room a sofa,
with a table, and one or two chairs. Over the sofa hangs a
portrait of a handsome elderly man in a General's uniform.
Over the table a hanging lamp, with an opal glass shade—A
number of bouquets are arranged about the drawing-room, in
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vases and glasses. Otherslie upon thetables. Thefloorsin
both rooms are covered with thick carpets—Morning light.
Thesun shinesin through the glassdoor.

Miss JULIANA TESMAN, with her bonnet on and carrying a
parasol, comes in from the hall, followed by BERTA, who
carries a bouquet wrapped in paper. Miss TESMAN is a
comely and pleasant-looking lady of about sixty-five.  She is
nicely but simply dressed in a grey walking-costume. BERTA
is a middle-aged woman of plain and rather countrified
appearance.

Miss TESMAN [stops close to the door, listens, and says
softly:] ~ Upon my word, | don't believe they are stirring yet!

BERTA [also softly]. | told you so, Miss. Remember how
late the steamboat got in last night. And then, when they got
home ?—good L ord, what alot the young mistress had to unpack
before she could get to bed.

Miss TESMAN. Well, well—let them have their seep out.
But let us s= that they get a good breath of the fresh morning
air when they d o appear.

[She goesto theglassdoor and throwsit open.

BERTA [beside the table, at a loss what to do with the bouquet
in her hand]. | declare there isn't abit of room left. | think
I'I'l putit down here, Miss. [She places it on the piano.

Miss TESMAN. So youVe got a new mistress now, my dear
Berta. Heaven knows it was awrench to me to part with you.

BERTA [on the point of weepingl. And do you think it
wasn't hard for me too, Miss? After all the blessed years I've
been with you and Miss Rina.’

Miss TESMAN. We must make the best of it, Berta.
There was nothing else to be done. George can't do without
you, you see—he absolutely can't. He has had you to look after
him ever sincehewas alittleboy.

BERTA. Ah but, Miss Julia, | can't help thinking of Miss
Rina lying helpless at home there, poor thing. And with only
that new girl too! She'll never learn to take proper care of
an invalid.

! Pronounce Reena.
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Miss TESMAN. Oh, | shall manage to train her. And of
course, you know, | shall take most of it upon myself. You
needn't be uneasy about my poor sister, my dear Berta.

BERTA. Well, but there's another thing, Miss. |I'm 0
mortally afraid | shan't be able to suit the young mistress.

Miss TESMAN. Oh well—just at first there may be one or
two things——

BERTA. Most like she'll be terrible grand in her ways.

Miss TESMAN. Well, you can't wonder at that—General
Gabler's daughter!  Think of the sort of life she was accus
tomed to in her father's time. Don't you remember how we
used to see her riding down the road along with the General ?
In that long black habit—and with feathers in her hat ?

BERTA. Yes indeed—I| remember well enough!—But, good
Lord, | should never have dreamt in those days that she and
Master George would make a match of it.

Miss TESMAN. Nor |.—But by-the-by, Berta—while |
think of it: in future you mustn't say Master George. You
must say Dr. Tesman.

BERTA. Yes, the young mistress spoke of that too—Ilast night
—the moment they set foot in the house. Is it true then,
Miss?

MISS TESMAN. Yes, indeed it is. Only think, Berta—
some foreign university has made him a doctor—while he has
been abroad, you understand. | hadn't heard a word about it,
until hetold me himself upon the pier.

BERTA. Well, well, he's clever enough for anything, he is.
But | didn't think he'd have gone in for doctoring people too.

MISS TESMAN. No, no, it's not that sort of doctor he is.
[Nods significantly.]  But let me tell you, we may have to call
him something still grander before long.

BERTA. You don't say so! What can that be Miss?

Miss TESMAN [smiling], H'm—wouldn't you like to
know |  [With emotion] Ah, dear dear—if my poor brother
could only look up from his grave now, and see what his little
boy has grown into! [Looks around] But bless me, Berta
—why have you done this? Taken the chintz covers off all
the furniture?
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BERTA. The mistress told me to.  She can't abide covers on
the chairs, she says.

Miss TESMAN. Are they going to make this their everyday
sitting-room then?

BERTA. Yes, that's what | understood—from the mistress.
Master George—the doctor—he said nothing.

[GEORGE TESMAN comes from the right into the inner room,
humming to himself, and carrying an unstrapped empty
portmanteau. He is a middle-sized, young-looking man of
thirty-three, rather stout, with a round, open, cheerful face,
fair hair, and beard. He wears spectacles, and is somewhat
carelessly dressed in comfortable indoor clothes.

MISS TESMAN. Good morning, good morning, George.

TESMAN [in the doorway between the rooms]. Aunt Julia!
Dear Aunt Julia! [Goes up to her and shakes hands warmly.]
Come all thisway—so early! Eh?

Miss TESMAN. Why, of course | had to come and see how
you were getting on.

TESMAN. In spite of your having had no proper night's rest?

Miss TESMAN. Oh, that makes no difference to me.

TESMAN. Well, | suppose you got home all right from the
pier? Eh?

Miss TESMAN. Yes, quite safely, thank goodness. Judge
Brack was good enough to se me right to my door.

TESMAN. We were 0 sorry we couldn't give you a seat in
the carriage. But you saw what a pile of boxes Hedda had to
bring with her.

Miss TESMAN. Yes, she had certainly plenty of boxes.

BERTA [to TESMAN]. Shall | goin and se if there's any-
thing | can do for the mistress?

TESMAN. No thank you, Berta—you needn't. She said she
would ring if she wanted anything.

BERTA [going towards the right].  Very well.

TESMAN. But look here—take this portmanteau with you.

BERTA [taking it]. I'll putitin the attic.

[She goes out by the hall door.

TESMAN. Fancy, Auntie—| had the whole of that port-
manteau chock full of copies of documents. You wouldn't
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believe how much | have picked up from all the archives | have
been examining—curious old details that no one has had any
idea of ——

Miss TESMAN. Yes, you don't seem to have wasted your
timeonyour wedding trip, George.

TESMAN. NO, that | haven't. But do take off your bonnet,
Auntie. Lookhere! Letmeuntiethe strings—eh?

Miss TESMAN [while he does so]. Well, well—this is just
as if you were still at home with us.

TESMAN [with the bonnet in his hand, looks at it from all
sides]. Why, what a gorgeous bonnet you've been investing in!

MissTESMAN. | bought it on Hedda's account.

TESMAN. On Hedda'saccount? Eh?

Miss TESMAN. Yes, 0 that Hedda needn't be ashamed of
me if we happened to go out together.

TESMAN [patting her cheek]. You always think of every-
thing, Aunt Julia. [Lays the bonnet on a chair beside the
table] And now, look here—suppose we sit comfortably on

the sofa and have alittle chat, till Hedda comes.
[They seat themselves.  She places her parasol in the corner
of the sofa.

Miss TESMAN [takes both his hands and looks at him].
What a delight it is to have you again, as large as life, before
my very eyes, George!l My George—my poor brother's own
boy!

TESMAN. And it's a delight for me, too, to se you again,
Aunt Julial  You, who have been father and mother in one to
me.

Miss TESMAN. Oh yes | know you will aways keep a
place in your heart for your old aunts.

TESMAN. And what about Aunt Rina? No improvement
—eh?

MI1SS TESMAN. Oh no—we can scarcely look for any im-
provement in her case, poor thing. There she lies, helpless, as
she has lain for all these years. But heaven grant | may not
lose her yet awhile. For if | did, | don't know what | should
make of my life, George—especially now that | haven't you to
look after any more.
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TESMAN [patting her back]. There there there——!

Miss TESMAN [suddenly changing her tone]. And to think
that here are you a married man, George!—And that you
should be the one to carry off Hedda Gabler—the beautiful
Hedda Gabler! Only think of it—she, that was so besst with
admirers!

TESMAN [hums a little and smiles complacently]. Yes, |
fancy | have several good friends about town who would like to
stand in my shoes—eh ?

Miss TESMAN. And then this fine long wedding-tour you
have had! M orethan five—nearly six months——

TESMAN. Well, for meit has been a sort of tour of research
aswell. | have had to do so much grubbing among old records
—and to read no end of books too, Auntie.

MISS TESMAN. Oh yes | suppose 0. [More confidentially,
and lowering her voice a little]] But listen now, George—have
you nothing—nothing special to tell me?

TESMAN. ASto our journey?

MISS TESMAN.  Yes

TESMAN. NO, | don't know of anything except what | have
told you in my letters. | had a doctor's degree conferred on me
—but that | told you yesterday.

MISS TESMAN. Yes, yes you did. But what | mean is—
haven't you any—any—expectations——?

TESMAN. Expectations?

Miss TESMAN. Why, you know, George—I'm your old
auntie!

TESMAN. Why, of course | have expectations.

Miss TESMAN. Ah!

TESMAN. | have every expectation of being a professor one
of these days.

MISS TESMAN. Oh yes a professor

TESMAN. Indeed, | may say | am certain of it. But my
dear Auntie—you know all about that already!

MI1SS TESMAN [laughing to herself]. Yes, of course | do.
You are quite right there. [Changing the subject] But we
were talking about your journey. It must have cost a great
deal of money, George?
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TESMAN. Well, you see—my handsome travelling-scholar-
ship went agood way.

Miss TESMAN. But | can't understand how you can have
made it go far enough for two.

TESMAN. NO, that's not so easy to understand—eh ?

Miss TESMAN. And especialy travelling with alady—they
tell me that makes it ever so much more expensive.

TESMAN. Yes, of course—it makes it a little more expen-
sive. But Hedda had to have this trip, Auntie! She really
had to. Nothing esewould have done.

Miss TESMAN. NO, no, | suppose not. A wedding-tour
seems to be quite indispensable nowadays.—But tell me now—
have you gone thoroughly over the house yet ?

TESMAN. Yes, you may be su