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Hedda Gabler

Tae PrrsoNs OF THE Pray,

GEoRGE TESMAN,

Hepoa TEsMAN, his wife,

Misg JuLiANA TESMAN, his aunt,
Mgs. ELvaTED,

Junge Bracg,

Emert LovBoRG,

Berra, servant at the Tesmans,

The action takes place at Tesman’s
villa, in the west end of Christiania.

4

ACT I

Soexe—4 spacious, handsome, and
tastefully furnished drawing-room,
decorated in dark colours. In the back,
a wide doorway with curtains drawn
back, leading tnto a smaller yoom deco-
rated 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 verandah out-
side, and trees covered with autumn
foliage. An oval table, with a cover
on &, and surrounded by chairs, stands
well forward. In front, by the wall on
the right, a wide stove of dark porce-
lain, a high-backed arm-chair, a cush-
soned foot-rest, and two foot-stools. A
settee with a small round table in fromt
of it, fills the upper right-hand corner.
In front, on the left, a little way from
the wall. @ sofa. Further back than the

glass door, a piano, On either side of
the doorway at the back & whainot
with terra-cotta and majolica orna-
ments—Against the back wall of the
inner room o sofa, with a table, and
one or two chairs, Over the sofa hangs
the portrait of a handsome elderly man
in o General's uniform. Over the table
a hanging lamp, with an opal glass
shade.—A number of bouquets are ar-
ranged about the drawing-room, in
vases and glasses, Others lie upon the
tables, The floors in both rooms are
covered with thick carpeis—Morning
light. The sun shines in through the
glass door.

Miss Juriana TESMAN, with her
bonnet on and carrying a parasol,
comes in from the hall, followed by
Berra, who carries o bouquet wrapped
in paper, Miss TESMAN 8 a comely
and pleasant-looking lady of abowt
sizty-five. She i3 nicely but simply
dressed in o grey walking-costume.
BERTA s 6 middle-aged woman of plaiw
and rather countrified appearance.

Miss Tes [stops close to the door,
listens, and says softlyl. Upon my
word, I don't believe they are stirring
yet!

Berma [also softly). I told you so,
Miss. Remember how late the steam-
boat got in last night. And then, when
they got homel—good Lord, whet &
lot the young mistress had to unpack
before she could get to bed.
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Miss Tes, Well, well~let them have
their sleep out. But let us see that
they get a good breath of the fresh
morning air when they do appear.
[She goes to the glass door and throws
it open.]

Berta [beside the table, at o loss
what to do with the bouquet in her
hand), 1 declare there isn’t a bit of
room left. I think I'll put it down
here, Miss, [She places it on the
piano.]

Miss Tes. So you've got & new mis-
tress now, my dear Berta. Heaven
knows it was a wrench to me to part
with you.

Berta [on the point of weeping].
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 Trs. We must make the best
of it, Berta. There was nothing else
to be done, (eorge can’t do without
you, you see—he absolutely can’t. He
has had you to look after him ever
since he was a little boy.

Brrra, Ah, but, Miss Julia, I can’t
help thinking of Miss Rina lying help-
less at home there, poor thing, And
with only that new girl, too! She'll
never learn to take proper care of an
invalid,

Miss Trs. Oh, I shall manage to
train her. And of course, you know,
I shall take most of it upon myself.
You needn’t be uneasy about my poor
sister, my dear Berta.

Beera. Well, but there’s another
thing, Miss, I'm so mortally afraid
I shar’t be able to suit the young
mistress,

Miss Tes, Oh, well—just at first
there may be one or two things—

Berra. Most like shelll be terrible
grand in her ways,

Miss Tes. Well you can’t wonder
at that—General Gabler’s daughter!
Think of the sort of life she was ao-
customed 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?

Berra, Yes, indeed—I remember
well enough—! But Good Lord, I
should never have dreamt in those days
that she and Master George would make
a match of it.

Miss Tes. Nor I—But, by-the-bye,
Berta—while I think of it: in future
you mustn’t say Master George. You
must say Dr. Tesman,

Berra, Yes, the young mistress
spoke of that too—last night—the
moment they set foot in the house, Is
it true then, Miss?

Miss Tes. Yes, indeed it is. Only
think, Berta—some foreign university
has made him a doetor—while he has
been abroad, you understand. I hadn’
heard a word about it, until he told
me himself upon the pier.

Brrra. Well, well, he’s clever enough
for anything, he is. But I didn’t think
he'd have gone in for doctoring people
too.

Miss Tes. 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.

Berra. You don't say so! What can
that be, Miss?
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Miss Trs. [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 cover off all the furnifure?

Berra. The mistress told me to. She
can’t abide covers on the ehairs, she
88YS.

Miss Tes. Are they going to make
this their everyday sitting-room, then?

Berra, Yes, that's what I understood
—from the mistress. Master George—
the doctor—he said nothing.

GEorGE TESMAN comes from the
right into the inmer room, hwmming to
himself, and carrying an unsirapped
empty portmanteau. He is o middle-
sized, young-looking man of thirty-
three, rather stout, with a round, open
cheerful face, fair hair and beard. He
wears spectacles, and 13 somewhat care-
lessly dressed in comfortable indoor
clothes.

Miss Tes. Good morning, good
morning, George.

Tes. [in the doorway between the
rooms]. Aunt Julia! Dear Aunt Julia!
[Goes up to her and shakes hands
warmly.] Come all this way—so early!
Eh?

Miss Tes, Why, of eourse I had to
come and see how you were getting on.

Tes. In spite of your having had no
proper night’s rest?

Miss Tes, Oh, that makes no dif-
ference to me.

Trs. Well, I suppose you got home
all right from the pier? Eh?

Miss Tus. Yes, quite safely, thank
goodn, Judge Brack was good
enouglﬁo see me right to my door.

Tes. We were so sorry we eouldn’t
give you a seat in the earriage. But
you saw what a pile of boxes Hodda
had to bring with her.

Miss Tes. Yes, she had certainly
plenty of boxes,

Beema [to Tesman]. Shall I go in
and see if there’s anything I ean do
for the mistress?

Trs, No, thank you Berta—you
needn’t. She said she would ring if she
wanted anything,

Berta [going towards the right].
Very well,

Tes. But look here—take this port-
manteau with you.

Berra [taking 4t], Il put it in the
attie. [She goes out by the hall door.}

Tes, Faney, Auntie—I had the
whole of that portmanteau chock full
of copies of documents. You wouldn’t
believe how much I have picked up
from all the archives I have been exam-
ining—curious old details that no one
has had any idea of—

Miss Tes. Yes, you don't seem to
have wasted your time on your wedding
trip, George.

Tes, No, that I haven't. But do take
off your bonnet, Auntie. Look here!
Let me untie the strings—eh?

Miss Tgs. [while he does so]. Well,
well—this is just as if you were still
at home with us.

Tzs. [with the bonnet in his hand,
looks at it from all sides}. Why, what
& gorgeous bonnet you've been invest-
ing in!

Miss Tes. T bought it on Hedda’s
account!

Tes. On Hedde'’s aecount? Ehf

Miss Tes. Yes, so that Hedda
needn’t be ashamed of me if we hap-
pened to go out together.
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Tas, {patting her cheek]. You always
think of everything, Aunt Julia. {Zays
the bonnet on a chair beside the table.]
And now, look here—suppose we sit
comfortably on the sofa and have a
little chat, till Hedda comes, [They seat
themselves, She places her parasol in
the cormer of the sofa)

Miss Trs. [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, (eorgel My George—
my poor brother’s own boy!

Tes, And it’s a delight for me, too,
to see yon again, Aunt Julia! You,
who have been father and mother in
one to me,

Mrss Tes, Oh, yes, I know you will
always keep & place in your heart for
your old aunts,

Trs. And what about Aunt Rina?
No improvement—eh?

Miss Tes. Oh, no—we can searcely
look for any improvement in her case,
poor thing, There she lies, helpless, as
ghe has lain for all these years. But
heaven grant I may not lose her yet
awhile! For if I did, I don’t know
what I should make of my life, George
—especially now that I haven’t you to
look after any more,

Tes, [patting her back.] There, there,
there—!

Miss Tes. [suddenly changing her
tone], And to think that here you are
a married man, George!—And that you
ghould be the one to carry off Hedda
Gabler—the beautiful Hedda Gabler!
Only think of it—she, that was so beset
with admirers!

Tes. [hums a little and smiles com-
placently]. Yes, I fancy I have several
good friends about town who would
like to stand in my shoes—eh?

Migs Tes, And then this fine long
wedding-tour you have had! More than
five—nearly six months—

Tes. Well, for me it has been &
sort of tour of research as well. I have
had to do so much grubbing among
old records—and to read no end of
books too, Auntie,

Miss Tes, Oh, yes, I suppose so.
[More confidentially, and lowering her
voice a little.] But listen now, George
—have you nothing—nothing special
to tell me?

Tes. As to our journey?

Miss Tes. Yes.

Tes. No, I don’t know of anything
except what I have told you in my let-
ters, I had a doctor’s degree conferred
on me—but that I told you yesterday.

Miss Tes. Yes, yes, you did. But
what I mean is—haven’t you any—any
—expectations——?

Tes. Expectations?

Miss Tes. Why, you know, George
—I'm your old auntie!

Tes. Why, of course I have expecta-
tions,

Miss Trs. Ah!

Tes. I have every expectation of
being a professor one of these days.

Miss Tes. Oh, yes, a professor—

Tes. Indeed, I may say I am certain
of it. But my dear Auntie—you know
all about that already!

Miss Tes. [laughing to herself], Yes,
of course I do. You are right there.
[Changing the subject.] But we were
talking about your journey. It must
have cost a great deal of money,
George?

Tes, Well, you see—my handsome
travelling-scholarship went a good way.
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Miss Tes, But I can’t understand
how you can have made it go far
enough for two.

Tes. No, that's not so easy to under-
stand—eh?

Miss Tes. And especially travelling
with & lady—they tell me that makes
it ever so much more expensive,

Tes, Yes, of course—it makes it a
little more expensive, But Hedda had
to have this trip, Auntie! She really
had to. Nothing else would have done.

Miss Tes. No, no, I suppose not. A
wedding-tour seems to be quite indis-
pensable nowadays.—But tell me now—
have you gone thoroughly over the
house yet? s

Tes. Yes, you may be sure I have.
I have been afoot ever since daylight.

Miss Tes, And what do you think
of it all?

Tes. I'm delighted! Quite delighted!
Only I can’t think what we are to do
with the two empty rooms between this
inner parlour and Hedda’s bedroom.

Miss Tes. [laughingl. Oh, my dear
George, I dare say you may find some
use for them—in the course of time.

Tes. Why of course you are quite
right, Aunt Julia! You mean as my
library inereases—eh?

Miss Tes. Yes, quite so, my dear
boy. It was your library I was think-
ing of.

Tes. I am specially pleased on
Hedda’s account, Often and often, be-
fore we were engaged, she said that
she would never care to live anywhere
but in Secretary Falk’s villa,

Miss Tes. Yes, it was lucky that
this very house should come into the
market, just after you had started.

Tes, {Yes, Aunt Julia, the luck was
on our side, wasn'’t it—eh?

Miss Tzs. But the expense, my dear
George! You will find it very expen-
give, all this,

Tes. [looks at her, a little cast down].
Yes, I suppose I shall, Aunt!

Miss Tes, Ob, frightfully!

Tes. How much do you think? In
round numbers?—Eh?

Miss Tes. Oh, I can’t even guess
until all the accounts come in,

Tes. Well, fortunately, Judge Brack
has secured the most favourable terms

for me—~so he said in a letter to
Hedda,

Miss Tes, Yes, don’t be uneasy, my
dear boy.—Besides, I have given secu-
rity for the furniture and all the car-
pets.

Tes. Seeurity! You? My dear Aunt
Julia—what sort of security could you
give?

Miss Tes. I have given a mortgage
on our annuity.

Tes. [jumps up]. What! On your
—and Aunt Rina’s annuity!

Miss Tes. Yes, I knew of no other
plan, you see.

Tes. [placing himself before herl,
Have you gone out of your senses,
Auntie? Your annuity—it's all that
you and Aunt Rina have to live upon.

Miss Tes. Well, well, don't get so
excited about it. It's only a matter of
form you know—Judge Brack assured
me of that. It was he that was kind
enough to arrange the whole affair for
me. A mere matter of form, he said.

Tes. Yes, that may be all very well.
But nevertheless—

Miss Tes. You will have your own
salary to depend upon now. And, good
heavens, even if we did have to pay
up & little——! To eke things out a
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bit at the start—1 Why, it wonld be
nothing but a pleasure to us.

Tgs, Oh, Auntie—will you never be
tired of making sacrifices for me!

Miss Tes. [rises and lays her hands
on his shoulders]. Have I had any
other happiness in this world except to
smooth your way for you, my dear
boy? You, who have had neither
father nor mother to depend on. And
now we have reached the goal, George!
Things have looked black enough for
us, sometimes; but, thank heaven, now
you have nothing to fear.

Tes. Yes, it is really marvelous how
everything has turned out for the best.

Miss Tgs. And the people who op-
posed you—who wanted to bar the way
for you—now you have them at your
feet, They have fallen, George. Your
most dangerous rival—his fall was the
worst—And now he has to lie on the
bed he has made for himself—poor
misguided creature.

Tes. Have you heard anything of
Eilert? Since I went away, I mean.

Miss Tgs. Only that he is said to
bave published a new book.

Tes. What! Eilert Lovborg! Re-
oently—eh?

Miss Trs. Yes, so they say. Heaven
knows whether it can be worth any-
thing! Ah, when your new book ap-
pears—that will be another story,
(eorge! What is it to be about?

Trs, It will deal with the domestic
industries of Brabant during the Mid-
dle Ages.

Miss Tes, Fancy—to be able to
write on such a subject as that!

Tes, However, it may be some time
before the book is ready. I have all

these collections to arrange first, you

Bee.

Miss Tes. Yes, collecting and ar-
ranging—no one can beat you at that,
There you are my poor brother’s own
son.

Tes. I am looking forward eagerly
to setting to work at it; especially now
that I have my own delightful home to
work in,

Miss TEs. And, most of all, now
that you have got the wife of your
heart, my dear George.

Tes. [embracing her]. Oh, yes, yes,
Aunt Julia, Hedda—she is the best
part of all! [Looks towards the door-
way.] I believe I hear her coming—
eh?

Hepoa enters from the left through
the inmer room. She is @ woman of
nine-and-twenty. Her face and figure
show refinement and distinction. Her
complexion 13 pale and opaque. Her
steel-grey eyes express a cold, unruf-
fled repose. Her hair is of an agreeable
medium brown, but not particularly
abundant. She is dressed in & taste-
ful, somewhat loosefitting morning-
gown.

Miss Tes. [going to meet Heppal.
Good morning, my dear Hedda! Good
morning, and & hearty weleome.

Heppa [holds out her hand). Good
morning, dear Miss Tesman! So early
acall! That is kind of you.

Miss TEs. [with some embarrass-
ment]. Well—has the bride slept well
in her new home?

Heppa, Oh yes, thanks, Passably.

Tes. [laughing]. Passably! Come,
that's good, Hedda! You were sleeping
like a stone when I got up.

Heopa, Fortunately, Of course one
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has always to aceustom one’s self to
new surroundings, Miss Tesman—
little by little. [Looking towards the
left.] Ob—there the servant has gone
and opened the verandah door, and let
in & whole flood of sunshine.

Miss Tes. [going towards the door.]
‘Well, then, we will shut it,

Hropa, No, no, not that! Tesman,
please draw the curtains, That will
give a softer light.

Tes. [at the door] All right—all
right. There now, Hedda, now you
have both shade and fresh air.

Heppa, Yes, fresh air we certainly
must have, with all these stacks of
flowers— But—won’t you sit down,
Miss Tesman?

Miss Tes, No, thank you. Now that
I have seen that everything is all right
here—thank heaven!—I must be get-
ting home again. My sister is lying
longang for me, poor thing.

Tes. Give her my very best love,
Auntie; and say I shall look in and see
her later in the day.

Miss Tes. Yes, yes, Il be sure to
tell her. But by-the-bye, George—
[feeling in her dress pocket]—I have
for you here.

Trs. What is it, Auntie? Eh?

Miss Tes. [produces a flat parcel
wrapped in newspaper and hands it to
him.] Look here, my dear boy.

Tes. [opening the parcel] Well, I
declare!—Have you really saved them
for me, Aunt Julia! Hedda! isn't this
touching—eh?

Heopa [beside the whatnot on the
right.] Well, what is it?

Tes. My old morning-shoes! My
slippers.

Heood Indeed. I remember you

often spoke of them while we were
abroad,

Tes. Yes, I missed them terribly,
[Goes up to her.] Now you shall see
them Hedda!

Heopa [going towards the stove.]
Thanks, I really don't care about it.

Tes. [following her.] Only think—
ill as she was, Aunt Rina embroidered
these for me, Oh you can’t think how
many associations cling to them.

Hzooa [at the table] Searcely for
me.

Miss Tes, Of course not for Hedda,
George.

Tes. Well, but now that she be-
longs to the family, I thought—

Hepoa  [interrupting] We shall
never get on with this servant, Tes-
man,

Miss Tes, Not get on with Berta?

Tes. Why, dear, what puts that in
your head? Eh?

Heppa [pointing.] Look there! She
has left her old bonnet lying about on
a chair,

Tes. [in comsternation, drops the
slippers on the floor] Why, Hedda—

Heopa, Just faney, if any ome
should come in and see it!

Tes, But Hedda—that’s Aunt Julia’s
bonnet.

Heppa. Is it!

Miss Tes, [taking up the bonmet.]
Yes, indeed it’s mine. And, what's more,
it's not old, Madame Hedda.

Heppa. 1 really did not look closely
at it, Miss Tesman.

Miss Tes. [trying on the bonmet.]
Let me tell you it’s the first time I
have worn it—the very first time,

Tes. And a very nice bonnet it is
too—quite a beauty!
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Miss Tes, Oh, it's no such great
things, George. [Looks around her.]
My parasol-—*% Ah, here. [Takes
i.] For this is mine too—[mutters]
~not Berta's.

Tes. A new bonnet and a new para-
sol! Only think, Hedda!

Heopa, Very handsome indeed.

Tes. Yes, isnt it? Eh? But
Auntie, take a good look at Hedda
before you go! See how handsome
she is!

Miss Tes. Oh, my dear boy there’s
nothing new in that. Hedda was al-
ways lovely. [She nods and goes to-
wards the right.]

Tes. [following]. Yes, but have you
noticed what splendid condition she is
in? How she has filled out on the
Journey?

Hzeopa [crossing the room). Oh, do
be quiet—!

Miss Tes. [who has stopped and
turned]. Filled out?

Tes. Of course you don’t notice it
so much now that she has that dress
on. But I, who can see—

Hepoa [at the glass door, impatient-
ly.] Ob, you can’t see anything.

Tes. It must be the mountain air
in the Tyrol—

Heos [curtly, interrupting.] 1 am
exactly as I was when I started.

Tgs. So you insist; but I'm quite
certain you are not. Don't you agree
with me, Auntie?

Miss Tes. [who has been gazing at
her with folded hands.] Hedda is love-
Iy—lovely—lovely. [Goes up to her,
takes her head between both hands,
draws it downwards, and kisses her
hair.] God bless and preserve Hedda
Tesman—for George’s sake.

Heona [gently frezing herself] Oh
—! Let me go.

Miss Tes, [in quiet emotion.] 1 shall
not let a day pass without coming fo
see you.

Tzs, No you won’t will you, Auntie?
Eh¢

Miss Trs, Good-bye—good-bye!

[She goes out by the hall door. TEs-

MAN accompanies her. The door
remains half open. TESMAN can be
heard repeating his message 10
Aunt Rina and his thanks for the
slippers.
[In the meantime, Heopa walks
about the room raising her arms and
clenching her hands as if in desper
ation. Then she flings back the
curtains from the glass door, and
stands there looking out.

[Presently TESMAN returns and

closes the door behind him.

Tes. [picks up the slippers from the
floor] What are you looking at
Hedda?

Heooa [once more calm and mistress
of herself.] 1 am only looking at the
leaves. They are so yellow—so with-
ered.

Tus. [wraps up the stippers and lays
them on the table.] Well you see, we
are well into September now.

Hepoa [again  restless] Yes, to
think of it! —Already in—in Septem-
ber.

Tes. Don't you think Aunt Julia’s
manner was strange, dear? Almost
solemn? Can you imagine what was
the matter with her? Eh?

Heppa, T scarcely know her, yon
see, Is she often like that?

Tes. No, not as she was today.
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Heopa [leaving the glass door]. Do
you think she was annoyed about the
bonnet?

Tes, Oh, scareely at all. Perhaps
a little, just at the moment—

Heopa. But what an ides, to pitch
her bonnet about in the drawing-room!|
No one does that sort of thing.

Tes. Well you may be sure Aunt
Julia won't do it again.

Heppa. In any case, I shall manage
to make my peace with her.

Tes. Yes, my dear, good Hedda, if
you only would.

Heopa, When you eall this after-
noon, you might invite her to spend
the evening here,

Trs. Yes, that I will. And there’s
one thing more you could do that
would delight her heart.

Heppa, What is it$

Tes. If you eould only prevail on
yourself to say du to her. For my
sake, Hedda? Eh?

Hgepoa, No no, Tesman—you really
mustn’t ask that of me. I have told
you so already. I shall try to call her
“Aunt”; and you must be satisfied
with that.

Tes, Well, well. Only I think now
that you belong to the family, you—

Heppa, H'm—TI can't in the least see
why— [She goes up towards the middle
doorway].

Tes. [after a pause]. Is there any-
thing the matter with you, Hedda?
Eh!

Heopa. Pm only looking at my old
piano. It doesn't go at all well with
all the other things.

Tes, The first time I draw my
salary, we'll see about exchanging it.

Heppa, No, no—uno exchanging. I
don’t want to part with it. Suppose

we put it there in the inner room, and
then get another here in its place
When it’s convenient, I mean.

Tes. [a little taken aback], Yes—of
course we could do that,

Hzpoa [takes up the bouquet from
the piano]. These flowers were not
here last night when we arrived.

Tes. Aunt Julia must have brought
them for you.

HEppa [ezamining the bouquet]. A
visiting-card.  [Takes it out and
reads:] “Shall return later in the day.”
Can you guess whose card it is?

Tes. No. Whose? Eh?

Heopa, The name is Mrs, Elvsted.”

Tes. Is it really? Sheriff Elvsted’s
wife? Miss Rysing that was.

Heppa. Exaetly. The girl with the
irritating hair, that she was always
showing off. An old flame of yours
T've been told.

Tes. [laughing). Oh, that didn't last
long; and it was before I knew you,
Hedda. But faney her being in town!

Heppa, It's odd that she should
call upon us. I have scarcely seen her
since we left school.

Trs. I haven't seen her either for—
heaven knows how long. I wonder how
she can endure to live in such an out-
of-the-way hole—eh?

Heooa [after a moment’s thought
says suddenly]. Tell me, Tesman—isn't
it somewhere near there that he—that
—Eilert Lovborg is living?

Tes. Yes, he is somewhere in that
part of the country.

Brrra enters by the hall door.

Berra, That lady, me’am, that
brought some flowers a little while ago,
is here again, [Pointing.] The flowers
you have in your hand, ma’am.
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Hropa, Ah, is she? Well, please
show her in,

Berra opens the door for Mgs,

EvLvsTED, and goes out herself.—
Mgs, ELVSTED is ¢ woman of fragile
figure, with pretty, soft features.
Her eyes are light blue, large,
round, and somewhat prominen,
with o startled, inquiring ezpres-
sion. Her hair is remarkably light,
almost flazen, and unusually abun-
dant and wavy. She s a couple of
years younger than HEppa. She
wears a dark visiting dress, tasteful,
but not quite in the latest fashion.

Heppa [receives her warmly]. How
do you do, my dear Mrs, Elvsted? It's
delightful to see you again,

Mgs. Ervs, [nervously struggling for
self-control], Yes, it's a very long time
since we met.

Tes. [gives her his hand]. And we
too—eh?

Heppa, Thanks for your lovely
flowers—

Mgs, Ervs, O, not at all— I would
have come straight here yesterday
afternoon; but I heard that you were
away—

Tes. Have you just come to town?
Eh?

Mrs. Ewvs, I arrived yesterday,
sbout midday. Oh, I was quite in
despair when I heard that you were
not at home,

Hgopa, In despair! How sof

Tes. Why, my dear Mrs, Hysing—
I mean Mrs. Elvsted—

Heooa, I hope that you are not in
any trouble?

Mgs, Ervs, Yes, I am, And I don’t
know another living ereature here that
i can turn to,
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Heooa [laying the bouguet on the
table]. Come—let us sit here on the
sofa—

Mzs. Ervs, Oh, I am too restless to
sit down,

Heppa, Oh, no, you're not. Come
here. [She draws Mgs. Ervs. down
upon the sofa and sits at her side.]

Tes. Well? What is it, Mrs, Elv-
sted?

Heooa. Has anything particular
happened to you at home?

Mgs. Ervs, Yes—and no. Ob—I am
so anxious that you should not mis-
understand me—

Heppa, Then your best plan is to
tell us the whole story, Mrs. Elvsted.

Tes. I suppose that’s what you
have come for—eh?

Mgs. Ervs. Yes, yes—of course it
is. Well then, I must tell you—if you
don’t already know—that Eilert Lov-
borg is in town, too,

Heppa, Lévborg—!

Tes, What! Has Eilert Lovborg
come back? Fancy that, Hedda!

Heopa, Well, well—I hear it.

Mgs. Ervs, He has been here a week
already. Just fancy—a whole week!
In this terrible town, alone! With so
many temptations on all sides.

Heopa, But my dear Mrs, Elvsted—
how does he concern you so much?

Mes, Evs. [Looks at her with a
startled air, and says rapidly.] He was
the children’s tutor.

Heppa. Your children's?

Mgrs, Ervs, My husband’s, I have
none, .

Heppa, Your step-children’s, then?

Mzs, Ervs, Yes.

Tes. [somewhat hesitantly]. Then
was he—TI don’t know how to express
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it—was be—regular enough in his
habits to be fit for the post! Eh?

Mgs, Ervs, For the last two years
his conduct has been irreproachable.

Tes. Has it indeed? Fancy that,
Hedda!

Hropa, T hear it

Mgs, Evs, Perfectly irreproachable,
I assure you! In every respect. But
all the same—now that I know he is
here—in this great town—and with a
large sum of money in his hands—I
can’t help being in mortal fear for
hir,

Tes. Why did he not remain where
he was? With you and your husband?
Eh?

Mgs, Ervs. After his book was pub-
lished he was too restless and unsettled
to remain with us.

Tes. Yes, by-the-bye, Aunt Julia
told me he had published a new book.

Mgs, Ervs. Yes, a big book, dealing
with the mareh of civilisation—in broad
outline, as it were, It came out about
a fortnight ago. And sinee it has sold
so well, and been so much read—and
made such a sensation—

Tes. Has it indeed? It must be
something he has had lying hy since
his better days.

Mgs. Exvs. Long ago, you mean?

Tes. Yes.

Mgs. E1vs, No, he has written it all
since he has been with us—within the
last year.

Tes. Isn't that good news, Hedda?
Think of that.

Mgs, Ervs, Ab, yes, if only it would
last!

Heopa, Have you seen him here in
town?

Mzs, Buvs, No, not yet. I have had

the greatest diffenity in finding ont his
address, But this morning I discovered
it at last.

Heooa [looks searchingly at herl,
Do you know, it seems to me a liftle
odd of your husband—h'm—

Mes. Evvs, [starting nervously]. Of
my husband! What?

Heopa. That he should send you to
town on such an errand—that he does
not come himself and look after his
friend,

Mes, Ervs. Oh no, no—my hushand
has no time, And besides, I—I have
some shopping to do.

Heooa [with a slight smile]. Ah, that
is a different matter,

Mgs, Ervs, [rising quickly and un-
easily]. And now I beg and imploro
you, Mr. Tesman—receive Eilert Liv-
borg kindly if he comes to you! And
that he is sure to do. You see you
were such great friends in the old days,
And then you are interested in the same
studies—the same branch of science—
so far as I can understand.

TEs. We used to be, at any rate,

Mgs. Ervs, That is why I beg so
earnestly that you—you too—will keep
a sharp eye upon him, Oh, you will
promise me that, Mr. Tesman—won't
you?

Tes. With the greatest of pleasure,
Mrs. Rysing—

Heppa, Elvsted.

Tes, I assure you that I shall do
all T possibly ean for Eilert. You may
rely upon me.

Mzs, Ewvs. Oh, how very, very kind
of you! [Presses his hands.] Thanks,
thanks, thanks! [Frightened.] You
see, my husband is very fond of him}

Heopa [rising], You ought to write

o
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to him, Tesman, Perhaps he may not
care to come to you of his own accord.

Trs. Well, perhaps it would be the
right thing to do, Hedda? Eh?

Heopa, And the sooner the better.
Why not at once?

Mss. Ewvs, [imploringly]l. Oh, if
you only would!

Tes. Il write this moment, Have
you his address, Mrs.—Mrs, Elvsted.

Mzs, Ewvs, Yes. [Takes a slip of
paper from her pocket, and hands it
to him.] Here it is.

Tes. Good, good. Then I'll go in—
[Looks about him.] By-the-bye,—~my
slippers? Ob, here. [Takes the packet,
and is about to go.]

Heppa, Be sure to write him a cor-
dial, friendly letter. And a good long
one, too.

Tes. Yes, I will,

Mzs, Ervs, But please, please don’t
say 8 word to show that I have sug-
gested it.

Tgs. No, how could you think I
would? Eh? [He goes out to the right,
through the inner room.)

Heopa [goes up to Mrs, ELvs., smiles
and says in & low voice] There. We
have killed two birds with one stone.

Mgs. Ervs. What do you mean?

Heppa. Could you not see that I
wanted him to go?

Mgs, Evrvs, Yes, to write the letter—

Heppa, And that I might speak to
you alone,

Mzs, Ewvs, [confused]. About the
same thing?

Heppa, Precisely.

Mes. Euvs. [apprehensively]. But
there is nothing more, Mrs, Tesman!
Absolutely nothing!

Hzppa, Oh, yes, but there is. There
is 8 great deal more—I can see that,

Sit here— and we'll have a cosy, con-
fidential chat. [She forces Mrs. ELvs.
to sit in the easy-chair beside the
stove, and seals herself on one of the
footstools.]

Mes, Ervs, [anaiously looking at her
watch]. But, my dear Mrs. Tesman—
I was really on the point of going.

Heppa. Oh, you can't be in such a
hurry.—~ Well? Now tell me something
about your life at home,

Mgs. Ervs, Ob, that is just what I
care least to speak about.

Heopa, But to me, dear—% Why,
weren't we school fellows?

Mgs. ELvs. Yes, but you were in the
class above me. Oh, how dreadfully
afraid of you I was then!

Heopa, Afraid of me?

Mzs, Euvs. Yes, dreadfully. For
when we met on the stairs you used
always to pull my hair,

Heopa, Did I, really?

Mns. Ervs. Yes, and once you said
you would burn it off my head.

Heppa, Ob, that was all nonsense,
of course,

Mgs. Envs. Yes, but I was so silly
in those days.—And since then, too—
we have drifted so far—far apart from
each other. Our circles have been so
entirely different.

Heppa, Well then, we must try to
drift together again. Now listen! At
school we said du to each other; and
we called each other by our Christian
names—

Mgs. Ervs, No, I am sure you must
be mistaken.

Heooa, No, not at all! I can re-
member quite distinetly. So now we
are going to renew our old friendship.
[Draws the footstool closer to Mgs.
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Ervs.] There now! |Kisses her chesk.]
You must say du to me and call me
Hedda.

Mrs, Euvs, [presses and pats her
hands]. Oh, how good and kind you
are! I am not used to such kindness.

Heppa, There, there, there! And I
shall say du to you, as in the old days,
and call you my dear Thora.

Mzs, Ervs, My name is Thea,

Heopa, Why, of course! I meant
Thea. [Looks at her compassionately.]
So you are not accustomed to good-
ness and kindness, Thea? Not in your
own home?

Mgrs. Ervs, Oh, if I only had a
home? But I haven’t any; I have
never had a home.

Heooa [looks at her for a moment.]
I almost suspected as much.

Mes, Ewvs, [gazing helplessly before
her]. Yes—yes—yes.

Heppa, I don't quite remember—
was it not as housekeeper that you
first went to Mr. Elvsted’s?

Mgs, Evvs. I really went as gover-
ness, But his wife—his late wife—
was an invalid—and rarely left her
room. So I had to look after the house-
keeping as well.

Heppa, And then—at last—you be-
came mistress of the house.

Mss. Ervs. [sadly]. Yes, I did.

Heppa, Let me see—about how long
ago was that?

Mgs. Ervs. My marriage?

Heppa. Yes.

Mes. Ervs. Five years ago.

Hgeopa, To be sure; it must be that.

Mgs, Ervs, Oh, those five years—!
Or at all events the last two or three
of them! O, if you conld only ima-
gine—

Heooa lgivng her o little slap on
the hand]. De? Tie, Thea!

Mes, Ervs, Yes, yes, I will try—
Well if—you could only imagine and
understand~—

Heopa [lightly], Eilert Lovborg has
been in your neighborhood about three
years, hasn’t he?

Mgs. Evvs, [looks at her doubtfullyl.
Eilert Lovborg? Yes—he has.

Heops, Had you known him before,
in town heref

Mgs. Ervs, Searcely at all. I mean
—1I knew him by name of eourse.

Heppa. But you saw a good deal of
him in the country?

Mgs, ELvs, Yes, he came to us every
day. You see, he gave the children
lessons; for in the long run I couldn’t
manage it all myself.

Hropa, No, that's clear.—~And your
husband—*% I suppose he is often
away from home?

Mgs. ELvs. Yes. Being sheriff, you
know, he has to travel about a good
deal in his distriet.

Heppa [leaning against the arm of
the chair]. Thea—my poor, sweet Thea
—now you must tell me everything—
exactly as it stands.

Mrs. Ervs, Well then, you must
question me,

Heopa, What sort of man is your
husband, Thea? I mean—you know—
in everyday life. Is he kind to you?

Mrs, Euvs, [evasively]. I am sure
he means well in everything,

Heppa, I should think he must be
altogether too old for you. There is
at least twenty years' difference be-
tween you, is there not?

Mgs. Ewnvs, [irritably]., Yes, that
is true, too, Everything about him is
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repellent to me! We have not a thought
in common. We have no single point
of sympathy—he and L

Heopa. But is he not fond of you
all the same? In his own way.

Mgs, Ezvs. Oh, I really don’t know.
I think he regards me simply as a
useful property. And then it doesn’t
cost mueh to keep me. I am not ex-
pensive.

Heppa. That is stupid of you.

Mgs. Ervs, [shakes her head). It
cannot be otherwise—not with him. I
don’t think he really cares for any one
but himself—and perhaps a little for
the children,

Heppa, And for Eilert Livborg,
Thes.

Mgs. Ewvs, [looking at her]. For
Eilert Lovborg? What put that into
your head?

Hepoa, Well, my dear—I should
say, when he sends you after him
all the way to town——[smiling al-
most imperceptibly,] And besides, you
said so yourself, to Tesman.

Mrs. Ewvs, [with a little nervous
twitch], Did I? Yes, I suppose I did.
[Vehemently, but not loudly.] No—I
may just ag well make a clean breast
of it at once! For it must all come
out in any case.

Heppa. Why, my dear Thea—1%

Mss, Ervs. Well, to make a long
story short: My husband did not know
that I was coming.

Heppa, What! Your hushand didn’t
know it!

Mgs, Ervs, No, of course not. For
that matter, he was away from home
himself~he was travelling. Oh, I
could bear it no longer, Hedda! I
conldn’t indeed—so utterly alone as I
should have been in future

WORKS OF HENBIK IBSEN

Heopa, Well? And then?

Mgs. Euvs, So I put together some
of my things—what I needed most—as
quietly as possible. And then I left
the house,

Heppa. Without a word?

Mgs, ELvs. Yes—and took the train
straight to town,

Heppa, Why, my dear, good Thea
—to think of you daring to do it!

Mgs, ELvs, [rises and moves about
the room], What else could I possibly
do?

Heppa, But what do you think your
husband will say when you go home
again?

Mzs. Ewvs. [at the table, looks at
her]. Back to him?

Heppa, Of course,

Mgs. Ervs, I shall never go back to
him again,

Hepoa [rising and going towards
her]. Then you have left your home—
for good and all?

Mgs. Ervs. Yes, There was nothing
else to be done,

Heppa. But then—to take flight so
openly.

Mzs. Ervs. Ob, it's impossible to
keep things of that sort secret,

Heopa, But what do you think
people will say of you, Thea?

Mgs. ELvs, They may say what they
like, for aught I eare. [Seats herself
wearily and sadly on the sofa.] I have
done nothing but what I had to do.

Hzooa [after a short silence]. And
what are your plans now? What do
you think of doing?

Mgs, Ervs. I don’t know yet. I only
know this, that I must live here, where
Eilert Lovborg is—if I am to live at
all.
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Hzooa [takes a chair from the table,
seats herself beside her, and strokes her
hands]. My dear Thea—how did this—
this friendship—between you and Eilert
Livborg come about?

Mgs, Ervs, Ob, it grew up gradually.
I gained & sort of influence over him.

Heppa, Indeed?

Mzs, Ervs, He gave up his old
habits. Not because I asked him to,
for I never dared do that. But of
course he saw how repulsive they were
to me; and so he dropped them.

Heooa [concealing an involuntary
smile of scorn], Then you have re-
claimed him—as the saying goes—my
little Thea.

Mgs, Ervs, So he says himself, at
sny rate, And he, on his side, has
made a real human being of me—
taught me to think, and to understand
50 many things.

Heopa, Did he give you lessons too,
then?

Mgs, Ewvs, No, not exactly lessons.
But e talked to me—talked about such
an infinity of things. And then came
the lovely, happy time when I began
to share in his work—when he allowed
me to help him!

Heppa, Oh, he did, did he?

Mgrs, Euvs, Yes! He never wrote
anything without my assistance.

Heops. You were two good com-
rades, in fact?

Mgs. Eivs. [eagerly]. Comrades!
Yes, fancy, Hedda—that is the very
word he used!—Oh, I ought to feel
perfectly happy; and yet I cannot; for
I don’t know how long it will last,

Heppa, Are you no surer of him
than that

Mgs, Etvs, [gloomily]. A woman's

shadow stands between Eilert Lovborg
and me,

. Heopa [looks at her anziously]. Who
can that be?

Mgs, Ervs, I don’t know. Some one
he knew in his—in his past. Some
one he has never been able wholly to
forget.

Heppa, What has he told you—
about this?

Mzs, Evrvs, He has only once—quite
vaguely—alluded to it.

Heopa, Well! And what did he say?®

Mes, Evvs. He said that when they
parted, she threatened to shoot him
with a pistol.

Heooa [with cool composure], Oh,
nonsense! No one does that sort of
thing here,

Mgs, Ervs, No. And that is why I
think it must have been that red-haired
singing woman whom he once—

Heppa, Yes, very likely.

Mgs, Ezvs. For I remember they
used to say of her that she carried
loaded firearms,

Heppa. Oh—then of course it must
have been she.

Mes. Envs. [wringing her hands].
And now just fancy. Hedda—I hear
that this singing-woman—that she is
in town again! Oh, I don’t know what
to do—

Hepoa [glancing towards the inmey
room], Hush! Here comes Tesman,
[Rises and whispers.] Thea—all this
must remain between you and me,

Mgs, Ewvs, [springing upl. Oh, yes,
yes! for heaven’s sake—1!

GEorge TESMAN, with a letter in his
hand, comes from the right through
the inner room.
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Tgs. There now—the epistle is
finished.

Heppa, That's right. And now Mrs.
Elvsted is just going. Wait & moment
—T'll go with you to the garden gate.

Tes. Do you think Berta could post
the letter, Hedda dear?

Heooa [takes it], I will tell her to.

Berra enters from the hall.

Berra, Judge Brack wishes to know
if Mrs, Tesman will receive him.

Heppa, Yes, ask Judge Brack to
eome in, And look here—put this
letter in the post.

Berra. [taking the letter]. Yes,
ma’am, [She opens the door for JUDGE
Brack and goes out herself.] BRACK
8 a man of forty-five; thick-set, but
well-built and elastic in his movements,
His face is roundish with an aristo-
cratic profile. His hair is short, still
almost black, and carefully dressed, His
eyes are lively and sparkling. His eye-
brows thick. IHis moustaches are also
thick, with short-cut ends. He wears
a well-cut walking-suit, a little too
youthful for his age. He uses an eye-
glass, which he now and then lets drop.

Braok [with his hat in his hand,
bowing]. May one venture to call so
early in the day?

Happs, Of course one may.

Tus. [presses his hand]. You are
weleome at any time. [Introducing
him.] Judge Brack—Miss Rysing—

Heopa, Ob—!

Brack [bowing]l. Ah—delighted—

Heooa [looks at him and laughs).
1t's nice to have a look at you by day-
light, Judge!

Brack, Do you find me—altered?

Heopa. A little younger, I think.

Baacx, Thank you so much,

Tes. But what do you think of
Hedda—eh? Doesn’t she look flourish-
ing? She has actually—

Heppa. Oh, do leave me alone. You
haven’t thanked Judge Brack for all
the trouble he has taken—

Bracg. Oh, nonsense—it was a plea-
sure to me—

Heopa, Yes, you are a friend in-
deed. But here stands Thea all im-
patience to be off—so au revoir Judge.
I shall be back again presently. [Mu-
tual salutations. Mes. Ervstep and
Heopa go out by the hall door.]

Brack, Well—is your wife toler-
ably satisfied—

Tgs. Yes, we can’t thank you suf-
ficiently, Of course she talks of a little
re-arrangement here and there; and
one or two things are still wanting.
We shall have to buy some additional
trifles,

Bracr. Indeed!

Trs, But we won’t trouble you about
these things. Hedda says she herself
will look after what is wanting—Shan't
we sit down? Eh?

Bracr. Thanks, for a moment.
[Seats himself beside the table.) There
is something I wanted to speak to you
about, my dear Tesman,

Tes. Indeed? Ah, I understand!
[Seating himself.] I suppose it’s the
serious part of the frolic that is coming
now. Eh?

Brack, Oh, the money question is
not so very pressing; though, for that
matter, I wish we had gone a little
more economically to work,

Tes. But that would never have
done, you know! Think of Hedds, my
dear fellow! You, who know her so
well—, I couldn’t possibly ask her
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vo put up with a shabby styie of living!

Brack, No, no—that is just the
difficulty.

Tes. And then—fortunately—it can’t
be long before I receive my appoint-
ment.

Brack. Well, you see—such things
are often apt to hang fire for a time,

Tes. Have yon heard anything
definite? Eh?

Brack. Nothing exadily definite—
[Interrupting himself.] But, by-the-
bye—I have one piece of news for you.

Tes, Well?

Brack, Your old friend, Eilert
Lavborg, has returned to town.

Tes. I know that already.

Brack. Indeed! How did you learn
it?

Tes. From the lady who went out
with Hedda.

Brack, Really? What was her
name? I didn't quite catch it.

Tes. Mrs. Elvsted.

Brack. Aha—Sheriff Elvsted’s wife?
Of course—he has been living up in
their regions.

Tes. And faney—I'm delighted to
hear that he is quite a reformed char-
acter!

Brack. So they say.

Tes. And then he has published a
new book—eh?

Brack. Yes, indeed he has.

Tes. And I hear it has made some
sensation|

Brack, Quite an unusual sensation

Tes, Fancy—isn't that good news!
A man of such extraordinary talents—
I felt so grieved to think that he had
gone irretrievably to ruin,

Brack. (That was what everybody
thought, ‘

1

Tes, But I cannot imagine what he
will take to now! How in the world
will he be able to make his living? Eh?

[During the last words, Heppa has
entered by the hall door.]

Hepoa [To Brack, laughing with @
touch of scorn]. Tesman is forever
worrying ahout how people are to make
their living.

Trs. Well, you see, dear—we were
talking about poor Eilert Lovborg.

Heova [glancing at him rapidlyl.
Oh, indeed? [Seats herself in the arm-
chair beside the stove and asks indif-
ferently:] What is the matter with
him?

Tes, Well—no doubt he has run
through all his property long ago; and
he can searcely write a new book every
year—eh? So I really can’t see what
is to become of him.

Brack. Perhaps I can give you some
information on that point.

Trs, Indeed!

Brack. You must remember that
his relations have a good deal of in-
fluence.

Tes. Oh, his relations, unfortunately,
have entirely washed their hands of
him.

Brack. At one time they called
him the hope of the family.

Tes. At one time, yes! But he has
put an end to all that.

Heppa, Who knows? [With a slight
smile] 1 hear they have reclaimed
him up at Sheriff Elvsted’s—

Brack. And then this book that he
has published—

Trs, Well, well, T hope to goodness
they may find something for him fo
do. I have just written to him. I
asked him to come and see us this
evening, Hedda dear, .
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Brack, But, my dear fellow, you
are booked for my bachelors’ party ﬂns
evening. You promised on the pier
last night.

Heppa, Had yon forgotten, Tesman?

Tes, Yes, I had utterly forgotten.

Bracx. But it doesnt matter, for
you may be sure he won’t come.

Tgs, What makes you think that?
Eh?

Brack [with o little hesitation, rising
and resting his hands on the back of
his chair]., My dear Tesman—and you
t00, Mrs, Tesman—I think I ought not
to keep you in the dark about some-
thing that—that—

Tes, That concerns Eilert—?

Brack. Both you and him.

Tes, Well, my dear Judge, out with
it,
Brack. You must be prepared to
find your appointment deferred longer
than you desired or expected.

Tes, [jumping up uneasilyl. Is
there some hitch about it? Eh?

Brack, The nomination may per-
haps be made conditional on the resulf
of a competition—

Tes. Competition! Think of that,
Hedda!

Heppa [leans farther back in the
chair], Aha—aah!

Tes. But who ean my competitor
be? Surely not—1

Brack. Yes, precisely—Eilert Lov-
borg.

Tus. [clasping his hands]. No, no—
i’s quite inconceivable! Quite impos-
sible! Eh?

Brack, H'm—that is what it may
come to, all the same,

Tes. Well but, Judge Brack—it
would show the most ineredible lack of

consideration for me [Gesticulates
with his arms.] For—just think—Pm
a married man. We have been married
on the strength of these prospects,
Hedda and I; and run deep into debt;
and borrowed money from Aunt Julia
too. Good heavens, they had as good
as promised me the appointment, Eh?

Brack., Well, well, well—no doubt
you will get it in the end; only after
a contest.

Heooa [immovable in her arm-chair],
Fancy, Tesman, there will be a sort of
sporting interest in that,

Tes. Why, my dearest Hedda, how
can you be so indifferent about it.

Heppa [as before]. I am not at all
indifferent. I am most eager to see
who wins,

Brack. In any case, Mrs. Tesman,
it is best that you should know how
matters stand. I mean—before you set
about the liftle purchases I hear you
are threatening.

Heopa, This can make no difference,

Brack. Indeed! Then I have mo
more to say. Good-bye! [To Tes.l.
I shall look in on my way back from
my afternoon walk, and take you home
with me,

Trs, Oh yes, yes—your news has
quite upset me.

Heppa [reclining, holds out her
hand). Good-bye, Judge; and be sure
you call in the afternoon,

Braok, Many thanks,
good-bye!

Tes. [accompanying him to the
door], Good-bye, my dear Judge! You
must really exeuse me— [JupeE Brack
goes out by the hall door.]

Tes, [crosses the room]. Oh, Hedda
—one should never rush into adven-
tures, Eh?

Good-bye,
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Heopa [looks at him smilingl. Do
you do that?

Trs. Yes, dear—there is no denying
—it was adventurous to go and marry
and set up house upon mere expecta~
tions,

Heppa, Perhaps you are right there.

Tes. Well—at all events, we have
our delightful home, Hedda! Fancy,
the home we both dreamed of—the
home we were in love with, I may al-
most say. Eh?

Hepoa [rising slowly and wearilyl,
It was part of our compact that we
were to go into society—to keep open
house.

Trs. Yes, if you only knew how I
had been looking forward to it! Faney
—to see you as hostess—in a select
circle? Eh? Well, well, well—for the
present we shall have to get on with-
out society, Hedda—only to invite
Aunt Julia now and then—Oh, I in-
tended you to lead such an utterly
different life, dear—!

Heppa, Of course I cannot have my
man in livery just yet.

Tes. Oh no, unfortunately. It would
be out of the question for us to keep
a footman, you know.

Hgeopa, And the saddle-horse I was
to have had—

Tes. [aghast]. The saddle-horse!

Heppa, —I suppose I must not
think of that now.

Tes. Good heavens, nol!—that’s as
clear as daylight.

Heopa [goes up the room). Well, I
shall have one thing at least to kill
time with in the meanwhile.

Tes. [beaming]. Oh, thank heaven
for that! (What is it, Hedda? Eh?

Heppa l{a the middle doorway, looks

at him with covert scorn]. My pistols,
George.

Txs. [in alarm]. Your pistols!

Heooa [with cold eyes]. General
Gabler’s pistols. [She goes out through
the inmer room, to the left.]

Tes. [rushes up to the middle door-
way and calls after her:] No, for
heaven’s sake, Hedda darling—don’t
touch those dangerous things! For my
sake, Hedda! Eh?

ACT II

ScENE—The room at the TESMANS'
as in the first Act, except that the piano
has been removed, and an elegant
little writing-table with book-shelves
put in its place. A smaller table stands
near the sofa on the left. Most of the
bougquets have been taken away. Mrs.
ErvsteD's bouquet is upon the large
table in front.—It is afternoon,

Hzooa, dressed to receive callers, is
alone in the room. She stands by the
open glass door, loading a revolver.
The fellow to it lies in an open pistol-
case on the writing-table.

Heooa [looks down the garden, and
calls:] So you are here again, Judge!

Brack [is heard calling from a dis-
tance]. As you see, Mrs. Tesman!

Hzeoa [raises the pistol and poinis],
Now I'll shoot you, Judge Brack!

Brack [calling unseen]. No, no, no!
Don’t stand aiming at me!

Heppa, This is what comes of sneak-
ing in by the back way. [She fires.]

Brack [nearer]. Are you out of
your senses—!

Heppa, Dear me—did I happen to
hit you?

Brack [still outside]. I wish you
would let these pranks alone!

Heppa, Come in then, Judge.
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BRACK, dressed as though for a men’s
party, enters by the glass door. He
carries a light overcoat over his arm.

Brack. What the deuce—haven't
you tired of that sport, yet? Wkat are
you shooting at?

Heooa. Oh, I am only firing in the
air.

Brack [gently takes the pistol out
of her hand]. Allow me, madam!
[Looks at it.] Ah—1I know this pistol
welll Looks around.] Where is the
case? Ah, here it is. [Lays the pistol
in it, and shuis it.] Now we won’t
play at that game any more to-day.

Heopa, Then what in heaven’s name
would you have me do with myself?

Brack. Have you had no visitors?

Heooa [closing the glass door]. Not
one, I suppose all our set are still out
of town.

Brack, And is Tesman not at home
either?

Hepopa [at the writing-table, putting
the pistol-case in a drawer which she
shuts]. No. He rushed off to his aunt’s
directly after lunch; he didn’t expect
you so early.

Brack, H'm—how stupid of me not
to have thought of that!

Hzppa [turning her head to look at
him], Why stupid?

Brack. Because if I had thought of
it I should have come a little—earlier.

Hepoa [crossing the room]. Then you
would have found no one to receive
you; for I have been in my room
changing my dress ever sinee luneh,

Brack. And is there no sort of little
chink that we could hold a parley
through?

Heppa, You have forgotten to ar-

range oxe,

Brack. That was another piece of
stupidity.

Heppa, Well, we must just settle
down here—and wait, Tesman is not
likely to be back for some time yet.

Brack, Never mind; I shall not be
impatient,

Hepopa seats herself in the corner of
the sofa. BRACK lays his overcoat over
the back of the mearest chair, and sits
down, but keeps his hat in his hand.
A short silence. They look at each
other.

Heppa, Well?

Brack [in the same tone]. Well?

Heppa, I spoke first,

Brack [bending a little forward).
Come, let us have a cosy little chat,
Mrs. Hedda.

Hepoa [leaning further back in the
sofa). Does it not seem like a whole
eternity sinee our last talk? Of course
I don't count those few words yester-
day evening and this morning.

Brack. You mean since our last con-
fidential talk? Our last téte-3-téte?

Heppa, Well, yes—since you put it
50.

Brack. Not a day has passed but
I have wished that you were home
again,

Heppa, And I have done nothing
but wish the same thing.

Brack. You? Really, Mrs. Hedda?
And T thought you had been enjoying
your tour so much!

Hepba, Oh, yes, you may be sure
of that!

Brack. But Tesman’s letters spoke
of nothing but happiness,

Heppa, Oh, Tesman! You see, he
thinks nothing so delightful ag grubb-
ing in libraries and making copies of
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old parchments, or whatever you call
them.

Brack [with a spice of malice]. Well,
that is his voeation in life—or part
of it at any rate.

Heppa, Yes, of eourse; and no doubt
when it's your vocation—— But 1/ Oh,
my dear Mr. Brack, how mortally bored
I have been.

Brack [sympathetically]. Do you
really say so? In downright earnest?

Heppa, Yes, you can surely under-
stand it——! To go for six whole
months without meeting a soul that
knew anything of our circle, or could
talk about the things we are interested
in,

Bracr. Yes, yes—I too should feel
that & deprivation,

Heops, And then, what I found
most intolerable of all—

Brack., Well?

Heppa, ——was being everlastingly
in the company of—one and the same
person—

Brack [with a nod of assent]. Morn-
ing, noon, and night, yes—at all pos-
sible times and seasons.

Heppa, I said “everlastingly.”

Brack. Just so. But I should have
thought, with our excellent Tesman,
one eould—

Heopa, Tesman is—a specialist, my
dear Judge.

Brack. Undeniably.

Heppa, And specialists are not at
all amusing to travel with. Not in the
long run at any rate.

Brack, Not even—the specialist one
happens to love?

Heppa, Faugh—don't use that sick-
ening word!

Brack [faken aback], What do you
say, Mrs, Hedda?

Huooa [half laughing, half drri-
tated]. You should just try it! To hear
of nothing but the history of civilisa~
tion, morning, noon, and night—

Bracr. Everlastingly.

Heppa. Yes, yes, yes! And then all
this about the domestic industry of the
middle ages—! That's the most dis-
gusting part of it!

Brack [looks searchingly at herl.
But tell me—in that case, how am I to
understand your—? H'm—

Heppa. My accepting George Tes-
man, you mean? .

Brack. Well, let us put it so.

Heppa, Good heavens, do you see
anything so wonderful in that?

Brack. Yes and no—Mrs. Hedda.

Heppa, I had positively danced my-
self tired, my dear Judge. My day was
done— [With a slight shudder.] Oh
no—I won't say that; nor think it
either!

Brack, You have assuredly no rea-
son to.

Heppa, Oh, reasons—— [Watching
him closely] And George Tesman—
after all, you must admit that he is
correctness itself,

Brack. His correctness and respect-
ability are beyond all question.

Heopa, And I don't see anything
absolutely ridieulous about him.—Do
you?

Brack. Ridiculous? N —mno — I
shouldn't exactly say so—

Heppa, Well—and his powers of
research, at all events, are untiring.—
I see no reason why he should not one
day come to the front, after all.

Brack [looks at her hesitatinglyl, 1



thought that you, like every one else,
expected him to attain the highest dis-
L

Hmpps [with an expression of
fatigue], Yes, so I did—And then,
ginee he was bent, at all hazards, on
being allowed to provide for me—I
really don’t know why I should not
have accepted his offer?

Brack., No—if you look at it in
that light—

Hepba. It was more than my other
adorers were prepared to do for me,
my dear Judge.

Brack [laughing]. Well, T can't
answer for all the rest; but as for my-
self, you know quite well that I have
always entertained a—a certain respeect
for the marriage tie—for marriage as
an institution, Mrs. Hedda.

Heppa [jestingly]. Oh, I assure you
I have never cherished any hopes with
respect to you.

Bracr, All T require is a pleasant
and intimate interior, where I can make
myself useful in every way, and am
free to come and go as—as a trusted
friend—

Hgeppa, Of the master of the house,
do you mean?

Brack [bowing], Frankly—of the
mistress first of all; but of course of
the master, too, in the second place.
Such a triangular friendship—if I may
call it so—is really a great convenience
for all parties, let me tell you.

Hepps, Yes, I have many & time
longed for some one to make a third
on our travels. Oh—those railway-car-
riage téte-d-tétes—|

Brack. Fortunately your wedding
journey is over now.

Heopa [shaking her head], Not by

WORKS OF HENRIK IBSEN

8 long—long way. I have only arrived
at a station on the line.

Brack, Well, then the passengers
jump out and move about a little, Mrs.
Hedda.

Heopa, I never jump out.

Bracg. Really?

Heopa, No—becanse there is always
someone standing by to—

Brack [laughing]. To look at your
ankles, do you mean?

Heppa, Precisely.

Brack, Well but, dear me—

Heppa [with a gesture of repulsion].
I won't have it. I would rather keep
my seat where I happen to be—and
continue the téte-3-téte.

Brack. But suppose & third person
were to jump in and join the couple.

Heppa. Ah—that is quite another
matter!

Brack, A trusted, sympathetic
friend—

Heppa, —with a fund of eonversa-
tion on all sorts of lively topics—

Brack, —and not the least bit of
a specialist!

Heppa [with an audible sighl, Yes,
that would be a relief indeed.

Brack [hears the front door open,
and glances in that direction]. The
triangle is completed.

Heppa [half aloud]. And on goes
the train,

GeorcE TESMAN, in a grey walking-
suit, with a soft felt hat, enters from
the hall. He has a number of unbound
books under his arm and in his pockets.

Tes. [goes up to the table beside the
corner settee], Ouf—what a load for
a warm day—all these books. [Lays
them on the table.] I'm positively per-
spiring, Hedda, Hallo—are you there



HEDDA GABLER

slready, my dear Judge? Eh? Berta
didn't tell me.

Brack [rising]. I came in through
the garden.

Heooa, What books have you got
there?

Tes. [stands looking them throughl.
Some new books on my special sub-
jeets—quite indispensable to me.

Heopa, Your special subjeets?

Brack. Yes, books on his special
subjects, Mrs, Tesman. [Brack and
Hepa exchange a confidential smile.]

Heopa, Do you need still more hooks
on your special subjects?

Tgs. Yes, my dear Hedda, one can
never have too many of them. Of
course one must keep up with'all that
is written and published.

Heppa, Yes, I suppose one must.

Tes. [searching among his books.
And look here—I have got hold of
Eilert Lovhorg’s new book too. [Offer-
ing it to her.] Perhaps you would like
to glance through it, Hedda? Eh?

Heppa. No, thank you, Or rather
~afterwards perhaps.

Tes. I looked into it a little on the
way home,

Bracx, What do you think of it—
as a specialist?

Tes. I think it shows quite remark-
able soundness of judgment. He never
wrote like that before. [Putting the
books together] Now I shall take all
these into my study. I'm longing to
cut the leaves——! And then I must
change my clothes. [To Brack.] I sup-
pose we needn’t start just yet? Eh?

Bracg, Oh, dear no—there is not
the slightest hurry.

Tes, Well then, I will take my time,
[1s going 1'-’#1» his books, but stops in

the doorway amd twrns.] By-the-bye,
Hedda—Aunt Julia is not coming this
evening,

Hepba, Not coming? Is it that af-
fair of the honnet that keeps her away?

Tgs, Ok, not at all. How could you
think such a thing of Aunt Julia? Just
faney——! The faet is, Aunt Rina is
very ill.

Hgeopa, She always is,

Tes. Yes, but to-day she is much
worse than usual, poor dear.

Heooa, Oh, then it's only natural
that her sister should remain with her,
I must bear my disappointment.

Tes, And you ean’t imagine, dear,
how delighted Aunt Julia seemed to be
—because you had come home looking
so flourishing!

Hepba [half aloud, rising]. Oh, those
everlasting aunts!

Tes. What?

Heppa [going to the glass doorl.
Nothing.

Tes. Oh, all right. [He goes through
the inmer room, out to the right.]

Brack. What bonnet were you talk-
ing about?

Heopa, Ob, it was a little episode
with Miss Tesman this morning. She
had lain down her bonnet on the chair
there—[looks at him and smiles.]—
And I pretended to think it was the
servant's,

Brack [shaking his head]. Now my
dear Mrs. Hedda, how could you do
such a thing? To that excellent old
lady, too!

Heopa [nervously crossing the room),
Well, you see—these impulses come
over me all of a sudden; and I can-
not resist them. [Throws herself down
in the easy-chair by the stove.] Oh, I
don't know how to explain it.
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BrAOR [behind the easy-chairl. You
are not really happy—that is the bot-
tom of it,

Hepoa [looking straight before her].
I know of no reason why I should be—
happy. Perhaps you can give me one?

Brack. Well—amongst other things,
beeause you have got exactly the home
you had set your heart on.

Heppa [looks up at him and laughs).
Do you too believe in that legend?

Bracr. Is there nothing in it, then?

Heooa. Ob, yes, there is something
in it,

Bracx, Well?

Hzopa, There is this in it, that I
made use of Tesman to see me home
from evening parties last summer—

Brack. I, unfortunately, had to go
quite & different way.

Hepoa, That's true. I know you
were going a different way last sum-
mer,

Bracr [laughingl. Oh! fie, Mrs.
Hedda! Well, then—you and Tes-
man—9

Heoos, Well, we happened to pass
here one evening; Tesman, poor fel-
low was writhing in the agony of hav-
ing to find conversation; so I took
pity on the learned man—

Brack [smiles doubtfullyl. You
took pity? H'm—

Hupoa, Yes, I really did. And so—
to help him out of his torment—I hap-
pened to say, in pure thoughtlessness,
that I should like to live in this villa.

Brack, No more than that?

Heppa, Not that evening.

Bracg. But afterwards

Hzppa, Yes, my thoughtlessness had
oonsequences, my dear Judge,

Brack. Unfortunately that too often
happens, Mrs. Hedda.

Heppa, Thanks! Bo you see it was
this enthusiasm for Secretary Falk’s
villa that first constituted a bond of
sympathy between George Tesman and
me. From that came our engagement
and our marriage, and our wedding
journey, and all the rest of it. Well,
well, my dear Judge—as you make
your bed so you must lie, I could al-
most say.

Brack. This is exquisite! And you
really cared not a rap about it all the
time,

Heppa. No, heaven knows I didn’t.

Brack. But now? Now that we
have made is so homelike for you?

Heopa, Uh—the rooms all scem to
smell of lavendar and dried love-leaves.
—But perhaps it's Aunt Julia that has
brought that scent with her,

Brack [laughing]. No, I think it
must be a legacy from the late Mrs,
Secretary Falk,

Heppa, Yes, there is an odour of
mortality about it. It reminds me of &
bouquet —the day after the ball
[Clasps her hands behind her head,
leans back in her chair and looks at
him.] Oh, my dear Judge—you can-
not imagine how horribly I shall bore
myself here.

Brack. Why should not you, too,
find some sort of voeation in life, Mrs,
Hedda?

Hzooa, A vocation—that should at-
tract me?

Bracr. If possible, of course.

Heppa, Heaven knows what sort of
a vocation that eould be. I often won-
der whether—— [Breaking off.] But
that would never do either.

Brack., Who can tell? Let me hear
what it is,
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Heopa, Whether I might not get
Tesman to go into politics, I mean,
Braok [laughingl. Tesman? No,
really now, political life is not the
thing for him—not at all in his line,
Heppa, No, I daresay not.—But if
I could get him into it all the same?
Brack, Why—what satisfaction
could you find in that? If he is not
fitted for that sort of thing, why should
you want to drive him into it?
Heppa. Because I am bored, I tell
you! [After ¢ pause.] So you think
it quite out of the question that Tes-
man should ever get into the ministry?
Brack. H'm—you see, my dear Mrs,
Hedda—to get into the ministry, he
would have to be a tolerably rich man.
Heooa [rising impatiently]. Yes,
there we have it! It is this genteel
poverty I have managed to drop into
——1! [Crosses the room.] That is
what makes life so pitiable! So utterly
ludicrous!—For that’s what it is.
Brace. Now I should say the fault
lay elsewhere,
Heopsa, Where, then?
Brack. You have never gone through
any really stimulating experience.
Heopa, Anything serious, you mean?
Braog, Yes, you may call it so.
But now you may perhaps have one in
store.

Heopa [tossing her head]. Oh,
you're thinking of the annoyances
about this wretched professorship! But
that must be Tesman’s own affair. I
assure you I shall not waste a thought
upon it

Braor, No, no, I daresay not. But
suppose now that what people call—
in elegant language—a solemn respon-
sibility v*ere to come upon you?

27

[Smling.] A new responsibility, Mrs,
Hedda?

Heooa [angrilyl. Be quiet! Noth-
ing of that sort will ever happen!

Brack [wanly]. We will speak of
this again 8 year hence—at the very
outside.

Heooa [eurtly]. I have no turn for
anything of the sort, Judge Brack. No
responsibilities for me!

Brack. Are you so unlike the gen-
erality of women as to have no turn
for duties which—*

Hzpoa [beside the glass door]. Oh,
be quiet, I tell you!—I often think
there is only one thing in the world =
have any turn for.

Brack [drawing near to her], And
what is that, if I may ask?

Heppa [stands looking out]. Boring
myself to death. Now you know it.
[Turns, looks towards the inmer room,
and laughs), Yes, as I thought! Here
comes the Professor.

Brack [softly, in & tone of warn-
ing]. Come, come, come, Mrs. Hedda!

Grorge TESMAN, dressed for the
party, with his gloves and hat in his
hand, enters from the right through the
inner room.

Tes. Hedda, has no message come
from Eilert Lovborg? Eh?

Heppa, No.

Tes. Then youw'll see he'll be here
presently.

Brack. Do you really think he'll
come?

Tes. Yes, I am almost sure of it.
For what you were telling us this morn-
ing must have been a mere floating
Tumour.

Brack, You think sof?

Tes, At any rate, Aunt Julia said
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she did not believe for a moment that
he would ever stand in my way again.
Fancy that!

Brack, Well then, that's all right.

Tes. [placing his hat and gloves on
a chair on the right]. Yes, but you must
really let me wait for him as long as
possible,

Brack, We have plenty of time yet.
None of my guests will arrive before
seven or half-past.

Tes, Then meanwhile we can keep
Hedda company, and see what hap-
pens. Eh?

Hiopa [placing BRACK'S hat and
overcoat upon the corner settee]. And
g, the worst Mr. Lovborg can remain
here with me.

Braok [offering to take his things].
Oh, allow me, Mrs. Tesman!—What
do you mean by “At the worst”?

Heppa. If he won't go with you
and Tesman.

Tes. [looks dubiously at her]. But,
Hedda dear—do you think it would
quite do for him to remain with you?
Eh? Remember, Aunt Julia can’t
come.

Heooa, No, but Mrs. Elvsted is
coming. We three can have a cup of
tea together.

Tgs, Oh, yes, that will be all right.

Brack [smiling]. And that would
perhaps be the safest plan for him.

Heopa, Why so?

Brack, Well, you know, Mrs, Tes-
man, how you used to gird at my
little bachelor parties, You declared
they were adapted only for men of
the strictest principles,

Heopa, But no doubt Mr. Lév-
borg’s principles are strict enough
now. A converted sinner—— [BErTA
appears ot the hall door.]

Beera, There’s a gentleman ask-
ing if you are at home, ma'am—-

Heopa, Well, show him in,

Tes, [softly]l. T’m sure it is hel
Fancy that!

Enzrr Lveorg enters from the halk,
He is slim and lean; of the same age
as TesMAN, but looks older and some-
what worn-out. His hair and beard
are of a blackish brown, his face long
and pale, but with paiches of colour on
the cheek-bones. He is dressed in a
well-cut black visiting sust, quite new.
He has dark gloves and a silk hat. He
stops mear the door, and makes a rapid
bow, seeming somewhat embarrassed.

Tes. [goes up to him and shakes him
warmly by the hand]., Well, my dear
Eilert—so at last we meet again!

Lov. [speaks in a subdued woice.]
Thenks for your letter, Tesman. [Ap-
proaching Heopa.] 'Will you too shake
hands with me, Mrs, Tesman?

Hepoa [taking his hand). I am glad
to see you, Mr. Lovborg. [With a mo-
tion of her hand.] I don’t know
whether you two gentlemen—1%

Ligv. [bowing slightlyl. Judge Brack,
I think,

BraCK [doing likewise]. Oh, yes,—in
the old days—

Tes, [to LovBoRa, with his hands on
his shoulders]. And now you must
make yourself entirely at home, Eilert!
Musn't he, Hedda?—For I hear you
are going to settle in town again? Eh?

Lov. Yes, I am.

Tes. Quit right, quite right. Let me
tell you, I have got hold of your new
book; but I haven’t had time to read
it yet,

Liv. You may spare yourself the
trouble,
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Tes. Why sof

Ldv. Because there is very little in
it.

Tes, Just fancy—how can you say
so?

Bracg. But it has been very much
praised, I hear.

Lov. That was what I wanted; so I
put nothing into the book but what
every one would agree with.

Tgs. Well but, my dear Eilert—!

Brack. Very wise of you.

Lév. For now I mean to win myself
a position again—to make a fresh
start.

Ts. [a little embarrassed]. Ah, that
is what you wish to do? Eh?

Lov. [smiling, lays down his hat, and
draws o packet, wrapped in paper
from his coat pocket]. But when this
one appears, George Tesman, you will
have to read it. For this is the real
book—the book I have put my true
self into.

Tes. Indeed? And what is it?

Lév. It is the continuation.

Tes. The continuation? Of what?

Lov. Of the book.

Tes. Of the new book.

Lév. Of course.

Tes. Why, my dear Eilert—does it
not come down to our own days?

Lov. Yes, it does; and this one deals
with the future.

Tes. With the future! But, good
heavens, we know nothing of the fu-
ture!

Lév. No; but there is a thiug or two
to be said about it all the same. [Opens
the packet.] Look here—-

Trs. Why, that’s not your hand-
writing.

Lov. I dictated it. [Turning over
the pages’) It falls info two sections.

The first deals with the eivilising forees
of the future. And here is the second
~lrunning through the pages towards
the end]—foreeasting the probable ling
of development,

Tes. How odd now! I should never
bave thought of writing anything of
that sort,

Hzooa [at the glass door, drumming
on the pane]. H'm—I daresay not.

Lov. [replacing the manuscript in
its paper and laying the packet on the
tablel. I brought it, thinking I might
read you a little of it this evening,

Trs. That was very good of you,
Eilert. But this evening——% [Look-
ing at Brack.] I don’t quite see how
We can manage it~—

Lév. Well then, some other time.
There is no hurry.

Brack. I must tell you, Mr. Lév-
borg—there is a little gathering at my
house this evening—mainly in honour
of Tesman, you know—

Lov. [looking for his hat]. Oh—
then I won't detain you—-

Brack. No, but listen—will you not
do me the favour of joining ns?

Liv. [curtly and decidedly]. No, 1
can’t—thank you very mueh,

Brack, Oh, nonsense—do! We
shall be quite a select little circle. And
I assure you we shall have a “lively
time,” as Mrs, Hed—as Mrs, Tesman
says.

Lov. T have no doubt of it. But
nevertheless——

Brack. And then you might bring
your manuseript with you, and read it
to Tesman at my house. I could give
you a room to yourselves.

Tes. Yes, think of that, Eilert,—
why shouldn't you? Eh?
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Heopa [interposing]. But, Tesman,
if Mr. Lovborg would really rather
not! I am sure Mr. Livborg is much
more inclined to remain here and have
supper with me.

Liv. [looking at her]. With you,
Mrs, Tesman?

Heopa, And with Mrs, Elvsted.

Lév, Ab— [Lightly.] I saw her
for & moment this morning.

Heppa. Did you? Well, she is com-
ing this evening. So you see you are
almost bound to remain, Mr, Lovborg,
or she will have no one to see her home.

Lov. That's true. Many thanks,
Mrs. Tesman—in that case I will re-
main,

Heppa. Then I have ome or two
orders to give the servant—— [She
goes to the hall door and rings. BErTA
enters, HEDDA talks to her in a whisper,
and points toward the inmer room.
BERTA nods and goes out again,]

Tes. [at the same time, to Loveoral,
Tell me, Eilert—is it this new subject
—the future—that you are going to
lecture about?

Lov. Yes.

Trs. They told me at the book sell-
er’s, that you are going to deliver a
course of lectures this autumn,

Lov. That is my intention. I hope
you won’t take it ill, Tesman,

TE:. Oh 1o, not in the least! But

Lov. I can quite understand that it
must be disagreeable to you.

Tes. [cast down). Oh, I can't ex-
pect you, out ot consideration for me,

Lov. But I shall wait till you have
received your appointment,
Tes. Will you wait? Yes, but—

are you not going to compete with me?
Eh?

Lév. Noj it is only the moral vie-
tory I care for.

Tes. Why, bless me—then Aun{
Julia was right, after all! Oh yes—I
knew it! Hedda! Just fancy—REilert
Lgvborg is not going to stand in our
way!

Heooa [eurtly]l. Our way? Pray
leave me out of the question. [She
goes up towards the inner room, where
Berra is placing @ tray with decanters
and glasses on the table. HEppa nods
approval, and comes forward again,
BERTA goes out.]

Tes. [at the same time]. And you,
Judge Brack—what do you say to this?
Eh?

Bracr. Well, T say that a moral
vietory—h'm—may be all very fine—

Tes. Yes, certainly. But all the
same——

Heopa [looking at TESMAN with a
cold smile]. You stand there looking
ag if you were thunderstruck—

Tes. Yes—so I am—1I almost think

Brack, Don'’t you see, Mrs, Tesman,
a thunderstorm has just passed over?

Heooa [pointing towards the inner
room]. Will you not take a glass of
cold punch, gentlemen?

Brack [looking at his watch]. A
stirrup-cup? Yes, it wouldn't come
amiss.

Tes. A capital idea, Hedda! Just
the thing! Now that the weight has
been taken off my mind—

Heopa, Will you not join them, Mr,
Lovborg?

Lov. [with a gesture of refusall. No,
thank you. Nothing for me,
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Brack. Why, bless me—cold punch
is surely not poison,

Lov. Perhaps not for every one.

Heopa, 1 will keep Mr. Lévborg
company in the meantime.

Tes. Yes, yes, Hedda dear, do. [He
and BRACK go into the inmer room,
seat themselves, drink punch, smoke
cigarettes, and carry on a lively con-
versation during what follows. EILERT
LovBorg remains beside the stove.
Heboa goes to the writing-table.]

Heppa [raising her wvoice o littlel.
Do you care to look at some photo-
graphs, Mr. Lovborg? You know Tes-
man and I made a tour in the Tyrol
on our way home? [She takes up an
album, and places it on the table be-
side the sofa, in the further corner of
which she seats herself. EmwErr Lov-
BERG approaches, stops, and looks at
her. Then he takes a chair and seats
himself at her left, with his back
towards the inner room.]

Hepoa [opening the album]. Do
you see this range of mountains, Mr.
Lovborg? It’s the Ortler group. Tes-
man has written the name underneath.
Here it is: “The Ortler group near
Meran.”

Lov. [who has never taken his eyes
off her, says softly and slowly:] Hedda
—Gabler!

Heppa [glancing hastily at him].
Ah! Hush!

, I;ov [repeats softly]. Hedda Gab-
er

Heooa [looking at the album]. That
was my name in the old days—when
we two knew each other.

Lov. And I must teach myself never
to say Hedda Gabler again—never, as
long as [ live,

Hzppa [still turning over the pages).
Yes, you must. And I think you ought
to practice in time. The sooner the
better, I should say.

Lov. [in o tone of indignation],
Hedda Gabler married? And married
to—George Tesman!

Heopa, Yes—so the world goes.

Lov. Oh, Hedda, Hedda—how could
you throw yourself away!

Heova [looks sharply at him].
What? I can’t allow this!

Lov., What do you mean? [TesmMan
comes into the room and goes toward
the sofa.]

Heppa [hears him coming and says
in an indifferent tone]. And this is a
view from the Val d’Ampezzo, Mr.
Lovborg. Just look at these peaks!
[Looks affectionately up at TESMAN.]
What’s the name of these curious
peaks, dear?

Tes. Let me see. Oh, those are the
Dolomites.

Heppa, Yes, that’s it!—Those are
the Dolomites, Mr. Lovborg.

Tes. Hedda dear,—I only wanted
to ask whether I shouldn’t bring you
a little punch after all? For yourself
at any rate—eh?

Heppa, Yes, do please; and per-
haps a few biscuits.

Tes. No cigarettes?

Heppa. No.

Tes. Very well. [He goes into the
inmer room and out to the right. BRACK
sits in the inmer room, and keeps an
eye from time fo time on HEDDA and
Loveora.]

Lov. [softly, as before]. Answer me,
Hedda—how could you go and do this?

Heooa [apparently absorbed in the
album], If you continue to say du
to me I won't talk to you, .
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Liv, May I not eay du when we
are alone? .

Heooa, No. You may think it; but
you mustn’t say it.

Lév, Ah, I understand. It is an
offence against George Tesman, whom
you—love.

Heooa [glgnces at him and smiles].
Love?! What an idea?

Lév. You don't love him then!

Hzeopa. But I won't hear of any sort
of unfaithfulness! Remember that.

Liv. Hedda—answer me one thing

Heooa, Hush! [TesMAN enters with
a small tray from the inmer room].

Tgs, Here yon are! Isn't this
tempting? [He puts the tray on the
table.]

Heppa, Why do you bring it your-
self?

Tes. [filling the glasses]. Becanse I
think it's such fun to wait upon you,
Hedda.

Heppa. But you have poured out
two glasses, Mr. Lovborg said he
wouldn’t have any—

Tes. No, but Mrs. Elvsted will soon
be here, won't she?

Heopa, Yes, by-the-bye—Mrs, Elv-
sted—

Tes. Had you forgotten her? Eh?

Heppsa, We were so absorbed in
these photographs. [Shows him a pic-
ture] Do you remember this little
village?

Tgs. Oh, it’s that one just below
the Brenner Pass. It was there we
passed the night—

Heppa, —and met that lively party
of tourists.

Tes, Yes, that was the place. Fancy
~—if we could only have had you with

us, Eilert! Eh? [He returns o the
inner room and sits beside Braor.]

Lov, Answer me this one thing,
Hedda—

Heopa, Well?

Lov. Was there no love in your
friendship for me either? Not a spark
—not a tinge of love in it?

Heopa, I wonder if there was? To
me it seems as though we were two
good comrades—two thoroughly inti-
mate friends. [Smilingly.] You es-
pecially were frankness itself.

Lov. It was you that made me so.

Heppa, As I look back upon it all,
I think there was really something
beautiful, something fascinating —
something daring—in—in that secret
intimagy—that comradeship which no
living creature so much as dreamed of.

Lov. Yes, yes, Hedda! Was there
not#—When I used to eome to your
father’s in the afternoon—and the
General sat over at the window read-
ing his papers—with his back towards
u.s—

Hzppa, And we two on the corner
sofa—

Lov. Always with the same illus-
trated paper before us—

Hgeppa, For want of an album, yes.

Lov, Yes, Hedda, and when I made
my eonfessions to you—told you about
myself, things that at that time no one
else knew! There I would sit and tell
you of my escapades—my days and
nights of devilment. Oh, Hedda—
what was the power in you that foreed
me to confess these things?

Heopa, Do you think it was any
power in me?

Lov. How else can I explain it?
And all those—those roundabout ques-
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tions you used to put to me—

Heppa, Which you understood so
particularly well—

Lév. How could you sit and ques-
tion me like that? Question me quite
frankly—

Heopa, In roundabout terms, please
observe.

Lév. Yes, but frankly nevertheless.
Cross-question me about—all that sor
of thing? .

Heppa, And how could you answer,
Mr. Lovborg.

Lév. Yes, that is just what I can’t
understand—in looking back upon it.
But tell me now, Hedda—was there
not love at the bottom of our friend-
ship? On your side, did you not feel
as though you might purge my stains
away if I made you my confessor?
Was it not so?

Heppa, No, not quite.

Lév. What was your motive, then?

Hzopa. Do you think it quite incom-
prehensible that a young girl—when it
can be done—without any one know-

ng—

Lov. Well?

Heppa, —should be glad to have a
peep, now and then, into a world
which—

Lov, Which—?

Hiopa, —which she is forbidden fo
know anything about?

Lov. So that was it?

Heppa, Partly, Partly—1I almost
think,

Lsv., Comradeship in the thirst for
life, But why should not that, at any
rate, have continued?

Heopa. The fault was yours.

Lov, It was you that broke with me.

Heopay Yes, when our friendship

threatened to develop into something
more serious, Shame upon you, Eilert
Lovborg! How could you think of
wronging your—your frank eomrade?

Lov. [clenching his hands]. Oh, why
did you not earry out your threat?
Why did you not shoot me down?

Heppa, Because I have such a dread
of scandal,

Lov. Yes, Hedda, you are a ecoward
at heart,

Heppa. A terrible coward. [Chang-
ing her tone.] But it was a lucky thing
for you. And now you have found
ample consolation at the Elvsteds’.

Lov. I know what Thes lhas con-
fided to you.

Heppa, And perhaps you have eon-
fided to her something about us?

Lév. Not a word. She is too stupid
to understand anything of that sort.

Heppa, Stupid?

Lév. She is stupid about matters of
that sort.

Hgeooa, And I am cowardly. [Bends
over towards him, without looking him
in the face, and says more softly:]
But now I will confide something to
you

Lov. [eagerly]l. Well?

Heopa, The fact that I dared not
shoot you down—

Lov. Yes!

Hgeppa, —that was not my most ar-
rant cowardice—that evening.

Lov, [looks at her a moment, under-
stands and whispers passionately].
Oh, Hedda! Hedda Gabler! Now I
begin to see a hidden reason beneath
our comradeship! You and I~—!
After all, then, it was your eraving for
life—

Heopa [softly, with & sharp glance.]
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Take care! Believe nothing of the
sort!

[Twilight has begum to fall. The

hall door is opened from without

by BErTa.]

Hepoa, [Closes the album with @
bang and calls smilingly:] Ah, at last!
My darling Thea,—come along!

Mgs. ELvsTeD enters from the hall,
She is in evening dress. The door
18 closed behind her.

Heooa [on the sofa, streches out
her arms towards her]. My sweet Thea
—jyou can’t think how I have been
longing for you!

[Ms, ELvsTED, in passing, exchanges
slight salutations with the gentle-
men tn the inmer room, then goes
up to the table and gives HeDDA
her hands, Emerr Lovsore has
risen. He and Mrs. ELvSTED greet
each other with a silent nod.]

Mgs. Ervs, Ought I go in and talk
to your husband for a moment?

Hgeopa, Oh, not at all. Leave those
two alone. They will soon be going.

Mrs, Ervs. Are they going out?

Heopa, Yes, to a supper-party.

Mgs. Ewvs. [quickly, to Léveorgl.
Not you?

Lév. No.

Heppa, Mr. Léovborg remains with
us.

Mgs, Ervs. [Takes a chair and s
about to seat herself at his side.] Oh,
how nice it is here!

Heppa. No, thank you, my little
Thea! Not there! You'll be good
enough to come over here to me. I
will sit between you

Mgs, Ervs. Yes, just as you please.

[She goes round the table and seats

herself on the sofs on Heppa’s

right. LGvBORG reseats himself on

his chair.]

Lov. [after a short pause, to HEppa],
Is not she lovely to look at?

Heppa [lightly stroking her hairl,
Only to look at?

Lov. Yes. For we two—she and I
—we are two real comrades. We have
absolute faith in each other; so we
can sit and talk with perfect frank-
ness——

Hzeopa, Not round about, Mr. Lov-
borg?

Lév, Well—

Mes. Euvs. [softly clinging close to
Hgopa]. Oh, how happy I am, Hed-
da; For, only think, he says I have
inspired him too,

Heopa. [Looks at her with a smile.]
Ah! Does he say that, dear?

Lov, And then she is so brave, Mrs,
Tesman!

Mrs, Ervs, Good heavens—am I
brave?

Lov. Exceedingly—where your com-
rade is concerned.

Heppa, Ah yes—courage! If ome
only had that!

Lov. What then? What do you
mean?

Heopa, Then life would perhaps be
liveable after all. [With a sudden
change of tone.] But now, my dearest
Thea, you really must have a glass of
cold punch.

Mrs, Ervs. No, thanks—I never
take anything of that kind.

Heopa, Well then, you, Mr. Lov-
borg.

Lov. Nor I, thank you.

Mgs. Euvs. No, he doesnt either.

Heppa, [Looks fizedly at him)]. Bub
if I say you shall?
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Lov. It would be no use.

Heppa [laughing]. Then I, poor
creature, have no sort of power over
you?

Lov. Not in that respect,

Heppa. But seriously, I think you
ought to—for your own sake.

Mgs. Euvs, Why, Hedda—!

Lév. How so?

Heppa, Or rather on account of
other people.

Lov. Indeed?

Heppa, Otherwise people might be
apt to suspect that—in your heart of
hearts—you did not feel quite secure
—-quite confident of yourself,

Mes. Euvs. [softly]. Oh! please,
Hedda—.

Ldv. People may suspeet what they
like—for the present.

Mrs. Ewvs. [joyfully].
them!

Heppa, I saw it plainly in Judge
Brack’s face a moment ago.

Lov. What did you see?

Heopa, His contemptuous smile,
when you dared not go with them into
the inner room.

Lév. Dared not? Of course I pre-
ferred to stop here and talk to you,

Mgs. Ervs. What eould be more nat-
ural, Hedda?

Heppa, But the Judge ecould not
guess that. And I saw, too, the way
he smiled and glanced at Tesman when
you dared not accept his invitation to
this wretched little supper-party of
his,

Lov. Dared not? Do you say I
dared not?

Heppa, I don’t say so. But that
was how Judge Brack understood it.

Liv, Well, let him.

Yes, let

Heppa, Then you are not going
with them.

Lév. I will stay here with you and
Thea.

Mgs, Ervs. Yes, Hedda—how ecan
you doubt that?

Heppa [smiles and nods approv-
ingly to Loveora]. Firm as a rock!
Faithful to your principles, now and
forever! Ah, that is how a man should
be! [Turns to Mrs. ELvsTeD and ca-
resses her]. Well now, what did I tell
you, when you came to us this morn-
ing in such a state of distraction—

Lov. [surprised]. Distraction!

Mgs. Evvs. [terrified]. Hedda—oh
Hedda—!

Heppa, You can see for yourself;
you haven'’t the slightest reason to be
in such mortal terror— [Interrupt-
ing herself.] There! Now we can all
three enjoy ourselves!

Lov. [who has given a start]. Ah—
what is all this, Mrs, Tesman?

Mgs. Ewvs. Oh my God, Hedda!
What are you saying? What are you
doing?

Heppa. Don’t get excited! That
horrid Judge Brack is sitting wateh-
ing you.

Lov. So she was in mortal terror!
On my aceount!

Mzs, Ewvs. [softly and piteouslyl.
Oh, Hedda—now you have ruined
everything !

Lov. [Looks fixedly at Ler for a mo-
ment. Ris face is distorted.] So that
was my comrade’s frank confidence in
me?

Mgzs. Euvs. [imploringlyl. Oh, my
dearest friend—only let me tell you—

Lov. [Takes ome of the glasses of
punch, raises it to his lips, and says in
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& low, husky voice] Your health,
Thea!

{He empties the glass, puts it down,
and takes the second.]

Mzs. Evs. [softlyl. Oh, Hedda,
Hedda—how eould you do this?

Hzopa, I do it? I1 Are you erazy?

Lov. Here’s to your health too,
Mrs, Tesman. Thanks for the truth.
Hurrah for the truth!

[He empties the glass and is about
to re-fill it.]

Hepoa, [Lays her hand on his arm.]
Come, come—no more for the present.
Remember you are going out to sup-

3
Mgs. Ervs. No, no, no!

Heppa, Hush! They are sitting
watching you.

Lov. [putting down the glass.] Now,
Thea—tell me the truth—

Mgs, Ervs, Yes.

Lov. Did your husband know that
you had come after me?

Mrs, Ewvs. [wringing her hands].
Oh, Hedda—do you hear what he is
asking?

Lév. Was it arranged between you
and him that you were to come to town
and look after me? Perhaps it was
the Sheriff himself that urged you to
come! Aha, my dear—no doubt he
wanted my help in his office! Or was
it at the card-table that he missed me?

Mgrs. Ewvs. [softly, in agony]. Oh,
Lovborg, Lovborg—!

Lov. [Seizes a glass and is on the
point of filling it.] Here’s a glass for
the old Sheriff too!

Hevoa [preventing him]. No more
just now. Remember you have to read
your manuscript to Tesman,

Lov. [calmly, putting down the

glass], It was stupid of me all this,
Thea—to take it in this way, I mean,
Don't be angry with me, my dear, dear
comrade. You shall see—both you and
the others—that if T was fallen onee—
now I have risen again! Thanks to
you, Thea.

Mgzs, Euve, [radiant with joy.] Oh,
heaven be praised—!

[Brack has in the meantime looked

at his watch. He and TESMAN rise

and come into the drawing-room.)

Bracg. [Takes his hat and overcoat.]
Well, Mrs. Tesman, our time has come,

Heopa, I suppose it has,

Lov. [risingl. Mine too, Judge
Brack.

Mzs. Ervs, [softly and imploringly].
Oh, Lévborg, don’t do it!

Heppa [pinching her arm]. They
can hear you!

Mrs, Euvs. [with & suppressed
shriek]. Ow!

Lov. [to Brack]l. You were good
enough to invite me.

Brack. Well, are you coming after
all?

Lov. Yes, many thanks.

Brack., I'm delighted—

Lov. [to TESMAN, putting the parcel
of MS. in his pocket]. I should like
to show you one or two things before
I send it to the printers.

Tes. Fancy—that will be delightful,
But, Hedda dear, how is Mrs, Elvsted
to get home? Eh?

Heppa. Oh, that can be managed
somehow.

Lov. [looking towards the ladies].
Mrs. Elvsted? Of course, I'll come
again and fetch her. [Approaching.]
At ten or thereabouts, Mrs, Tesman?
Will that do?
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Hupoa, Certainly, That will do eap-
itally,

Tes, Well, then, that's all right. But
you must not expect me so early,
Hedda.

Heooa, Oh, you may stop as long—
3 long as ever you please,

Mes, Ervs, [trying to conceal her
anziety], Well then, Mr. Livborg—I
shall remain here until you come.

Lov. [with his hat in his hand].
Pray do, Mrs, Elvsted.

Brack, And now off goes the ex-
eursion train, gentlemen! I hope we
ghall have a lively time, as a certain
fair lady puts it.

Hieooa, Ah, if only the fair lady
could be present unseen—!

Brack, Why unseen?

Hzooa, In order to hear a little of
your liveliness at first hand, Judge
Brack.

Brack [laughinglyl. I should not
advise the fair lady to try it.

Tes, [wlso laughing], Come, you're
a nice one Hedda! Fancy that!

Braor, Well, good-bye, good-bye,
ladies,

Lov, [bowing]. About ten oclock,
then.

[Brack, Loveore and TESMAN go

out by the hall door. At the same

time BERTA enters from the inner
room with a lighted lamp, which
she places on the dining-room table;
she goes out by the way she came.]

Mes, Ewvs. [who has risen and ds
wandering restlessly about the room).
Hedda—Hedda—what will come of all
this$

Hrppa, At ten o'clock—he will be
here. I can see him already—with
vineleaves in his hair—flushed and
fearloss—|

Mgs. Ervs. Oh, I hope he may.

Heppa, And then you see—then
he will have regained eontrol over him-
self. Then he will be a free mau for
all his days,

Mes, Ervs, Oh Godl—if he would
only come as you see him now!

Hepoa, He will come as I see him—
80, and not otherwise! [Rises and ap-
proaches TEEA] You may doubt him
as long as you please; I believe in him,
And now we will try—

Mgs, Ervs, You have some hidden
motive in this, Hedda!

Hepoa, Yes, I have. I want for
once in my life to have power to mould
4 human destiny.

Mgs. Ewvs,
power?

Heppa, I have not—and have never
had it,

Mgs. Ezvs. Not your hushand’s?

Heopa. Do you think that is worth
the trouble? Oh, if you could only
understand how poor I am. And fate
has made you so rich! [Clasps her
passionately in her arms] I think I
must burn your hair off, after all.

Mgs, Ervs, Let me go! Let me gol
I am afraid of you, Hedda!

Berra [in the middle doorway]. Tea
is laid in the dining room, ma'sm,

Heooa, Very well. We are eoming,

Mgs. Evs, No, no, no! I would
rather go home alone! At oncel

Heopa, Nonsense? First you shall
have a cup of tea, you little stupid.
And then—at ten o'clock—Eilert Lév-
borg will be here—with vine-leaves in
hig hair,

[She drags Mzs. ELvsTED almost by

force towards the middle doorway.}

Have you not the

wv T
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ACTIT

SoeNe—The room at the TESMAN'S,
The curtains are drawn over the
middle doorway, and also over the
glass door. The lamp, half turned
down, and with a shade over it, is
burning on the table. In the stove,
the door of which stands open,
there has been a fire, which is now
nearly burnt out,

Mgrs, Ewvsrep, wrapped in a large
shawl, and with her feet upon a
foot-rest, sits close to the stove,
sunk back in the arm-chair, HEDDA,
fully dressed, lies sleeping upon
the sofa, with a sofa-blanket over
her,

Mes. Evs. [after @ pause, suddenly
8its up in her chasr, and listens eagerly.
Then she sinks back again wearily,
moaning to herself.] Not yet!—Oh
God—oh God—not yet!

BerTA slips in by the hall door. She
has a letter in her hand,

Mgs. Euvs. [Turns and whispers
eagerly.] Well—has any one come?

Berta [softlyl. Yes, a girl has
brought this letter.

Mzs. Evvs. [quickly, holding out her
hand]. A letter! Give it to me!

Berra. No, it's for Dr. Tesman,
ma’am,

Mgs. Ezvs, Ob, indeed.

Beara. It was Miss Tesman's servant
that brought it. I'll lay it here on the
table.

Mgs, Buvs, Yes, do.

Berra [laying down the letter]. 1
think I had better put out the lamp.
It’s smoking.

Mgs, Ervs. Yes, put it out. It must
soon be daylight now.

- BErra [puiting out the lamp) It

is daylight already, ma’am,

Mgg, Ervs, Yes, broad day! And no
one come back yet—!

Berra. Lord bless you, ma'am—I
guessed how it would be.

Mes. Exvs. You guessed.

Berra, Yes, when I saw that a cer-
tain person had come back to town—
and that he went off with them. For
we've heard enough about that gentle-
man before now.

Mgs, Ewvs, Don't speak so Joud. You
will waken Mrs. Tesman,

Berta [looks towards the sofa and
sighs]. No, no—let her sleep, poor
thing. Shan’t I put some wood on the
fire?

Mgs. Envs, Thanks, not for me.

Berra,  Oh, very well. [She goes
softly out by the hall door.]

Hepoa [is awakened by the shutting
of the door, and looks up]., What's
that—?

Mss. Ewvs, It was only the ser-
vant—

Heppa, [looking about herl. Oh,
we're here—! Yes, now I remember.
[Sits erect upon the sofa, stretches her-
self, and rubs her eyes.] What o’clock
is it, Thea?

Mgs, Ewv. [Looks at her watch.]
It'’s past seven.

Heppa, When did Tesman come
home?

Mgs, Evs. He has not come,

Hzppa, Not ecome home yet?

Mgs, Exvs, [rising]. No one has
come,

Heopa, Think of our watching and
waiting here till four in the morning—

Mrs, Ewvs. [wringing her handsl.
And how I watched and waited for
him!

Heova, [Yawns, and says with her
hand before her mouth.] Well, well—
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we might have spaved ourselves the
trouble.

Mzs, Ervs. Did you get a little
sleep?

Heopa,  Oh yes; I believe I have
slept pretty well. Have you not?

Mzs. Ervs. Not for a moment. I
couldn’t, Hedda !—not to save my life.

Heooa, [Rises and goes towards her.]
There—there—there! There’s nothing
to be so alarmed about. I understand
quite well what has happened.

Mgs. Ervs. Well, what do you think?
Wor’t you tell me?

Heppa, Why, of course it has been
a very late affair at Judge Brack’'s—

Mgs, Ervs. Yes, yes, that is elear
enough, But all the same—

Hrppa, And then, you see, Tesman
hasn’t cared to come home and ring us
up in the middle of the night [Laugh-
ingl. Perhaps he wasn't inclined to
show himself either—immediately after
a jollification,

Mes. Evs, But in that case—where
can he have gone?

Heppa. Of course he has gone to his
aunt’s and slept there. They have his
old room ready for him.

Mgs. Ervs. No, he can’t be with
them; for a letter has just come for
him from Miss Tesman. There it lies.

Heoba. Indeed? [Looks at the ad-
dress.] Why yes, it's addressed in
Aunt Julia’s own hand. Well then, he
has remained at Judge Brack’s. And
as for Eilert Lovborg—he is sitting,
with vine leaves in his hair, reading
his manuseript.

Heopa, Oh, Hedda, you are just
saying things you don’t believe & bit.

Hzopa, You really are g little block-
head, Thea.

Mgs, E*vs. Oh yes, I suppose I am,

Heopa, And how mortally tived you
look.

Mgs. Ervs, Yes, I am mortally tired.

Heppa, Well then, you must do as
I tell you. You must go into my room
and lie down for a little while,

Mzs, Evs, Oh no, no—I shouldn’t
be able to sleep.

Hzppa, I am sure you would,

Mgs. Ervs, Well, but your husband
is certain to come soon now; and then
I want to know at onee—

Heopa, I shall take care to let you
know when he comes,

Mes. Ervs. Do you promise me,
Hedda?

Heppa, Yes, rely upon me. Just
you go in and have a sleep in the
meantime,

Mgs, Ervs, Thanks; then Il try
to. [She goes off through the inmer
room.)

[Heppa goes up to the glass door
and draws back the curtains, The
broad daylight streams info the
room. Then she takes a little
hand-glass from the writing-table,
looks at herself in it, and arranges
her hair. Next she goes to the hall
door and presses the bell-buston.]

BerTA presently appears at the hall
door.

Berra. Did you want anything,
ma'am?

Heopa, Yes; you must put some
more wood in the stove, I am shiver-

ing.

Berra. Bless me—T'll make up the
fire at once. ([She rakes the embers
together and lays a piece of wood upon
them; then stops and listens.] That
was a ring at the front door, ma'am,

Heppa. Then go to the door, I will
look after the fire,
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Beara, ItW soon bura up. [She
goes out by the hall door.]

{Heopa kneels on the fool-rest and
lays some more pieces of wood in
the stove.]

After a short pouse, GzoncE TEs-
MAN enters from the hall. He
looks tired and rather serious. He
steals on tiptos towards the mid-
dle doorway and is about to slip
through the curtains.

Hzopa. [At the stove, without look-

ing up.] Good morning,

Tes, [Turns.] Hedda! [Approach-
ing her.] Good heavens—are you up
so early? Eh?

Heppa, Yes, I am up very early
this morning.

Tes. And I never doubted you were
still sound asleep! Fancy that, Hedda!

Hzppa, Don't speak so loud. Mrs,
Elvsted is resting in my room,

Tes. Has Mrs, Elvsted been here all
night?

Heopa, Yes, sinee no one came to
fetch her.

Tes. Ab, to be sure.

Heooa, [Closes the door of the stove
and rises.] Well, did you enjoy your-
pelf at Judge Brack’s?

Tes. Have you been anxious about
me? Eh?

Heppa. No, I should never think of
being anxious, But I asked if you had
enjoyed yourself,

Tes. Oh yes,—for once in a way.
Especially the beginning of the even-
ing; for then Eilert read me part of
his book. We arrived more than an
hour too early—fancy that! And
Brack had all sorts of arrangements to
make—so Eilert read to me.

Hzooa [seating herself by the table
on the right.] Well? Tell me, then—

Tra. [sitting on a footstool wear the
stove.] Oh! Hedda, you can't conceive
what a book that is going to be! I
believe it is one of the most remark-
sble things that have ever been writ-
ten. Fancy that!

Heppa, Yes, yes; I don't eare about
that——

Tes. I must make a confession to
you, Hedda. When he had finished
reading—a horrid feeling came over
me.

Heppa. A horrid feeling?

Tes, I felt jealous of Eilert for hav-
ing had it in him to write such a book.
Only think, Hedda!

Heppa, Yes, yes, I am thinking!

Tes. And then how pitiful to think
that he—with all his gifts—should be
irreclaimable after all,

Heopa. I suppose you mean that he
has more courage than the rest?

Tgs. No, not at all—I mean that he
is incapable of taking his pleasures in
moderation,

Heopa, And what eame of it all—
in the end?

Tes, Well, to tell the truth, I think
it might best be deseribed as an orgy,
Hedda.

Heopa,
hair?

Tes. Vine-leaves? No, I saw noth-
ing of the sort. But he made a long,
rambling speech in honour of the
woman who had inspired him in his
work—that was the phrase he used.

Hepps. Did he name her?

Tes. No, he didn’t; but I can't help
thinking he meant Mrs, Elvsted. You
may be sure he did.

Heopa, Well—where did you part
from him$

Tes. On the way to town. We

Had he vine-leaves in his
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broke up—the last of us at any rate—
all together; and Brack eame with us
to get & breath of fresh air. An then,
you see, we agreed to take Eilert home;
for he had had far more than was
good for him.

Heppa, I daresay.

Tgs, But now comes the strange part
of it, Hedda; or, I should rather say,
the melancholy part of it. I declare I
am almost ashamed—on Eilert's ac-
count—to tell you—

Hzppa, Ob, go on—

Trs, Well, as we were getting near
town, you see, I happend to drop a
little behind the others. Only for a
minute or two—faney that!

Heopa. Yes, yes, yes, but—*?

Tes. And then, as I hurtied after
them—what do you think I found by
the wayside? Eh?

Hgeopa. Oh, how should I know!

Tes. You musn’t speak of it to &
soul, Hedda! Do you hear! Promise
me, for Eilert’s sake, [Draws a parcel,
wrapped s paper, from his coat
pocket) Fancy, dear—I found this.

Heppa. Is not that the parcel he had
with him yesterday?

Tes, Yes, it is the whole of his
precious, irreplacable manuseript! And
he had gone and lost it, and knew
nothing about it. Only fancy, Hedda.
So deplorably—

Heppa, But why did you not give
him back the parcel at once?

Tes. I didn’t dare to—in the state
he was then in—

Heppa, Did you not tell any of the
others that you had found it?

Tes, Oh, far from it! You can
surely understand that, for Eilert's
sake, T wouldn’t do that.

Hzopay So no one knows that Eilert

Livborg’s manuseript is in your pos-
session?

Tes, No. And no one must know it.

Heppa. Then what did you say to
him afterwards?

Tes. I didn’t talk to him again at
all; for when we got in among the
streets, he and two or three of the
others gave us the slip and disap-
peared. Faney that!

Heppa, Indeed! They must have
taken him home then,

Tes. Yes, so it would appear. And
Brack, too, left us,

Heopa. And what have you been do-
ing with yourself since?

Tes. Well, I and some of the others
went home with one of the party, a
jolly fellow, and took our morning eof-
fee with him; or perhaps I should
rather call it our night coffee—eh? But
now, when I have rested a little, and
given Eilert, poor fellow, time to have
his sleep out, I must take this back
to him,

Hzpoa, [Holds out her hand for the
packet] No—don't give it to him!
Not in such a hurry, I mean. Let me
read it first,

Tes, No, my dearest Hedda, I
mustn’t, T really mustn’t,

Heppa, You must not?

Tes, No—for you can imagine what
a state of despair he will be in when
he awakens and misses the manuseript.
He has no copy of it, you must know!
He told me so,

Heooa [looking searchingly at him.]
Can such a thing not be reproduced?
Written over again?

Tes, No, I don’t think that would
be possible, For the inspiration, you
see—

Hiooa, Yes, yes—I suppose it de-
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pends on that. [Lightly.] But, by-
the-bye—here is a letter for you,

Tes. Fancy—!

Heooa [handing it to him.] It came
early this morning.

Tes. It's from Aunt Julia! What
can it be? [He lays the packet on the
other footstool, opens the letter, runs
his eye through it, and jumps up.]
Oh, Hedda—she says that poor Aunt
Rina is dying!

Heppa, Well, we were prepared for
that.

Tes. And that if I want to see her
again, I must make haste. Tl run
in to them at once.

Heooa [suppressing a smile.] Will
you run?

Tes. Oh, dearest Hedda—if you
eould only make up your mind to come
with me! Just think!

Heooa. [Rises and says wearily, re-
pelling the idea.] No, no, don't ask
me, I will not look upon sickness and
death. I loathe all sorts of ugliness.

Tes. Well, well then—! [Bustling
around,] My hat— My overcoat—?
Oh, in the hall— I do hope I mayn't
come too late, Hedda! Eh?

Hgeppa, Ob, if you run—

Berra. Judge Brack is at the door,
and wishes to know if he may come in.

Tes, At this time! No, I can’t pos-
sibly see him.

Heppa, But I can. [To BErral]
Ask Judge Brack to come in. [BgrTa
goes out.)

Heppa [quickly whispering] The
parcel, Tesman! [She snatches it up
from the stool.]

Tes. Yes, give it to me!

Heppa. No, no, I will keep it till
you come back,

[She goes to the writing-table and

places it in the book-case. Tes-
MAN stands in a flurry of haste,
and cannot get his gloves on.]

JUpGE BRACK enters from the hall.

Hepoa [nodding to him]. You are
an early bird, I must say.

Brack. Yes, don’t you think sof
[To Tesman.] Are you on the move,
too?

Tes. Yes, I must rush off to my
aunts’, Fancy—the invalid one is ly-
ing at death’s door, poor creature.

Brack. Dear me, is she indeed?
Then on no account let me detain you.
At such a eritical moment—

Tes, Yes, I must really rush—
Good-bye! Good-bye! [He hastens
out by the hall door.]

Heooa [approaching]. You seem
to have made a particularly lively night
of it at your rooms, Judge Brack.

Brack. I assure you I have not had
my clothes off, Mrs. Hedda.

Heppa. Not you, either?

Brack. No, as you may see. But
what has Tesman been telling you of
the night’s adventures?

Heppa, Oh, some tiresome story.
Only that they went and had coffee
somewhere or other.

Brack. I have heard about that
coffee-party already, Eilert Lovborg
was not with them, I faney?

Heppa. No, they had taken him
home before that.

Brack. Tesman, too?

Heppa. No, but some of the others,
he said.

Brack [smiling]. George Tesman
is really an ingenuous creature, Mrs,
Hedda.

Heppa, Yes, heaven knows he is.
Then is there something behind all
this?
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Brack. Yes, perhaps there may be.

Heopa, Well then, sit down, my
dear Judge, and tell your story in com-
fort,

[She seats herself to the left of the
table. BRACK sits near her, at the
long side of the table.]

Heopa, Now then?

Brack. I had special reasons for
keeping track of my guests—or rather
of some of my guests—last night.

Heppa, Of Eilert Lovborg among
the rest, perhaps?

Brack. Frankly, yes.

Heopa, Now you make me really
curious—

Bracr. Do you know where he and
one or two of the others finished the
uight, Mrs. Hedda?

Hgeooa. If it is not quite unmen-
tionable, tell me.

Brack. Oh no, it’s not at all un-
mentionable, Well, they put in an ap-
pearance at a particularly animated
soirée.

Heopa, Of the lively kind?

Bracg. Of the very liveliest—

Hgeppa. Tell me more of this, Judge
Brack—

Bracr. Lovborg, as well as the
others, had been invited in advance.
I knew all about it. But he had de-
clined the invitation; for now, as you
know, he has become & new man.

Heppa, Up at the Elvsted's, yes.
But he went after all, then?

Bracr, Well, you see, Mrs, Hedda
~—unhappily the spirit moved him at
my rooms last evening—

Heppa, Yes, I hear he found inspi-
ration.

Braok. Pretty. violent inspiration.
Well, I fgcy that altered his purpose;
for we mén folk are unfortunately not

always so firm in our principles as we
ought to be.

Heopa, Oh, I am sure you are an
exception, Judge Brack. But as to
Livborg—?

Brack. To make a long story short
—he landed at last in Mademoiselle
Diana’s rooms.

Heppa, Mademoiselle Diana's?

Brack, It was Mademoiselle Diana
that was giving the soirée, to a seleet
cirele of her admirers and her lady
friends.

Heopa, Is she a red-haired woman?

Brack. Precisely.

Heopa, A sort of a—singer?

Brack. Oh! yes—in her leisure mo-
ments. And moreover a mighty hunt-
ress—of men—Mrs, Hedda. You have
no doubt heard of her. Eilert Lovborg
was one of her most enthusiastie pro-
tectors—in the days of his glory.

Heppa, And how did all this end?

Brack. Far from amicably, it ape
pears. After a most tender meeting,
they seem to have come to blows—

Heppa. Lovborg and she?

Brack. Yes. He accused her or her
friends of having robbed him, He de-
clared that his pocket-book had disape
peared—and other things as well. In
short he seems to have made a furious
disturbance,

Heppa, And what came of it all?

Brack. It came to a general serim-
mage, in which the ladies as well as the
gentlemen took part. Fortunately the
police at last appeared on the scene.

Heppa, The police too?

Brack. Yes. I faney it will prove
a costly frolic for Eilert Lovborg,
crazy being that he is,

Heppa. How so?

Brack, He seems to have made a
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violent resistanee—to have hit one of
the constables on the head and torn the
coat off his back. So they had to march
hun off to the police-station with the

Hmm. How have you learnt all
this?

Brack. From the police themselves.

Heopa [gazing straight before her.]
So that is what happened. Then he
bad no vine-leaves in his hair?

Brack. Vineleaves, Mrs. Hedda?

Heoa [changing her tone]. But tell
me now, Judge—what is your real
reason for tracking out Eilert Lov-
borg’s movements so carefully?

Bracx, In the first place, it could
not be entirely indifferent to me if it
ghould appear in the police-court that
he came straight from my house.

Hrppa, Will the matter come into
court then?

Brack. Of course. However, I
should searcely have troubled so much
about that, But I thought that, as a
friend of the family, it was my duty to
supply you and Tesman with a full ac-
count of his noeturnal exploits.

Hepps, Why so, Judge Brack?

Brack. Why, because I have a
shrewd suspicion that he intends to use
you as a sort of blind.

Hzppa. Oh, how can you think such
a thing!

Brack. Good heavens, Mrs. Hedda
—we have eyes in our head. Mark
my words! This Mrs. Elvsted will be
in no hwrry to leave town again,

Heopa, Well, even if there should
be anything between them, I suppose
there are plenty of other places where
they could meet.

Brack, Not a single home. Hence-
forth, as before, every respectable
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house will b elosed against Eilert Lv-

rg.

Heppa, And so ought mine to be,
you mean?

Bracr. Yes. T confess it would be
more than painful to me if this per-
sonage were to be made free of your
house. How superfluous, how intru-
sive, he would be, if he were to force
his way into—

Heppa, —into the triangle?

Brack. Precisely. It would simply
mean that I should find myself home-
Jess,

Heooa. [Looks at him with a smale.]
So you want to be the one cock in the
basket—that is your aim.

Brack [nods slowly and lowers his
voice.] Yes, that is my aim. And for
that I will fight—with every weapon I
can command.

Heopa [her smile vanishing]. I see
you are a dangerous person—when it
comes to the point.

Brack. Do you think so?

Heppa, I am beginning to think so.
And I am exceedingly glad to think—
that you have no sort of hold over me,

Brack [laughing equivocally]. Well,
well, Mrs. Hedda—perhaps you are
right there, If I had, who knows what
I might be eapable of?

Heppa, Come, come now, Judge
Brack. That sounds almost like a
threat.

Brack [risingl. O, not at all! The
triangle, you know, ought, if possible,
to be spontaneously constructed.

Heppa, There I agree with you.

Brac. Well, now I have said all T
had to say; and I had better be getting
back to town. Good-bye, Mrs. Hedda.
[He goes towards the glass door.]
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Heopa [rising].
through the garden?

Brack. Yes, it's a short cut for me.

Heooa, And then it is a back way,
too.
Brack. Quite so. I have no objec-
tion to back ways. They may be pi-
quant enough at times.

Heops, When there is ball practice
going on, you mean?

Brack [in the doorway, laughing to
her]. Oh, people don’t shoot their
tame poultry, I faney.

Heopa [also laughingl. Oh no,
when there is only one cock in the
basket—

[They exchange laughing mods of
farewell. He goes. She closes the
door bekind him.]

[Heppa, who has become quite se-
rious, stands for a moment looking
out. Presently she goes and peeps
through the curtain over the mid-
dle doorway. Then she goes to
the writing-table, takes LovBORG'S
packet out of the bookcase, and is
on the point of looking through its
contents, BERTA is heard speak-
ing loudly in the hall. Heppa
turns and listens. Then she
hastily locks up the packet in the
drawer, and lays the key on the
inkstand.]

Emwrrr Loveore, with his great coat
on and his hat in his hand, tears
open the hall door. He looks
somewhat confused and irritated.

Lov. [looking towards the hall]. And
T tell you I must and will come in!
There!

[He closes the door, turns and sees
HEpDa, at once regains his self-
controf, and bows.]

Heppa [g¢ the writing-table]. Well,

Are you going

46

Mr. Livborg, this is rather a late hour
to call for Thea.

Lov. You mean rather an early hour
to call on you. Pray pardon me.

Heppa. How do you know that she
is still here?

Lov. They told me at her lodgings
that she had been out all night.

Heopa [going to the oval table],
Did you notice anything about the
people of the house when they said
that?

Lov. [Looks inquiringly at herl.
Notice anything about them?

Heppa. I mean, did they seem to
think it odd?

Lov. [suddenly understanding.] Oh,
yes, of course! I am dragging her
down with me! However, I didu’t no-
tice anything.—I suppose Tesman is
not up yet?

Heopa. No—TI think not—

Lov. When did he come home?

Heppa. Very late.

Lov. Did he tell you anything?

Heppa. Yes, I gathered that you™
had had an exceedingly jolly evening
at Judge Brack’s.

Lov. Nothing more? )

Heppa. I don't think so. However,
I was so dreadfully sleepy—

[Mrs. ELvSTED enters through the

curtaing of the middle doorway.)

Mes. Ervs. [going towards him.]
Ab, Lovborg! At last—!

Lov. Yes, at last. And too late!

Mss. Ewvs. [Looks anziously at
him.] What is too late?

Liv. Everything is too late now. It
is all over with me.

Mgs. Ervs. Oh no, no—don't say
that!

Lov. You will say the same when
you hear— ’
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Mgs, Ervs, I won't hear anything!

Heppa. Perhaps you would prefer
to talk to her alome! If so, I will
leave you.

Lév. No, stay—you too. I beg you
to stay.

Mgs. Envs, Yes, but I won't hear
anything, I tell you.

Lov. It is not last night’s adven-
tures that I want to talk about.

Mgs. Ervs. What is it then—?

Lév. I want to say that now our
ways must part.

Mgs. Ewvs, Part!

Heooa [involuntarily]. I knew it!

Lov. You can be of no more service
to me, Thea.

Mrs, Ewvs, How can you stand
there and say that! No more service
to you! Am I not to help you now,
ag before? Are we not to go on work-
ing together?

Ldv. Henceforward I shall do no
work.

Mgs. Euvs, [despairingly].
what am I to do with my life?

Lov. You must try to live your
life as if you had never known me.

Mgs. Evvs, But you know I eannot
do that!

Lov. Try if you cannot, Thea. You
must go home again—

Mrs. Ewvs, [in vehement protest].
Never in this world! Where you are,
there will I be also! I will not let
myself be driven away like this! I
will remain here! I will be with you
when the book appears,

Hepoa [half aloud, in suspensel.
Ah yes—the book!

Lév. [Looks at her.] My book and
Thea's; for that is what it is.

Mes. Exvs. Yes, I feel that it is.
And that is why I have a right to be

Then

with yon when it appears! I will see
with my own eyes how respect and
honour pour in upon you afresh, And
the happiness—the happiness—oh, I
must share it with you!

Lov. Thea—our book will never ap-
pear.

Heppa, Ah!

Mgs. Eivs, Never appear!

Lov. Can never appear.

Mgs. Exvs, [in agonised foreboding].
Lovborg—what have you done with
the manuseript?

Heooa, [Looks anwiously ab him).
Yes, the manuseript—?

Mgs. Ervs, Where is it?

Lov, Oh! Thea—don't ask me about
it!

Mzs, Ervs, Yes, yes, T will know.
T demand to be told at once.

Lov. The manuseript— Well then—
I have torn the manuscript into a
thousand pieces.

Mgs. Ewvs. [Shrieks]. Oh no, no—!

Heopa [imvoluntarily]. But that's
not—

Lov. [Looks at her]. Not true, you
think ¢

Heppa [collecting herself]. Oh, well,
of course—since you say so. But it
sounded so improbable—

Lov. It is true, all the same,

Mes. Euvs. [wringing her hands).
Oh! God—oh! God, Hedda—torn his
own work to pieces!

Lov. I have torn my own life to
pieces. So why should I not tear my
life-work too—?

Mes. Ecvs. And you did this last
night?

Lov, Yes, I tell you! Tore it into a
thousand pieces and scattered them on
the flord—far out. There there is cool
sea-water at any rate—let them drift
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upon it—drift with the current and
the wind. And then presently they
will sink—deeper and deeper—as I
shall, Thea.

Mes. Ewvs. Do you know, Lévborg,
that what you have done with the book
—I shall think of it to my dying day
as though you had killed a little child,

Lov. Yes, you are right. It is a
sort of child-murder.

Mgs. Ervs. How could you, then—!
Did not the child belong to me, toot

Heppa [almost inaudibly]. A, the
child—

Mgs, Euvs. [breathing heavily]. It
is all over then. Well, well, now I will
go, Hedda.

Hepoa. But you are not going away
from town$

Mrs. Envs, Ob, I don’t know what
I shall do. I see nothing but darkness
before me. [She goes out by the hall
door.]

Heppa. [Stands waiting for a mo-
ment], So you are not going to see
her home, Mr. Lovborg?

Lov. I? Through the streets? Would
you have people see her walking with
me?

Hzppa. Of course I don’t know what
else may have happened last night. But
is it so utterly irretrievable?

Lov. It will not end with last night
—1I know that perfectly well. And the
thing is that now I have no taste for
that sort of life either. I won't begin
it anew. She has broken my ecourage
and my power of braving life out.

Heppa [looking straight before her].
So that pretty little fool has had her
fingers in a man’s destiny. [Looks at
him] But all the same, how could
you treat ?er so heartlessly?

7

Lov. Oh, don’ say that it was heart-
less!

Heopa, To go and destroy what has
filled her whole soul for months and
years! You do not call that heartless!

Lov. To you I can tell the truth,
Hedda.

Heopa. The truth?

Lov. First promise me—give me
your word—that what I now confide
to you Thea shall never know.

Heopa, I give you my word.

Lov. Good. Then let me tell you
that what I said just now was untrue,

Hgeopa. About the manuseript ¢

Lov. Yes. I have not torn it to
pieces—nor thrown it into the fiord.

Hzeopa, No, n— But—where is it
then?

Lov. I have destroyed it none the
less—utterly destroyed it, Hedda!

Lov. Thea said that what I had
done seemed to her like a child-murder.

Hzeopa, Yes, so she said.

Lév. But to kill this child—that is
not the worst thing a father can do to
it

Heopa. Not the worst?

Lov. No. I wanted to spare Thea
from hearing the worst.

Heopa. Then what is the worst?

Lov. Suppose now, Hedda, that a
man—in the small hours of the morning
came home to his child’s mother
after a night of riot and debauchery,
and said: “Listen—I have been here
and there—in this place and in that.
And T have taken our child with me
—to this place and to that. And I have
lost the child—utterly lost it. The
devil knows into what hands it may
have fallen—who may have had their
clutches on it.”
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Heopa, Well—but when all is said
and done, you know—that was only &
book:

Liv. Thea’s pure soul was in that

Heppa, Yes, so I understand.

Lév. And you can understand, too,
jhat for her and me together no future
is possible.

Heopa., What path do you mean to
take then?

Lév. None. I will only try to make
an end of it all—the sooner the better.

Heopa, I don't understand.

Hzopa [a step nearer to him.] Eilert
Lovborg—listen to me. Will you not
try to—to do it beautifully?

Lov. Beautifully? [Smilingl. With
vine-leaves in my hair as you used to
dream in the old days—?

Heopa. No, no. I have lost my faith
in the vineleaves. But beautifully,
nevertheless! For once in a way!—
Good-bye! You must go now—and do
not come here any more,

Lév. Good-bye, Mrs. Tesman, And
give George Tesman my love. [He is
on the point of going.]

Heopa, No, wait! I must give you
a memento to take with you,

[She goes to the writing-table and
opens the drawer and the pistol-case;
then returns to Lov. with one of the
pistols.]

Liv. [looks at her.] This? Is this the
memento?

Hzooa [nodding slowly]l. Do you
recognise it? It was aimed at you

once,
Lsv. You should have used it then,
Heopa, Take it—and do you use it
now.
Lov. [puts the pistol in his breast
pocket], Thanks!

Hepoa, And besutifully, Eilert Love
borg. Promise me that!

Liv. Good-bye, Hedda Gabler. [He
goes out by the hall door.]

[Heopa listens for a moment at the
door. Then she goes up to the writing-
table, takes out the packet of manu-
seript, peeps under the cover, draws &
few of the sheets half out, and looks
at them. Next she goes over and seats
herself in the arm-chair beside the
stove, with the packet in her lap. Pre-
sently she opens the stove door, and
then the packet.]

Heooa [throws one of the quires
into the fire and whispers to herselfl,
Now I am burning your child, Thea!—
Burning it, curly-locks! ([Throwing
one or two more quires into the stove.]
Your child and Eilert Lovborg’s.
[Throws the rest in.] I am burning—
I am burning your child,

ACT IV

SceNe—The same rooms af the TEs-
MANS', It is evening. The drawing-
room is in darkness. The back room
18 lighted by the hanging lamp over the
table. The curtains over the glass door
are drawn close,

Heppa, dressed in black, walks to
and fro in the dark room. Then she
goes into the back room and disappears
for a moment to the left. She is heard
to strike a few chords on the piano.
Presently she comes in sight again, and
returns to the drawing-room.

BERTA enters from the right, through
the inmer room, with o lighted lamp,
which she places on the table in from
of the corner settee in the drawing-
room. Her eyes are red with weeping,
and she has black ribbons in her cag.
She goes quictly and circumspectly
out to the right,
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Hznoa goes up to the glass door, lifts
the curtain a little aside, and looks ous
into the darkwess.

Shortly afterwards, Miss TESMAN,
in mourning, with a bonmet and veil
on, comes in from the hall. HEDDA goes
towards her and holds out her hand.

Miss Tes, Yes, Hedda, here I am,
in mourning and forlorn; for now my
poor sister has at last found peace.

Heppa, I have heard the news al-
ready, as you see, Tesman sent me &
card.

Miss Tgs. Yes, he promised me he
would. But nevertheless I thought that
to Hedda—here in the house of life—
I ought myself to bring the tidings
of death.

Heppa. That was very kind of youw

Miss Tes. Ah, Rina ought not to
have left us just now. This is not the
time for Hedda’s house to be a house
of mourning.

Heppa [changing the subject], She
died quite peacefully, did she not, Miss
Tesman?

Misg Tes. Oh, her end was so calm,
so beautiful. And then she had the un-
speakable happiness of seeing George
once more—and bidding him good-bye.
—Has he come home yet?

Heppa. No. He wrote that he might
be detained. But won’t you sit down?

Miss Tes. No thank you, my dear,
dear Hedda, I should like to, but I
have so much to do. I must prepare
my dear one for her rest as well as I
can. She shall go to her grave looking
her best.

Heppa, Can I not help you in any
way?

Miss Tgs. Oh, you must not think
Jf it! Hedda Tesman must have no
hand in mournful work, Nor let

her thoughts dwell on it either—not at
this time,

Heopa, Oze is not always mistress
of one’s thoughts—

Miss Tes. [continuing]l. Ah yes, it
is the way of the world, At home we
shall be sewing a shroud; and here
there will soon be sewing too, I sup-
pose—but of another sort, thank God!

George TESMAN enters by the hall
door.

Heppa. Ah, you have come at last!

Tes, You here, Aunt Julia} With
Hedda? Fancy that!

Miss Tes. I was just going, my
dear boy. Well, have you done all you
promised?

Tes. No; I'm really afraid I have
forgotten half of it. I must come to
you again to-morrow. To-day my brain
is all in a whirl. I can't keep my
thoughts together,

Miss Tes. Why, my dear George,
you mustn’t take it in this way.

Tes. Mustn't—? How do you
mean?

Miss Tes, Even in your sorrow you
must rejoice, as I do—rejoice that she
is at rest.

Trs. Oh yes, yes—you are thinking
of Aunt Rina.

Heopa. You will feel lonely now,
Miss Tesman,

Miss Tes. Just at first, yes. But
that will not last very long, I hope
I daresay I shall soon find an occupant
for poor Rina’s little room.

Tgs. Indeed? Who do you think
will take it? Eh?

Miss Tes, Ob, there’s always some
poor invalid or other in want of nurs
ing, unfortunately.

Heppa, Would you really take such
a burden upon you again?
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Miss Tes. A burden! Heaven for-
give you, child—it has been no burden
to me,

Heppa, But suppose you had a total
stranger on your hands—

Miss Tes, Oh, onme soon makes
friends with siek folk; and it’s such
an absolute necessity for me to have
some one to live for, Well, heaven be
praised, there may soon be something
in this house, too, to keep an old aunt
busy.
Heppa, Oh, don't trouble about any-
thing here,

Tes. Yes, just fancy what a nice
time we three might have togethor,
if—1

Heopa, If—1

Tgs. [uneasily]. Oh, nothing. It will
all come right. Let us hope so—eh?

Miss Tes, Well, well, I daresay you
two want to talk to each other. [Smil-
ing.] And perhaps Hedda may have
something to tell you too, George.
Good-bye! I must go home to Rina.
[Turning at the door.] How strange
it is to think that now Rina is with
me and with my poor brother as well!

Tes. Yes, fancy that, Aunt Julia!
Eh?

[Miss TeSMAN goes out by the hall
door.]

Heooa [follows TESMAN eoldly and
searchingly with her eyes]. 1 almost
believe your Aunt Rina’s death affects
you more than it does your Aunt Julia.

Tes. Oh, it’s not that alome, It's
Eilert I am so terribly uneasy about.

Hepoa [quickly]. Is there anything
new about him?

Tes, I looked in at his rooms this
afternoon, intending to tell him the
manuscript was in safe keeping.

Hzopa, Well, did you not find him?

Tes. No. He wasn’t at home. But
afterwards I met Mrs. Elvsted, and
she told me that he had been here early
this morning.

Heopa, Yes, directly after you had

ne.

Tes, And he said that he had torn
his manuseript to pieces—eh?

Heppa., Yes, so he declared.

Trs, Why, good heavens, he must
have been completely out of his mind!
And T suppose you thought it best not
to give it back to him, Hedda?

Heppa. No, he did not get it.

Tes. But of course you told him
that we had it?

Heopa, No. [Quickly] Did you
tell Mrs, Elvsted?

Tes. Noj I thought I had better
not. But you ought to have told him.
Fancy, if, in desperation, he should
go and do himself some injury! Let
me have the manuseript, Hedda! I will
take it to him at once. Where is it?

Heopa [cold and immovable, leaning
on the arm-chair]. I have not got it.

Trs. Have not got it? What in the
world do you mean?

Heopa, I have burnt it—every line
of it.

Tes. [with a wiolent movement of
terror], Burnt! Burnt Eilert's manu-
seript!

Heppa, Don’t scream so. The ser-
vant might hear you,

Tes. Burnt! Why, good God—!
No, no, no! It's impossible!

Hzeppa, It is so, nevertheless,

Tes. Do you know what you have
done, Hedda? It’s unlawful appropria-
tion of lost property. Faney that! Just
ask Judge Brack, and hell tell you
what it is.

Heooa, T advise you not to speak
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of it—either to Judge Brack, or to any
one else,

Tes. But how could you do anything
g0 unheard-of? What put it into your
head? What possessed you? Answer
me that—eh?

Heoba [suppressing an almost #m-
perceptible smile], I did it for your
sake, George.

Tes. For my sake!

Heopa. This morning, when you told
me about what he had read to you—

Trs. Yes, yes—what then?

Heppa. You acknowledged that you
envied him his work,

Tgs. Ob, of course I didn’t mean
that literally.

Heopa, No matter—T could not bear
the idea that anyone should throw you
into the shade,

Tes. [in an outburst of mingled
doubt and joy]. Hedda! Oh, is this
true? But—but—1I never knew you to
show your love like that before. Faney
that!

Heopa, Well, I may as well tell you
that—just at this time— [Impa-
tiently breaking off.] No, no; you can
ask Aunt Julia, She will tell you, fast
enough.

Tes. Oh, I almost think I under-
stand you, Hedda! [Clasps his hands
together.] Great heavens! Do yom
really mean it! Eh?

Heopa, Don't shout so. The servant
might hear,

Tes. [laughing in irrepressible glee.]
The servant! Why, how absurd you
are, Hedds. It’s only my old Berta.
Why, Tll tell Berta myself.

Heooa [clenching her hands together
in desperation}. Oh, it is killing me,—
it is killing me, all this!

TEs, Wl’at is, Hedda? Eh?

Hepooa [coldly, controlling herself].
All this—absurdity—George.

Trs, Absurdity! Do you see any-
thing absurd in my being overjoyed
at the news! But after all—perhaps
I had better not say anything to Berta.

Heppa, Oh—why not that too?

Tes. No, no, not yet! But I must
certainly tell Aunt Julia. And then
that you have begun to call me Greorge
too! Fancy that! Oh, Aunt Julia will
be so happy—so happy!

Heopa, When she hears that I have
burnt Eilert Lovborg’s manuseript—
for your sake?

Tes. No, by-the-bye—that affair of
the manuseript—of course nobody must
know about that. But that you love
me so much, Hedda—Aunt Julia must
really share my joy in that! I wonder,
now, whether this sort of thing is usual
in young wives? Eh?

Heppa, I think you had better ask
Aunt Julia that question too.

Tes, I will indeed, some time or
other. [Looks uneasy and downcast
again.] And yet the manuseript—the
manuseript! Good God! It is terrible
to think what will become of poor
Eilert now.

Mgs, ELvSTED, dressed as in the first
Act, with hat and cloak, enters by
the hall door.

Mgs, Ewvs, [greets them hurriedly,
and says in evident agitation]. Oh,
dear Hedda, forgive my coming again,

Heppa. What is the matter with you,
Thea?

Trs. Something about Eilert Lov-
borg again—eh?

Mrs, Ervs, Yes! I am dreadfully
afraid some misfortune has happened
to him, :
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Hrooa [seizes her arm]. Ab—do
you think so?

Tes. Why, good Lord—what makes
you think that, Mrs. Elvsted?

Mgs. Ervs. I heard them talking of
him at my boarding-house—just as I
came in, Oh, the most ineredible ru-
mours are afloat about him to-day.

Tes. Yes, faney, so I heard too!
And I can bear witness that he went
gtraight home to bed last night. Faney
that!

Heppa. Well, what did they say at
the boarding-house?

Mgs, Evs. Oh, I couldn’t make out
anything clearly. Either they knew no-
thing definite, or else— They stopped
talking when they saw me; and I did
not dare to ask.

Tes. [moving about unessilyl. We
must hope—we must hope that you
misunderstood them, Mrs. Elvsted.

Mzs, Ervs. No, no; I am sure it was
of him they were talking. And I
heard something about the hospital or—

Tes. The hospital?

Heppa, No—surely that eannot be!

Mgs, Ervs, Oh, I was in such mortal
terror! I went to his lodgings and
asked for him there,

Heops. You could maeke wp your
mind to that, Thea!

Mes, Ervs, What else could I do?
I really could bear the suspense no
longer.

Trs, But you didn't find him either
—ch?

Mes, Ervs, No. And the people
knew nothing about him. He hadn’t
been home since yesterday afternoon,
they said.

Tes. Yesterday! Faney, how eould
they say that?

Mag, Ervs, Oh, I am sure something
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terrible must have to him.

Tes. Hedda dear—how would it be
if I were to go and make inquiries—?

Heppa, No, no—don’t you mix your-
self up in this affair.

Jupee BRACK, with his hat in his
hand, enters by the hall door, which
BerTa opens, and closes behind him. He
looks grave and bows in silence.

Tes, Oh, is that you, my dear
Judge? Eh?

Brack, Yes. It was imperative I
should see you this evening.

Tes. I can see you have heard the
news about Aunt Rina.

Brack. Yes, that among other things.

Tes. Isn't it sad—eh?

Brack, Well, my dear Tesman, that
depends on how you look at it.

Tes. [looks doubtfully at him]. Has
anything else happened?

Brack. Yes.

Heooa [in suspense]. Anything sad,
Judge Brack?

Brack. That too, depends on how
you look at it, Mrs., Tesman.

Mgs, Ewnvs, [unable to restrain her
angiety]. Oh! it is something about
Eilert Lovborg!

Brack [with a glance at her]. What
makes you think that, Madam? Per-
haps you have already heard some-
thing—1*

Mgs. Ewvs. [in confusion]. No, no-
thing at all, but—

Tes, Oh, for heaven’s sake, tell us!

Brack [shrugging his shoulders].
Well, I regret to say Eilert Lévborg
has been taken to the hospital. He is
lying at the point of death.

Mgs. Euvs, [shrieks]. Oh God! Ok
God—!

Tes. To the hospitall And at the
point of death,
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Heppa.  [imvoluntardy]l. So soon
then—

Mgs, Exvs. [wailing]. And we parted
in anger, Hedda!

Heooa [whispers]. Thea—Thea—be
careful!

Mgs, Ewvs, [not heeding her]. I
must go to him! I must see him alive!

Brack., It is useless, Madam. No
one will be admitted.

Mgs, Ervs. Oh, at least tell me what
has happened to him? What is it?

Tes. You don’t mean to say that he
has himself— Eh?

Heppa, Yes, I am sure he has.

Tes, Hedda, how can you—7¢9

Brack [keeping his eyes fived upon
her]. Unfortunately you have guessed
quite correetly, Mrs, Tesman.

Mgs, Envs, Oh, how horrible!

Tes. Himself, then! Fancy that!

Heppa, Shot himself!

Brack. Rightly guessed again, Mrs,
Tesman,

Mgs. Ewvs, [with an effort at self-
control]l. When did it happen, Mr.
Brack?

Brac. This afternoon between
three and four.

Tes. But, good Lord, where did he
do it? Eh?

Brack [with some hesitation].
Where? Well—I suppose at his lodg-
ings.

Mgs, Envs, No, that eannot be; for
I was there between six and seven,

Brack. Well, then, somewhere else.
I don’t know exactly. I only know that
he was found— He had shot himself
—in the breast.

Mgs, ELvs. Oh, how terrible! That
he should die like that!

Heooa [fo Brackl. Was it in the
breast?

Brack. Yes—as I told you

Heopa, Not in the temple?

Brack, In the breast, Mrs, Tesman,

Heopa, Well, well—the breast is a
good place, too,

Brack. How do you mean, Mrs,
Tesman?

Heppa [evasivelyl. Oh, nothing—
nothing,

Tes, And the wound is dangerous,
you say—eh?

Brack. Absolutely mortal, The end
has probably come by this time.

Mrs. ELvs, Yes, yes, I feel it, The
end! The end! Oh, Hedda—!

Tgs, But tell me, how have you
learnt all this?

Braok [curtly]. Through one of the
police. A man I had some business
with,

Heooa [in a clear voice]. At last a
deed worth doing!

Trs. [terrified]. Good heavens,
Hedda! What are you saying?

Heooa, T say there is beauty in
this,

Brack. H’'m, Mrs. Tesman—

Tgs. Beauty! Faney that!

Mgs. Envs. Oh, Hedda, how can you
talk of beauty in such an act!

Heppa. Eilert Lovborg has himself
made up his account with life. He has
had the courage to do—the one right
thing,

Mgs. Ervs, No, you must never
think that was how it happened! It
must have been in delirium that he did
it.

Tes. In despairl

Heppa. That he did not. I am eer-
tain of that.

Mgs. Ervs, Yes, yes! In delirium!
Just as when he tore up our manu-
seript.
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Brack [starting]. The manuseript?
Has he torn that up?

Mes, Ezvs, Yes, last night,

Tes. [whispers softly]. Oh, Hedda,
wo shall never get over this.

Braox, H'm, very extraordinary.

Tes, [moving about the room]. To
think of Eilert going out of the world
in this way! And not leaving behind
him the book that would have immor-
talised his name—

Mgs. Ervs, O, if only it could be
put together again!

Tgs. Yes, if it only could! I don’t
know what I would not give—

Mrs, Ervs, Perhaps it cam, Mr.
Tesman.

Trs. What do you mean?

Mgs. ELvs [searches in the pocket of
her dress], Look here. I have kept all
the loose notes he used to dictate from.

Heopa [a step forward]. Ah—!

Tes, You have kept them, Mrs.
Elvsted! Eh?

Mgs, Ervs, Yes, I have them here.
I put them in my pocket when I left
home. Here they still are—

Tgs, Oh, do let me see them!

Mgs, Euvs. [hands him o bundle of
papers]. But they are in such disorder
—all mixed up.

Tgs. Faney, if we could make some-
thing out of them, after all! Perhaps
if we two put our heads together—

Mrs, Ervs. Oh, yes, at least let us
try—

Tes. We will manage it! We must!
I will dedicate my life to this task.

Heopa. You, George? Your life?

Tes. Yes, or rather all the time I
can spare. My own collections must
wait in the meantime, Hedda—you
understand, eh? I owe this to Eilert's
memoy

Heppa, Perhaps.

Tes. And so, my dear Mrs. Elvsted,
we will give our whole minds to it.
There is no use in brooding over what
can’t be undone—eh? We must try to
control our grief as much as possible,
and—

Mrs. Ervs, Yes, yes, Mr. Tesman, I
will do the best I can.

Tes. Well then, come here. I can't
rest until we have looked through the
notes. Where shall we sit? Here? No,
in there, in the back room. Exeuse me,
my dear Judge. Come with me, Mrs.
Elvsted.

Mgs, Ervs. Ob, if only it were pos-
sible! [Tesmaxn and Mgs, ELvsTED go
into the back room. She takes off her
hat and cloak. They both sit at the
table under the hanging lamp, and are
soon deep in an eager examination of
the papers. HEDDA crosses to the stove
and sits in the arm-chair. Presently
BRrACK goes up to her.]

Heopa [in a low voice]. Oh, what
sense of freedom it gives one, this act
of Eilert Lovborg’s.

Brack. Freedom, Mrs. Hedda$ Well,
of course, it is a release for him—

Heopa. I mean for me. It gives me
a sense of freedom to know that a deed
of deliberate courage is still possible
in this world,—a deed of spontaneous
beauty.

Brack  [smiling].
Mrs. Hedda—

Heppa, Oh, I know what you are
going to say. For you are a kind of
specialist too, like—you know!

Brack [looking hard at her]. Eilert
Lovborg was more to you than perhaps
you are willing to admit to yourself.
Am T wrong?

Heppa, I don’t answer such ques-

H'm—my dear
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tions. I only know Eilert Lovborg has
had the courage to live his life after
his own fashion. And then—the last
great act, with its beauty! Ah! That
he should have the will and the strength
to turn away from the banquet of life
—=s0 early.

Brack. I am sorry, Mrs. Hedda,—
but I fear I must dispel an amiable
illusion.

Heopa, Tlusion.

Brack. Which could not have lasted
long in any case.

Heopa. What do you mean?

Bracr. Eilert Lovborg did not shoot
himself voluntarily,

Heopa. Not voluntarily?

Brack. No. The thing did not hap-
pen exactly as I told it.

Heooa [in suspense]. Have you
concealed something? What is it?

Brack. For poor Mrs. Elvsted’s
sake I idealized the facts a little.

Heopa. What are the facts?

Brack, First, that he is already
dead.

Heppa. At the hospital?

Brack. Yes—without regaining con-
seiousness.

Heppa, What more have you con-
cealed?

Brack. This—the event did not hap-
pen at his lodgings.

Heopa, Oh, that ean make no dif-
ference.

Brack. Perhaps it may. For I must
tell you—Eilert Lovhorg was found
shot in—in Mademoiselle Diana’s bou-
doir.

Hepoa [makes a motion as if to rise,
but sinks back again]. That is impos-
sible, Judge Brack! He cannot have
been there afam to-day.

Bracr. He was there this afternoon.
He went there, he said, to demand the
return of something which they had
taken from him, Talked wildly about &
lost child—

Heopa, Ah—so that was why—

Brack. I thought probably he meant
his manuseript; but now I hear he de-
stroyed that himself. So I suppose it
must have been his pocketbook.

Hrooa, Yes, no doubt, And there—
there he was found?

Brack. Yes, there. With a pistol in
his breast-pocket, discharged. The ball
had lodged in a vital part.

Heopa, In the breast—yes.

Bracr. No—in the bowels.

Heooa [looks up at him with an
expression of loathing]. That too! Oh,
what curse is it that makes everything
I touch turn ludierous and mean?

Braor. There is one point more,
Mrs. Hedda—another disagreeable
feature in the affair.

Heppa, And what is that?

Brack. The pistol he carried~——

Heopa [breathless]. Wellt What
of it?

Brack. He must have stolen it.

Heopa [leaps up]. Stolen it! That
is not true! He did not steal it!

Brack. No other explanation is pos-
sible. He must have stolen it——Hush!

TesMAN and Mrs. ELvstep have
risen from the table in the back room,
and come into the drawing room.

Tes, [with the papers in both his
hands]. Hedda dear, it is almost im-
possible to see under that lamp, Think
of that!

Heopa, Yes, I am thinking,

Tes. Would you mind our sitting
at your writing-table—eh?
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Hgooa, If you like. [Quickly.] No,
wait! Let me clear it first.

Tes. Oh, you needn’t trouble, Hedda,
There is plenty of room.

Hgeooa. No, no; let me clear it, I
say! I will take these things in and
put them on the piano. There! [She has
drawn out an object, covered with
sheet music, from under the book-case,
places several other pieces of music
upon it, and carries the whole into the
inner room, to the left, TeSMAN lays
the scraps of paper on the writing-
table, and moves the lamp there from
the corner table. HEDDA returns.]

Heooa [behind Mrs. ELvSTED'S chair,
gently ruffling her hair]. Well, my
sweet Thea,—how goes it with Eilert
Lovborg’s monument?

Mgs. Evs, [looks dispiritedly up
at her). Oh, it will be terribly hard to
put in order.

Trs. We must manage it. I am de-
termined. And arranging other people’s
papers is just the work for me. [Heppa
goes over to the stove, and seats herself
on one of the footstools. BRACK stands
over her, leaning on the arm-chasr,

Heooa [whispers). What did you
say about the pistol?

Brack [softly]. That he must have
stolen it

Heppa, Why stolen it?

Brack. Because every other expla-
nation ought to be impossible, Mrs.
Hedda.

Hgeopa, Indeed?

Brack [glances at her]. Of course
Eilert Lovborg was here this morning.
Was be not?

Heppa, Yes,

Brack. Were you alone with him?

Hropa. Part of the time.

Brack. Did you not leave the room
whilst he was here?

Heooa, No.

Brack. Try to reeollect. Were you
not out of the room a moment?

Heopa., Yes, perhaps just a moment
—out in the hall,

Brack., And where was your pistol-
case during that time?

Heooa, I had it locked up in—

Brack., Well, Mrs. Hedda?

Heopa, The case stood there on the
writing-table,

Brack. Have you looked since, to
see whether both the pistols are there?

Heopa, No.

Brack. Well, you need not. I saw
the pistol found in Ldvborg’s pocket,
and I knew it at once as the one I
had seen yesterday—and before, too.

Heppa, Have you it with you?

Brack. No, the police have it.

?HEDDA. ‘What will the police do with
it

Brack. Search till they find the
owner,

Heooa, Do you think they will sue-
ceed?

Brack [bends over her and whis-

pers]. No, Hedda Gabler—not so long
as I say nothing.

Hepoa [looks frightened at him].
And if you do not say nothing,—what
then?

BraCk [shrugs his shoulders], There
is always the possibility that the pistol
was stolen.

Heopa [firmly]. Death rather than
that.

Brack [smiling]. People say such
things—but they don’t do them.
Heooa [without replying]. And sup-
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posing the pistol was stolen, and the
owner is diseovered? What then?

Beack. Well, Hedda—then comes
the scandal.

Hzppa, The scandal!

Brack, Yes, the scandal—of which
you are mortally afraid. You will, of
course, be brought before the eourt—
both you and Mademoiselle Diana. She
will have to explain how the thing
happened—whether it was an accidental
shot or murder. Did the pistol go off
as he was trying to take it out of his
pocket, to threaten her with? Or did
ghe tear the pistol out of his hand,
shoot him, and push it back into his
pocket? That would be quite like her;
for she is an able-bodied young person,
this same Mademoiselle Diana,

Heopa, But I have nothing to do
with all this repulsive business.

Bracg. No. But you will have to
answer the question: Why did you give
Eilert Lovborg the pistol? And what
conclusions will people draw from the
fact that you did give it to him?

Heppa [lets her head sink]. That is
true. I did not think of that.

Brack. Well, fortunately, there is
no danger, so long as I say nothing.

Heppa [looks up at him], So I am
in your power, Judge Brack. You have
me at your beck and call, from this
time forward.

Braok [whispers softlyl. Dearest
Hedda—believe me—1I shall not abuse
my advantage.

Heppa, I am in your power none
the less, Subject to your will and your
demands. A slave, a slave then! [Rises
impetuously.] No, I cannot endure the
thought of that! Never!

Brack [looks half-mockingly at her],
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People generally get used to the in.
evitable,

Heopa [returns his look]. Yes, per-
haps. [She crosses to the writing-
table, Suppressing an involuntary
smile, she imitates TESMAN'S intona-
tions.] Well? Are yon getting on,
George? Eh?

Tes. Heaven knows, dear. In any
case it will be the work of months,

Hrooa [as before]. Fancy that!
[passes her hands softly through Mgs,
ErvsTen’s hair.] Doesn’t it seem
strange to you, Thea? Here are you
sitting with Tesman—just as you used
to sit with Eilert Lovborg?

Mgs. Envs, Ab, if I could only in-
spire your husband in the same way.

Heppa, Oh, that will come too—in
time.

Tes. Yes, do you know, Hedda—I
really think I begin to feel something
of the sort. But won't you go and sit
with Brack again?

Heppa, Is there nothing I can do
to help you two?

Tes. No, nothing in the world,
[Turning his head.] I trust to you to
keep Hedda company, my dear Brack,

Brack [with & glance at HEppal,
With the very greatest of pleasure,

Heppa, Thanks. But I am tired this
evening. I will go in and lie down a
little on the sofa.

Tes. Yes, do dear—eh? [Heppa
goes wnto the back room and draws the
curtains, A short pause. Suddenly
she is heard playing o wild dance om
the piano.)

Mgs. Evnvs. [starts from her chair].
Oh—what is that.

Ts, [runs to the doorway]. Why,
my dearest Hedda—don't play dance
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musio fo-night! Just think of Aunf
Rina! And of Eilert too!

Heooa [puds her head ot betueen
the curtaing), And of Aunt Julia, And
of all the rest of them—~Afber this
T will be quiet, [Closes the curtaing
again,

T, (ot the wniting-toble]. It's not
good for her to see us af this distressing
work, 'l tell you what, Mrs, Elvated,
~you shall take the empty room et
Aunt Julia's, and then I will come over
in the evenings, and we can i and
work there—eh!

Heooa [in the inner room], T hear
what you are saying, Tesman, But how
am [ to get through the evenings out
here!

Tas, [turming over the papers], Ob,
I daresay Judge Brack will be so kind
8 %0 look in now and then, even though
I am out

Brac [in the armechai, colls out
gaiy], Every blessed evening, with l
the pleasure in Life, Mrs, Tesman! W
shall get on eapitally together, we two!

Huooa [speaking Toud and clearl,
Yes, don't you fatter yourself we will,
Judge Brack? Now that you are the
ong ¢ock in the backei—[4 shot 4
heard within, Trguax, Mas, Evveren,
and Brack leap to their feet

Tes, Ob, now she is playing with
those pistols again, [He throus back
the curtaing and runs in, followed by
Mes, Ervsren, Heooa s stretched
on the sofa, Uifeless. Confusion and
cries, BERTa enters in alarm from the
right)

Tas, [shrieks to Brac], Shot her-
elf! Shot henself in the temple!
Fancy that!

Brack [half-fainting in the arme
chair], Good Godl~peaple don't do

such thingy,
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Ghosts

Tre Prrsons oF THE Prav.
Mgs, ALving, 6 widow.
Oswarp ALviNG, her son, an artist,
Manpegs, the Pastor of the parish,
ENGSTRAND, @ carpenter.
Rrerva ENasTRaAND, his daughter, in
Mys. Alving’s service.

The action takes place at Mrs. Alving’s
house on one of the larger fjords of
western Norway,

ACTI

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

ENGSTRAND 45 standing close up to
the garden door. His left leg is slightly
deformed, and he wears a boot with &
clump of wood under the sole. REGINA,
with an empty garden-syringe in her
hand, is trying to prevent his coming
i

Reg. [below her breath]. What is it
you want? Stay where you are. The
rain is dripping off you.

Ena. God's good rain, my girl,

Ree. The Devil's own rain, that's
what it is!

Exe. Lord, how you talk, Regina.
[Takes a few limping steps forward.]
‘What I wanted to tell you was this—

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

Exa. Asleep still? In the middle of
the day?

Rea. Well, it’s no business of yours.

Ene. I was out on a spres last
night—

Ree, I don't doubt it

Exne. Yes, we are poor weak mor-
tals, my girl—

Reg. We are indeed.

Exe. —and the temptations of the
world are manifold, you know—but,
for all that, here I was at my work
at half-past five this morning.

Reg. Yes, yes, but make yourself
scarce now. 1 am not going to stand
here as if I had & rendez-vous with
you

Exg. Asif you had a what

Ree. I am not going to have any
one find you here; so now you know,
and you can go.

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

Rea. [mutters], Pleasant journey to
you!

59
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Exe. Thanks, my girl. To-morrow
is the opening of the Orphenage, and
I expeet there will be a fine kiek-up
here and plenty of good strong drink,
don’t you know. And no one shall say
of Jacob Engstrand that he can’t hold
off when temptation comes in his way,

Rea. Obo!

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

Reg. What is more, he's coming to-
day.

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

Reg. Oh, that’s your game, is it?

Eve. What do you mean?

Rea. [with a significant look at
him]. What is it you want to humbug
Mr. Manders out of, this time?

Exg. Sh! Sh! Are you erazy? Do
you suppose I would want to humbug
Mr. Manders? No, no—Mr. Manders
has always been too kind a friend for
me to do that, But what I wanted to
talk to you about, was my going back
home to-night.

Rea. The sooner you go, the better
T shall be pleased.

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

R, [open-mouthed]. You want to
take me—? What did you say?

Exa. I want to take you home with
me, I said.

Reg. [contemptuously]. You will
never get me home with you.

Exa. Ah, we shall see about that.

Reg. Yes, you can be quite certain we
shall see about that. I, who have been
brought up by a lady like Mrs, Alving?
—1I, who have been treated almost as

if I were her own ehild*—do you sup-
pose I am going home with yout—to
such a house as yours? Not likely!

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

Rec. [mutters, withowt looking at
him]. You have often told me I wes
none of yours,

Ene. Bah!—why do you want to
pay any attention to that?

Ree. Haven't you many and many
a time abused me and ecalled me a—?%
For shame!

Ene. Tl swear I never used such an
ugly word.

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

Exe. Besides, that was only when
I was a bit fuddled—hm! Tempta-
tions are manifold in this world, Re-

gina.

Reg. Ugh!

Eng. And it was when your mother
was in a nasty temper. I had to find
some way of getting my knife into
her, my girl, She was always so pre-
cious genteel. [Mimicking her] “Let
go, Jacob! Let me be! Please to re-
member that I was three years with the
Alvings at Rosenvold, and they were
people who went to Court!” [Laughs.]
Bless my soul, she never could forget
that Captain Alving got a Court ap-
pointment while she was in service
here.

Req. Poor mother—you worried her
into her grave pretty soon.

Exg. [shrugging his shoulders], Of
course, of course; I have got to take
the blame for everything.

Reg. [bemeath her breath, as she
turns away]. Ugh—that leg, too!

Exg. What are you saying, my girl?
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Req. Pied de mouton

Eng. Is that English?

Reg. Yes.

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

Req. [after a short silence]. And
what was it you wanted me to come to
town for?

Exg. Need you ask why a father
wants his only child? Ain’t T a poor
lonely widower?

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

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

REq. [whistles]. You have tried that
8o often—but it has always proved a
fool’s errand.

Exg. Ah, but this time you will just
see, Regina! Strike me dead if—

Ree. [stamping her foot]. Stop
swearing!

Exg. Sh! Sh!—you're quite right,
my girl, quite right! What I wanted
to say was only this, that I have put
by a tidy penny out of what I have
made by working at this new Orphan-
age up here.

Rec. Have you? All the better for
Fou.

Exg. What is there for a man to
spend his money on, out here in the
country?

Res, Well, what then?

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

Rea. Heavens!

Exg. Oh, a high-class eating-house,
of course,—not a pigsty for common
sailors, Da’m it, no; it would be a
place ships’! eaptains and first mates

would come to; really good sort of
people, you know.

Rec. And what should I—9

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

Rea. Oh, yes, quite so!

Exe. But we must have some women
in the house; that is as clear as day-
light. Because in the evening we must
make the place a little attractive—some
singing and daneing, and that sort of
thing. Remember they are seafolk—
wayfarers of the waters of life! [Com-
ing nearer to her.] Now don’t be a
fool and stand in your own way, Re-
gina. What good are you gomg to do
here? Wil this education that your
mistress has paid for, be of any use?
You are to look after the children in
the new Home, I hear. Is that the sort
of work for you? Are you so fright-
fully anxious to go and wear out your
health and strength for the sake of
these dirty brats?

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

Exg. What may happen?

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

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

Rea. That's not so bad.

Ene. It's enough to make a start
with, my girl.

Reg. Dor’t you mean to give me
any of the money?

Exg. No, I'm hanged if I do.

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



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

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

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

Ree. But I have no intention of
living with you! I have nothing what-
ever to do with you. So now, be off!

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

Rea. Well—1

Exa. It wouldn't be very long hefore
gome first mate came along—or perhaps
a captain,

Reg, I don’t mean to marry a man
of that sort. Sailors have no savoir-
vivre.

Exa. What haven't they got?

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

Exg. Well, don’t bother about mar-
rying them. You can make it pay
just as well. [More confidentially.]
That fellow—the Englishman—the one
with the yacht—he gave seventy
pounds, he did; and she wasn't a bit
prettier than you.

Ree. [advancing towards him]. Get
out!

Ena, [stepping back]. Here! here!
—jyou're not going to hit me, I sup-

pose
Reg. Yes! If you talk like that of
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mother, I will hit you. Get out, I tell
you! [Pushes him up to the garden
door.] And don't bang the doors.
Young Mr., Alving—

Ena. Is asleep—I know. It's funny
how anxious you are about young Mr.
Alving, [In a lower tone.] Oho! is it
possible that it is he that—?

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

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

Max, Good morning, Miss Eng-
strand.

Ree. [turning round with & look of
pleased surprise]. Oh, Mr. Manders,
good morning. The boat is in, then?

Mawn, Just in. [Comes into the
room.] It is most tiresome, this rain
every day.

Rea. [following him in], It's a
splendid rain for the farmers, Mr.
Manders,

Man. Yes, you are quite right. We
town-folk think so little about that.
[Begins to take off his overcoat.]
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Reg. Oh, let me help you, That’s
it. Why, how wet it is! I will hang
it up in the hall. Give me your um-
brella, too; I will leave it open, so that
it will dry.

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

Max. A, it's very pleasant to get
indoors. Well, is everything going on
well here?

REG. Yes, thanks.

Man. Properly busy, though, I ex-
pect, getting ready for to-morrow?

Reg. Ob, yes, there is plenty to do.

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

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

Man. Tell me—TI heard down at the
pier that Oswald had come back.

Ree. Yes, he came the day before
yesterday. We didn't expect him till
to-day?

Man, Strong and well, I hope?

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

Mawn, All right, we will be very
quiet.

Ree. [while she moves am armchair
up to the table]. Please sit down, Mr.
Manders, and make yourself at home.
[He sits down; she puts a footstool
under his feet.] There! Is that com-
fortable?

May. Tk you, thank you. That
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is most comfortable. [Looks at her.]
Tl tell you what, Miss Engstrand, I
certainly think you have grown sinee
I saw you last.

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

Maw. Developed? Well, perhaps a
little—just suitably. [4 short pause.]

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

Max. Thanks, there is no hurry, my
dear child— Now tell me, Regina my
dear, how has your father been gett-
ing on here?

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

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

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

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

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

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

ReG. Yes, I can quite believe that.

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

Rea. Yes, he has said something of
the same sort to me. But I don’t know
whether Mrs, Alving could do with-
out me—most of all just now, when
we have the new Orphanage to see
about. And I should be dreadfully
unwilling to leave Mrs. Alving, too;
she has always been so good to me,

Max, But a daughters duty, my
good child—. Naturally we should have
to get your mistress’ consent first.



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

Max. What!! My dear Miss Eng-
strand, it is your own father we are
speaking of !

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

Max. But, my dear Regina—

Reg, —one whom I could feel an
affection for, and really feel in the po-
sition of a daughter to—

Max. Come, come—my dear good
child—

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

Max, I? No, indeed I dor't.

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

Man. [getting up). No, I won't for-
get you, Miss Engstrand.

Reg. Because, if I—

Max. Perhaps you will be so kind
a5 to let Mrs. Alving know I am here?

Rea. I will fetch her at once, Mr.
Manders. [Goes out to the left. Max-
DERS walks up and down the room once
or twice, stands for a moment at the
farther end of the room with his hands
behind his back and looks out into the
garden. Then he comes back to the
table, takes up a book and looks at the
title page, gives & start, and looks at
some of the others.]

Max, Hm!—Really!

[Mzs. ALviNG comes in by the door
on the left, She is followed by REgva,
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who goes out again at once through the
nearer door on the right.]

Mrs. Awv. [holding out her hamdl.
I am very glad to see you, Mr. Man-
ders,

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

Mgs, Awv, Always punctuall

Max, Indeed, I was hard put to it
to get away. What with vestry meet-
ings and committees—

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

Maxp. [quicklyl. My things are
down at the village shop. I am going
to sleep there to-night.

Mes, Awv. [repressing a smile].
Can’t I really persuade you to stay the
night here this time?

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

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

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

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

Max, Has he, really? That is very
nice and filial of him; because there
must be many more attractions in his
life in Rome or in Paris, I should
think,
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Mes, Awv. Yes, but he has his
mother here, you see. Bless the dear
boy, he has got a corner in his heart
for his mother still.

May. Oh, it would be very sad if
absence and pre-occupation with such
a thing as Art were to dull the natural
affections.

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

Maxn. Thank you. You are sure I
am not disturbing you?

Mgs. Awv. Of course not. [She sits
down at the table,)

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

Mgs. Arv. These books? T am
reading them,

Max. Do you read this sort of
thing?

Mgs. Arv. Certainly I do.

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

Mzs. Arv. I think it makes me, as
it were, more self-reliant.

Maxn. That is remarkable!
why?

Mes, Avv, Well, they give me an
explanation or a confirmation of lots
of different ideas that have come into
my own mi’ld. But what surprises me,

But

Mr. Manders, is that, properly speak-
ing, there is nothing at all new in these
books. There is nothing more in them
than what most people think and be-
lieve. The only thing is, that most
people either take no aceount of it or
won’t admit it to themselves.

Max. But, good heavens, do you se-
riously think that most people—?

Mss, Awv. Yes, indeed, I do.

May, But not here in the country
at any rate? Not here amongst people
like ourselves?

Mgs, Anv. Yes, amongst people like
ourselves too.

Man. Well, really, I must say—!

Mgs. ALv, But what is the particular
objection that you have to these books?

Man. What objection? You surely
don't suppose that I take any par-
ticular interest in such produetions?

Mgs. Awv, In faet, you don’t know
anything about what you are denoune-
ing?

Max, T have read quite enough
about these books to disapprove of
them,

Mgs. Arv. Yes, but your own opin-
ion—

Max. My dear Mrs. Alving, there
are many occasions in life when one
has to rely on the opinion of others.
That is the way in this world, and it is
quite right that it should be so. What
would become of society, otherwise?

Mrs. Av. Well, you may be right.

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

Mgzs, Awv. But—1

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

Mzs. Awv. Certainly not. I quite
agree with you.

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

Mgs. Av. Yes, I freely admit that.
But it was about the Orphanage—

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

Mgs. ALv, The deeds?

Maw. Yes, the whole lot—and every-
thing in order. I can tell you it has
been no easy matter to get them in
time. I had positively to put pressure
on the authorities; they are almost
painfully conscientious when it is a
question of settling property. But
here they are at last. [Turns over the
papers.] Here is the deed of convey-
ance of that part of the Rosenvold es-
tate known as the Solvik property, to-
gether with the buildings newly erected
thereon —the school, the master's
houses and the chapel. And here is the
legal sanction for the statutes of the
institution. Here you see—[reads]
“Statutes for the Captain Alving

Orphanage.”

Mgs. Awv. [after a long look at the
papers]. That seems all in order.

Man. I thought “Captain” was the
better title to use, rather than your
husband’s Court title of “Chamber-
lain” “Captain” seems less ostenta-
tious.

Mgrs. Arv. Yes, yes; just as you
think best,

MaN. And here is the certifieate for
the investment of the capital in the
bank, the interest being earmarked for
the eurrent expenses of the Orphan-

age.

Mgs. Arv. Many thanks; but I think
it will be most convenient if you will
kindly take charge of them.

Man. With pleasure, I think it will
be best to leave the money in the bank
for the present. The interest is not
very high, it is true; four per cent at
six months’ call. Later on, if we can
find some good mortgage—of course it
must be a first mortgage and on un-
exceptionable security—we can con-
sider the matter further.

Mgs. Ay, Yes, yes, my dear Mr.
Manders, you know best about all that.

Max. I will keep my eye on it, any-
way. But there is one thing in eon-
neetion with it that I have often meant
to ask you about.

Mgs. Arv. What is that?

Maw. Shall we insure the buildings,
or not?

Mgs. ALv. Of course we must insure
them.

Max. A, but wait a moment, dear
ledy. Let us look into the matter a
little more closely.

Mgrs. Awv. Everything of mine is
insured—the house and its contents, my
livestock—everything.

Man, Naturally, They are your
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own property. I do exactly the same,
of course. But this, you see, is quite
a different case. The Orphanage is,
50 to speak, dedicated to higher uses.

Mgs. Awv. Certainly, but—

Man. As far as I am personally con-
cerned, I can conscientiously say that
T don’t see the smallest objection to our
insuring ourselves against all risks.
Mgs. Arv. That is certainly what I
think.

Max. But what about the opinion
of the people hereabouts?

Mgs. Awv. Their opinion—?

Mav. Is there any considerable body
of opinion here—opinion of some ac-
count, I mean—that might take ex-
ception to it?

Mgrs. Arv. What, exactly, do you
mean by opinion of some account?

Max, Well, I was thinking particu-
larly of persons of such independent
and influential position that one could
hardly refuse to attach weight to their
opinion.

Mzs, ALy, There are & certain num-
ber of such people here, who might
perhaps take exception to it if we—

Man. That's just it, you see. In
town there are lots of them. All my
fellow-clergymen’s congregations, for
instance! It would be so extremely easy
for them to interpret it as meaning
that neither you nor I had a proper re-
liance on Divine protection.

Mgs, Awv. But as far as you are
concerned, my dear friend, you have at
all events the consciousness that—

Max. Yes, I know, I know; my own
mind is quite easy about it, it is true.
But we should not be able to prevent a
wrong and injurious interpretation of
our action. And that sort of thing,
moreover] might very easily end in ex-

ercising a hampering influence on the
work of the Orphanage.

Mgs. Awv. Oh, well, if that is likely
to be the effect of it—

Max. Nor can I entirely overlook
the difficult—indeed, I may say, pain-
ful—position I might possibly be
placed in. In the best cireles in town
the matter of this Orphanage is at-
tracting a great deal of attention. In-
deed the Orphanage is to some extent
built for the benefit of the town too,
and it is to be hoped that it may re-
sult in the lowering of our poor-rate
by & considerable amount. But as I
have been your adviser in the matter
and have taken charge of the business
side of it, I should be afraid that it
would be I that spiteful persons would
attack first of all—

Mgs, Awv. Yes, you ought not to ex-
pose yourself to that.

Man. Not to mention the attacks
that would undoubtedly be made upon
me in cerfain newspapers and re-
views—

Mgrs. Arv. Say no mere about it,
dear Mr. Manders; that quite decides it.

Max. Then you don’t wish it to be
insured?

Mgs. Arv. No, we will give up the
idea.

Man. [leaning back in his chairl,
But suppose, now, that some accident
happened #—one can never tell—would
you be prepared to make good the dam-
age?

Mes. Awv. No; I tell you quite
plainly I would not do so under any
circumstances.

Max. Still, you know, Mrs, Alving
—after all, it is a serious responsibil-
ity that we are taking upon burselves,
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Mzs. Arv. But do you think we can
do otherwise?

MaN, No, that's just it, We really
can’t do otherwise. We onght not to
expose ourselves to a mistaken judg-
ment; and we have no right to do any-
thing that will scandalise the commu-
nity.

Mes. Arv. You ought not to, as a
clergyman, at any rate.

Max. And, what is more, I cer-
tainly think that we may eount upon
our enterprise being attended by good
fortune—indeed, that it will be under a
special protection.

Mgs. Arv. Let us hope so, Mr. Man-
ders,

Maxn, Then we will leave it alone?

Mgs. Awv. Certainly.

Max. Very good. As you wish,
[Makes & note.] No insurance, then.

Mgs. Awv, It’s a funny thing that
you should just have happened to
speak about that to-day—

Max. I have often meant to ask you
about it—

Mgs. ALv. —because yesterday we
very nearly had a fire up there.

Max. Do you mean it!

Mgs, ALv. Oh, as a matter of fact it
was nothing of any consequence. Some
shavings in the carpenter’s shop caught
fire,

MaN., Where Engstrand works?

Mgs. Awv. Yes. They say he is
often so careless with matehes.

Max. He has so many things on his
mind, poor fellow—so many anxieties.
Heaven be thanked, I am told he is
really making an effort to live a blame-
less life.

Mgs. Awv. Really? Who told you
so?

Max. He assured me himself that it
is so. He's a good workman, too.

Mns, ALv. Oh, yes, when he is sober,

Max. Ab, that sad weakness of his}
But the pain in his poor leg often
drives him to it, he tells me. The last
time he was in town, I was really quite
tonched by him. He came to my house
and thanked me so gratefully for get-
ting kim work here, where he could
have the chance of being with Regina,

Mgs. ALv. He doesn’t see very much
of her.

MaN. But he assured me that he
saw her every day.

Mes. Awv. Oh well, perhaps he
does.

Man. He feels so strongly that he
needs some one who can keep a hold on
him when temptations assail him. That
is the most winning thing about Jacob
Engstrand; he come to one like a help-
less child and accuses himself and con-
fesses his frailty, The last time he
came and had a talk with me—. Sup-
pose now, Mrs. Alving, that it were
really a necessity of his existence to
have Regina at home with him again—

Mrs. Awv. [standing up suddenly].
Regina!

MaN. —you ought not to set your-
self against him,

Mgs. Arv. Indeed, I set myself
very definitely against that. And be-
sides, you know Regina is to have a
post in the Orphanage.

Max. But consider, after all he is
her father—

Mgs. ALv. I know best what sort of
a father he has been to her. No, she
shall never go to him with my consent.

Muax. [getting upl. My dear lady,
don’t judge so hastily. It is very sad
how you misjudge poor Engstrand.
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One would really think you were
afraid—

Mgs. Arv. [more calmlyl. That is
not the question, I have taken Regina
into my charge, and in my charge she
remains, [Listens.] Hush, dear Mr,
Manders, don't say any more about it.
[Her face brightens with pleasure.]
Listen! Oswald is coming downstairs,
We will only think about him now.

[OswaLp ALVING, in a light over-
coat, hat in hand and smoking a big
meerschaum pipe, comes in by the door
on the left.]

Osw. [standing in the doorwayl.
Oh, I beg your pardon, I thought you
were in the office. [Comes in] Good
morning, Mr. Manders.

Max. [staring at him].
most extraordinary—

Mgs. Arv. Yes, what do you think
of him, Mr. Manders?

MaN, I—I—no, can it possibly be
-2

Osw. Yes, it really is the prodigal
son, Mr. Manders.

Maw. Oh, my dear young friend—

Osw. Well, the son come home,
then.

Mgs. Arv, Oswald is thinking of the
time when you were so opposed to the
idea of his being a painter.

Max. We are only fallible, and
many steps seem to us hazardous at
first, that afterwards—[grasps his
hand]. Welcome, welecome! Really,
my dear Oswald—may I still eall you
Oswald?

Osw. What else would you think of
calling me?

Maw. Thank you. What I mean,
my dear Oswald, is that you must not
imagine thpt I have any unqualified
disapproval of the artist’s life, I ad-

Well! It’s

mit that there are many who, even in
that career, can keep the inner man
free from harm.

Osw. Let us hope so.

Mes. ALv. [beaming with pleasure].
I know one who has kept both the in-
ner and the outer man free from harm,
Just take a look at him, Mr. Manders.

Osw. [walks across the room]. Yes,
yes, mother dear, of course.

Man. Undoubtedly—no ome ecan
deny it. And I hear you have begun
to make a name for yourself, I have
often seen mention of you in the pa-
pers—and extremely favourable men-
tion, too. Although, I must admit lat-
terly I have not seem your name so
often.

Osw. [going towards the comserva-
tory]. I baven’t done so much paint-
ing just lately.

Mes. Av. An artist must take a
rest sometimes, like other people.

Man. Of course, of course. At
those times the artist is preparing and
strengthening himself for a greater
effort.

Osw. Yes.
soon be ready?

Mzs, Awv. In half an hour. He has
a fine appetite, thank goodness.

Max. And a liking for tobaceo too.

Osw. I found father’s pipe in the
room upstairs, and—

Max. Ab, that is what it was!

Mes. Arv. What?

MaN. When Oswald came in at that
door with the pipe in his mouth, I
thought for the moment it was his
father in the flesh,

Osw. Really?

Mgs, Auv. How can you say so! Os-
wald takes after me.

Max. Yes, but there is an expres-

Mother, will dinner
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you would. It did not please you to be
a wife any longer, and so you left your
husband. Your duties as a mother
were irksome to you, so you sent your
child away among strangers.

Mes, Awv. Yes, that is true; I did
that,

Max. And that is why you have be-
come 8 stranger to him,

Mss. Awv, No, no, I am not that!

Max. You are; you must be. And
what sort of a son is it that you have
got back? Think over it seriously,
Mrs, Alving. You erred greviously in
your hushand’s case—you acknowledge
a8 much, by erecting this memorial to
him. Now you are bound to acknowl-
edge how much you have erred in vour
son’s ease; possibly there may still be
time to reclaim him from the paths of
wickedness. Turn over a new leaf, and
set yourself to reform what there may
still be that is capable of reformation
in him. Because [with uplifted fore-
finger] in very truth, Mrs. Alving, you
are a guilty mother!—That is what I
have thought it my duty to say to you.

[A short silence.]

Mrs. Awv. [speaking slowly and
with self-control]. You have had your
say, Mr. Manders, and to-morrow you
will be making a public speech in mem-
ory of my husband. I shall not speak
to-morrow. But now I wish to speak
to you for a little, just as you have
been speaking to me.

Max. By all means; no dounbt yon
wish to bring forward some excuses
for your behaviour—

Mgs, Awv, No. I only want to tell
you something,

Max, Well?

Mgs. Awv, In all that you said just
now about me and my husband, and

about our life together after you had,
as you put it, led me back into the
path of duty—there was nothing that
you knew at first hand. From that
moment you never again set foot in
our house—you, who had been our
daily companion before that.

Max. Remember that you and your
hushand moved out of town immedi-
ately afterwards.

Mgs. ArLv. Yes, and you never once
came out here to see us in my hus-
band’s lifetime. It was only the busi-
ness in connection with the Orphanage
that obliged you to come and see me.

Max. [in a low and uncertain voicel,
Helen—if that is a reproach, I can
only beg you to consider—

Mgs, Arv. —the respect you owed
to your calling?—yes. All the more
as I was a wife who had tried to run
away from her husband. One ean
never be too careful to have nothing
to do with such reckless women.

Man. My dear—Mrs. Alving, you
are exaggerating dreadfully—

Mrs. Awv. Yes, yes,—very well
What I mean is this, that when you
condemn my conduct as a wife you
have nothing more to go upon than or-
dinary public opinion,

Max. I admit it. What then?

Mes. Awv. Well-now, Mr. Man-
ders, now I am going to tell you the
truth. I had sworn to myself that you
should know it one day—you, and you
only!

Max. And what may the truth be?

Mgs. ALv, The truth is this, that my
husband died just as great a profligate
as he had been all his life.

Max. [feeling for a chair]. What
are you saying?

Mes. Awv, After nineteen years of
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married life, just as profligate—in his
desires at all events—as he was before
you married us.

Max. And can you talk of his youth-
ful indiscretions—his irregularities—
his excesses, if you like—as a profli-
gate life!

Mgs, Arv. That was what the doc-
tor who attended him called it.

Maw. I dor’t understand what you
mean,

Mgs. Awv. It is not necessary you
should.

Max. Tt makes my brain reel. To
think that your marriage—all the
years of wedded life you spent with
your husband—were nothing but a hid-
den abyss of misery.

Mes. Arv, That and nothmg else.
Now you know.

Maxn, This—this bewilders me. I
can’t understand it! I can’t grasp it!
How in the world was it possible—?
How could such a state of things re-
main concealed ?

Mrs. Auv. That was just what I
had to fight for incessantly, day after
day. When Oswald was born, I thought
I saw a slight improvement, But it
didn’t last long. And after that I had
to fight doubly hard—fight a desperate
fight so that no one should know what
sort of a man my child’s father was.
You know quite well what an attrac-
tive manner he had; it seemed as if
people could belicve nothmg but good
of him, He was one of those men
whose mode of life seems to have no
effect upon their reputations. But at
last, Mr. Manders—you must hear this
too—at last something happened more
abominable than everything else.

MaN. Morc abominable than what
you have t41d me!

Mgs, Av. I had borne with it all,
though I knew only too well what he
indulged in in secret, when he was out
of the house. But when it came to the
point of scandal coming within our
four walls—

Max. Can you mean it! Here?

Mrs. Arv. Yes, here, in our own
home. It was in there [pointing to the
nearer door on the right] in the dining-
room that I got the first hint of it. I
had something to do in there and the
door was standing ajar. I neard our
maid ecome up from the garden with
water for the flowers in the conserva-
tory.

MaN, Well—?

Mrs. Awv. Shortly afterwards I
heard my husband come in too. I
heard him say something to her in a
low voice. And then I heard—[with
a short laugh]—oh, it rings in my ears
still, with its mixture of what was
heartbreaking and what was so ridicu-
lous—I heard my own servant whis-
per: “Let me go, Mr. Alving! Let me
bel”

Max. What unseemly levity on his
part! But surely nothing more than
levity, Mrs. Alving, believe me.

Mzs. Awv. I soon knew what to be-
lieve. My husband had his will of the
girl—and that intimacy had econse-
quences, Mr, Manders.

Maw. [as if turned to stome]. And
all that in this house! In this house!

Mgs, Awv, I have suffered a good
deal in this house. To keep him af
home in the evening—and at night—I
have had to play the part of boon com-
panion in his secret drinking-houts in
his room up there. I have had to sit
there alone with him, have had to hob-
nob and drink with him, have had to



listen to his ribald senseless talk, have
had to fight with brate force to gel
him to bed—

Max, [tremblingl. And you were
able to endure all this!

Mg, Arv. I had my little boy, and
endured it for his sake, But when the
crowning insult came—when my own
servant—then I made up my mind that
there should be an end of it. I took
the upper hand in the house, absolutely
—both with him and all the others. I
had a weapon to use against him, you
see; he didn’t dare to speak. It was
then that Oswald was sent away. He
was about seven then, and was begin-
ning to notice things and ask questions
83 ehildren will. I could endure all
that, my friend. It seemed to me that
the child would be poisoned if he
breathed the air of this polluted house,
That was why I sent him away. And
now you understand, too, why he never
set foot here as long as his father was
alive. No one knows what it meant
to me,

Max. You have indeed had a piti-
able experience.

Mgs. Arv, I could never have gone
through with it, if I had not had my
work. Indeed, I can boast that I have
worked. All the increase in the value
of the property, all the improvements,
all the useful arrangements that my
husband got the honour and glory of—
do you suppose that he troubled him-
self about any of them? He, who used
to lie the whole day on the sofa read-
ing old Official Lists! No, you may as
well know that too. It was I that kept
him up to the mark when he had his
lucid intervals; it was I that had to
bear the whole burden of it when he
began his excesses again or took to
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whining about his miserable eondition,

Max, And this is the man you are
building & memorial to!

Mes. Avv. There you see the power
of an uneasy conscience.

Man. An uneasy conscience? What
do you mean?

Mgs. Avv. I had always before me
the fear that it was impossible that
the truth should not come out and be
believed. That is why the Orphanage
is to exist, to silence all rumours and
clear away all doubt.

Max. You certainly have not fallen
short of the mark in that, Mrs, Alving,

Mgs, Arv. I had another very good
reason. I did not wish Oswald, my
own son, to inherit a penny that be-
longed to his father.

Man. Then it is with Mr, Alving’s
property—

Mgs, Arv. Yes. The sums of money
that, year after year, I have given to-
wards this Orphanage, make up the
amount of property—I have reckoned
it carefully—which in the old days
made Lientenant Alving a catch,

Maw. I understand.

Mrs. Arv. That was my purchase
money. I don’t wish it to pass into
Oswald’s hands. My son shall have
everything from me, I am determined.

[OSWALD comes in by the farther
door on the right. He has left his hat
and coat outside.]

Mgs, ALv. Back again, my own dear
boy?

Osw. Yes, what can one do outside
in this everlasting rain? I hear din-
ner is nearly ready. That’s good!

[REGINA comes in from the dining-
room, carrying & parcel.]

Rec. This parcel has come for you,
ma'am. [Gives it to her.]
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Mes, Awv. [glancing at ManpERs].
The ode to be sung to-morrow, I ex-
pect.

Maw, Hm—!

Ree. And dinner is ready.

Mzs. Awv. Good. We will eome in
a moment. I will just—[begins to
open the parcel].

Rea. [to Oswaw], Will you drink
white or red wine, sir?

Osw. Both, Miss Engstrand.,

Req. Bien—very good, Mr. Alving,
[Goes into the dining-room.]

Osw. I may as well help you to
uncork it—, [Follows her into the
dining-room, leaving the door ajar
after him.]

Mgs, Auv. Yes, I thought so. Here
is the ode, Mr. Manders.

Man. [clasping his handsl. How
shall I ever have the courage to-mor-
row to speak the address that—

Mgrs. ALv. Ob, you will get through
it

Max. [in a low voice, fearing o be
heard in the dining-room]. Yes, we
must raise no suspicions.

Mgs. Awv, [quietly but firmly]. No;
and then this long dreadful comedy
will be at an end. After to-morrow, I
shall feel as if my dead husband had
never lived in this house. There will
be no one else here then but my boy
and his mother.

[From the dining-room is heard the
noise of a chair falling; then REGINA’S
voice 18 heard in a loud whisper: Os-
wald! Are you mad? Let me go!

Mes. Awv. ([starting in horror].
Oh—!

[She stares wildly at the half-open
door. OswarLD is heard coughing and
humming, ;then the sound of a bottle
being mogrked.]

Max, [in an agitaled manmer],
What's the matter? What is it, Mre,
Alving?

Mgs. Arv. [hoarselyl. Ghosts. The
couple in the conservatory—over again,

Maxn. What are you saying! Regina
~—{ Is she—?

Mrs, Awv. Yes. Come. Not a
word—!

[Grips MaxvErs by the arm and
walks unsteadily with him into the
dining-room.]

ACTII

The same sceme. The landscape is
still obscured by mist. MANDERS and
Mrs. ALVING come in from the dining-
r00Mm,

Mgs. Awv. [calls into the dining-
room from the door-way). Aren't you
coming in here, Oswald?

Osw. No, thanks; I think I will go
out for a bit.

Mgs. Awv. Yes, do; the weather is
clearing a little. [She shuts the din-
ing-room door, then goes to the hall
door and calls.] Regina!

Res. [from without]. Yes, ma'am?

Mgs. Awv. Go down into the laund-
dry and help with the garlands,

ReG. Yes, ma’am.

[Mrs. ALvixg satisfies herself that
she has gone, then shuts the door.]

Mav. I suppose he ean’t hear us?

Mes. Awv. Not when the door is
shut. Besides, he is going out.

Mawn. I am still quite bewildered.
I don’t know how I managed to swal-
low a mouthful of your exeellent din-
ner.

Mes, Aw, [walking up and down,
and irying to control ker agitation.]
Nor I. But what are we to do?

Max. Yes, what are we to dp? Upon
my word I don’t know; I am so eom-
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pletely unaceustomed to things of this
kind.

Mzs, Arv, I am convinced that no-
thing serions has happened yet.

Man, Heaven forbid! But it is most
unseemly behaviour, for all that.

Mgs, Arv, It is nothing more than
& foolish jest of Oswald’s you may be

sure.

Max. Well, of course, as I said, I
am quite inexperienced in such matters;
but it certainly seems to me—

Mrs. Arv. Out of the house she
shall go—and at once. That part of it
is a8 clear as daylight—

Maw, Yes. That is quite clear.

Mzs. Arv. But where is she to go?
We should not be justified in—

Max, Where to? Home to her
father, of course.

Mgs. Awv. To whom, did you say?

Maw. To her—. No, of course Eng-
strand isnt—. But, great heavens, Mrs.
Alving, how is such a thing possible?
You surely may have been mistaken, in
spite of everything.

Mrs, Avv, There was no chance of
mistake, more’s the pity. Joanna was
obliged to confess it to me—and my
husband couldn’t deny it. So there
was nothing else to do but to hush it
up.
Max, No, that was the only thing

to do.

Mgs. Arv, The girl was sent away at
once, and was given a tolerably liberal
sum to hold her tongue. She looked
after the rest herself when she got to

-town, She renewed an old acquaint-
ance with the carpenter Engstrand;
gave him a hint, I suppose, of how
much money she had got, and told him
some fairy tale about a foreigner who
bad been here in his yacht in the sum-
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mer. So she and Engstrand were mar.
ried in a great hurry. Why, you mar-
ried them yourself!

Max, I can't understand it—, I re-
member clearly Engstrand’s coming to
arrange about the marriage. He was
full of contrition, and aceused him-
self bitterly for the light eonduct he
and his fiancée had been guilty of.

Mgs. Awv, Of course he had to take
the blame on himself.

MaN. But the deceitfulness of it!
And with me, too! I positively would
not have believed it of Jacob Eng-
strand. I shall most certainly give him
a serious talking to.—And the im-
morality of such & marriage. Simply
for the sake of the money—! What
sum was it that the girl had?

Mgs. Avv. It was seventy pounds.

Max. Just think of it—for a paltry
seventy pounds to let yourself be bound
in marriage to a fallen woman!

Mgs, ALv, What about myself, then?
—T let myself be bound in marriage
to a fallen man.

Max. Heaven forgive you! what
are you saying? A fallen man?

Mrs, Awv. Do you suppose my hus-
band was any purer, when I went
with him to the altar, than Joanna
was when Engstrand agreed to marry
her?

Max. The two cases are as different
as day from night—

Mrs, Awv. Not so very different,
after all. It is true there was a great
difference in the price paid, between a
paltry seventy pounds and a whole for-
tune.

Max. How can you compare such
totally different things! I presume you
consulted your own heart—and your
relations,
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Mss. Avv, [looking away from him].
I thought you understood where what
you call my heart had strayed to at
that time.

Max. [in a constrained voice]. If
I had understood anything of the kind,
I would not have been a daily guest
in your husband’s house,

Mns. Awv. Well, at any rate this
mueh ig certain, that I didn’t consult
myself in the matter at all.

Max., Still you consulted those
nearest to you, as was only right—
your mother, your two aunts,

Mgs. Av. Yes, that is true. The
three of them settled the whole matter
for me. It seems ineredible to me now,
how clearly they made out that it
would be sheer folly to reject such an
offer, If my mother could only see
what all that fine prospect has led to!

Man. No one can be responsible for
the result of it. Anyway, there is this
to be said, that the match was made
in complete conformity with law and
order.

Mes. Awv. [going to the window).
Oh, law and order! I often think it is
that that is at the bottom of all the
misery in the world.

MaN. Mrs. Alving, it is very wicked
of you to say that.

Mgs. ALy, That may be so; but I
don’t attach importance to those obli-
gations and considerations any longer.
I cannot! I must struggle for my
freedom.

MaN. What do you mean?

Mgs. Awv. [tapping on the window
panes]. 1 ought never to have con-
cealed what sort of a life my husband
led. But I had not the courage to do
otherwise Elslen—for my own sake,
either, I whs too much of a coward.

™

Max. A coward?

Mgs, Av. If others had known any-
thing of what happened, they would
have said: “Poor man, it is natural
enough that he should go astray, when
he has a wife that has run away from
him.”

Man. They would have had a cer-
tain amount of justifieation for saying
80.
Mes. Avv. [looking fizedly at him].
If T had been the woman I ought,
I would have taken Oswald into my
confidence and said to him: “Listen,
my son, your father was a dissolute
man”—

Maxn. Miserable woman—

Mrs. Auv. —and I would have told
him all I have told you, from begin-
ning to end.

Maxn. I am shocked at you, Mrs,
Alving.

Mgs. Arv. I know. I know quite well ]
I am shocked at myself when I think
of it. [Comes away from the window.]
I am coward enough for that.

Maw, Can you call it cowardice that
you simply did your duty! Have you
forgotten that & child should love and
honour his father and mother?

Mgs. ALv. Don't let us talk in such
general terms, Suppose we say: “Ought
Oswald to love and honour Mr. Alv-
ing®

Max. You are a mother—isn't there
a voice in your heart that forbids you
to shatter your son’s ideals?

Mrs. Arv. And what about the
truth?

Max. What about his ideals?

Mgrs, Arv. Oh—ideals, ideals— If
only I were not such a coward as I
am! :

Max, Do not spurn ideals, Mrs,



Alving—they have a way of avenging
themselves cruelly. Take Oswald’s own
case, now. He hasn't many ideals,
more’s the pity. But this much I have
seen, that his father is something of
an ideal to him.

Mgs. Arv. You are right there,

Max. And his conception of his
father is what you inspired and en-
couraged by your letters.

Mgs, Awv. Yes, I was swayed by
duty and consideration for others; that
was why I lied to my son, year in
and year out. Oh, what a coward—
what a coward I have been!

Max. You have built up a happy
illusion in your son's mind, Mrs.
Alving—and that is a thing you eer-
tainly ought not to undervalue.

Mgs. Awv. Ah, who knows if that is
such a desirable thing after all!'—But
anyway I don't intend to put up with
any goings on with Regina. I am not
going to let him get the poor girl into
trouble.

Max, Good heavens, no—that would
be s frightful thing!

Mgs, Awv. If only I knew whether
he meant it seriously, and whether it
would mean happiness for him—

Max. In what way? I don’t under-
stand,

Mgs, ALv. But that is impossible;
Regina is not equal to it, unfortunately.

Max, I don't understand. What do
you mean?

Mgs. Ay, If T were not such a
miserable coward, I would say to him:
“Marry her, or make any arrangement
you like with her—only let there be
no deceit in the matter.”

Maw, Heaven forgive you! Are you

actually suggesting anything so ahom-
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inable, so unheard of, as a marriage
between them!

Mgs. Arv. Unheard of, do you call
it? Tell me honestly, Mr. Manders,
don’t you suppose there are plenty of
married couples out here in the country
that are just as nearly related as they
are?

Max. T am sure I don't understand
you.

Mgs. Azv. Indeed you do.

Max. I suppose you are thinking
of cases where possibly— It is only
too true, unfortunately, that family
life is not always as stainless as it
should be. But as for the sort of thing
you hint at—well, it's impossible to
tell, at all events with any certainty.
Here, on the other hand—for you, a
mother, to be willing to allow your—

Mgs. Arv. But I am not willing to
allow it. I would not allow it for any-
thing in the world; that is just what
I was saying.

Max. No, because you are a coward,
as you put it. But, supposing yon
were not a coward—! Great heavens—
such a revolting union!

Mrs. Awv. Well, for the matter of
that, we are all descended from a union
of that description, so we are told.
And who was it that was responsible
for this state of things, Mr. Manders?

Max, I can'’t discuss such questions
with you, Mrs, Alving; you are by no
means in the right frame of mind for
that. But for you to dare to say that
it is cowardly of you—!

Mrs. Arv. I will tell you what I
mean by that. I am frightened and
timid, because I am obsessed by the
presence of ghosts that I never ean
get rid of.

Max, The presence of what!
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Mgs, Arv, Ghosts,. When I heard
Regina and Oswald in there, it was just
like seeing ghosts before my eyes. I
am half inclined to think we are all
ghosts, Mr. Manders. It is not only
what we have inherited from our
fathers and mothers that exists again
in us, but all sorts of old dead ideas
and all kinds of old dead beliefs and
things of that kind. They are not ac-
tually alive in us; but there they are
dorment, all the same, and we ean
never be rid of them. Whenever I
take up a newspaper and read it, I
faney I see ghosts creeping between
the lines. There must be ghosts all
over the world. They must be as count-
less as the grains of the sands, it seems
to me. And we are so miserably afraid
of the light, all of us.

Max. Ah!—there we have the out-
come of your reading. Fine fruit it
has borne—this abominable, subversive,
free-thinking literature!

Mgs. Arv. You are wrong there, my
friend. You are the one who made me
begin to think; and I owe you my best
thanks for it.

Maw, I!

Mgs. Awv. Yes, by forcing me to
submit to what you called my duty and
my obligations; by praising as right
and just what my whole soul revolted
against, as it would against something
abominable. That was what led me to
examine your teachings eritieally, I
only wanted to unravel one point in
them; but as soon as I had got that
unravelled, the whole fabric came to
pieces. And then I reahsed that it was
only machine-made.

Mav. [softly, and with emotion]. Is
that all I accomplished by the hardest
struggle of my life?

8

Mes, Arv. Call it rather the most
ignominous defeat of your life.

Mav. It was the greatest victory of
my life, Helen; victory over myself.

Mrs, ALv. It was a wrong done to
both of us.

Maxn. A wrong?—wrong for me to
entreat you as a wife to go back to your
lawful hushand, when you came to me
half distracted and crying: “Here I
am, take me!” Was that a wrong?

Mgs, Awv. I think it was.

Man. We two do not understand one
another,

Mrs. Arv. Not now, at all events.

Max. Never—even in my most seeret
thoughts—have I for & moment re-
garded you as anything but the wife
of another.

Mgs, Awv. Do you believe what you
say?

Max, Helen—!

Mgs. Awv. One so easily forgets
one’s own feelings,

Maxn. Not I. I am the same as I
always was.

Mgs. Avv. Yes, yes—don't let us
talk any more about the old days
You are buried up to your eyes now in
committees and all sorts of business;
and I am here, fighting with ghosts
both without and within me.

Max. I ean at all events help you
to get the better of those without you.
After all that I have been horrified to
hear from you to-day, I cannot con-
scientiously allow a young defenceless
girl to remain in your house.

Mgs. Awv. Don't you think it would
be best if we could get her settled ?—
by some suitable marriage, I mean.

Max. Undoubtedly. I think, in any
case, it would have been desirable for
her. Regina is at an age now that—



well, T don’t know much about these
things, but—

Mgs. Avv. Regina developed very
early.

Max, Yes, didn’t she, I fancy I re-
member thinking she was remarkably
well developed, bodily, at the time I
prepared her for Confirmation. But,
for the time being, she must in any case
go home. Under her fathers care—
no, but of course Engstrand is not.—
To think that he, of all men, could se
coneeal the truth from me!

[A knock is heard at the hall door.]

Mgs. ALv. Who can that be? Come
in!

[ENGSTRAND, dressed in his Sunday
clothes, appears in the doorway.]

Eva. I humbly beg pardon, but—

Max, Aha! Hm!—

Mgs, Awv. O, it's you, Engstrand!

Eng. There were none of the maids
about, so I took the great liberty of
knocking,

Mgs, ALv, That’s all right. Come in.
Do you want to speak to me?

Eve. [coming in]. No, thank you
very much, ma’'am. It was Mr. Manders
I wanted to speak to for a moment.

Maw. [walking up and down], Hm!
—do you. You want to speak to me,
do you?

Eva. Yes, sir, I wanted so very
much to—

Max, [stopping in front of him].
Well, may I ask what it is you want?

Ene. It’s this way, Mr. Manders.
We are being paid off now. And many
thanks to you, Mrs, Alving. And now
the work is quite finished, I thought it
would be so nice and suitable if all of
us, who have worked so honestly to-
gether all this time, were fo finish up
with a few prayers this evening.
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Max. Prayers? Up at the Orphan.
age?

ENg. Yes, sir, but if it isn’t agree-
able to you, then—

Maw, Oh, certainly—but—hm!—

Exe. I have made a practice of say-
ing a few prayers there myself each
evening—

Mgs. Arv. Have you?

Eva. Yes, ma'am, now and then—
just as a little edifieation, so to speak.
But I am only a poor common man,
and haven’t rightly the gift, alas—
and so I thonght that as Mr. Manders
happened to be here, perhaps—

Max. Look here, Engstrand. First
of all I must ask you a question. Are
you in a proper frame of mind for
such a thing? Is your conscience free
and untroubled?

ExG. Heaven have mercy on me a
sinner! My conscience isn't worth our
speaking about, Mr. Manders,

Max. But it is just what we must
speak about. What do you say fo my
question?

Exc. My conscience? Well—it's un-
easy sometimes, of course.

Maxn, Ah, you admit that at all
events. Now will you tell me, without
any concealment—what is your rela-
tionship to Regina?

Mgs. Awv. [hastily]. Mr, Manders!

Max, [calming her]—Leave it to
me!

Exc. With Regina? Good Lord,
how you frightened me! [Looks at Ms.
Avving]. There is nothing wrong with
Regina, is there!

Max, Let us hope not. What I want
to know is, what is your relationship
to her? You pass as her father, don't
you?
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Ena. [unsteadily]. Well—hm!—you
know, sir, what happened between me
and my poor Joanna.

Maw, No more distortion of the
truth! Your late wife made a full
confession to Mrs, Alving, before she
left her service.

Exg. What!—do you mean to say
—9 Did she do that after all?

Mar. You see it has all come out,
Engstrand,

Exe. Do you mean to say that she,
who gave me her promise and solemn
oath—

Max. Did she take an oath?

Exg. Well, no—she only gave me
her word, but as seriously as a woman
could.

Max, And all these years you have
been hiding the truth from me—from
me, who have had such eomplete and
absolute faith in you,

Exg. I am sorry to say I have, sir.

Max. Did I deserve that from you,
Engstrand? Haven't I been always
ready to help you in word and deed as
far as lay in my power? Answer me!
Is it not so?

Exa. Indeed there's many a time I
should have been very badly off with-
out you, sir.

Maxn. And this is the way you re-
pay me—by causing me to make false
entries in the church registers, and
afterwards keeping back from me for
years the information which you owed
it both to me and to your sense of the
truth to divulge. Your conduct has
been absolutely inexcusable, Engstrand,
and from to-day everything is at end
between us.

Exa. [with o sighl. Yes, I can see
that's what [it means.

Max. Yes, because how ean you pos-
sibly justify what you did?

Eva. Was the poor girl to go and
inerease her load of shame by talking
about it? Just suppose, sir, for a mo-
ment that your reverence was in the
same predicament as my poor Joanna

Max. I!

Ena. Good Lord, sir, I don’t mean
the same predicament. I mean, sup-
pose there were something your rever-
ence were ashamed of in the eyes of
the world, so to speak. We men
oughtn’t to judge a poor woman too
hardly, Mr. Manders.

MaN. But I am not doing so at
all. Itis you I am blaming.

Exa. Will your reverence grant me
leave to ask you a small question?

Max. Ask away.

Ena. Shouldn’t you say it was right
for & man to raise up the fallen?

Man. Of course it is.

Exg. And isn’t a man bound to
keep his word of honour?

Man. Certainly he is; but—

Exg. At the time when Joanna
had her misfortune with this English-
man—or maybe he was an American
or a Russian, as they call ’em—well,
sir, then she came to town. Poor
thing, she had refused me onee or
twice before; she only had eyes for
good-looking men in those days, and I
had this crooked leg then. Your rever-
ence will remember how I had ven-
tured up into a dancing-saloon where
seafaring men were revelling in drunk-
enness and intoxieation, as they say.
And when I tried to exhort them to
turn from their evil ways—

Mgs. Arv. [coughs from thc wine
dow], Ahem!
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Muw, I know, Engstrand, I know—
the rough brutes threw you down-
stairs. You have told me about that
ineident before, The affliction to your
leg is a eredit to you.

Exe. I don't want to claim credit
for it, your reverence. But what I
wanted to tell you was that she came
then and confided in me with tears and
gnashing of teeth. I can tell you, sir,
it went to my heart to hear her.

Max. Did it, indeed, Engstrand?
Well, what then?

Exa. Well, then I said to her: “The
American is roaming about on the high
seas, he is. And you, Joanna,” I said,
“you have committed & sin and are a
fallen woman. But here stands Jacob
Engstrand,” I said, “on two strong
legs"—of course that was only speak-
ing in a kind of metaphor, as it were,
your reverence.

Max. I quite understand. Go on.

Exa. Well, sir, that was how I res-
cued her and made her my lawful wife,
so that no one should know how reck-
lessly she had carried on with the
stranger.

Maxn, That was all very kindly done.
The only thing I cannot justify was
your bringing yourself to aceept the
money—

Ena. Money? I? Not a farthing.

Max. [to Mrs. ALVING, in & ques-
tioning tone.] But—

Exa. Ah, yes!—wait a bit; I remem-
ber now. Joanna did have a trifle of
money, you are quite right. But I
dide’t want to know anything about
that. “Fie,” I said, “on the mammon
of unrighteousness, it's the price of
your sin; as for this tainted gold”—
or notes, or whatever it was—“we will
threw it back in the American’s face,”
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Isaid. But he had gone away and dis-
appeared on the stormy seas, your rev-
erence.

Max, Was that how it was, my good
fellow?

Exe. It was, sir. So then Joanna
and I decided that the money should
go towards the child’s bringing-up,
and that’s what became of it; and I ean
give a faithful account of every single
penny of it

Max. This alters the eomplexion of
the affair very considerably.

Exg. That’s how it was, your rever-
ence. And I make bold to say that I
have been a good father to Regina—
as far as was in my power—for I am
a poor erring mortal, alas!

Maw, There, there, my dear Eng-
strand—

Exe. Yes, I do make bold to say
that I brought up the child, and made
my poor Joanna a loving and eareful
hushand, as the Bible says we ought.
But it never occurred to me to go to
your reverence and claim eredit for it
or boast about it because I had done
one good deed in this world, No;
when Jacob Engstrand does a thing
like that, he holds his tongue about it.
Unfortunately it doesn’t often happen,
I know that only too well. And when-
ever I do come to see your reverence,
I never seem to have anything bub
trouble and wickedness to talk about.
Because, as I said just now—and I say
it again—conscience can be very hard
on us sometimes.

Maw. Give me your hand, Jacob
Engstrand.

Exng. Ob, sir, I don’t like—

Max. No nonsense, [Grasps his
hand,] That's it!
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Exc, And may I make bold humbly
to beg your reverence’s pardon—

Man. You? On the contrary if is
for me to beg your pardon—

ENG. Oh no, sir.

M.x. Yes, certainly it is, and I do
it with my whole heart. Forgive me
for having so mueh misjudged you
And I assure you that if I can do any-
thing for you to prove my sincere re-
gret and my goodwill towards you—

Exe. Do you mean it, sir?

Max. It would give me the greatest
pleasure.

Ena As a matter of fact, sir, you
could do it now. I am thinking of using
the honest money I have put away out
of my wages up here, in establishing
a sort of Sailors’ Home in the town.

Mgs, Awv. You?

Ewe. Yes, to be a sort of Refuge,
ag it were, There are such manifold
temptations lying in wait for sailor
men when they are roaming about on
shore. But my idea is that in this
house of mine they should have a sort
of parental care looking after them.

MaN. What do you say to that,
Mrs, Alving!

Exe. I haven’t much to begin such
a work with, I know; but Heaven
might prosper it, and if I found any
helping hand stretched out to me,
then—

MaN. Quite so; we will talk over
the matter further. Your project at-
tracts me enormously. But in the
meantime go back to the Orphanage
and put everything tidy and light the
lights, so that the occasion may seem
a little solemn. And then we will spend
a little edifying time together, my dear
Engstrand, {or now I am sure you are
in a suitablé frame of mind,

Eng. I believe I am, sir, truly.
Good-bye, then, Mrs, Alving, and
thank you for all your kindness; and
take good care of Regina for me,
[Wipes a tear from his eye.] Poor Jo-
anna’s child—it is an extraordinary
thing, but she seems to have grown
into my life and to hold me by the
heartstrings. That's how I feel abont
it, truly. [Bows, and goes out.]

Ma~, Now then, what do you think
of him, Mrs, Alving! That was quite
another explanation that he gave us.

Mgs, Arv. It was, indeed.

Max. There, you see how exceed
ingly careful we ought to be in eon-
demning our fellow-men. But at the
same time it gives one genuine pleas-
ure to find that one was mistaken,
Don't you think so?

Mrs. Ary. What I think is that you
are, and always will remain, a big
baby, Mr. Manders,

Mav, I?

Mrs, Awv. [laying her hands on his
shoulders], And I think that I should
like very much to give you a good hug,

Max. [drawing back hastilyl. No,
no, good gracious! What an idea!

Mgs, Awv. [with a smile]. Oh, you
needn’t be afraid of me.

Max. [standing by the table.] You
choose such an extravagant way of ex-
pressing yourself sometimes. Now I
must get these papers together and put
them in my bag. [Does so.] That’s
it. And now good-bye, for the pres-
ent. Keep your eyes open when Os-
wald comes back. I will come back
and see you again presently.

[He takes his hat and goes out by
the hall door. MRS, ALVING sighs,
glances out of the window, puts one or
two things tidy in the room and turné
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to go into the dwing-room. She stops
in the doorway with a stified cry.]

Mgs, Awv, Oswald, are you still sit~
ting at table!

Osw. [from the dining-room]. I am
only finishing my cigar.

Mgs, Arv. I thought you had gone
out for a little turn,

Osw. [from within the room]. In
weather like this? [A glass is heard
clinking. Mgrs. ALVING leaves the door
open and sits down with her knitting
on the couch by the window.] Wasn’t
that Mr. Manders that went out just
now?

Mgs, Avv. Yes, he has gone over to
the Orphanage.

Osw, Oh. [The clink of a bottle
on a glass is heard again.]

Mgs, Awv. [with an uneasy expres-
sion.] Oswald, dear, you should be
careful with that liqueur. It is strong.

Osw. It's a good protective against
the damp.,

Mrs. Arv. Wouldn't you rather
come in here?

Osw. You know you don’t like
smoking in there,

Mgs., Awv. You may smoke a cigar
in here, certainly.

Osw. All right; I will come in, then,
Just one drop more. There! [Comes
in, smoking a cigar, and shuts the door
after him. A short silence.] Where
has the parson gone?

Mgs, Arv. I told you he had gone
over to the Orphanage.

Osw. Oh, so you did.

Mgs, Arv. You shouldn't sit so long
at table, Oswald,

Osw. [holding his cigar behind his
back] But it’s so nice and cosy,
mother dear. [Caresses her with one
hond.) Think what it means to me—

to have come home; to sit at my moth-
ers own table, in my mother’s own
room, and to enjoy the charming meals
she gives me.

Mgs, ALv. My dear, dear boy!

Osw. [a Uitle impatiently, as he
walks up and down smoking.] And
what else is there for me to do here!
I have no oceupation—

Mzs. Awv. No occupation?

Osw. Not in this ghastly weather,
when there isn’t & blink of sunshine all
day long. [Walks up and down the
floor.] Not to be able to work, it’s—!

Mgs, ALv, I don'’t believe you were
wise to come home,

Osw. Yes, mother; I had to.

Mgrs, Awv. Because I would ten
times rather give up the happiness of
having you with me, sooner than that
you should—

Osw. [standing still by the table.]
Tell, me mother—is it really such a
great happiness for you to have me at
home?

Mgs, Azv. Can you ask?

Osw. [crumpling up o newspaper].
I should have thought it would have
been pretty much the same to you
whether I were here or away.

Mrs, Awv. Have you the heart to
say that to your mother, Oswald?

Osw. But you have been quite
happy living without me so far,

Mes. Arv, Yes, I have lived with-
out you—that is true,

[A silence. The dusk falls by de-
grees. OSwALD walks restlessly up and
down. He has laid aside his cigar.]

Osw. [stopping beside Mrs. Arv-
1NG.] Mother, may I sit on the couch
beside you?

Mgs. Ay, Of course, my dear boy,
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Osw. [sitting down]. Now I must
tell you something, mother.

Mgs, Awv. [anziously]. What?

Osw. [staring in fromt of him] I
can’t bear it any longer.

Mes, Arv. Bear what? What do
you mean?

Osw. [as before] I couldn’t bring
myself to write to you about it; and
since I have been at home—

Mnrs. ALv. [caiching him by the
arm]. Oswald, what is it?

Osw. Both yesterday and to-day I
have tried to push my thoughts away
from me—to free myself from them.
But I can't.

Mgs. Awv. [getting up]. Yqu must
speak plainly, Oswald!

0sw. [drawing her down to her seat
again].  Sit still, and I will try and
tell you. I have made a great deal of
the fatigne I felt after my journey—

Mgs, Av. Well, what of that?

Osw. But that isn't what is the
matter. It is no ordinary fatigne—

Mgs. Awv. [trying to get up.] You
are not ill, Oswald!

0sw. [pulling her down again]. Sit
still, mother. Do take it quietly. I
am not exactly ill—not ill in the usual
sense. [Takes his head in his hands.]
Mother, it’s my mind that has broken
down—gone to pieces—I shall never
be able to work any more! [Buries
his face in his hands and throws him-
self at her knees in an outburst of
sobs.]

Mrs, Awv. [pale and trembling.]
Oswald! Look at me! No, no, it isn’t
true!

0sw. [looking up with a distracted
expression), Never to be able to work
any more!l Never—never! A living

death! Mother, ean you imagine any-
thing so horrible!

Mgs. Awv. My poor unhappy boy!
How has this terrible thing happened?

Osw. [sitting up again.] That is
just what I cannot possibly under-
stand. I have never lived recklessly,
in any sense. You must believe that
of me, mother! I have never done that.

Mgs. Avv. I haven’t a doubt of it,
Oswald.

Osw. And yet this comes upon me
all the same!—this terrible disaster.

Mgs. Awv. Oh, but it will all eome
right again, my dear precious boy. It
is nothing but overwork. Believe me,
that is so.

Osw. [dully]. I thought so too, at
first; but it isn’t so.

Mgs. Arv. Tell me all about it.

Osw., Yes, I will,

Mgs. ALv. When did you first feel
anything?

Osw. It was just after I had been
home last time and had got back to
Paris. I began to feel the most violent
pains in my head—mostly at the back,
I think. It was as if a tight band of
iron was pressing on me from my neek
upwards.

Mgs. Anv. And then?

Osw. At first I thought it was noth-
ing but the headaches I always used to
be so much troubled with while I was
growing.

Mgs, Awv, Yes, yes—

Osw. But it wasn't; I soon saw
that. I couldn’t work any longer. I
would try and start some big new pie-
ture; but it seemed as if all my facul-
ties had forsaken me, as if all my
strength were paralysed. I couldn’t
manage to collect my thoughts; my
head seemed to swim—everything went
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feeling! At last I sent for a doctor—
and from him I learnt the truth.

Mzrs, Awv. In what way, do you
mean?

Osw. He was one of the best doc-
tors there. He made me deseribe what
I felt, and then he began to ask me 2
whole heap of questions which seemed
to me to have nothing to do with the
matter. T couldn’t see what he was
driving at—

Mrs, Awv. Well?

Osw. At last he said: “You have
had the canker of disease in you prac-
tically from your birth”—the actual
word he used was “vermoulu.”

Mgs. Awv. [anziously]. What did
he mean by that?

Osw. I couldn’t understand, either
—and I asked him for a clearer ex-
planation. And then the old dynic
said [clenching his fist]. Oh!—

Mgs, Av. What did he say?

Osw. He said: “The sins of the
fathers are visited on the children.”

Mgs, Awv. [getting up slowly]. The
sing of the fathers—!

Osw. I nearly struck him in the
face—

Mgs, Awv. [walking across the
room). The sins of the fathers—!

Osw. [smiling sadlyl. Yes, just
imagine! Naturally I assured him
that what he thought was impossible.
But do you think he paid any heed to
me? No, he persisted in his opinion;
and it was only when I got out your
letters and translated to him all the
passages that referred to my father—

Mes. Arv. Well, and then?

Osw. Well, then of course he had to
admit that he was on the wrong tack;
and then I learnt the truth—the in~
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comprehensible truth! I ought to have
had nothing to do with the joyous
happy life I had lived with my eom-
rades. It had been too much for my
strength. So it was my own fault!

Mrs. Awv. No, no, Oswald! Don't
believe that!

Osw. There was no other explana-
tion of it possible, he said. That is
the most horrible part of it. My whole
life incurably ruined—just because of
my own imprudence. All that I wanted
to do in the world—not to dare to
think of it any more—not to he able
to think of it! Oh! if only I could
live my life over again—if only I could
undo what I have done! [Throws him-
self on his face on the couch. Mgs,
ALvING wrings her hands, and walks
up and down silently fighting with her-
self.]

Osw. [looks up after a while, rais-
ing himself on his elbows] If only
it had been something I had inherited
—something I could not help. But, in-
stead of that, to have disgracefully,
stupidly, thoughtlessly thrown away
one’s happiness, one’s health, every-
thing in the world—ones future, one’s
life—

Mrs. Awv. No, no, my darling boy;
that is impossible! [Bending over
him.] Things are not so desperate as
you think.

Osw, Ab, you don’t know—,
[Springs up.] And to think, mother,
that I should bring all this sorrow
upon you! Many a time I have almost
wished and hoped that you really did
not care so very much for me.

Mgs, Aw. I, Oswald? My only
son! All that I have in the world!
The only thing I care about!

Osw. [taking hold of her hands and
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issing them)]. Yes, yes, I know that
is 50. When I am at home I know that
is true. And thet is one of the hard-
est parts of it to me. But now you
know all about it; and now we won't
talk any more about it to-day. I can't
stand thinking about it long at a time.
[Walks across the room.] Let me have
something to drink, mother.

Mrs, Awv, To drink? What do you
want?

Osw. Ob, anything you like, I
suppose you have got some punch in
the house.

Mgrs. Av. Yes, but my dear Os-
wald—!

Osw. Don’t tell me I mustn't,
mother. Do be nice! I must have
something to drown these gnawing
thoughts. [Goes into the conserva-
toryl. And how—how gloomy it is
here! [Mrs, ArviNG rings the bell.]
And this incessant rain. It may go on
week after week—a whole month.
Never a ray of sunshine. I don’t re-
member ever having seen the sun shine
once when I have been at home.

Mgs. Awv. Oswald—you are think-
ing of going away from me!

Osw. Hm!—[sighs deeply.] I am
not thinking about anything. I can’t
think about anything! [In e low
voice.] I have to let that alone.

REq. [coming from the dining-room].
Did you ring, ma’am?

Mgs. Arv. Yes, let us have the lamp
in,

Ree. In a moment, ma’am; it is all
ready lit. [Goes out.]

Mas. Awv. [going up to Oswarp].
Oswald, don't keep anything back
from me.

Osw. I d?n’t, mother, [Goes to the

table.] It seems io mo T have told
you a good lot.

[REGINA brings the lamp and puis
it upon the table.]

Mgs. ALv. Regina, you might bring
us a small bottle of champagne.

Brc. Yes, ma'am. [Goes out]

Osw. [taking hold of his mother's
facel. That's right. I knew my
mother wouldn't let her son go thirsty.

Mgs. Av. My poor dear boy, how
could I refuse you anything now?

Osw. [eagerly]. Is that true, mother?
Do you mean it?

Mrs, Arv., Mean what?

Osw. That you couldn’t deny me
anything ¥

Mrs. Awv. My dear Oswald—

Osw. Hush!

[REGINA brings in a tray with &
small bottle of champagne and two
glasses, which she puts on the table.]

Reg. Shall T open the bottle?

Osw. No, thank you, I will do it.

[REGINA goes out.]

Mrs. Awv. [sitting down ab the
table]. What did you mean, when you
asked if I could refuse you nothing?

Osw. [busy opening the boitle.] Let
us have a glass first—or two.

[He draws the cork, fills one glass
and is going to fill the other.]

Mgs. Awv. [holding her hand over
the second glass]. No, thanks—not for
me.

Osw. Oh, well, for me then! [He
empties his glass, fills it again and
empties it; then sits down at the table.]

Mzs. Awv, [ezpectantly]. Now, tell
me,

Osw. [without looking at her.] Tell
me this; I thought you and Mr. Man-
ders seemed so strange—so qmeb—-at
dinner,
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Mns. Arv. Did you notice that?

Osw, Yes, Ahem! [After a short
pause.] Tell me—What do you think
of Reginat

Mgs. Atv. What do I think of her?

Osw. Yes, isn’t she splendid!

Mgs. Awv. Dear Oswald, you don’t
know her as well as I do—

Osw. What of that?

Mes, Avv. Regina was too long at
home, unfortunately. I ought to have
taken her under my charge sooner,

Osw. Yes, but isn’t she splendid to
look at, mother? [Fills his glass.}

Mgs, ALv, Regina has many serious
faults—

Osw. Yes, but what of that?
[Drinks.]

Mgs, Awv. But I am fond of her,
all the same; and I have made myself
responsible for her. I wouldn't for
the world she should come to any harm.

Osw. [jumping up.] Mother, Regina
is my enly hope of salvation!

Mrs. Awv. [getting up.] What do
you mean?

Osw. I can’t go on bearing all this
agony of mind alone,

Mgs, Azv. Haven't you your mother
to help you to bear it?

Osw. Yes, I thought so; that was
why I came home to you. But it is no
use; I see that it isn’t. I cannot spend
ny life here.

Mes, Ay, Oswald!

Osw. I must live a different sort of
life, mother; so I shall have to go
away from you. I don't want you
watching it.

Mgs, Arv. My unhappy boy! But,
Oswald, as long as you are ill like
this—

Osw. If it was only a matter of
foeling ill I would stay with you,
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mother. You are the best friend I have
in the world,

Mzs. Awv. Yes, I am that, Oswald,
am I not?

0sw. [walking restlessly about]. But
all this torment—the regret, the re-
morse—and the deadly fear. Oh—this
borrible fear!

Mes. Awv. [following him]. Fear?
Fear of what? What do you mean?

Osw. Oh, don’t ask me any more
about it. I don't know what it is. I
can’t put it into words. [Mrs, ALviNGg
crosses the room and rings the bell.]
‘What do you want?

Mrs, Awv. I want my boy to be
happy, that’s what I want. He mustn’t
brood over anything. [To REeaiNa,
who has come to the door] More
champagne—a large bottle.

Osw. Mother!

Mgs, Awv. Do you think we country
people don’t know how to live?

Osw. Isn't she splendid to look at?
What a figure! And the picture of
health!

Mes. Auv. [sitting down af the
table]. Sit down, Oswald, and let us
have a quiet talk.

Osw. [sitting down]. You don’t
know, mother, that I owe Regina a
little reparation,

Mgs, Awv. You!

Osw. Oh, it was only a little
thoughtlessness—call it what you like.
Something quite innocent, anyway.
The last time I was home—

Mgs. Avv. Yes?

Osw. —she used often to ask me
questions about Paris, and I told her
one thing and another about the life
there. And I remember saying one
day: “Wouldn't you like to go there
yourself
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Mgs, Awv. Well?

Osw. I saw her blush, and she said:
“Yes, I should like to very much.”
“All right,” I said, “I daresay it might
be managed”—or something of that
sort.

Mes, Auv. And then?

Osw. I naturally had forgotten all
about it; but the day before yesterday
I happened to ask her if she was glad
I was to be so long at home—

Mrs. Awv, Well?

Osw. —and she looked so queerly
at me, and asked: “But what is to be-
come of my trip to Paris?”

Mgs, Awv. Her trip!

Osw. And then I got it out of her
that she had taken the thing seriously,
and had been thinking about me all
the time, and had set herself to learn
French—

Mzs. Awv. So that was why—

Osw. Mother—when I saw this fine,
splendid, handsome girl standing there
in front of me—1I had never paid any
attention to her before then—but now,
when she stood there as if with open
arms ready for me to take her to my-
gelf—

Mgs. Awv. Oswald!

Osw. —then I realised that my sal-
vation lay in her, for I saw the joy of
life in her.

Mgs. Arv. [starting back.] The joy
of life—%? Is there salvation in that?

ReG. [coming in from the dining-
room with a boitle of champagne].
Excuse me for being so long; but I
had to go to the cellar. [Puts the
bottle down on the table.]

Osw, Bring another glass, too.

Req. [looking at him in astonish-
ment]. Tlie mistress’s glass is there,
gir,

91

Osw. Yes, but fetch one for your-
self, Regina. [REGINA starts, and gives
a quick shy glance at Mes, Arving.]
Well?

REa. [in a low and hesitating voice.]
Do you wish me to, ma’am?

Mgs. Arv. Fetch the glass, Regina,
(REGINA goes into the dining-room.]

Osw. [looking after her.] Have you
noticed how well she walks?—so firmly
and confidently!

Mes, Arv. It cannot be, Oswald.

Osw. It is settled! You must see
that. It is no use forbidding it.
(REGINA comes in with a glass, which
she holds in her hand.] Sit down,
Regina. [RecINA looks questioningly
at Mes, Arvine,]

Mgs. Awv. Sit down. [REeINa sits
down on a chair near the dining-room
door, still holding the glass in her
hand.} Oswald, what was it you were
saying about the joy of lifef

Osw. Ah, mother—the joy of life!
You don’t know very much about that
at home here. I shall never realise it
here.

Mrs. Av, Not even when you are
with me{

Osw. Never at home, But you can’t
understand that.

Mrs. Arv. Yes, indeed I almost
think I do understand you—now.

Osw. That—and the joy of work.
They are really the same thing at bot~
tom. But you dont know anything
about that either.

Mgs, Auv., Perhaps you are right.
Tell me some more about it, Oswald.

Osw. Well, all I mean is that here
people are brought up to believe that
work is a curse and a punishment for
sin, and that life is & <fate of wretch-



edness and that the sooner we can get
out of it the better.

Mss, Anv. A vale of tears, yes. And
we quite conscientiously make it so.

Osw. But the people over there will
have none of that. There is no one
there who really believes doctrines of
that kind any longer. Over there the
mere fact of being alive is thought to
be a matter for exultant happiness.
Mother, have you noticed that every-
thing I have painted has turned upon
the joy of life?—always upon the joy
of life, unfailingly. There is light
there, and sunshine, and a holiday feel-
ing—and people’s faces beaming with
bappiness. That is why I am afraid
to stay at home here with you.

Mrs. Atv, Afraid? What are you
afraid of here with me?

Osw. I am afraid that all these
feelings that are so strong in me would
degenerate into something ugly here.

Mgs, Awv, [looking steadily at him.]
Do you think that is what would hap-
pen?

Osw. I am certain it would. Even
if one lived the same life at home here,
ag over there—it would never really
be the same life.

Mzs. Auv. [who has listened anzious-
ly to him, gets up with a thoughtful
expression and says:] Now I see
clearly how it all happened.

Osw. What do you see?

Mzs. Arv. I see it now for the first
time. And now I can speak.

Osw. [getting up]. Mother, I don't
understand you

Rea, [who has got up also]. Per-
haps I had better go.

Mzs, Av., No, stay here. Now I ean
speak. Now, my son, you shall know
the whole truth, Oswald! Regina!
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Osw. Hush!—here is the pamon—
{MaxDERS comes én by the Aall door.]

Max. Well, my friends, we have been
spending an edifying time over there,

Osw. So have we,

M. Engstrand must have help with
his Sailors’ Home. Regina must go
home with him and give him her assist-
ance.

REg. No, thank you, Mr, Manders,

Max. [perceiving her for the first
time]. What—?% you in here?—and
with a wineglass in your hand!

Rea. [putting down the glass hastily],
I beg your pardon—!

Osw. Regina is going away with my
Mr. Mandeg.na s e ”

Maxn. Going away! With you!

Osw. Yes, as my wife—if she in-
sists on that,

Max. But, good heavens—!

Reg. It is not my fault, Mr, Man-
ders.

Osw, Or else she stays here if I stay,

Rea. [imvoluntarily]. Here!

Max. I am amazed at you, Mrs,
Alving.

Mgs. Awv. Neither of those things
will happen, for now I can speak
openly.

Max. But you won't do that! No,
no, nol

Mgs. Arv. Yes, Icanand will. And
without destroying any one’s ideals.

Osw. Mother, what is it that is being
concealed from me?

Ree. [listening]. Mrs. Alving! Lis-
ten! They are shouting outside.

[Goes into the conservatory and looks
out.]

Osw. [going to the window on the
left]. What can be the matter? Where
does that glare come from?
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Ree. [ealls out], The Orphanage is
on fire!

Mgs, Arv, [going to the window].
On fire?

Man, On fire? Impossible. I was
there just & moment ago.

Osw. Where is my hat? Oh, never
mind that. Father's Orphanage—!

[Runs out through the garden door.]

Mgs. Arv. My shawl, Reginal The
whole place is in flames.

Man., How terrible! Mrs, Alving,
that fire is a judgment on this house of
sin!

Mgs. Arv. Quite so. Come, Regina.

[She and REGINA hurry out.]

Maw. [clasping his hands].* And no
insurance!

[Follows them out.]
ACT III

The same scene. All the doors are
standing open, The lamp s still burn-
ing on the table. It i3 dark outside,
ezcept for a faint glimmer of light seen
through the windows at the back. Mzs,
AvLviNG, with a shawl over her head, is
standing in the comservatory, looking
out. REGINA, also wrapped in a shawl,
18 standing a little behind her.

Mgs, Arv. Everything burnt—down
to the ground.

Reg. It is burning still in in the base-
ment,

Mes. Arv, I can’t think why Oswald
doesn’t come back. There is no chance
of saving anything.

Rea. Shall I go and take his hat to
him?

Mgs, Avv. Hasn't he even got his
hat?

Rea. [pointing to the hall].
there it is, panging up.

Mgs, Avv. Never mind. He is sure

No,

to come back soor. I will go and see
what he is doing. [Goes out by the
garden door. MANDERS comes in from
the hall.]

Maw, Isn’t Mrs, Alving here?

Req. She has just this moment gone
down into the garden.

Max. I have never spent such a ter-
rible night in my life.

Ree. Isn't it a shocking misfortune,
sir!

Man. Oh, don't speak about it. I
searcely dare to think about it.

Reg. But how can it have happened?

Mav. Don’t ask me, Miss Engstrand!
How should I know? Are you going to
suggest too—? Isn’t it enough that
your father—?

Rea. What has he done?

Man. He has nearly driven me
crazy.

Enc. [coming in from the hall]. Mr.
Manders—!

Mux. [turning round with a start,
Have you even followed me here!

Enc. Yes, God help us all—! Great
heavens! What a dreadful thing, your
reverence !

Max. [walking up and down]., Oh
dear, oh dear!

Reg. What do you mean?

Exg. Our little prayer-meeting was
the cause of it all, don’t you see? [Aside,
to Regina] Now we've got the old
fool, my girl. [Aloud.) And to think
it is my fault that Mr. Manders should
be the cause of such a thing!

Man. I assure you, Engstrand—

Eng. But there was no one else car-
rying a light there except you, gir.

Man. [standing stilll. Yes, so you
say. But I have no clear recollection
of having had a light in my hand.
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Exe. But I saw quite distinetly your
reverence take a candle and snuff it
with your fingers and throw away the
burning bit of wick among the shavings.

Max, Did you see that?

Exa. Yes, distinetly.

Max, I can't understand it at all.
1t is never my habit to snuff a candle
with my fingers.

Exa. Yes, it wasn't like you to do
that, sir. But who would have thought
it could be such a dangerous thing to
dot

Mavw, [walking restlessly backwards
and forwards]. Oh, don’t ask me!

Exa. [following him about]. And
you hadn’t insured it either, had you,
sir?

Mavw.,
84y 0.

Exa. You hadn't insured it—and
then went and set light to the whole
place! Good Lord, what bad luck!

Max. [wiping the perspiration from
his forehead]. You may well say so,
Engstrand.

Ena. And that it should happen to
a charitable institution that would have
been of service both to the town and
the country, so to speak! The news-
papers won't be very kind to your
reverence, I expect.

Maw, No, that is just what I am
thinking of. It is almost the worst part
of the whole thing. The spiteful at-
tacks and accusations—it is horrible to
think of |

Mgs. Awv, [coming in from the gar-
g;:]: I can’t get him away from the

No, no, no; you heard me

Man. Oh, there you are, Mrs. Alving.
Mes. Awv. You will escape having

to make your inaugural address now, at
all events, Mr. Manders.

Max, Oh, I would so gladly have—

Mrs. Awv. [in o dull voice]. It is
just as well it has happened. This
Orphanage would never have come to
any good.

Max, Don't you think so?

Mgs. Azv, Do you?

Man. But it is none the less an ex-
traordinary piece of ill luck.

Mrs, Awv. We will discuss it simply
as a business matter—Are you waiting
for Mr. Manders, Engstrand?

Ena. [at the hall door]. Yes, I am.

Mrs. Arv. Sit down then, while you
are waiting.

Exc, Thank you, I would rather
stand.

Mgs. Awv. [to Manpers]. I sup-
pose you are going by the boat?

Max. Yes. It goes in about an hour.

Mrs. Arv. Please take all the docu-
ments back with you. I don't want to
hear another word about the matter. I
have something else to think about
now—

Maxn, Mrs. Alving—

Mrs. Awv. Later on I will send you
a power of attorney to deal with it
exactly as you please,

Mav. I shall be most happy to under-
take that, I am afraid the original in-
tention of the bequest will have to be
entirely altered now.

Mrs. Arv. Of course,

Maw. Provisionally, I should sug-
gest this way of disposing of it. Make
over the Solvik property to the parish.
The land is undoubtedly not without
a certain value; it will always be use-
ful for some purpose or another. And
a8 for the interest on the remaining
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capital that is on deposit in the bank,
possibly I might make suitable use of
that in support of some undertaking
that promises to be of use to the town.

Mgs. Arv. Do exaetly as you please.
The whole thing is a matter of indif-
ference to me now.

Exe. You will think of my Sailors’
Home, Mr. Manders?

MaN, Yes, certainly, that is a sng-
gestion. But we must consider the mat-
ter carefully.

Ene. [aside]. Consider!—devil take
it! Oh Lord.

Max. [signingl. And unfortunately
I can’t tell how much longer I may have
anything to do with the ‘matter—
whether public opinion may not force
me to retire from it altogether. That
depends entirely upon the result of
the enquiry into the cause of the five,

Mgs. Arv. What do you say?

MaN. And one cannot in any way
reckon upon the result beforehand.

Exc. [going nearer to him]. Yes,
indeed one ean; because here stand I,
Jacob Engstrand.

Man. Quite so, but—

Ena. [lowering his voice]. And Jacob
Engstrand isn’t the man to desert a
worthy benefactor in the hour of need,
as the saying is.

Maw, Yes, but, my dear fellow—
how—?

Eve. You might say Jacob Eng-
strand is an angel of salvation, so to
speak, your reverence.

Max. No, no, I couldn’t possibly ac-
cept that.

Exe. That's how it will be, all the
same. I know some one who has taken
the blamg for some one else on his
shoulders' before now, I do.

Max. Jacob! [Grasps his hand.)
You are one in a thousand! You shall
have assistance in the matter of your
Sailors’ Home, you may rely upon that.

[ENGSTRAND fries to thank him, but

is prevented by emotion.]

Max. [hanging his wallet over his
shoulder]. Now we must be off. We
will travel together.

Exc. [by the dining-room door, says
aside to RegiNa], Come with me, you
hussy! You shall be as cosy as the
yolk in an egg!

Rea. [tossing her head]. Merci!

[She goes out into the hall and brings

back Manpers’ luggage.]

Man. Good-bye, Mrs. Alving! And
may the spirit of order and of what is
lawful speedily enter into this house.

Mrs. Awv. Good-bye, Mr. Manders,

[She goes into the comservatory, as

she sees OSWALD coming in by the
garden door.]

Exg. [as he and ReaINA are helping
MANDERS on with his coat]. Good-bye,
my child. And if anything should hap-
pen to you, you know where Jacob
Engstrand is to be found. [Lowering
his woice.] Little Harbour Street,
ahem—! [To Mgs. Auving and Os-
watp,] And my house for poor sea-
faring men shall be ealled the “Alving
Home,” it shall. And, if I can carry
out my own ideas about it, I shall make
bold to hope that it may be worthy of
bearing the late Mr. Alving’s name.

Mav. [at the door]. Ahem—ahem!
Come along, my dear Engstrand. Good-
bye—good-bye!

[He and ENGSTRAND go out by the

hall door.]

Osw. [going to the tablel.
house was he speaking about?

What
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Mgs, Arv, I believe it is some sort
of & Home that he and Mr, Manders
want to start.

Osw. It will be burnt up just like
this one,

Mgs, ALy, What makes you think
that?

Osw. Everything will be burnt up;

nothing will be left that is in memory
of my father. Here am I being burnt
up, too.

[Rearva looks at him in alarm.]

Mgs, Arv. Oswald! You should not
have stayed so long over there, my
poor boy.

Osw, [sitting down at the tablel.
I almost believe you are right.

Mrs, Arv. Let me dry your face,
Oswald; you are all wet. [Wipes his
face with her handkerchief.]

Osw. [looking straight before him,
with no expression in his eyes]. Thank
you, mother.

Mes, Awv. And aren’t you tired,
Oswald? Don’t you want to go to
sleep?

Osw. [uneasily]l. No, no—not to
sleep! I never sleep; I only pretend to.
[Gloomily.] That will come soon
enough.

Mgs, Awv. [looking at him anziouslyl.
Anyhow you are really ill, my darling
boy.

Rea. [intently]. Is Mr. Alving ill?

Osw. [impatiently]. And do shut all
the doors! This deadly fear—

Mes. Avv. Shut the doors, Regina,
[RecINa shuts the doors and remains
standing by the hall door. Mrs, ALvING
takes off her shawn; REGINA does the
same. Mgs, ALviNg draws up a chair
near o OSWALD'S and sits down beside

him.] That's it! Now I will sit beside
you—

Osw. Yes, do. And Regina must
stay in here too. Regina must always
be near me, You must give me a help-
ing hand, you know, Regina. Won’t
you do that?

Ree. I don’t understand—

Mgs. Awv. A helping hand?

Osw. Yes—when there is need for it.

Mers, Arv, Oswald, have you not
your mother to give you a helping
hand?

Osw. You? [Smiles] No, mother,
you will never give me the kind of
helping hand I mean. [Laughs grim-
ly] You! Ha, ha! [Looks gravely
at her.] After all, you have the best
right, [Impetuously.] Why don’t you
call me by my Christian name, Regina?
Why don’t you say Oswald?

REa. [in o low voicel. I did not
thing Mrs, Alving would like it.

Mgs. ALv. It will not be long before
you have the right to do it. Sit down
here now beside us, too. [REGINa sits
down quietly and hesitatingly at the
other side of the table.] And now, my
poor tortured boy, I am going to take
the burden off your mind—

Osw. You, mother?

Mrs. Awv. —all that you call re-
morse and regret and self-reproach.,

Osw. And you think you can do
that?

Mgs, Awv. Yes, now I can, Oswald.
A little while ago you were talking
about the joy of life, and what you
said seemed to shed a new light upon
everything in my whole life,

Osw. [shaking his head). I don’t in
the least understand what you mean.

Mgs. Awv, You should have known
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your father in his young days in the
army. He was full of the joy of life,
I can tell you.

Osw. Yes, I know.

Mrs. Arv. It gave me a holiday
feeling only to look at him, full of
irrepressible energy and exuberant
spirits.

Osw. What then?

Mgs. Awv, Well, then this boy, full
of the joy of life—for he was just like
a boy, then—had to make his home in a
second-rate town which had none of the
joy of life to offer him, but only dissi-
pations. He had to come out here and
live an aimless life; he had only an
official post. He had no werk worth
devoting his whole mind to; he had
nothing more than offieial routine to
attend to. He had no a single com-
panion capable of appreciating what
the joy of life meant; nothing but
idlers and tipplers—

Osw. Mother—!

Mers. Av. And so the inevitable
happened !

Osw. What was the inevitable?

Mgs. Av. You said yourself this
evening what would happen in your
case if you stayed at home.

Osw. Do you mean by that, that
father—?

Mgs. Awv. Your poor father never
found any outlet for the overmaster-
ing joy of life that was in him. And
I brought no holiday spirit into his
home, either.

Osw. You didn't, either?

Mgs. Awv. I had been tanght about
duty, and the sort of thing thal I be-
lieved in so long here. Everything
seemed to, turn upon duty—my duty,
or his dufiy—and I em afraid I made
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your poor father’s home unbearable to
him, Oswald.

Osw. Why did you never say any-
thing about it to me in your letters?

Mgs. Awv. I never looked at it as
a thing I could speak of to you, who
were his son.

Osw. What way did you look at it,
then?

Mgs, Arv, I only saw the one fact,
that your father was a lost man before
ever you were born.

Osw. [in & choking woice]. Abh—!
[He gets up and goes to the window.]

Mgs. Arv. And then I had the one
thought in my mind, day and night,
that Regina in fact had as good & right
in this house—as my own boy had.

Osw. [turns round suddenlyl. Re-
gina—1?

Rec. [gets wp and asks in choking
tones]. I—1

Mgs. Awv. Yes, now you both know
it.

Osw. Regina!
Reg, [to herself]. So mother was one
of that sort too.

Mgs. Arv. Your mother had many
good qualities, Regina.

Rec. Yes, but she was one of that
sort too, all the same. I have even
thought so myself, sometimes, but—.
Then, if you please, Mrs., Alving, may
I have permission to leave at once?

Mes. Av. Do you really wish to,
Reginat

Rea. Yes, indeed, I certainly wish to.

Mgs. Awv. Of course you shall do a8
you like, but—

Osw. [going up to Reaina], Leave
now? This is your home.

Rea.  Merei, Mr. Alving—oh, of
course I may say Oswald now, but that



i8 not the way I thought it would be-
come allowable,

Mgs. Awv. Regina, I have not been
open with you—

Rea. No, I can't say you have! If
I had known Oswald was ill— And
now that there can never be anything
gerious between us—. No, I really
can’t stay here in the country and wear
myself out looking after invalids.

Osw, Not ever for the sake of one
who has so near a claim on you?

Rea. No, indeed I can’t. A poor
girl must make some use of her youth,
otherwise she may easily find herself
out in the cold before she knows where
ghe is. And I have got the joy of
life in me, too, Mrs. Alving!

Mgs. Awv. Yes, unfortunately; but
don’t throw yourself away, Regina.

Ree. Oh, what's going to happen
will happen, If Oswald takes after his
father, it is just as likely I take after
my mother, I expect.—May I ask, Mrs.
Alving, whether Mr. Manders knows
this about me?

Mss. Awv.
everything.

REG. [putting on her shawl]. Oh,
well then, the best thing I can do is
to get away by the boat as soon as I
can, Mr, Manders is such a nice gen-
tleman to deal with; and it certainly
seems to me that I have just as much
right to some of that money as he—as
that horrid earpenter.

Mgs. Awv, You are quite welcome
to it, Regina,

REq. [looking at her fizedly]. You
might as well have brought me up like
a gentleman’s daughter; it would have
been more suitable, [Tosses her head.]
Ob, well—never mind! [With a bitter

Mr. Manders knows
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glance at the unopened bottle.] I dare-
say some day I shall be drinking cham-
pagne with gentlefolk, after all

Mgs. Arv. If ever you need a home,
Regina, come to me.

Ree. No, thank you, Mrs. Alving,
Mr. Manders takes an interest in me,
I know. And if things should go very
badly with me, I know one house af
any rate where I shall feel at home.

Mrs. ALv. Where is that?

ReG. In the “Alving Home.”

Mgs. ALv. Regina—I can see quite
well—you are going to your ruin!

Ree. Pooh!—good-bye.

[She bows to them and goes oub

through the hall.]

Osw. [standing by the window and
looking out]. Has she gone?

Mgs. Awv. Yes.

Osw. [muttering to himself]. X
think it's all wrong.

Mgs. Awv. [going up to him from
behind and putting her hands on his
shoulders]. Oswald, my dear boy—
has it been a great shock to you?

Osw. [turning his face towards her].
All this about father, do you mean?

Mrs. ALv. Yes, about your unhappy
father. I am so afraid it may have
been too much for you.

Osw. What makes you think that?
Naturally it has taken me entirely by
surprise; but, after all, I don't know
that it matters much to me.

Mgs. Awv. [drawing back her hands).
Doesn't matter !—that your father’s life
was such a terrible failure!

0sw. Of course I can feel sympathy
for him, just as I would for anyone
else, but—

Mgs, Arv. No more than that! For
your own father!
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0sw. [impatiently], Father—father!
I never knew anything of my father,
I don’t remember anything else about
him except that he onee made me sick.

Mgs. Awv. It is dreadful to think
of —But surely a child should feel
some affection for his father, whatever
happens?

Osw. When the child has nothing to
thank his father for? When he has
never known him? Do you really cling
to that antiquated superstition—you,
who are so broadminded in other
things?

Mgs. Awv, You call it nothing but a
superstition !

Osw. Yes, and you can see that for
yourself quite well, mother. It is one
of those beliefs that are put into cireu-
lation in the world, and—

Mrs. Arv. Ghosts of beliefs!

Osw. [walking across the rooml.
Yes, you might call them ghosts.

Mgs, Auv. [with an outburst of feel-
ing]l. Oswald—then you don’t love
me either!

Osw. You I know, at any rate—

Mgs. Awv. You know me, yes; but
is that all?

Osw. And I know how fond you are
of me, and I ought to be grateful to
you for that. Besides, you can be so
tremendously useful to me, now that
Iamill

Mgs, Awv. Yes, can’t I, Oswald! I
could almost bless your illness, as it
has driven you home to me. For I see
quite well that you are not my very
own yet; you must be won.

Osw. [impatiently]l. Yes, yes, yes;
all that is just a way of talking. You
must ber I am a sick man,
mother. K can’t concern myself much

with anyone else; I have enough to do,
thinking about myself,

Mgs. Awv. [gently], I will be very
good and patient.

Osw. And cheerful too, mother!

Mgs. Awv. Yes, my dear boy, you
are quite right. [Goes up to him.] Now
have I taken away all your remorse
and self-reproach?

Osw. Yes, you have done that. Buf
who will take away the fear?

Mgs. Awv, The fear?

Osw. [crossing the room]. Regina
would have done it for one kind word.

Mrs. Arv. T don't understand you
What fear do you mean—and what
has Regina to do with it?

Osw. Is it very late, mother?

Mgs. Aw. It is early morning
[Looks out through the conservatory
windows.] The dawn is breaking
already on the heights. And the sky is
clear, Oswald. In a little while you
will see the sun.

Osw. I am glad of that, After all,
there may be many things yet for me
to be glad of and to live for—

Mgs. Awv. I should hope so!

Osw. Even if I am not able to
work—

Mgs. Awv. You will soon find you
are able to work again now, my dear
boy. You have no longer all those
painful depressing thoughts to brood
over.

Osw. No, it is a good thing that
you have been able to rid me of those
fancies. If only, now, I could over-
come this one thing—, [Sits down on
the couch.] Let us have a little chat,
mother,

Mges. Awv, Yes, lot us. [Pushes an



armchair near o the cowch and sits
down beside him.]

Osw. The sun is rising—and you
know all about it; so I don't feel the
fear any longer.

Mgs, Arv. Iknow all about what?
Osw. [without listening to herl.
Mother, isn't it the case that you said
this evening there was nothing in the
world you would not do for me if I

asked you?

Mrs, ALv. Yes, certainly I said so.

Osw. And will you be as good as
your word, mother?

Mes, Awv. You may rely upon that,
my own dear boy. I have nothing else
to live for, but you.

Osw. Yes, yes; well, listen to me,
mother. You are very strong-minded,
I know. I want you to sit quite quiet
when you hear what I am going to tell
you

Mgs. Awv. But what is this dread-
ful thing—?

Osw. You mustn’t scream. Do you
hear? Will you promise me that? We
are going to sit and talk it over quite
quietly. Will you promise me that,
mother?

Mrs, Awv, Yes, yes, I promise—
only tell me what it is.

Osw. Well, then, you must know
that this fatigne of mine—and my not
being able to think about my work—
all that is not really the illness itself—

Mss. ALv. What is the illness itself?

Osw. What I am suffering from is
hereditary; it—[touckes his forehead,
and speaks very quietlyl—it lies here,

Mgs. Auv. [almost speechless]. Os-
wald! No—no!

Osw. Don't seream; I can’t stand

it. Yes, I tell you, it lies here, waiting,
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And any time, any moment, it may
break out,

Mgs, Arv. How horrible—!

Osw. Do keep quiet. That is the
state I am in—

Mrs, Awv. [springing up]. It isn't
true, Oswald! It is impossible! It
can't be that!

Osw. I had one attack while I was
abroad. It passed off quickly, But
when I learnt the condition I had
been in, then this dreadful haunting
fear took possession of me,

Mgs, ALv, That was the fear, then—

Osw. Yes, it is so indescribably
horrible, you know. If only it had been
an ordinary mortal disease— I am
not so much afraid of dying; though,
of course, I should like to live as
long as I can.

Mgs. Avy.
must!

Osw. But this is so appallingly hor-
rible. To become like a helpless child
again—to have to be fed, to have to
be—. O, it's unspeakable!

Mgs. Awv. My child has his mother
to tend him,

Osw. [jumping up]. No, never; that
15 just what I won’t endure! I dare not
think what it would mean to linger on
like that for years—to get old and
grey like that. And you might die be-
fore I did. [Sits down in Mrs, AL~
VING'S chair.] Because it doesn't neces-
sarily have a fatal end quickly, the
doctor said. He called it a kind of
softening of the brain—or something
of that sort. [Swmiles mournfully.] I
think that expression sounds so mice.
It always makes me think of cherry-

coloured velvet curtains—something
that is soft to stroke.

Yes, yes, Oswald, you
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Mgs. Av. [with a scream]. Oswald!

Osw. [jumps up and walks about
the room]. And now you have taken
Regina from me! If I had only had
ber. She would have given me a help-
ing hand, I know.

Mgs, Arv. [going up to him]. What
do you mean, my darling boy? Is there
any help in the world I would not be
willing to give you?

Osw. When I had recovered from
the attack I had abroad, the doctor told
me that when it recurred—and it will
recur—there would be no more hope.

Mgs. Awv. And he was heartless
enough to—

Osw. I insisted on knowing, I told
him I had arrangements to make—,
[Smiles cunningly.] And so I had.
[Takes a small boz from his inner
breast-pocket.]  Mother, do you see
this?

Mrs, Arv. What is it?

Osw. Morphia powders.

Mgs, Awv, [looking at him in terror],
Oswald—my boy!

Osw. I have twelve of them saved
up—

Mgs, Awv. [snatching ot it]. Give
me the box, Oswald!

Osw. Not yet, mother. [Puts it back
in his pocket.)

Mrs., ALv. I shall never get over
this!

Osw. You must. If T had had Re-
gina here now, I would have told her
quietly how things stand with me—
and asked her to give me this last help-
ing hand. She would have helped me,
I am certain.

Mas, Arv. Never!

Osw. ! If this horrible thing had
come upon me and she had seen me

n

lying helpless, like a baby, past help,
past saving, past hope—with no chanee
of recovering—

Mgs, ALv, Never in the world would
Regina have done it.

Osw. Regina would have done it.
Regina was so splendidly light-hearted.
And she would very soon have tired
of looking after an invalid like me.

Mgrs, Awv, Then thank heaven Re-
gina is not here!

Osw. Well, now you have got to give
me that helping hand, mother.

Mgs. Awv. [with a loud scream]. 11

Osw. Who has a better right than
you?

Mgs. Avv. Il Your mother!

Osw. Just for that reason,

Mgs., Awv. I, who gave you your
life!

Osw. I never asked you for life.
And what kind of a life was it that
you gave me? I don’t want it! Youm
shall take it back!

Mgs, Auv, Help! Help! [Runs inte
the hall.]

Osw. [following her]. Don't leave
me! Where are you going?

Mgs. Awv. [in the halll. To fetch
the doctor to you, Oswald! Let me
out!

Osw. [going into the halll. You
shan’t go out. And no one shall come
in. [Turns the key in the lock.]

Mzs. Avv. [coming in againl, Os-
wald! Oswald l—my child!

Osw. [following her]. Have you a
mother’s heart—and can bear to see
me suffering this unspeakable terror?

Mgs, Awv. [controlling herself, after
a moment’s silence], There is my hand
on it.

Osw, Will you—?
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Mes, Awv, If it beeomes necessary.
But it shan't become necessary. No,
no—it is impossible it should!

Osw. Let us hope so. And let us
live together as long as we can. Thank
you, mother,

[He sits down in the armehair, which
Mgs, Auving had moved beside
the couch, Day 8 breaking; the
lamp is still burning on the table.]

Mgs, Awv, [coming cautiously near-
er]. Do you feel calmer now?

Osw. Yes,

Mes. Awv, [bending over him), It
has only been a dreadful fancy of
yours, Oswald, Nothing but faney, All
this upset has been bad for you, But
now you will get some rest, at home
with your own mother, my darling boy.
You shall heve everything you want,
just as you did when you were a little
child—There, now. The attack is over.
You see how easily it passed off] I
knew it would—And look, Oswald,
vhat & lovely day we are going to
have? Brilliant sunshine. Now you
will be able to see your home properly.
[She goes to the table and puts out the
lamp. It is sunrise. The glaciers and
peaks in the distance are seen bathed
in bright morning light.]

Osw. [who has been sitting motion-
less in the armehair, with his back to
the sceng outside, suddenly says) s
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Mother, give me the sun.

Mzs, AL, [standing ot the table, and
looking at him in amazement], What
do you say?

Osw. [repeats in a dull, toneless
voice]. The sun—the sun.

Mzs, Awv. [going up to him]. Os-
wald, what is the matter with you!
[OswaLD seems to shrink up in the
chair; all his muscles relaz; his face
loses its expression, and his eyes stare
stupidly, M3, ALVING ds trembling
with terror.] What is it! [Screams.)
Oswald! What is the matter with you!
[Throws herself on her knees beside
him and shakes him.] Oswald! Oswald!
Look at me! Don't you know me!

Osw. [in an expressionless voice, as
before], The sun—the sun,

Mes, Awv. [jumps up despairingly,
beats her head with her hands, and
sereams], I can't bear it! [Whispers
a8 though paralysed with fear] I
can't bear it! Never! [Suddenly.)

Where has he got 1t? [Passes her hand
quickly over his coat.] Here! [Draws
back a little way and cries:] No, no,
no!—~Yes!—no, no! [She stands a few
steps from him, her hands thrust into
her hair, and stares ot him in speech-
less terror.]

Osw. [sitting motionless, as before],
The sun—the sug,
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An Enemy of the Pesple

Trr Presoxs oF THE Pray

Dr. Tromas SrockuANy, Medical Qf-
ficer of the Municipal Baths,

Mrs. SToCKMANN, his wife,

PETR4, their daughter, a teacher,

Esur and MorreN, their sons (aged
13 and 10 respectively).

Prrer STocRMANN, the Doctor’s elder
brother; Mayor of the Town and
Chief Constable, Chairman of the
Baths' Committee, ete., ete.

Morrex K, a tanner (Mrs. Stock-
mann’s adoptive father).

Hovsrap, editor of the “People’s Mes-
senger.,”

Bruuing, sub-editor.

Caprary HoRSTER.

ASLARSEN, a printer,

Men of various econditions and oecu-
pations, some few women, and a
troop of schoolboys—the audience at
a public meeting.

The action takes place i & coast town

in southern Norway.

ACTI

Scexg—Dr, STOCKMANN'S sitting-
room. It is evening. The room 43
plainly but neatly appointed and fur-
nished. In the righi-hand wall are two
doors; the farther leads out to the hall,
the nearer to the doctor's study. In the
left-hand wall, opposite the door lead-
ing 1o the hall, is o door leading to
the other rooms occupied by the family.
In the middle of the same wall stands
the stov!, and, further forward, a couch

with a looking-glass hanging over &
and an oval table in fromt of it. On
the table, a lighted lamp, with a lompe
shade. At the back of the room, an
open door leads to the diming-room,
BuLING is seen sitting af the dining
table, on which a lamp ds burning, He
has a napkin tucked under his chin, and
Mgs, STOCKMANN is standing by the
table handing him a large plate-full of
roast beef. The other places af fhe
table are empty, and the table some-
what in disorder, a meal having evi-
dently recently been finished,

Mes. S10. You see, if you come an
hour late, Mr. Billing, you have to put
up with cold meat.

BrvL. [as he eats.] It is uncommonly
good, thank you—remarkably good.

Mgs, Sto. My husband makes such
a point of having his meals punetually,
you know—

Brr. That doesn’t affect me a bit.
Indeed, I almost think I enjoy a meal
all the better when I can sit down and
eat all by myself and undisturbed.

Mgs, Sro. Oh well, as long as you
are enjoying it—, [Turns to the hall
door, listening.] 1 expect that is Mr,
Hovstad coming too.

B Very likely.

[PerER STOCKMANN comes in. He
wears an overcoat and his oficial
hat, and carries a stick.]

Prrer. Good evening, Katherine,

Mgs. Sto. [coming forward into the
sitting-room], Ah, good evening—ig
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it you? How good of you to come up
and see us!

Perer. I happened to be passing,
and so—T[looks into the dining-room).
But you have company with you, I
Bee,

Mgs, Sro. [a little embarrassed]. Oh,
no—it was quite by chance he came in,
[Hurriedly.] Won't you come in and
have something, too?

Perer. Il No, thank you. Good
gracious—hot meat at night! Not with
my digestion.

Mgs, Sto. Ob, but just once in a
way—

Perer. No, no, my dear lady; I
stick to my tea and bread snd butler.
It is much more wholesome in the long
run—and a little more economieal,
too.
Mes. Smo. [smilingl. Now you
mustn’t think that Thomas and I are
spendthrifts.

Perer. Not you, my dear; I would
never think that of you. [Points to the
Doctor’s study.] Is he not at home?

Mes, S0, No, he went out for a
little turn after supper—he and the
boys.

Perer, I doubt if that is a wise
thing to do. [Listens.] I fancy I hear
him coming now.

Mgs, 810, No, I don’t think it is he.
[A knock is heard at the door.] Come
in! [HovsTaD comes in from the hall.]
Oh, it is you, Mr. Hovstad!

Hov. Yes, I hope you will forgive
me, but I was delayed at the printer’s,
Good evening, Mr. Mayor.

Perer. [bowing o little distantly],
Good evening, You have eome on busi-

1o doubt,
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Hov. Partly, It's about an article
for the paper.

Perer. 8o I imagined, I hear my
brother has become & prolific contribu-
tor to the “People’s Messenger.”

Hov. Yes, he is good enough to write
in the “People’s Messenger” when he
has any home truths to tell

Mgs, Sto. [to Hovsr4]. But won't
you—? [Points to the dining-room.

Perer.  Quite so, quite so. I don't
blame him in the least, as a writer, for
addressing himself to the quarters
where he will find the readiest sym-
pathy. And, besides that, I personally
have no reason to bear any ill will to
your paper, Mr. Hovstad.

Hov. I quite agree with you,

Perer. Taking one thing with an-
other, there is an excellent spirit of
toleration in the town—an admirable
munieipal spirit. And it all springs
from the fact of our having a great
common interest to unite us—an inter-
est that is in an equally high degree
the concern of every right-minded citi-
Zen—

Hov. The Baths, yes,

Perer.  Exactly—our fine, new,
handsome Baths. Mark my words, Mr.
Hovstad—the Baths will become the
focus of our municipal life! Not a
doubt of it!

Mgs. Sto. That is just what Thomas
says,

Perer, Think how extraordinarily
the place has developed within the last
year or two! Money has been flowing
in, and there is some life and some
business doing in the town. Houses
and landed property are rising in value
every day.
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Hov. And unemployment is dimin-

PerEr,  Yes, that is another thing.
The burden of the poor rates has been
lightened, to the great relief of the
propertied classes; and that relief will
be even greater if only we get a really
good summer this year, and lots of
visitors—plenty of invalids, who will
make the Baths talked about.

Hov, And there is a good prospect
of that, I hear.

Perer, It looks very promising,
Enquiries about apartments and that
sort of thing are reaching us every
day.

Hov. Well, the doetor’s article will
come in very suitably.

Perer, Has he been writing some-
thing just lately?

Hov. This is something he wrote in
the winter; a recommendation of the
Baths—an account of the excellent
sanitary conditions here. But I held
the article over, temporarily.

Perer.  Ah/—some little difficulty
about it, I suppose?

Hov. No, not at all; I thought it
would be better to wait till the spring,
because it is just at this time that peo-
ple begin to think seriously about their
summer quarters.

Perer.  Quite right; you were per-
fectly right, Mr. Hovstad.

Hov. Yes, Thomas is really inde-
fatigable when it is a question of the
Baths,

Perrr.  Well—remember, he is the
Medieal Officer of the Baths.

Hov, Yes, and what is more, they
owe their existence to him,

Perer, {To him? Indeed! It is
true I have heard from time to time
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that some people are of that opinion,
At the same time I must say I imag-
ined that I took a modest part in the
enterprise.

Mgs. Sto. Yes, that is what Thomas
is always saying.

Hov. But who denies it, Mr. Stock-
mann? You set the thing going and
made a practical concern of it; we all
know that. I only meant that the idea
of it came first from the doctor.

Perer, Ob, ideas—yes! My brother
has had plenty of them in his time—
unfortunately. But when it is a ques-
tion of putting an idea into practical
shape, you have to apply to a man of
different mettle, Mr. Hovstad. And I
certainly should have thought that in
this house at least—

Mes. Sto. My dear Peter—

Hov. How can you think that—?

Msrs. Sto. Won't you go in and
have something, Mr. Hovstad? My
hushand is sure to be back directly.

Hov. Thank you, perhaps just a
morsel. [Goes into the dining-room.]

PerEr [lowering his voice a little].
It is a curious thing that these far-
mers’ sons never seem to lose their
want of taet.

Mgs. Sto. Surely it is not worth
bothering about! Cannot you and
Thomas share the eredit as brothers?

Perer. I should have thought so;
but apparently some people are not
satisfied with a share,

Mgs. S10. What nonsense! You and
Thomas get on so capitally together.
[Listens.] There he is at last, I think,
[Goes out and opens the door leading
to the hall.]

Dr. Sto. [laughing and talking out-
sidel. Look here—here is another
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guest for you, Katherine. Isn't that
jolly! Come in, Captain Horster; hang
your eoat np on this peg. Ah, you don’t
wear an overcoat. Just think, Kath-
erine; I met him in the street and could
hardly persuade him to come up! [CaP-
marNy HORSTER comes into the room
and greets Mrs. STocKMANN, He is
followed by Dr. StockMany.] Come
along in, boys. They are ravenously
hungry again, you know. Come along,
Captain Horster; you must have a
slice of beef. [Pushes HORSTER into
the dining-room. Ejup and MorTEN
go i after them.]

Mss, Sto. But, Thomas, don’t yon
see—?

Dr. St0. [turning in the doorwayl.
Ob, is it you, Peter? [Shakes hands
with him.] Now that is very delightful.

Prrer.  Unfortunately I must go in
& moment—

Dr. Sto. Rubbish! There is some
toddy just coming in. You haven'’t
forgotten the toddy, Katherine?

Mgs. Sto. Of course not; the water
i8 boiling now. [Goes into the dining-
room.]

Perer. Toddy too!

Dg. Sto0. Yes, sit down and we will
have it comfortably.

Perer. Thanks, I never care about
an evening’s drinking,

Dr. Sto. But this isn’t an evening’s
drinking,

Perer, It seems to me—. [Looks
towards the dining-room.] It is ex-
traordinary how they can put away
all that food.

Dr. Sro. [rubbing his hands]. Yes,
isn't it splendid to see young people
eat? They have always got an appe-
tite, you know! That's as it should be.
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Iots of food—to build up their
strength! They are the people who are
going to stir up the fermenting forces
of the future, Peter.

Perer, May I ask what they will
find here to “stir up,” as you put it?

Dr. Smo. Ah, you must ask the
young people that—when the time
comes. We shan't be able to see it, of
course. That stands to reason—two
old fogies, like us—

Perer. Really, really! I must say
that is an extremely odd expression
to—

Dr. S0, Oh, you mustn’t take me
too literally, Peter. I am so heartily
happy and contented, you know. I
think it is such an extraordinary piece
of good fortune to be in the middle of
all this growing, germinating life. It is
a splendid time to live in! Itisasifa
whole new world were being created
around one.

Perer. Do you really think so?

Dr. Sro. Ah, naturally you ean’t
appreciate it as keenly as I You
have lived all your life in these sur-
roundings and your impressions have
got blunted. But I, who have been
buried all these years in my little eor-
ner up north, almost without ever see-
ing a stranger who might bring new
ideas with him—well, in my case it has
just the same effect as if I had been
transported into the middle of a
crowded city.

Perer. Oh, a city—!

Dr. Sto. I know, I know; it is all
cramped enough here, compared with
many other places. But there is life
here—there is promise—there are in-
numerable things to work for and fight
for; and that is the main thing, [Calls.]
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Katherine, hasn’t the postman been
here?

Mgs. S10. [from the dining-room].
No.

Dr. Smo. And then to be comfort-
ably off, Peter! That is something one
learns to value, when one has been on
the brink of starvation, as we have.

Prrer. Ob, surely—

Dr. Sto. Indeed I can assure you
we have often been very hard put to it,
up there. And now to be able to live
like a lord! To-day, for instance, we
had roast beef for dinner—and, what
is more, for supper too. Won’t you
come and have a little bit? Or let me
show it you, at any rate? Come here—

Prrer, No, no—not for worlds!

Dr. St0. Well, but just come here
then. Do you see, we have got a table-
cover?

Pemer, Yes, I noticed it.

Dr. S0. And we have got a lamp-
shade too. Do you see? All out of
Katherine’s savings! It makes the
room so cosy. Don't you think so?
Just stand here for a moment—no, no,
not there—just here, that’s it! Look
now, when you get the light on it alfo-
gether—I really think it looks very
nice, doesn’t it?

Perer.  Oh, if you can afford lux-
uries of this kind—

Dg. St0. Yes, I can afford it now.
Katherine tells me I earn almost as
much as we spend.

Perer, Almost—yes!

Dg. St0. But a scientific man must
live in a little bit of style. I am quite
sure an ordinary civil servant spends
more in a year than I do.

PETER, { daresay. A civil servant
~a man infa well-paid position—
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De. Sto. Well, any ordinary mer-
chant, then! A man in that position
spends two or three times as much as—

Perer. It just depends on circum-
stances,

De. Sto. At all events I assure you
I don’t waste money unprofitably. But
I can't find it in my heart to deny my-
self the pleasure of entertaining my
friends. I need that sort of thing, you
know. I have lived for so long shut
out of it all, that it is a necessity of
life to me to mix with young, eager,
ambitious men, men of liberal and
active minds; and that describes every
one of those fellows who are enjoying
their supper in there. I wish you knew
more of Hovstad—

Perer. By the way, Hovstad was
telling me he was going to print an-
other article of yours,

Dr. St0. An article of mine?

Perer.  Yes, about the Baths, An
article you wrote in the winter,

Dr. Sto. Oh, that one! No, I don’t
intend that to appear just for the
present.

Perer., Why not? It seems to me
that this would be the most opportune
moment.

Dr. Sto. Yes, very likely—under
normal conditions. [Crosses the room.]

Prrer [following him with his eyes].
Is there anything abnormal about the
present conditions?

Dr. Sto. [standing st?l]l. To tell
you the truth, Peter, I can’t say just at
this moment—at all events not to-night,
There may be much that is very ad-
normal about the present conditions—
and it is possible there may be nothing
abnormal about them at all. It is quits
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possible it may be merely my imagina-
tion.

Perer. I must say it all sounds most
mysterious. Is there something going on
that I am to be kept in ignorance of?
I should have imagined that I, as
Chairman of the governing body of
the Baths—

Dr. St0. And I should have imag-
ined that I—, Oh, come, don’t let us
fly out at one another, Peter.

Perer. Heaven forbid! I am not
in the habit of flying out at people,
as you call it, But I am entitled to
request most emphatieally that all ar-
rangements shall be made in a business-
like manner, through the proper chan-
nels, and shall be dealt with by the
legally constituted authorities. I can
allow no going behind our backs by
eny roundabout means.

Dr. Sto. Have I ever at any time
tried to go behind your backs!

Perer.  You have an ingrained ten-
dency to take your own way, at all
events; and that is almost equally inad-
missible in a well ordered community.
The individual ought undoubtedly to
acquiesce in subordinating himself to
the community—or, to speak more
accurately, to the authorities who have
the care of the community’s welfare.

Dr. S10. Very likely. But what the
deuce has all this got to do with me?

Perer. That is exactly what you
never appear to be willing to learn,
my dear Thomas, But, mark my words,
some day you will have to suffer for it
—sooner or later. Now I have told you,
Good-bye.

Dz, St0. Have you taken leave of
your senses? You are on the wrong
seent altogether,
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Perzr. I am not usnally that. You
must excuse me now if I—[ealls inio
the dining-room]. Good night, Kath-
erine. Good night, gentlemen. [Goes
out.]

Mgs, Sro. [coming from the dining-
room]. Has he gone?

Dr. Sro. Yes, and in such a bad
temper.

Mgs. Sto. But, dear Thomas, what
have you been doing to him again?

Dr. Sro. Nothing at all. And, any-
how, he can’t oblige me to make my
report before the proper time,

Mes. Sro. What have you got to
make a report to him about?

Dr. Sto. Hm! Leave that to me,
Katherine—It is an extraordinary
thing that the postman doesn’t come.

[Hovstap, BiiLiNg and HorsTER

have got up from the table and
come into the sitting-room. BEJLIP
and MORTEN come in after them.]

BiLL. [stretching himself.] Ah!—one
feels a new man after a meal like that.

Hov, The mayor wasn't in a very
sweet temper to-night, then.

Dgr. Sto. It is his stomach; he has
a wretched digestion.

Hov. I rather think it was us two
of the “People’s Messenger” that he
couldn’t digest.

Mgs, Sto. I thought you came out
of it pretty well with him,

Hov. Oh! yes; but it isn’t anything
more than a sort of truce.

B, That is just what it is! That
word sums up the situation.

Dr. S10. We must remember that
Peter is a lonely man, poor chap. He
has no home comforts of any kind;
nothing but everlasting business. And
all thet infernal weak tea wash that
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he pours into himself! Now then, my
boys, bring chairs up to the table.
Aren’t we going to have that foddy,
Katherine?

Mzs. Bro. [going into the dining-
room]. I am just getting it.

Dr. Sro. Sit down here on the couch
beside me, Captain Horster. We so
seldom see you—. Please sit down, my
friends. [They sit down at the table.
Mgs. STOCKMANN brings a tray, with
o spirit-lamp, glasses, bottles, etc.,
upon it.]

Mrs. Sto. There you are! This is
arrack, and this is rum, and this one
is the brandy. Now every ome must
help himself,

Dr. Sro. [taking o glass]. We will.
[They all miz themselves some toddy.]
And let us have the cigars. Ejlif, you
know where the box is. And you, Mor-
ten, can fetch my pipe. [The two boys
go into the room on the right] 1 have
a suspicion that Ejlif pockets a eigar
now and then!—but I take no notice of
it. [Calls out.] And my smoking-cap
too, Morten. Katherine, you can tell
him where I left it. Ah, he has got it.
[The boys bring the various things.]
Now, my friends. I stick to my pipe,
you know. This one has seen plenty of
bad weather with me up north. [Touches
glasses with them.] Your good health!
A, it is good to be sitting snug and
warm here,

Mgs. Sro. [who sits knitting]. Do
you sail soon, Captain Horster?

Hors. I expect to be ready to sail
next week,

Mgs. Sto. I suppose you are going
to America

Hors, Yes, that is the plan.
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Mgs, Sto. Then you won’t be able to
take part in the coming election.

Hogrs, Is there going to be an elee-
tion?

Bror Didn't you know.

Hors. No, I don't mix myself up
with those things,

B, But do you not take an inter-
est in publie affairs,

Hors. No, I don't know anything
about polities,

B, All the same, one ought to
vote, at any rate.

Hors. Even if one doesn’t know any-
thing about what is going on?

B, Doesn’t know! What do you
mean by that? A community is like a
ship; every one ought to be prepared
to take the helm.

Hors. May be that is all very well
on shore; but on board ship it wouldn’t
work.

Hov. It is astonishing how little
most sailors care about what goes on
on shore.

BiLn. Very extraordinary.

Dr. Sto. Sailors are like birds of
passage; they feel equally at home in
any latitnde. And that is only an ad-
ditional reason for our being all the
more keen, Hovstad. Is there to be
anything of public interest in to-mor-
row’s “Messenger”?

Hov. Nothing about municipal af-
fairs. But the day after to-morrow I
was thinking of printing your article—

Dr. Sto. Ah, devil take it—my arti-
cle! Look here, that must wait a bit.

Hov. Really? We had just got
convenient space for it, and I thought
it was just the opportune moment—

Dg. St0. Yes, yes, very likely you
are right; but it must wait all the same,
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I will explain to you later, [PrrRa
comes in from the hall, in hat and cloak

and with a bundle of ezercise books
under her arm.]

Prrea. Good evening.

Dg, 810, Glood evening, Petra; come
along.

[Mutual greetings; PETRA takes off

her things and puts them down on
a chair by the door.]

Perra. And you have all been sitting
here enjoying yourselves, while I have
been out slaving!

Dr, Sto. Well, come and enjoy your-
self too!

Boi, May I mix a glass for you?

Perra [coming to the table]. Thanks,
I would rather do it; you always mix
it too strong. But I forgot, father—I
have a letter for you. [Goes to the
chair where she has laid her things.]

Dg. Sto. A letter? From whom?

PetRa [looking in her coat pocket].
The postman gave it to me just as I
was going out—

Dr, S10. [getting up and going to
her]. And you only give it to me now!

Perea. I really had not time to run
up again, There it is!

Dr. 8ro. [seizing the letter]. Let’s
see, let’s see, child| [Looks at the ad-
dress.] Yes, that's all right!

Mgs, 810, Is it the one you have
been expecting so anxiously, Thomas?

Dr, 810, Yes,itis. I must goto my
room now and—. Where shall I get a
light, Katherine? Is there no lamp in
my room again?

Mrs. 810, Yes, your lamp is all
ready lit on your desk.

Dr. 810, Good, good. Excuse me for
& moment—, [Goes into his study.]
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Perea, What do you suppose it is,
mother?

Mgs, Sto. I don’t know; for the
last day or two he has always been
asking if the postman has not been,

BiLr. Probably some country patient.

Prrra, Poor old dad I—he will over-
work himself soon. [Mizes a glass for
herself.] There, that will taste good!

Hov. Have you been teaching in the
evening school again to-day?

PErRa [sipping from her glass]. Two
hours,

B, And four hours of sehool in
the morning—

Perra. Five hours,

Mes. Sto. And you have still got
exercises to correet, I see.

Perra. A whole heap, yes.

Hors. You are pretty full up with
work too, it seems to me.

Prrra, Yes—but that is good. One
is so delightfully tired after it.

B Do you like that?

Perra,  Yes, because one sleeps so
well then.

Mor. You must be dreadfully
wicked, Petra.

Perrs, Wicked?

Mor.  Yes, because you work sc
much. Mr. Rorlund says work is a pun-
ishment for our sins.

Esu. Pooh, what a duffer you are
to believe a thing like that!

Mgs. Sto. Come, come, Ejlif!

BrL [laughing]. That's capital!

Hov. Don't you want to work as
hard as that, Morten?

Mor. No, indeed I don’t.

Hov. What do you want to be, then?

Mor, I should like best to be 8

Viking.
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Es. Yon would have to be a pagan
then.

Mor. Well, I could become a pagan,
couldn’t It

BoL I agree with you, Morten!
My sentiments, exactly.

Mgs, 870 [signalling to him]. I am
sure that is not true, Mr. Billing.

Bip, Yes, I swear it is] I am a
pagan, and I am proud of it. Believe
me, before long we shall all be pagans.

Mor. And then shall be allowed to
do anything we like?

Brn, Well, you see, Morten—.

Mgs, S10. You must go to your room
now, boys; I am sure you have some
lessons to learn for to-morrow.

Esv. I should like so much to stay
a little longer—

Mzgs. Sto. No, no; away you go,
both of you. [The boys say good night
and go into the room on the lefi.]

Hov. Do you really think it can do
the boys any harm to hear such things?

Mgs, Sto. I don't know; but I don’t
like it.

Perra.  But you know, mother, I
think you really are wrong about it.

Mes, St0. Maybe, but I don't like it
—not in our own home.

Prrea.  There is so much falsehood
both at home and at school. At home
one must not speak, and at school we
have to stand and tell lies to the chil-
dren.

Hors. Tell lies?

Perra, Yes, don’t you suppose we
have to teach them all sorts of things
that we don’t believe?

Bruv, That is perfeetly true.

Perra, | If only I had the means I
would sta}t 4 school of my own, and

m

it would be eondueted on very different
lines,

Brr. Ob, bother the means—!

Hors, Well if you are thinking of
that, Miss Stockmann, I shall be de-
lighted to provide you with a school-
room. The great big old house my
father left me is standing almost
empty; there is an immense dining-
room downstairs—

Prrea [laughing]. Thank you very
much; but I am afraid nothing will
come of it.

Hov. No, Miss Petra is much more
likely to take to journalism, I expeet.
By the way, have you had time to do
anything with that English story you
promised to translate for us?

Perra. No, not yet; but you shall
have it in good time.

[DR. STOCRMANN comes i from his
room with an open letter in his
hand.]

Dr. Sto. [waving the letter]. Well,
now the town will have something now
to talk about, I ean tell you!

Bur, Something new?

Mgs. Sto, What is this?

Dr. St0. A great discovery, Kath-
erine,

Hov. Really?

Mas, Sto. A discovery of yours?

Dr. Sm0. A discovery of mine,
[Walks up and down.] Just let them
come saying, as usual, that it is all
faney and a erazy man’s imagination!
But they will be careful what they say
this time, I can tell you!

Perra. But, father, tell us what it is,

Dr. St0. Yes, yes—only give me
time, and you shall know all about it.
If only I had Peter here now! It just
shows how we men can go about form-
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ing our judgments, when in reality we
are as blind as any moles—

Hov, What are you driving at, Doc-
tor?

D, 810, [standing still by the table].
Isn't it the universal opinion that our
town is a healthy spot?

Hov. Certainly.

Dg, 870, Quite an unusually healthy
spot, in fact—a place that deserves to
be recommended in the warmest pos-
sible manner either for invalids or for
people who are well—

Mgs. Sto. Yes, but my dear Thomas

Dg. S70. And we have been recom-
mending it and praising it—I have
written and written, both in the “Mes-
senger” and in pamphlets—

Hov. Well, what then?

Dr. S10. And the Baths—we have
called them the “main artery of the
town’s life-blood,” the “nerve-centre of
our town,” and the devil knows what
else—

B “The town’s pulsating heart”
was the expression I once used on an
important occasion—

Dr. Sto. Quite so, Well, do you
know what they really are, these great,
splendid, much praised Baths, that have
cost so much money—do you know what
they are?

Hov. No, what are they?

Mgs. Sto. Yes, what are they?

Dr. Sro. The whole place is a pest-
house!

Perea, The Baths, father?

Mgs. 8o, [at the same time], Our
Baths!

Hov. But, Doctor—

Bmn. Absolutely incredible!

Dr, S10. The whole Bath establish-
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ment is a whited, poisoned sepulehre, I
tell you—the gravest possible danger
to the public health! All the nastiness
up at Molledal, all that stinking filth,
is infecting the water in the conduit-
pipes leading to the reservoir; and
the same cursed, filthy poison oozes out
on the shore too—

Hors, Where the bathing-place is?
Dg. Sto. Just there.

Hov. How do you come to be so cer-
tain of all this, Doctor?

Dr. 810, Ihave investigated the mat-
ter most conscientiously. For a long
time past I have suspected something
of the kind, Last year we had some
very strange cases of illness among the
visitors—typhoid cases, and cases of
gastric fever—

Mgs. Sro. Yes, that is quite true.

Dg, Sto. At the time, we supposed
the visitors had been infected before
they came; but later on, in the winter,
I began to have a different opinion; and
so I set myself to examine the water,
as well as I could.

Mgs, Sto. Then that is what you
have been so busy with?

Dr. S10. Indeed I have been busy,
Katherine. But here I had none of the
neeessary scientific apparatus; so I
sent samples, both of the drinking-
water and of the sea-water, up to the
University, to have an accurate analysis
made by a chemist,

Hov. And have you got that?

Dr. Sr0. [showing him the letter].
Here it is! It proves the presence of
decomposed organic matter in the water
—it is full of infusoria. The water is
absolutely dangerous to use, either in-
ternally or externally,
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Mes, 810. What a mercy you dis-
covered it in time.

Dr. 810, You may well say so.

Hov. And what do you propose to
do now, Doctor?

Dr. Sto. To see the matter put right
—naturally.

Hov, Can that be done?

Dgr. Sto, It must be done. Other-
wise the Baths will be absolutely use-
less and wasted. But we need not an-
ticipate that; I have a very clear idea
what we shall have to do.

Mgs, Sto. But why have you kept
this all so secret, dear?

Dr. St0. Do you suppose I was go-
ing to run about the town gossiping
about it, before I had absolute proof?
No, thank you. I am not such a fool.

Perra.  Still, you might have told
'us—_

Dr. Sto. Not a living soul. But to-
morrow you may run round to the old
Badger—

Mgs. St0. Oh, Thomas! Thomas!

Dr. Sto. Well, to your grandfather,
then. The old boy will have something
to be astonished at! I know he thinks
I am cracked—and there are lots of
other people think so too, I have no-
ticed. But now these good folks shall
see—they shall just see—! [Walks
about, rubbing his hands.] There will
be a nice upset in the town, Katherine;
you can’t imagine what it will be, All
the conduit-pipes will have to be relaid.

Hov. [getting up]. All the conduit-
pipes—?

Dr. Sto. Yes, of course. The intake
is too low down; it will have to be lifted
to a position much higher up.

PETRA. ‘Then you were right after
all,
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Dr. Sto. Ah, you remember, Petra—
I wrote opposing the plans before the
work was begun. But at that time no
one would listen to me. Well, I am
going to let them have it, now! Of
course I have prepared a report for
the Baths Committee; I have had it
ready for a week, and was only waiting
for this to come. [Shows the letter.]
Now it shall go off at once. [Goes into
his room and comes back with some
papers.] Look at that! Four closely
written sheets!—and the letter shall go
with them. Give me a bit of paper,
Katherine—something to wrap them
up in. That will do! Now give it to—
to—[stamps his foot]—what the duce
is her name%—give it to the maid, and
tell her to take it at once to the Mayor.

[Mgs. STOCKMANN fakes the packet

and goes out through the dining-
room.]

Prrra, What do you think unele
Peter will say, father?

Dr. Sto. What is there for him to
say? I should think he would be very
glad that such an important truth has
been brought to light.

Hov. Will you let me print a short
note about your discovery in the “Mes-

senger”’
Dr. Sto. I shall be very much
obliged if you will.

Hov. It is very desirable that the
public should be informed of it without
delay.

Dr. S0, Certainly.

Mgs. Sto. [coming back], She has
just gone with it.

Birz. Upon my soul, Doctor, you
are going to be the foremost man in
the town.

Dr. S1o. [walking about happilyl.
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Nonsense! As a matter of fact I have
done nothing more than my duty. I
have only made a lucky find—that's all.
8till, all the same—

Bo, Hovstad, don’t you think the
town ought to give Dr. Stockmann some
gort of testimonial?

Hov. I will suggest it, anyway.

B, And I will speak to Aslaksen
about it,

Dz. S10. No, my good friends, don’t
let us have any of that nonsense. I
won't hear of anything of the kind.
And if the Baths Committee should
think of voting me an inerease of sal-
ary, I will not accept it. Do you hear,
Katherine—I won’t accept it.

Mrs, Sto, You are quite right,
Thormas.

Perea [lifting her glassl.
health, father!

Hov. and Biun. Your health, Doc-
tor! Good health!

Hors. [touches glasses with Dr.
Srocrmanw]. I hope it will bring you
nothing but good luck.

Dr. St0, Thank you, thank you, my
dear fellows! I feel tremendously
happy! It is a splendid thing for a
man to be able to feel that he has done
a service to his native town and to
his fellow-citizens. Hurrah, Katherine!
[He puts his arms round her and whirls
her round and round, while she protests
with laughing cries. They dll laugh,
clap their hands, and cheer the DooTor,
The boys put their heads in at the door
t0 see what is going on.]

ACT I

ScrNE—The same. The door into the
dining-room i3 shut. It is morning,
Mrs, STOCKMANN, with @ sealed letter
0 her hand, comes in from the dining-

Your
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room, goes to the door of the Dooror’s
study, and peeps in.

Mgs. Sto. Are you in, Thomas?

Dr. St0. [from within his room).
Yes, I have just come in. [Comes into
the room.] What is it?

Mgs. S10. A letter from your brother,

Dr. Sto. Aha, let us see? [Opens
the letter and reads:] “I return here-
with the manuscript you sent me’—
[reads on in a low murmur]. Hm!—

Mgs, S10. What does he say?

Dr. Svo. [putting the paper in his
pocket]. Oh, he only writes that he
will come up here himself about mid-
day.

Mes, Sto. Well, try and remember
to be at home this time.

Dr. Sto. That will be all right; I
have got through all my morning visits,

Mgs. Sto. I am extremely curious to
know how he takes it.

Dr. Sto. You will see he won't like
it's having been I, and not he, that made
the discovery.

Mgs. S10. Aren’t you a little nerv-
ous about that?

Dr. Sto. Oh, he really will be
pleased enough, you know. But, at the
same time, Peter is so confoundedly
afraid of anyone’s doing any service
to the town except himself,

Mgs. Sto. I will tell you what,
Thomas—you should be good natured,
and share the credit of this with him.
Couldn’t you make out that it was he
who set you on the scent of this dis-
covery?

Dr. Sr0. I am quite willing, If
only I can get the thing set right, I—

[MoereNy Kur puts his head in

through the door leading from the
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hall, looks round in an enquiring
manner, and chuckles.]

Mogrey K [siylyl. Is it—is it
true?

Mrs, Sto. [going to the doorl.
Father !—is it you?

Dg. Sto. Ah, Mr, Kiil—good morn-
ing, good morning!

Mgs. Sto. But come along in.

MorTex Kim, If it is true, I will;
if not, I am off.

Dg, Sto. If what is true?

Morten Kur, This tale about the
water supply. Is it true?

Dg. 810, Certainly it is true, But
how did you come to hear it?

Morten Kun [coming in]. Petra
ran in on her way to the school—

Dr. Sto. Did she?

MorTeN Kin, Yes; and she declares
that—, I thought she was only making
a fool of me, but it isn’t like Petra to
do that.

Dr. Sto. Of course not. How could
you imagine such a thing!

MorteN Kim. Oh well, it is better
never to trust anybody; you may find
you have been made a fool of before
you know where you are. But it is
really true, all the same?

Dr. Sro. You can depend upon it
that it is true. Won’t you sit down?
[Settles him on the couch] Isn't it
a real bit of luck for the town—

Morrex K1 [suppressing his laugh-
ter]. A bit of luek for the town?

Dr. St0. Yes, that I made the dis-
covery in good time.

Morrexy Kmu [as before] Yes,
yes, yes!—But I should never have
thought you the sort of man to pull
your own Ws leg like this!

Dg, Sto, Pull his leg!

16

Mgs, S10. Really, father dear—

MorTeN K [resting his hands and
his chin on the handle of his stick and
winking slyly at the Dootor]. Let me
see, what was the story? Seme kind of
beast that had got into the water-pipes,
wasn't it ¢

Dr. Sro0. Infusoria—Tves.

MortEN Kin. And a lot of these
beasts had got in, according to Petra—
a tremendous lot.

Dr. Sro. Certainly; hundreds of
thousands of them, probably.

Morreny K, But no one can see
them—isn’t that so®

Dr. Sto. Yes: you ean't see them,

Morren Ku [with @ quiet chuckle].
Damme—it’s the finest story I have
ever heard!

Dr. Sto. What do you mean?

MorrEN Kr. But you will never get
the Mayor to believe a think like that.

Dr. St0. We shall see.

MorteN K, Do you think he will
be fool enough to—?

Dr. Sto. I hope the whole town will
be fools enough.

Morrexn Kin. The whole town!
Well, it wouldn’t be a bad thing, It
would just serve them right, and teach
them a lesson. They think themselves so
much cleverer than we old fellows,
They hounded me out of the couneil;
they did, I tell you—they hounded me
out. Now they shall pay for it. You
pull their legs too, Thomas!

Dr. Sto. Really, I—

Morren Kir. You pull their legs!
[Gets up.] If you ean work it so that
the Mayor and his friends all swallow
the same bait, I will give ten pounds
to a charity—like & shot!

Dr. Sto. That is very kind of you.
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Morrex Kmp, Yes, I haven't got
much money to throw away, I can tell
you; but if you can work this, I will
give five pounds to a charity at Christ-
mas.

[HovsTap comes i by the hall
door.]

Hov. Good morning! [Siops.] Ob,
I beg your pardon—

Dg, S1o. Not at all; come in,

MorreN Kuw [with another chuckle].
Oho!—is he in this too?

Hov. What do you mean?

Dg, 810. Certainly he is,

Morreny K, I might have known
it! It must get into the papers. You
know how to do it, Thomas! Set your
wits to work. Now I must go.

Dr, Sto. Won't you stay a little
while?

MorteN K, No, I must be off '

now. You keep up this game for all
it is worth; you won't repent it, I'm
damned if you will!

[He goes out; MRs. STOCRMANN fol-
lows him into the hall]

Dr. Sro. [laughing]. Just imagine
—the old chap doesn’t believe a word
of all this about the water supply.

Hov. Oh, that was it, then?

Dr. Sro. Yes, that was what we were
talking about. Perhaps it is the same
thing that brings you here?

Hov., Yes, it is. Can you spare me
a few minutes, Doctor?

Dr. Sr0. As long as you like, my
dear fellow,

Hov. Have you heard from the
Mayor yet?

Dr. Sro. Not yet. He is coming
tere later,

Hov. I have given the matter a great
deal of thought since last night,

Dz, Sro. Well?
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Hov. From your point of view, as a
doctor and a man of science, this affair
of the water-supply is an isolated mat-
ter. I mean, you do not realise that it
involves a great many other things,

Dr. Sto. How, do you mean ?—Let
us sit down, my dear fellow. No, sit
here on the couch. (Hovsrap sits down
on the couch, DR, STOCKMANN on a
chair on the other side of the table.]
Now then. You mean that—?

Hov. You said yesterday that the
pollution of the water was due to im-
purities in the soil.

Dr. Sto. Yes, unquestionably it is
due to that poisonous morass up at
Molledal.

Hov. Begging your pardon, doctor,
I faney it is due to quite another
morass altogether.

Dg. St0. What morass?

Hov. The morass that the whole life
of our town is built on and is rotting
in,

Dr. Sto. What the deuce are you
driving at, Hovstad?

Hov. The whole of the town’s inter-
ests have, little by little, got into the
hands of a pack of officials.

Dr. Sto. Oh, come!—they are not
all officials.

Hov. No, but those that are not of-
ficials are at any rate the officials’
friends and adherents; it is the wealthy
folk, the old families in the town, that
have got us entirely in their hands.

Dr. Smo. Yes, but after all they are
men of ability and knowledge,

Hov. Did they show any ability or
knowledge when they laid the conduit-
pipes where they are now!

Dr. 810. No, of course that was &
great piece of stupidity on their part,
But that is going to be set right now.
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Hov. Do you think that will be all
such plain sailing?

De. St0. Plain sailing or no, it has
got to be done, anyway.

Hov. Yes, provided the press takes
up the question,

Dr, 870. I don't think that will be
necessary, my dear fellow, I am cer-
tain my brother—

Hov, Excuse me, doctor; I feel
bound to tell you I am inelined to take
the matter up.

Dr. Sto. In the paper?

Hov.' Yes. When I took over the
“People’s Messenger” my ides was to
break up this ring of self-opinionated
old fossils who had got hold of all the
influence,

D, Sto. But you know you told me
yourself what the result had been; you
nearly ruined your paper.

Hov. Yes, at the time we were ob-
liged to climb down a peg or two, it is
quite true; because there was a danger
of the whole project of the Baths eom-
ing to nothing if they failed us. But
now the scheme has heen ecarried
through, and we can dispense with these
grand gentlemen.

De. Sto. Dispense with them, yes;
but we owe them a great debt of grati-
tude.

Hov. That shall be recognised un-
grudgingly. But a journalist of my
democratic tendencies cannot let such
an opportunity as this slip. The bubble
of official infallibility must be pricked.
This superstition must be destroyed,
like any other.

Dr. Sro. I am whole-heartedly with
you in that, Mr. Hovstad; if it is a
superstition, away with it!

Hov. I 4hould be very reluctant to
bring the Mayor into it, because he is

ur

your brother. But I am sure you will
agree with me that truth should be the
first consideration,

Dr. Sto. That goes without saying.
[With sudden emphasis.] Yes, but—
but—

Hov. You must not misjudge me. I
am neither more self-interested nor
more ambitious than most men.

Dr. Sm0. My dear fellow—who sug-
gests anything of the kind?

Hov. I am of humble origin, as you
know; and that has given me opportu-
nities of knowing what is the most ery-
ing need in the humbler ranks of life,
It is that they should be allowed some
part in the direction of public affairs,
Doctor. That is what will develop their
faculties and intelligence and self
respect—

Dr, Sro. I quite appreciate that,

Hov, Yes—and in my opinion &
journalist ineurs a heavy responsibility
if he neglects a favourable opportunity
of emancipating the masses — the
humble and oppressed. I know well
enough that in exalted circles I shall
be called an agitator, and all that sort
of thing; but they may call what they
like. If only my conscience doesn’t re-
proach me, then—

Dr. Sto. Quite right; Quite right,
Mr. Hovstad. But all the sarae—devil
take it! [A kmock is heard at the
door.] Come in!

[ASLARSEN appears at the door, He
1s poorly but decently dressed, in black,
with @ slightly crumpled white neck-
cloth; he wears gloves and has a felt
hat in his hand.]

Asr. [bowingl. Excuse my taking
the liberty, Doctor—

Da. 810. [getting upl, Ab, it is you,
Aslaksen!
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Asy, Yes, Doctor.

Hov. [standing upl. Is it me you
want, Aslaksen?

Ast. No; I didn't know I should
find you here. No, it was the Doctor

DR, St0. I am quite at your service,
What is it?

Ast. Ts what I heard from Mr. Bill-
ing true, sir—that you mean to improve
our water-supply?

Dg. S10. Yes, for the Baths.

AsL. Quite so, I understand. Well,
I have come to say that I will back that
up by every means in my power,

Hov. [to the Docror]. You see!

Dr. Sto. I shall be very grateful to
you, but—

Ast. Because it may be no bad thing
to have us small tradesmen at your
back. We form, as it were, a compact
majority in the town—if we choose.
And it is always a good thing to have
the majority with you, Doctor.

Dr. Sto. That is undeniably true;
but I confess I don’t see why such un-
usual precautions should be necessary
in this ease. It seems to me that such
a plain, straightforward thing—

Ast, Oh, it may be very desirable,
all the same, I know our local author-
ities so well; officials are not generally
very ready to act on proposals that
come from other people. That is why
I think it would not be at all amiss it
we made a little demonstration.

Hov. That's right.

De. Sro. Demonstration, did you
say? What on earth are you going to
make & demonstration about?

Ast. We shall proceed with the
greatest moderation, Doctor, Modera-
tion is always my aim; it is the great-
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est virtue in a citizen—at least I think

80,

De. 810, It is well known to be a
characteristic of yours, Mr. Aslaksen.,

Asv. Yes, I think I may pride my-
self on that. And this matter of the
water-supply is of the greatest impor-
tance to us small tradesmen. The
Baths promise to be a regular gold-
mine for the town. We shall all make
our living out of them, especially those
of us who are householders, That is
why we will back up the project as
strongly as possible. And as I am at
present Chairman of the Householders’
Association—

Dr. 810, Yes—1?

Ast. And, what is more, local secre-
tary of the Temperance Society—you
know, sir, I suppose, that I am a
worker in the temperance cause?

Dr. S10. Of course, of course,

Ast, Well, you can understand that
I come into contact with a great many
people. And as I have the reputation
of a temperate and law-abiding citizen
—like yourself, Doctor—I have a cer-
tain influence in the town, a little bit
of power, if I may be allowed to say

80.

Dr. 810. I know that quite well, Mr,
Aslaksen,

AsL. 8o you see it would be an easy
matter for me to set on foot some testi-
monial, if necessary.

De. St0. A testimonial §

Asr, Yes, some kind of an address
of thanks from the townsmen for your
share in a matter of such importance
to the community, I need searcely say
that it would have to be drawn up with
the greatest regard to moderation, so
a8 not to offend the authorities—who,
after all, have the reins in their hands,
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If we pay strict attention to that, no
one can take it amiss, I should think!

Hov. Well, and even supposing they
didn't like it—

AsL. No, no, no; there mmust be no
discourtesy to the authorities, Mr. Hov-
stad. It is no use falling foul of those
upon whom our welfare so closely de-
pends. I have done that in my time,
and no good ever eomes of it. But no
one can take exception to a reasonable
and frank expression of a citizen’s
views.

Dg. Sto. [shaking him by the handl.
I can’t tell you, dear Mr, Aslaksen, how
extremely pleased I am to find such
hearty support among my fellow-eiti-
zens. I am delighted—delighted ! Now,
you will take a small glass of sherry,
¢h?

AsL. No, thank you; I never drink
aleohol of that kind,

Dgr. Sto. Well, what do you say to
a glass of beer, then?

Ast. Nor that either, thank you,
Doctor, I never drink anything as
early as this, I am going into town
now to talk over with one or two
householders, and prepare the ground.

Dg. 810, It is tremendously kind of
you, Mr. Aslaksen; but I really cannot
understand the necessity for all these
precantions. It seems to me that the
thing should go of itself.

Asn. The authorities are somewhat
slow to move, Doctor. Far be it from
me to seem to blame them—

Hov. We are going to stir them up
in the paper to-morrow, Aslaksen,

Asy, But not violently, I trust, Mr.
Hovstad. Proceed with moderation, or
you will do nothing with them, You
may take my adviee; I have gathered
my ience in the school of life.

1e

Well, I must ssy good-bye, Doctor.
You know now -that we small trades-
men are at your back at all events, like
a solid wall. You have the eompaet
majority on your side, Doctor,

Dr. Sro. I am very much obliged,
dear Mr. Aslaksen, [Shakes hands with
kim.] Good-bye, good-bye.

Asu. Are you going my way, to-
wards the printing-office, Mr, Hovstad?

Hov. I will come later; I have some-
thing to settle up first,

Ast. Very well. [Bows and goes
out; STOCKMANN follows him into the
hall.]

Hov. [as STOCKMANN comes in
again]. Well, what do you think of
that, Doctor? Don’t you think it is
high time we stirred a little life into
all this glackness and vacillation and
cowardice?

Dr. Sro. Are you referring to
Aslaksen?

Hov. Yes, I am. He is one of those
who are floundering in a bog—decent
enough fellow though he may be, other-
wise. And most of the people here are
in just the same case—see-sawing and
edging first to one side and then to the
other, so overcome with caution and
scruple that they never dare to take
any decided step.

Dg. St0. Yes, but Aslaksen seemed
to me so thoroughly well-intentioned.

Hov, There is one thing I esteem
higher than that; and that is for a
man to be self-reliant and sure of him-
self.

Dr. Sto. I think you are perfectly
right there.

Hov. That is why I want to seize
this opportunity, and try if I cannot
'manage to put a little virility into these
well-intentioned people for once, The
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idol of Authority must be shattered in
this town. This gross and inexcusable
blunder about the water-supply must
be brought home to the mind of every
municipal voter.

Dr, S10. Very well; if you are of
opinion that it is for the good of the
community, so be it. But not until I
have had a talk with my brother.

Hov. Anyway, I will get a leading
article ready; and if the Mayor refuses
to take the matter up—

Dr. St0. How can you suppose such
& thing possible?

Hov. It is conceivable, And in that
case—

De. Sr0. In that case I promise you
—. Look here, in that case you may
print my report—every word of it.

Hov. May I? Have I your word
for it?

Dr. 8ro. Lgiving him the MS.]. Here
it is; take it with you. It can do no
harm for you to read it through, and
you can give it me back later on.

Hov. Good, good! That is what I
will do. And now good-bye, Doctor.

De. 8m0. Good-bye, good-bye. You
will see everything will run quite
;moothly, Mr. Hovstad—quite smooth-
y.
Hov. Hm!—we shall see. [Bows and
goes out.]

Dz, 810. [opens the dining-room
door and looks in]. Katherinel Oh,
you are back, Petra?

Perra [coming in]. Yes, I have just
come from the school.

Mgs. 810, [coming in]. Has he not
been here yet?

Dr, 8o, Peter? No. But I have
had & long talk with Hovstad, He is
quite excited about my discovery. I
find it has a much wider bearing than
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I at first imagined. And he hes put
hig paper at my disposal if necessity
should arise,

Mgs. Sto, Do you think it will?

Dr. Sto. Not for a moment. But
at all events it makes me feel proud fo
know that I have the liberal-minded
independent press on my side. Yes,
and—just imagine—I have had a visit
from the Chairman of the Household-
ers’ Association!

Mrs. St0. Oh! What did he want?

Dr. S10. To offer me his support
too. They will support me in a body
if it should be necessary. Katherine—
do you know what I have got behind
me?

Mgs, Sto. Behind you? No, what
have you got behind you?

Dr. Sto. The compact majority.

Mzs, Sto, Really? Is that a good
thing for you, Thomas?

Dr. Sto0. I should think it was a
good thing. [Walks up and down rub-
bing his hands]. By Jove, it’s a fine
thing to feel this bond of brotherhood
between oneself and one’s fellow citi~
zens!

Perra. And to be able to do so
much that is good and useful, father!

Dr. 8t0. And for one’s own native
town into the bargain, my child!

Mgs, Sto. That was a ring at the
bell.

Dr, Sto. It must be he, then, [4
knock is heard at the door.] Come in!

Perer [comes in from the hall]
Good morning.

Dr. Sto. Glad to see you, Peter!

Mgs. Smo. Good morning, Peter.
How are you?

Perer, So so, thank you. [To Ds.
StockMANN.] I received from you yes-
terday, after office hours, a report deal-
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ing with the condition of the water at
the Baths,

Dr, 810, Yes. Have you read it?

Perer.  Yes, I have,

Dr. 810, And what have you to say
to it?

Perer [with o sidelong glance.]
Hm!—

Mgs. Sto. Come along, Petra. [She
and PETRA go into the room on the
left.]

PeTER [after a pause]. Was it neces-
sary to make all these investigations
behind my back?

Dr. Smo. Yes, because until I was
absolutely certain about it—

Perer. Then you mean that you are
absolutely certain now?

Dr. Sto. Surely you are convinced
of that.

Perer. I it your intention to bring
this document before the Baths Com-
mittee as a sort of official communica-
tion?

Dr. 8mo. Certainly. Something
must be done in the matter—and that
quiekly.

Perer. As usual, you employ violent
expressions in your report. You say,
amongst other things, that what we
offer visitors in our Baths is a perma-
aent supply of poison,

Dr. Sto. Well, can you deseribe it
any other way, Peter? Just think—
water that is poisonous, whether you
drink it or bathe in it! And this we
offer to the poor sick folk who come
to us trustfully and pay us at an ex-
orbitant rate to be made well again!

Perer, And your reasoning leads
you to this conclusion, that we must
build a sewer to draw off the alleged
impurities from Molledal and must
relay the water-conduits,

b1}

De. S10. Yes. Do you see any
other way out of it? I don’t.

Perer. I made a pretext this morn-
ing to go and see the town engineer,
and, as if only half seriously,
broached the subjeet of these pro-
posals as & thing we might perhaps
have to take under consideration some
time later on.

Dr. St0. Some time later on!

Perer. He smiled at what he con-
sidered to be my extravagance, nat-
urally. Have you taken the trouble
to consider what your proposed alter-
ations would cost? According to the
information I obtained, the expenses
would probably mount up to fifteen
or twenty thousand pounds.

Dr. Sto. Would it cost so much?

Perer, Yes; and the worst part of
it would be that the work would take
at least two years,

Dr. Sto. Two years? Two whole
years?

PeTer. At least. And what are we
to with the Baths in the meantime?
Close them? Indeed we should be
obliged to. And do you suppose any
one would come near the place after
it had got about that the water was
dangerous?

Dr. Sto. Yes, but, Peter, that is
what it is,

Perer, And all this at this june-
ture—just as the Baths are beginning
to be known. There are other towns
in the neighborhood with qualifica-
tions to attract visitors for bathing
purposes. Don’t you suppose they
would immediately strain every nerve
to divert the entire stream of strang-
ers to themselves? Unquestionably
they would; and then where shounld we
bet We should probably have to
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sbandon the whole thing, which has
cost us so much money—and then you
would have ruined your native town.

Dr. Sr0. I—should have ruined—!

Perer, It is simply and solely
through the Baths that the town has
before it any future worth mention-
ing. You know that just as well as L

Dr, Smo. But what do you think
ought to be done, then?

Perer. Your report has not con-
vinced me that the condition of the
water at the Baths is as bad as you
represent it to be.

Dr. S10. I tell you it is even
worsel—or at all events it will be in
summer, when the warm weather
comes.

Perer. As I said, T believe you ex-
aggerate the matter considerably. A
capable physician ought to know what
measures to take—he ought to be ca-
pable of preventing injurfous influ-
ences or of remedying them if they
become obviously persistent.

Dg. Smo. Well? What more?

Perer. The water supply for the
Baths i8 now an established fact, and
in consequence must be treated as
such. But probably the Committee, at
its diseretion, will not be disinelined
to consider the question of how far
it might be possible to introduce cer-
tain improvements consistently with a
reasonable expenditure.

Dr. S10. And do you suppose that
I will have anything to do with such
& piece of trickery as that?

Perer, Trickery!!

Dr. 810, Yes, it would be a trick—
a frand, a lie, & downright crime to-
wards the public, towards the whole
community!

Perer, I have not, as I remarked
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before, been able to convince myself
that there is actually any imminent

Dg. St0. You have! It is impos-
sible that you should not be convinced.
I know I have represented the facts
absolutely truthfully and fairly. And
you know it very well, Peter, only you
won't acknowledge it. It was owing
to your action that both the Baths
and the water-conduits were built
where they are; and that is what you
won't acknowledge—that damnable
blunder of yours. Pooh!—do you
suppose I don’t see through you?

Perer. And even if that were true!
If I perhaps guard my reputation
somewhat anxiously, it is in the inter-
ests of the town. Without moral au-
thority I am powerless to direct pub-
lic affairs as seems, to my judgment,
to be best for the common good. And
on that account—and for various
other reasons too—it appears to me
to be a matter of importance that
your report should not be delivered
to the Committee. In the interests of
the public, you must withhold it.
Then, later on, I will raise the ques-
tion and we will do our best, privately;
but nothing of this unfortunate af-
fair—not a single word of it—must
come to the ears of the publie.

Dr. Smo. I am afraid you will not
be able to prevent that now, my dear
Peter.

Perer. It must and shall be pre-
vented.

Dr. Sro. It is no use, I tell you
There are too many people that know
about it.

Perer. That know about it? Who?
Surely you don’t mean those fellows
on the “People’s Messenger”’?
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Dr Sto. Yes, they know. The
liberal-minded independent press is
going to see that you do your duty.

Perer [after a short pause]. You
are an extraordinarily independent
man, Thomas. Have you given no
thought to the consequences this may
have for yourself?

Dr. S10. Consequences #—for me?

Perer. For you and yours, yes.

Dr, S70. What the deuce do you
mean?

Perer. I believe I have always be-
haved in a brotherly way to you—
have always been ready to oblige or
to help you?

Dr. 810. Yes, you have, and I am
grateful to you for it.

Perer. There is no need. Indeed,
to some extent I was forced to do so
—for my own sake. I always hoped
that, if I helped to improve your
finaneial position, I should be able to
keep some check on you.

Dr. Sro. What!! Then it was
only for your own sake—!

Perer. Up to a certain point, yes.
It is painful for a man in an official
position to have his nearest relative
compromising himself time after time.

Dr, 810. And do you consider that
I do that?

Perer. Yes, unfortunately, you do,
without even being aware of it. You
have a restless, pugnacious, rebellious
disposition, And then there is that
disastrous propensity of yours to
want to write about every sort of
possible and impossible thing. The
moment an idea comes into your head,
you must needs go and write a news-
paper article or a whole pamphlet
about it.

De. St Well, but is it not the
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duty of a citizen to let the publie
share in any new ideas he may have?

Perer, Oh, the public doesn’t re-
quire any new idess. The publie is
best served by the good, old-estab-
lished ideas it already has.

Dr. 810, And that is your honest
opinion?

Perer. Yes, and for onee I must
talk frankly to you. Hitherto I have
tried to avoid doing so, becouse I
know how irritable you are; but now
T must tell you the truth, Thomas,
You have no comeeption what an
amount of harm you do yourself by
your impetuosity. You complain of
the authorities, you even complain of
the government—you are always pull-
ing them to pieces; you insist that
you have been negleeted and perse-
cuted. But what else can such a can-
tankerous man as you expect?

Dg. Sto. What next{ Cantankerous,
am I?

PETER. Yes, Thomas, you are an ex-
tremely ecantankerous man to work
with—T know that to my cost. You
disregard everything that you ought
to have consideration for. You seem
completely to forget that it is me you
have to thank for your appointment
here as medical officer to the Baths.—

Dg. So. I was entitled to it as &
matter of ecourse!—I and nobody else!
I was the first person to see that the
town could be made into a flourishing
wateringplace, and I was the only one
who saw it at that time. I had to
fight single-handed in support of the
idea for many years; and I wrote and
wrote—

Perer.  Undoubtedly. But things
were not ripe for the scheme then—
though, of course, you could not judge
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of that in your out-of-the-way corner
up north. But as soon as the oppor-
fune moment eame I—and the others
—took the matter into onr hands—

De. 810. Yes, and made this mess
of all my beautiful plan. It is pretty
obvious now what clever fellows you
were!

Perer, To my mind the whole thing
only seems to mean that you are seek-
ing another outlet for your eombative-
ness, You want to pick a quarrel
with your superiors—an old habit of
yours, You cannot put up with any
authority over you. You look askance
at anyone who occupies a superior of-
fieial position; you regard him as a
personal enemy, and then any stick is
good enough to beat him with. But
now I have called your attention to
the fact that the town’s interests are
at stake—and, incidentally, my own
too. And therefore I must tell you,
Thomas, that you will find me inex-
orable with regard to what I am about
to require you to do.

Dr. Sm0, And what is that?

Perer, As you have been so indis-
creet as to speak of this delicate mat-
ter to outsiders, despite the fact that
you ought to have treated it as en-
tirely official and confidential, it is
obviously impossible to hush it up
now. All sorts of rumours will get
about directly, and everybody who has
a grudge against us will take care to
embellish these rumours. So it will
be necessary for you to refute them
publicly,

Dr. 870, I! How? I don’t under-
stand,

Perer. What we shall expect is
that, after making further investiga-
tions, you will come to the conelusion

WORKS OF HENRIK IBSEN

that the matter is not by any means
as dangerous or as eritical as you im-
agined in the first instance.

Dr. 870, Ohol—so that is what
you expeet!

Perer. And, what is more, we shall
expect you to make public profession
of your confidence in the Committee
and in their readiness to consider
fully and econscientiously what steps
may be necessary to remedy any pos-
sible defeets.

Dr. Sr0. But you will never be
able to do that by patching and tink-
ering at it—never! Take my word for
it, Peter; T mean what I say, as de-
liberately and emphatically as pos-
sible.

Perer. As an officer under the
Committee, you have no right to any
individual opinion.

Dr. Sto. [amazed]. No right?

Perer. In your official capacity,
no. As a private person, it is quite
another matter. But as a subordinate
member of the staff of the Baths, you
have no right to express any opinion
which rune contrary to that of your
superiors.

Dr. Smo. This is too much! I, a
doctor, a man of science, have no
right to—!

Perer, The matter in hand is not
simply a scientific one. It is a com-
plicated matter, and has its economie
as well as its technical side.

Dr. Sto. I don't care what it is! I
intend to be free to express my opin-
ion on any subject under the sun.

Perer. As you please—but not on
any subjeet concerning the Bathe
That we forbid.

D, S10. [shouting]. You forbid—!
You! A pack of—
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Perze. I forbid it—I, your chief;
and if I forbid it, you have to obey.

Dr. Smo. [comtrolling hemself].
Peter—if you were not my brother—

PerRa [throwing open the doorl.
Father, you shan’t stand this!

Mzs. Sto. [coming in after herl.
Petra, Petra!

Perer. Oh, so you have been eaves-
dropping.

Mrs. Sto. You were talking so
loud, we couldn’t help—

Perra. Yes, I was listening.

Perer. Well, after all, I am very
glad—

Dr. Sro. [going up to him]. You
were saying something about forbid-
ding and obeying?

Perer. You obliged me to take that
tone with you.

Dr. Sto0. And so I am to give my-
self the lie, publicly?

Perer, We consider it absolutely
necessary that you should make some
public statement as I have asked for,

Dr. Sto. And if I do not—obey?

Perer. Then we shall publish a
statement ourselves to reassure the
public.

Dr. St0. Very well; but in that
case I shall use my pen against you.
I stick to what I have said; I will
show that I am right and that you are
wrong. And what will you do then?

Perer. Then I shall not be able to
prevent your being dismissed.

Dr. Sro. What—?

Perra. Father—dismissed!

Mgs, Sro. Dismissed!

Perer. Dismissed from the staff of
the Baths. I shall be obliged to pro-
pose that ,you shall immediately be
given notict, and shall not be allowed

125
any further participation in the Baths’
affairs,

Dr. St0. You would dare to do that!

Perer. It is you that are playing the
daring game.

Perra. Uncle, that is a shameful
way to treat a man like father]

Mes. Sto. Do hold your tongue,
Petra!

Peter [looking ot Prreal. Ob, so
we volunteer our opinions already, do
we? Of course. [To Mrs, Stock-
uaNN,] Katherine, I imagine you are
the most sensible person in this house,
Use any influence you may have over
your husband, and make him see what
this will entail for his family as well
as—

Dg. Sro. My family is my own con-
cern and nobody elses!

Prerer. —for his own family, as I
was saying, as well as for the town he
lives in.

Dr. Sto. It is I who have the real
good of the town at heart! I want to
lay bare the defeets that sooner or later
must come to the light of day. I will
show whether I love my native town.

Perer. You, who in your blind ob-
stinaey want to cut off the most im-
portant source of the town’s welfare?

Dr. Sto. The source is poisoned,
man! Are you mad? We are making
our living by retailing filth and cor-
ruption! The whole of our flourishing
municipal life derives its sustenance
from a lie!

Perer. All imagination—or some-
thing even worse. The man who can
throw out such offensive insinuations
about his native town must be an
enemy to our community.

Dg. 810. [going up to him], Do yon
dare to—!



12

Mas, 8§10, [throwing herself between
them]. Thomas!

Petea [catching her father by the
arm]. Don't lose your temper, father!

Prrer, I will not expose myself to
violence. Now you have had a warn-
ing; so reflect on what you owe to
yourself and your family. Good-bye.
[Goes out.]

De. Sto. [walking up and down].
Am T to put up with such treatment as
this? In my own house, Katherine!
What do you think of that!

Mgs. Sto. Indeed it is both shame-
ful and absurd Thomas—

Perra. If only I could give uncle &
piece of my mind—

Dr. Sto. It is my own fault. I
ought to have flown out at him long
ago!—shown my teeth!—bitten! To
hear him call me an enemy to our com-
munity! Me! T shall not take that
lying down, upon my soul!

Mgs. Sto. But, dear Thomas, your
brother has power on his side—

Dr. S10. Yes, but I have right on
mine, I tell you.

Mgs, Sto. Oh! yes, right—right.
What is the use of having right on your
side if you have not got might?

Prrra, Oh, mother!—how can you
say such a thing!

Dr. 810. Do you imagine that in a
free country it is no use having right
on your side? You are absurd, Kath-
erine, Besides, haven’t I got the liberal-
minded, independent press to lead the
way, and the compact majority behind
me? That is might enough, I should
think|

Mrs, Smo. But, good heavens,
Thomes, you don’t mean to—*%
Dr. 8r0. Don't mean to what?

WORKS OF HENRIK IBSEN

Mgs, Sro. To set yourself up in op-
position to your brother.

Dr, Sto. In God’s name, what else
do you suppose I should do but take
my stand on right and truth?

Perea. Yes, I was just going to say
that.

Mgs, St0. But it won't do you any
earthly good. If they won't do it, they
won't,

Dg, Sto, Oho, Katherine! Just give
me time, and you will see how I will
carry the war into their camp.

Mrs, S10. Yes, you carry the war
into their camp, and you get your dis-
missal—that is what you will do.

Dr. Sto. In any case I shall have
done my duty towards the publie—to-
wards the community, I, who am
called its enemy!

Mgs. Sto. But towards your family,
Thomas? Towards your own home!
Do you think that is doing your duty
towards those you have to provide for?

Perra,  Ah, don't think always first
of us, mother.

Mrs. S70. Ob, it is easy for you to
talk; you are able to shift for yourself,
if need be. But remember the boys,
Thomas; and think a little too of your-
self, and of me—

Dr. Sto. I think you are out of your
senses, Katherine! If I were to be such
a miserable coward as to go on my
knees to Peter and his damned crew,
do you suppose I should ever know an
hour’s peace of mind all my life after-
wards?

Mss. Sto. I don't know anything
about that; but God preserve us from
the peace of mind we shall have, all the
same, if you go on defying him! You
will find yourself again without the
means of subsistence, with no income to
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count upon, I should think we had had
enough of that in the old days. Re-
member that, Thomas; think what that

means,

Dr. Sto. [collecting himself with a
struggle and clenching his fists]. And
this is what this slavery can bring upon
a free, honourable man! Isn't it hor-
rible, Katherine?

Mgs. Sto. Yes, it is sinful to treat
you so, it is perfeetly true. But, good
heavens, one has to put up with so
mueh injustice in this world.—There
are the boys, Thomas! Look at them!
‘What is to become of them? Oh, no,
no, you can never have the heart—.
[EJLir and MoRTEN have come in while
she was speaking, with theif school
books in their hands).

Dr. St0. The boys—! [Recovers
himself suddenly.] No, even if the
whole world goes to pieces, I will never
bow my neck to this yoke! [Goes to-
wards his room.]

Mgs. Sto. [following him]. Thomas
—what are you going to do!

D, S10. lat his door]. I mean to
have the right to look my sons in the
face when they are grown men. [Goes
into his room.]

Mgs. Sro. [bursting into tears]. God
help us alll

Perra. Father is splendid! He will
not give in,

[The boys look om in amazement;
PETRA signs to them mot to speak!

ACT III

Scexg—The editorial office of the
“People’s Messenger.” The entrance
door is on the left-hand side of the
back wall; on the right-hand side is an-
other door with glass panels through
which the printing-room can be seen.
Another dog:' in the right-hand wall. In
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the middle of the room is a large table
covered with papers, newspapers and
books. In the foreground on the left a
window, before which stand a desk and
a high stool. There are a couple of
easy chairs by the table, and other
chairs standing along the wall. The
room is dingy and uncomfortable; the
furniture is old, the chairs stained and
torn, In the printing-room the composi-
tors are seen at work, and a printer 3
working & hand-press. HovsTap is sit-
ting at the desk, writing. BILLING
comes in from the right with Dg.
STOCKMANN’S manuscript in his hand,

Brin. Well, I must say!

Hov. [still writing]. Have you read
it through?

BiiL. [laying the MS. on the desk.]
Yes, indeed I have,

Hov. Don’t you think the Doctor
hits them pretty hard?

B Hard? Bless my soul, he's
crushing! Every word falls like—how
shall I put it?—like the blow of a
sledgehammer,

Hov. Yes, but they are not the
people to throw up the sponge at the
first blow.

B, That is true; and for that
reason we must strike blow upon blow
until the whole of this aristoeracy
tumbles to pieces. As I sat in there
reading this, I almost seemed to see a
revolution in being.

Hov. [turning round]. Hushl—
Speak so that Aslaksen caunot hear
you

BiLL. [lowering his voice]. Aslaksen
is a chicken-hearted chap, a coward;
there is nothing of the men in him,
But this time you will insist on your
own way, won't you? You will put the
Doctor’s article in{
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Hov. Yes, and if the Mayor doesn't
it—

!SILL. That will be the devil of a
nuisance,

Hov. Well, fortunately we can turn
the situation to good account, what-
ever happens, If the Mayor will not
fall in with the Doctor’s projeet, he will
have all the small tradesmen down on
him—the whole of the Householders’
Association and the rest of them. And
if he does fall in with it, he will fall
out with the whole crowd of large
shareholders in the Baths, who up to
now have been his most valuable sup-
porters—

Bz, Yes, because they will certain-
ly have to fork out a pretty penny—

Hov. Yes, you may be sure they
will. And in this way the ring will be
broken up, you see, and then in every
issue of the paper we will enlighten
the public on the Mayor’s ineapability
on one point and another, and make it
clear that all the positions of trust in
the town, the whole control of munici-
pal affairs, ought to be put in the hands
of the Liberals.

B That is perfeetly true! I see
it eoming—TI see it coming; we are on
the threshold of a revolution!

[A knock is heard at the door.]

Hov. Hush! [Calls out.] Come in!
[Dr. STOCKMANN comes in by the
street doo:, HOVSTAD goes to meet
him.] Ab, it is you, Doctor! Well?

Dr. Sto. You may set to work and
print it, Mr. Hovstad!

Hov. Has it come to that, then?

Biin, Hurrah!

De. S10. Yes, print away. Un-
doubtedly it has come to that. Now they
must take what they get., There is go-
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ing to be a fight in the town, Mr. Bill.
ing!

B, War to the knife, I hope! We
will get our knives to their throats,
Doctor!

Dr. Sr0. This article is only a be-
ginning. I have already got four or
five more sketched out in my head.
Where is Aslaksen?

BiuL, [ealls into the printing-room].
Aslaksen, just come here for a minute!

Hov. Four or five more articles, did
you say? On the same subject?

Dr. St0. No—far from it, my dear
fellow. No, they are about quite an-
other matter. But they all spring from
the question of the water-supply and
the drainage. One thing leads to an-
other, you know. It is like beginning
to pull down an old house, exactly.

Brn. Upon my soul, it’s true; you
find you are not done till you have
pulled all the old rubbish down.

Ast, [coming in]. Pulled down?
You are not thinking of pulling down
the Baths surely, Doctor?

Hov. Far from it, don’t be afraid.

Dr, S10. No, we meant something
quite different. Well, what do you
think of my article, Mr. Hovstad?

Hov. I think it is simply a master-
piece—

Dr. S10. Do you really think sof
Well, I am very pleased, very pleased.

Hov. It is so clear and intelligible.
One need have no special knowledge to
understand the bearing of it. You will
have every enlightened man on your
side.

Ast. And every prudent man too, I
hope? .

Brur, The prudent and the impru-
dent~—almost the whole town.
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Asp, In that ease we may venture
to print it.

Dr. Sro. I should think so!

Hov. We will put it in to-morrow
morning,

Dr. Sto. Of course—you must not
lose & single day. What I wanted to
ask you, Mr. Aslaksen, was if you
would supervise the printing of it your-
self.

Ast. With pleasure.

De, St0. Take care of it as if it
were a treasure! No misprints—every
word is important, I will look in again
a little later; perbaps you will be able
to let me see a proof. I can'’t tell you
how eager I am to see it in print, and
vee it burst upon the public~-

B, Burst upon them—yes, like a
flash of lightning!

Dg. St0. —and to have it submitted
to the judgment of my intelligent
fellow-townsmen, You cannot imagine
what I have gone through to-day. I
have been threatened first with one
thing and then with another; they have
tried to rob me of my most elementary
rights as a man—

Bi, What! Your rights as a man!

Dr. St0. —they have tried to de-
grade me, to make acoward of me, to
force me to put personal interests
before my most sacred convietions—

Br That is too much—I'm damned
if it isn’t,

Hov. Oh, you mustn’t be surprised
at anything from that quarter.

Dr. Sto. Well, they will get the
worst of it with me; they may assure
themselves of that. I shall consider
the “People’s Messenger” my sheet-
anchor now, and every single day I
will bomhard them with one article
after another, like bomb-shells—
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Asr, Yes, but—

By Hurrah!—it is war, it is war!

Dr. Sto. I shall smite them to the
ground—I shall crush them—I shall
break down all their defences, before
the eyes of the honest public! That is
what I shall do!

Asr. Yes, but in moderation, Doctor
—proceed with moderation—

B, Not a bit of it, not a bit of
it! Don't spare the dynamite!

Dr, S10. Because it is not merely a
question of water-supply and drains
now, you know. No—it is the whole of
our social life that we have got to
purify and disinfect—

B, Spoken like a deliverer!

Dr. Sto. All the ineapables must be
turned out, you understand—and that
in every walk of life! Endless vistas
have opened themselves to my mind’s
eye to-day. I cannot see it all quite
clearly yet, but I shall in time. Young
and vigorous standard-bearers—those
are what we need and must seek, my
friends; we must have new men in
command at all our outposts,

B, Hear, hear!

Dr. S10. We only need to stand by
one another, and it will all be per-
fectly easy. The revolution will be
launched like a ship that runs
smoothly off the stocks. Don’t you
think so?

Hov. For my part I think we have
now & prospeet of getting the muni-
cipal authority into the hands where
it should lie.

Ast. And if only we proceed with
moderation, I cannot imagine that there
will be any risk.

Dg. Br0. Who the devil cares wheth-
er there is any risk or not! What I
am doing, I am doing in the name of
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truth and for the sake of my con-
science.

Hov. You are a man who deserves
to be supported, Doctor.

Asn. Yes, there is no denying that
the Doctor is a true friend to the town
—a real friend to the community, that
he is.

Brir, Take my word for it, Aslaken,
Dr. Stockman is a friend of the people.

Ast. I faney the Householders’ As-
sociation will make use of that expres-
sion before long.

Dr. St0. [affected, grasps their
hands]. Thank you, thank you, my dear
staunch friends, It is very refreshing
to me to hear you say that; my brother
called me something quite different. By
Jove, he shall have it back, with in-
terest! But now I must be off to see
a poor devil— I will come back, as
I said. Keep a very careful eye on
the manuseript, Aslaksen, and don’t
for worlds leave out any of my notes
of exclamstion! Rather put one or
two more in! Capital, capital! Well,
good-bye for the present— good-bye,
good-bye!

[They show him to the door, and bow
him out.]

Hov. He may prove an invaluably
useful man to us,

Asr, Yes, so long as he confines
himself to this matter of the Baths.
But if he goes farther afield, I don’t
think it would be advisable to follow
him,

Hov. Hm!—that all depends—

B, You are so infernally timid,
Aslaken!

Asn, Timid? Yes, when it is a ques-
tion of the local authorities, I am timid,
Mr. Billing; it is & lesson I have learnt
in the school of experience, let me tell

WORKS OF HENRIK IBSEN

you. But try me in higher polities,
in matters that concern the government
itself, and then see if I am timid,

Brr, No, you aren’t, I admit. But
this is simply contradicting yourself.

Ast, I am a man with a conscience,
and that is the whole matter. If you
attack the government, you don’t do
the community any harm, anyway;
those fellows pay no attention to at-
tacks, you see—they go on just as they
are in spite of them. But local authori-
ties are different; they can be turned
out, and then perhaps you may get an
ignorant lot into office who may do ir-
reparable harm to the householders
and everybody else.

Hov. But what of the education of
citizens by self government—don’t you
attach any importance to that?

Ast, When a man hag interests of
his own to protect, he cannot think
of everything, Mr. Hovstad.

Hov. Then I hope I shall never have
interests of my own to protect!

Bir. Hear, hear!

Asu, [with a smile]. Hm! [Points
to the desk.] Mr. Sheriff Stensgaard
was your predecessor at that editorial
desk.

B [spitting]. Bah! That turn-
coat.

Hov. I am not a weathercock—and
never will be.

Asn, A politician should never be
too certain of anything, Mr. Hovstad.
And as for you, Mr. Billing, I should
think it is time for you to be taking in
a reef or two in your sails, seeing that
you are applying for the post of sec-
retary to the Bench,

Bnn I-!

Hov. Are you, Billing?
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Brn. Well, yes—but you must clear-
Iy understand I am doing it only to
annoy the bigwigs.

Asv, Anyhow, it is no business of
mine. But if I am to be accused of
timidity and of inconsistency in my
prineiples, this is what I want to point
out: my political past is an open book.
I have never changed, except perhaps
to become a little more moderate, you
gee. My heart is still with the people;
but I don’t deny that my reason has a
certain bias towards the authorities—
the local ones, I mean. [Goes into the
printing-room.)]

B, Oughtn't we to try and get
rid of him, Hovstad?

Hov. Do you know anyone else who
will advance the money for our paper
and printing bill?

Brn It is an infernal nuisance that
we don't possess some capital to trade
on.

Hov. [sitting down at his desk]. Yes,
if we only had that, then—

B Suppose you were to apply
to Dr. Stockmann?

Hov, [turning over some papers].
What is the use? He has got nothing.

By, No, but he has got a warm
man in the background, old Morten
Kiil—“the Badger,” as they call him.

Hov. [writing]. Are you so sure he
has got anything?

B, Good Lord, of course he has!
And some of it must come to the Stock-
manns. Most probably he will do some-
thing for the children, at all events,

Hov. [turning half round]. Are you
counting on that?

Bmr. Counting on it? Of course I
am not oountmg on an;

Hov. That is right. And 1 should
not count on the secretaryship to the

b:s |

Bench either, if T were you; for I can
assure you—you won't get it.

Brin. Do you think I am not quite
aware of that? My object is precisely
not to get it. A slight of that kind
stimulates a man’s fighting power—it
is like getting a supply of fresh bile—
and I am sure one needs that badly
enough in a hole-and-corner place like
this, where it is so seldom anything
happens to stir one up.

Hov. [writing]. Quite so, quite so.

B, Ab, I shall be heard of yet!—
Now I shall go and write the appeal
to the Householders’ Association, [Goes
into the room on the right.]

Hov. [sitting at his desk, biting his
penholder, says slowly]. Hm!—that's
it, is it? [4 knock is heard.] Come in}
[PETRA comes in by the outer door.
Hovstap gets up.] What you!—here?

Perra, Yes, you must forgive me—

Hov. [pulling o chair forward].
Won’t you sit down?

Perra. No, thank you; I must go
again in a moment,

Hov. Have you come with a mes-
sage from your father, by any chance?

Pemra. No, I have come on my own
account, [Takes a book out of her coat
pocket.] Here is the English story.

Hov. Why bave you brought it
back?

Prrra. Because I am not going to
translate it.

Hov. But you promised me faith-
fully—

Perea. Yes, but then I had not read
it. I don't suppose you have read it
either?

Hov. No, you know quite well I
don’t understand English; but—

Perra. Quite so. That is why I
wanted to tell you that you must find
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something else. [Lays the book on the
table] You can’t use this for the
“People’s Messenger.”

Hov. Why not?
Perra, Because it confliets with all
your opinions.

Hov. Oh, for that matter—

Prma. You don’t understand me.
The burden of this story is that there
is & supernatural power that looks
after the so-called good people in this
world and makes everything happen
for the best in their ease—while all the
so-called bad people are punished.

Hov, Well, but that is all right, That
is just what our readers want,

Prrra, And are you going to be the
one to give it to them? For myself,
I do not believe a word of it. You
know quite well that things do not
happen so in reality.

Hov. You are perfectly right; but
an editor cannot always act as he would
prefer. He is often obliged to bow
to the wishes of the public in unim-
portant matters, Politics are the most
important thing in life—for a news-
paper, anyway; and if I want to earry
my public with me on the path that
leads to liberty and progress, I must
not frightem them away. If they find
a moral tale of this sort in the serial
at the bottom of the page, they will
be all the more ready to read what is
printed above it ; they feel more secure,
as it were,

Perea, For shame! You would
never go and set a snare like that for
Yyour readers; you are not a spider]

Hov. [smdling]. Thank you for hav-
ing such & good opinion of me. No; as
a matter of faet that is Billing’s idea
and not mine,

Perea, Billing’s!
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Hov. Yes; anyway he propounded
that theory here ome day. And it is
Billings who is so anxious to have
that story in the paper; I don’t know
anything about the book.

Perra. But how can Billing, with
his emancipated views—

Hov. Oh, Billing is a many-sided
man, He is applying for the post of
secretary to the Bench, too, I hear.

Perra, I don't believe it, Mr. Hov-
stad. How could he possibly bring
himself to do such a thing?

Hov. Ah, you must ask him that,

Perra, I should never have thought
it of him.

Hov. [looking more closely at herl.
No? Does it really surprise you so
much?

Perra. Yes, Or perhaps not alto-
gether, Really, I don’t quite know—

Hov. We journalists are not much
worth, Miss Stockmann.

Petra. Do you really mean that?

Hov. I think so sometimes.

Perra, Yes, in the ordinary affairs
of everyday life, perhaps; I can under-
stand that. But now, when you have
taken a weighty matter in hand—

Hov. This matter of your father’s,
you mean?

Perra, Exactly. It seems to me that
now you must feel you are a man
worth more than most.

Hov. Yes, to-day I do feel zome-
thing of that sort.

Perra. Of course you do, don’t you?
It is a splendid vocation you have
chosen—to smooth the way for the
march of unappreciated truths, and
new and courageous lines of thought.
If it were nothing more than because
you stand fearlessly in the open and
take up the cause of an injured man—
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Hov. Especially when that injured
man is—ahem I don’t rightly know
how to—

Perra, When that man is so upright
and so honest, you mean?

Hov. [more gently]. Espeeially when
he is your father, I meant,

Prrra [suddenly checked]. That?

Hov. Yes, Petra—Miss Petra.

Perra. Is it that, that is first and
foremost with you? Not the matter
itself? Not the truth?—not my father’s
big generous heart?

Hov. Certainly—of course— that
too.

Prrra. No, thank you; you have be-
trayed yourself, Mr. Hovstad, and now
I shall never trust you again in any-
thing.

Hov. Can you really take it so
amiss in me that it is mostly for your
sake—?

Perra. What I am angry with you
for, is for not having been honest with
my father. You talked to him as if
the truth and the good of the com-
munity were what lay nearest to your
heart. You have made fools of both
my father and me. You are not the
man you made yourself out to be. And
that I shall never forgive yon—never!

Hov. You ought not to spesk so
bitterly, Miss Petra—least of all now.

Perra. Why not now especially?

Hov. Because your father cannot
do without my help.

Perea [looking him up and down],
Are you that sort of man too? For
shame |

Hov. No, no, I am not, This came
upon me so unexpeetedly—you must
believe that.

I know what to believe,
Good- bye}

13

Asi. [coming from the printing-
room, hurriedly and with an air of
mystery], Damnation, Hovstad |—[Sees
Perra] Oh, this is awkward—

Perra, There is the book; you must
give it to some one else. [Goes towards
the door.]

Hov. [following herl.
Stockmann—

Perra, Good-bye. [Goes out.]

Asn, T say—Mr. Hovstad—

Hov, Well, welll—what is it?

Asy, The Mayor is outside in the
printing-room,

Hov., The Mayor, did you say?

AsL, Yes, he wants to speak to you.
He came in by the back door—didn’t
want to be seen, you understand.

Hov. What can he want? Wait a
bit—I will go myself. [Goes to the
door of the printing-room, opens it,
bows and invites PETER STOCKMANN
in.] Just see, Aslaksen, that no one—

Ast. Quite 8o, [Goes into the prini-
ing-room.]

Perer. You did not expect to see
me here, Mr. Hovstad?

Hov. No, I confess I did not.

PerEr [looking round]. You are very
snug in here—very nice indeed.

Hov, Oh—

Perer. And here I come, without
any notice, to take up your time!

Hov. By all means, Mr. Mayor. I
am at your service. But let me relieve
you of your— [takes STOCKMANN'S hat
and stick and puts them on a chairl.
Wor't you sit down?

PerER [sitting down by the tablel.
Thank you. [Hovsrap sits down.] I
have had an extremely annoying ex-
perience to-day, Mr, Hovstad.

Hov. Really? Ah! well, I expect

But, Miss
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with all the various business you have
to attend to—

Perer. The Medical Officer of the
Baths is responsible for what happened
to-day.

Hov. Indeed? The Doctor?

Perer. He has addressed a kind of
yeport to the Baths Committee on the
subject of certain supposed defects in
the Baths.

Hov. Has he indeed?

Perer. Yes—has he not told you? I
thought he said—

Hov. Ah, yes—it is true he did men-
tion something about—

Ast. [coming from the printing-
goom]. I ought to have that copy—

Hov. [angrily]. Abem!—there it is
on the desk.

AsL, [taking i]. Right.

Peree, But look there—that is the
thing I was speaking of!

X‘;L. Yes, flf:i:k] is the Doctor’s arti-
cle, Mr. Mayor.

Hov. Oh, is that what you were
speaking about?

Persr, Yes, that is it. What do you
think of it?

Hov. Oh, I am only s layman—and
I have only taken a very cursory glance
at it.

Peres, But you are going to print
it?

Hov. I cannot very well refuse a
distinguished man—

As. I have nothing to do with
editing the paper, Mr. Mayor—

Perer, 1 understand.

Ast. I merely print what is put into
my hands.

Prrer. Quite so.

Ast. And so I must— [moves of i0-
wards the printing-room),

Perer. No, but wait & moment, Mr.

WORKS OF HENRIK IBSEN

Aslaksen. You will allow me, Mr, Hov-
stad?

Hov. If you please, Mr. Mayor.

Perer. You are a disereet and
thoughtful man, Mr, Aslaksen,

Ast. I am delighted to hear you
think so, sir,

PereR. And a man of very consid-
erable influence,

ASI:.. Chiefly among the small trades-
men, sir,

Perer. The small tax-payers are
the majority—here as everywhere else.

Asr, That is true,

Perer. And I have no doubt you
know the general trend of opinion
among them, don’t you?

Asn. Yes, I think I may say I do,
Mr, Mayor,

Perer. Yes. Well, since there is
such a praiseworthy spirit of self-sac-
rifice among the less wealthy citizens of
our town—

Asn, What?

Hov. Self-sacrifice?

Perer. It is pleasing evidence of a
public-spirited feeling, extremely pleas-
ing evidence. I might almost say I
hardly expected it. But you have &
closer knowledge of public opinion
than I,

Ast, But, Mr. Mayor—

Perer. And indeed it is mo small
sacrifice that the town is going to make,

Hov. The town?

Ast, But I don't understand. Is it
the Baths—1?

Perer. At a provisional estimate,
the alterations that the Medical Officer
asserts to be desirable will cost some-
where about twenty thousand pounds.

Ast, That is a lot of money, but—

Perer. Of course it will be neces-
sary to raise a municipal loan.
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Hov. [getting up]. Surely you never
mean that the town must pay—?

Ast. Do you mean that it must come
out of the municipal funds?—out of
the ill-filled pockets of the small trades-
men?

Perer. Well, my dear Mr. Aslaksen,
where else is the money to come from?

Ast. The gentlemen who own the
Baths ought to provide that.

Perer. The proprietors of the Baths
are not in & position to ineur any fur-
ther expense.

Asp, Is that absolutely certain, Mr.
Magyor.

Perer. I have satisfied myself that
it is so. If the town wants these very
extensive alterations, it will have to
pay for them.

Asn, But, damn it all—I beg your
pardon—this is quite another matter,
Mr. Hovstad!

Hov. It is, indeed.

Perer. The most fatal part of it is
that we shall be obliged to shut the
Baths for a couple of years.

Hov. Shut them? Shut them alto-
gether?

Asr, For two years?

Perer, Yes, the work will take as
long as that—at least.

Asy, I'm damned if we will stand
that, Mr, Mayor! What are we house-
holders to live upon in the meantime?

Perer. Unfortunately that is an ex-
tremely difficult question to answer, Mr,
Aslaksen. But what would you have
us do? Do you suppose we shall have
a single visitor in the town, if we go
about proclaiming that our water is
polluted, that we are living over a
plague spot, that the entire town—

Asr. dnd the whole thing is merely
imagination?
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Perer, With the best will in the
world, I have not been able to come
to any other conelusion,

Asu. Well then I must say it is ab-
solutely unjustifiable of Dr. Stock-
mann—] beg your pardon, Mr. Mayor

Perer. What you say is lamentably
true, Mr, Aslaksen, My brother has
unfortunately always been & head-
strong man,

Ast. After this, do you mean to
give him your support, Mr. Hovstad?

Hov. Can you suppose for a mo-
ment that I—9

PerEr. I have drawn up a short
résumé of the situation as it appears
from a reasonable man’s point of view.
In it I have indicated how certain pos-
sible defects might suitably be reme-
died without outrunning the resourees
of the Baths Committee,

Hov. Have you got it with you, Mr.
Mayor,

Perer. [fumbling in his pocket].
Yes, I brought it with me in case you
should—

Asr, Good Lord, there he is!

Perer, Who? My brother?

Hov. Where? Where?

Ast. He has just gone through the
printing-room,

Perer. How unlucky! I don’t want
to meet him here, and I had still sev-
eral things to speak to you about.

Hov. [pointing to the door on the
right]. Go in there for the present.

Perer. But—?

Hov. You will find only Billing in
there.

Asn. Quick, quick, Mr, Mayor—he
is just coming,

Perer, Yes, very well; but see that
you get rid of him quickly. [Goes out
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through the door on the right, which
ASLARSEN opens for him and shuts
after him].

Hov, Pretend to be doing some-
thing, Aslaksen. [Sits down and writes.
ASLAKSEN begins foraging among a
heap of newspapers that are lying on
a chair.]

Dg. 810, [coming in from the print-
ing-room]. Here I am again. [Puts
down his hat and stick.]

Hov. [writing]. Already, Doctor?
Hurry up with what we were speaking
about, Aslaksen. We are very pressed
for time to-day.

Dr. 810, [to Asuaxsex], No proof
for me to see yet, I hear.

AsL. [without turning round]. You
couldn’t expect it yet, Doctor.

Dr. 8ro. No, no; but I am impa-
tient, a8 you can understand. I shall
not know a moment’s peace of mind
till T see it in print,

Hov. Hm!—It will take a good
while yet, won’t it, Aslaksen?

AsL. Yes, I am almost afraid it
will,

Dr. Sto. All right, my dear friends;
I will come back. I do not mind eom-
ing back twice if necessary. A matter
of such great importance—the welfare
of the town at stake—it is no time
to shirk trouble. [Is just going, but
stops and comes back.] Look here—
there is one thing more I want to speak
to you about.

Hov. Excuse me, but could it not
wait till some other time?

Dr. 810. I can tell you in half a
dozen words. It is only this. When my
article is read to-morrow and it is rea-
lised that I have been quietly working
the whole winter for the welfare of the
town—
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Hov. Yes, but, Doctor—

De. Sto. I'know what you are going
to say. You don’t see how on earth
it was any more than my duty—my
obvious duty as a citizen. Of course
it wasn't; I know that as well as you
But my fellow citizens, you know—!
Good Lord, think of all the good souls
who think so highly of me— !

AsL. Yes, our townsfolk have had &
very high opinion of you so far, Doc-
tor.
Dr. Sto. Yes, and that is just why
I am afraid they— Well, this is the
point; when this reaches them, espe-
cially the poorer classes, and sounds
in their ears like a summons to take
the town’s affairs into their own hands
for the future—

Hov. [getting up]. Abem! Doctor,
I won't conceal from you the fact—

Dr. St0. Ah!—I knew there was
something in the wind! But I won't
hear a word of it. If anything of that
sort is being set on foot—

Hov. Of what sort?

Dr, Sto. Well, whatever it is—
whether it is a demonstration in my
honour, or a banquet, or a subserip-
tion list for some presentation to me
—whatever it is, you must promise me
solemnly and faithfully to put a stop
to it. You too, Mr. Aslaksen; do you
understand ¢

Hov. You must forgive me, Doctor,
but sooner or later we must tell you the
plain truth—

[He is interrupted by the entrance
of Mgrs. STOCRMANN, who comes in
from the street door.]

Mgs. St0. [seeing her husband), Just
as I thought!

Hov. [going towards her], You too,
Mrs. Stockmann?
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Dr. 810. What on earth do you
want here, Katherine?

Mgs, Sto. I should think you know
very well what I want.

Hov. Won't you sit down? Or per-
haps— -

Mgs. Sro. No, thank you; don't
trouble. And you must not be offended
at my coming to fetch my husband; I
am the mother of three children, you
know.

De. Sto. Nonsense!—we know all
about that.

Mgs. Sto. Well, one would not give
you credit for much thought for your
wife and children to-day; if you had
had that, you would not have gone
and dragged us all into misfortune,

Dg. Sto. Are you out of your senses,
Katherine! Because a man has a wife
and children, is he not to be allowed
to proclaim the truth—is he not to be
allowed to be an actively useful citizen
—is he not to be allowed to do a service
to his native town!

Mgs. Smo0. Yes, Thomas—in reason,

Ast. Just what I say. Moderation
is everything.

Mrs, Sto. And that is why you
wrong us, Mr. Hovstad, in enticing
my husband away from his home and
making & dupe of him in all this.

Hov. I certainly am making a dupe
of no one—

Dr. Sro. Making a dupe of me! Do
you suppose I should allow myself to
be duped!

Mgs, Sro. It is just what you do.
I know quite well you have more brains
than anyone in the town, but you are
extremely easily duped, Thomas. [To
Hovstad.] Please to realise that he
loses his Rost at the Baths if you
print what'he has written—
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Asn. What!

Hov. Look here, Doctor—

Dg. 8o, [laughingl. Ha—hal—just
let them try! No, no—they will take
good care not to. I have got the com-
pact majority behind me, let me tell
you!

Mgs, S10. Yes, that is just the worst
of it—your having any sueh horrid
thing behind you.

Dr. Sro. Rubbish, Katherine!—Go
home and look after your house and
leave me to look after the community.
How can you be so afraid, when I am
so confident and happy? [Walks up
and down, rubbing his hands.] Truth
and the People will win the fight, you
may be certain! I see the whole of the
broad-minded middle class marching
like a vietorious army—! [Stops be-
side @ chair.] What the deuce is that
lying there?

Ast, Good Lord!

Hov. Abem!

Dr. Sto. Here we have the top-
most pinacle of authority! [Takes the
Mayor’s official hat carefully between
his finger-tips and holds it up in the
air.]

Mss, Sto. The Mayor's hat!

Dr. S70. And here is the staff of
office too, How in the name of all
that’s wonderful—?

Hov, Well, you see—

Dg. Sto. Oh, I understand. He has
been here trying to talk it over. Ha—
ha!—he made rather a mistake there!
And as soon as he caught sight of
me in the printing-room— [Bursis
out laughing.] Did he run away, Mr.
Aslaksen?

Ast. [hurriedly]. Yes, he ran away,
Doctor.
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De. 810, Ran away without hik
gtick or his— Fiddlesticks! Peter
doesn’t run away and leave his be-
longings behind him. But what the
deuce have you done with him? Ahl—
in there, of course. Now you shall
see, Katherine!

Mgs, Sto. Thomas—please don’t—!

Asv. Don't be rash, Doctor.

[Dr. STOCKMANN has put on the
Mayor's hat and taken his stick in his
hand. He goes up to the door, opens
it, and stands with his hand to his
hat at the salute. PETER STOCKMANN
comes in, red with anger. BiLuINg
follows him.)

Prerer, What does this tomfoolery
mean?

Dr. Sto. Be respectful, my good
Peter, I am the chief authority in the
town now. [Walks up and down.]

Mgs. Sro. [almost in tears]. Really,
Thomas!

Perer [following him about]. Give
me my hat and stick.

Dr. Sto. [in the same tome as be-
forel. If you are chief constable, let
me tell you that I am the Mayor—
I am the master of the whole town,
please understand!

Perer, Take off my hat, I tell you.
Remember it is part of an official uni-
form.

Dr. S70. Pooh! Do you think the
newly awakened lion-hearted people
are going to be frightened by an offi-
cial hat? There is going to be a revo-
Iution in the town to-morrow, let me
tell you. You thought you could turn
me out; but now I shall turn you out
—turn you out of all your various
offices. Do you think I cannot? Listen
to me. I have triumphant social forees
behind me, Hovstad and Billing will
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thunder in the “People’s Messenger,”
and Aslaksen will take the fild at
the head of the whole Householders’
Association—

Asv. That I won’t, Doetor.

Dr. St0. Of eourse you will—

Perer. Ah!—may I ask then if Mr.
Hovstad intends to join this agitation,

Hov. No, Mr. Mayor.

Ast. No, Mr. Hovstad is not such
a fool as to go and ruin his paper
and himself for the sake of an ima-
ginary grievance.

Dr. S0. [looking round him]. What
does this mean?

Hov. You have represented your
case in a false light, Doctor, and
therefore I am unable to give you my
support.

B And after what the Mayor
was 50 kind as to tell me just now,
I—

Dr, Sto0. A false light! Leave that
part of it to me. Only print my
article; I am quite eapable of defend-
ing it.

Hov. I am not going to print it.
I cannot and will not and dare not
print it.

Dr. Sro. You dare not? What non-
sense!—you are the editor; and an
editor controls his paper, I suppose!

Asn. No, it is the subscribers, Doc-
tor.

Perer, Fortunately, yes.

Ast, Tt is public opinion—the en-
lightened ~publie—householders and
people of that kind; they control the
newspapers.

Dr. Sto. [composedly]. And I have
all these influences against me?

Asn. Yes, you have. It would mean
the absolute ruin of the community
if your article were to appear.
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Dr. Sr0. Indeed.

Perer. My hat and stick, if you
please. [DR. STOCEMANN takes off the
hat and lays it on the table with the
stick,. PETER STOCKMANN takes them
up.] Your authority as Mayor has
come to an untimely end.

Dr. Sro. We have not got to the
end yet. [To Hovsran.] Then it is
quite impossible for you to print my
article in the “People’s Messenger”?

Hov, Quite impossible—out of re-
gard for your family as well.

Msrs. S70. You need not concern
yourself about his family, thank yon,
Mr. Hovstad.

PerEr [taking & paper from his
pocket]. It will be sufficient, for the
guidance of the publie, if this appears.
It is an official statement. May I
trouble you?

Hov. [taking the paper]. Certainly;
I will see that it is printed.

De. Sro. But not mine. Do you
imagine that you can silence me and
stifle the truth! You will not find it
50 easy as you suppose. Mr. Aslaksen,
kindly take my manuseript at once
and print it as a pamphlet—at my
expense. I will have four hundred
copies—no, five—six hundred.

Ast, If you offered me its weight in
gold, I could not lend my press for
any such purpose, Doctor. It would
be flying in the face of public opinion.
You will not get it printed anywhere
in the town.

Dr. St0. Then give it me back.

Hov. [giving him the MS]. Here
it is,

Dr. Sto. [taking his hat and stick].
It shall be made public all the same, I
will read if out at a mass meeting of
the townspebple, All my fellow-citizens
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shall hear the voice of truth!

Perer. You will not find any publie
body in the town that will give you
the use of their hall for such a pur-
pose.

Asr. Not a single one, I am certain,

Bnn. No, I'm damned if you will
find one.

Mgs, Sto. But this is too shameful!
Why should every one turn against
you like that?

Dr. Sro. [angrily]. I will tell you
why. It is because all the men in
this town are old women—like you;
they all think of nothing but their
families, and never of the community
itself.

Mss. Sto. [putting her arm into
his]. Then I will show them that an
—an old woman can be a man for
once. I am going to stand by you,
Thomas!

Dr, Sto. Bravely said, Katherine!
It shall be made public—as I am a
living soul! If I can’t hire & hall, I
shall hire a drum, and parade the
town with it and read it at every
street corner.

Perer. You are surely not such an
arrant fool ag that!

Dr. Sto. Yes, I am.

Ast. You won't find a single man
in the whole town to go with you, Dr.
Stockmann.

Bz, No, I'm damned if you will

Mgs, Sto. Don’t give in, Thomas,
I will tell the boys to go with you.

Dr. Sro. That is a splendid idea!

Mgs. S0, Morten will be delighted;
and Ejlif will do whatever he does.

Dg, S70. Yes, and Petra!—and you
too, Katherine!

Mgs, Sto. No, I won't do that; but
I will stand at the window and watch
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you, that’s what I will do.

Dr. Sro. [puts his arms around her
and kisses her]. Thank you, my dear!
Now, you and I are going to try a fall,
my fine gentlemen! I am going to see
whether a pack of cowards can suc-
ceed in gagging a patriot who wants
to purify society! [He and his wife
go out by the street door.]

PeTEr [shaking his head seriouslyl.
Now he has sent her out of her senses,

too.
ACT IV

SceENE—A big, old-fashioned room in
CapraiN HomsTER'S house. At the
back folding-doors, which are standing
open, lead to an ante-room. Three
windows in the left-hand wall. In the
middle of the opposite wall a platform
has been erected. On this is a small
table with two candles, & water-bottle
and glass, and a bell. The room is
lit by lamps placed between the win-
dows. In the foreground on the left
there is a table with candles and a
chair, To the right 1s @ door and
some chairs standing mear it. The
room 13 nearly filled with a crowd of
townspeople of all sorts, a few women
and schoolboys being amongst them.
People are still streaming in from the
back, and the room is soon filled.

Isr CimizEN [meeting another],
Hullo, Lamstad! You here too?

2np Crrizen, I go to every public
meeting, I do.

3ep CrrizenN. Brought your whistle
too, I expect!

2vp Crrizen. I should think so.
Haven’t you?

3ep  Crrizen, Rather! And old
Evansen said he was going to bring
8 cowhorn, he did.

2vp CrrzeN, Good old Evansen!
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[Laughter among the crowd.]

5tH CrrizEN [coming up to them].
I say, tell me what is going on here
to-night,

2xp Crrizen, Dr. Stockmann is go-
ing to deliver an address attacking the
Mayor.

4ru CrrizeN., But the Mayor is his
brother.

1s7 Crrizew., That doesn’t maiter;
Dr. Stockmann’s not the chap to be
afraid,

3rp Crrizen. But he is in the wrong;
it said so in the “People’s Messenger.”

28D CrrizeN, Yes, I expeet he must
be in the wrong this time, because
neither the Householders’ Association
nor the Citizens' Club would lend him
their hall for his meeting.

1st CrrizeN. He couldn’t even get
the loan of the hall at the Baths,

2xp CrrizeN, No, I should think not.

A MAN IN ANOTHER PART OF THE
crowD. I say—who are we to back up
in this?

ANoTHER MaN, BESIDE HIM, Watch
Aslaksen, and do as he does.

Biir. [pushing his way through the
crowd, with @ writing-case under his
arm]. Excuse me, gentlemen—do you
mind letting me through? I am re-
porting for the “People’s Messenger.”
Thank you very much! [He sits down
at the table on the left.]

A WorkMAN. Who was that?

Seconp WorkmaN. Don't you know
him? It’s Billing, who writes for As-
laksen’s paper.

[Capraw HorsTer brings in Mgs,
STocRMANN and PrTRA through the
door on the right, EjLip and MorTEN
follow them in.]

Hors. I thought you might all sit
here; you can slip out easily from
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here, if things get too lively.

Mas, S10. Do you think there will
be a disturbance?

Hors. One can never tell—with such
a crowd. But sit down, and don’t be
uneasy.

Mgs. Sro. [sitting down]. It was
extremely kind of you to offer my hus-
band the room.

Hors, Well, if nobody else wonld—

PeTRA [who has sat down beside her
mother]. And it was & plucky thing
to do, Captain Horster.

Hors. Oh, it is not such a great
matter as all that.

[HovsTap and ASLARSEN make their
way through the crowd.]

Asu, [going up to Horster]. Has
the Doctor not come yet?

Hors, He is waiting in the next
room. [Movement in the crowd by the
door at the back.]

Hov. Look—here comes the Mayor!

B Yes, 'm damned if he hasn’t
rome after all!

[PETER STOCKMANN makes his way
gradually through the crowd, bows
courteously, and takes up a position
by the wall on the left, Shortly after-
wards DR, STOCKMANN comes in by
the right-hand door. He is dressed
in a black frock-coat, with a white
tie. There i3 a little feeble applause,
which i3 hushed down. Silence is ob-
tained.]

De. 810, [in an undertone]. How
do you feel, Katherine?

Mrs. Smo. All right, thank you.
[Lowering her voice.] Be sure not to
lose your temper, Thomas.

Dr. S10. Oh, I know how to eontrol
myself. [Looks at his watch, steps
on o the ph’tfam, and bows.] Tt is a
quarter past—so I will begin. [Takes
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his MS out of his pocket.]

Asu, T think we ought to elect &
chairman first,

Dr. 870, No, it is quite unnecessary,

SomE or THE CrOWD. Yes—yes!

Perer. I certainly think too that
we ought to have a chairman,

Dr. Sto. But I have called this
meeting to deliver a lecture, Peter.

PerER. Dr. Stockmann’s lecture may
possibly lead to a considerable conflict
of opinion,

Vorces 1v THE CrowWD. A chairman!
A chairman! :

Hov. The general wish of the meet-
ing seems to be that a ehairman should
be elected.

Dr. Sto. [restraining himself.] Very
well—let the meeting have its way.

AsL. Will the Mayor be good
enough to undertake the task?

THReE MEX [clapping their hands].
Bravo! Bravo!

Perer. For various reasons, which
you will easily understand, I must beg
to be excused. But fortunately we have
amongst us a man who I think will
be acceptable to you all. I refer to
the President] of the Householders’
Association, Mr. Aslaksen.

Severar, Vorces, Yes—Aslaksen!
Bravo Aslaksen!

[DR. STOCKMANN takes up his MS
and walks up and down the plai-
form.]

Ast, Since my fellow-vitizens choose
to entrust me with this duty, I cannot
refuse.

[Loud applause. "ASLAKSEN mounis
the platform.]

BriL. [writing]. “Mr. Aslaksen was
elected with enthusiasm.”

Ast. And now, a8 I am in this posi-
tion, I should like to say a few brief
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words, I am & quiet and peaceable
man, who believes in disereet modera-
tion, and—and—in moderate disere-
tion. All my friends can bear witness
to that.

Severav Vorces. That’s right| That's
right, Aslaksen!

Asr. I have learnt in the sehool of
life and experience that moderation is
the most valuable virtue a citizen can
possess—

Prrer, Hear, hear!

Ast,  And moreover that diseretion
and moderation are what enable &
man to be of most service to the com-
munity, I would therefore suggest to
our esteemed fellow-citizen, who has
called this meeting, that he should
strive to keep strictly within the
bounds of moderation,

A Max BY THE DOOR. Three cheers
for the Moderation Society!

A Voice Shame!

Severar Voices. Shl—Sh!

Ast. No interruptions, gentlemen,
please! Does anyone wish to make any
remarks?

Perer, Mr. Chairman,

Asp, The Mayor will address the
meeting.

Perer, In consideration of the close
relationship in which, as you all know,
I stand to the present Medical Officer
of the Baths, I should have preferred
not to speak this evening. But my
official position with regard to the
Baths and my solicitude for the vital
interests of the town compel me to
bring forward a motion. I venture to
presume that there is not a single one
of our citizens present who considers
it desirable that unreliable and exag-
gerated accounts of the sanitary con-
dition of the Baths aud the town
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should be spread abroad.

Severan Voices. No, no! Certainly
not! We protest against it!

Perer. Therefore I should like to
propose that the meeting should not
permit the Medical Officer either to
read or comment on his proposed lee-
ture.

Dr. Sro. [impatiently]. Not permit
—! What the devil—!

Mgs, Sto. [coughingl.
ahem!

Dr. 8o, [collecting himselfl. Very
well. Go ahead!

Perer. In my communication to the
“People’s Messenger,” I have put the
essential facts before the public in
such a way that every fair-minded
citizen can easily form his own
opinion. From it you will see that the
main result of the Medical Officer’s
proposals—apart from their constitut-
ing a vote of censure on the leading
men of the town—would be to saddle
the ratepayers with an unnecessary
expenditure of at least some thousands
of pounds.

[Sounds of disapproval among the
audience, and some cat-calls.]

Asv. [ringing his bell]. Silence,
please, gentlemen! I beg to support
the Mayor's motion. I quite agree
with him that there is something be-
hind this agitation started by the Doe-
tor. He talks about the Baths; but it
is a revolution he is aiming at—he
wants to get the administration of the
town put into new hands. No ome
doubts the honesty of the Doctor’s
intentions—no one will suggest that
there can be any two opinions as to
that. I myself am a believer in self-
government for the people, provided
it does not fall too heavily on the rate-

Ahem!—
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payers. But that would be the case
here; and that is why I will see Dr.
Stockmann damned—I beg your par-
don—before I go with him in the
matter. You can pay too dearly for
o thing sometimes; that is my opinion,
[Loud applause on all sides.]

Hov. I, too, feel called upon to ex-
plain my position, Dr. Stockmann’s
agitation appeared to be gaining a
certain amount of sympathy at first,
so I supported it as impartially as I
could. But presently we had reason
to suspect that we had allowed our-
selves to be misled by misrepresenta-
tion of the state of affairs—

Dr. Sto. Misrepresentation—!

Hov. Well, let us say a not en-
tirely trustworthy representation. The
Mayor's statement has proved that. I
hope no one here has any doubts as
to my liberal principles; the attitude
of the “People’s Messenger” towards
important political questions is well
known to every ome. But the advice
of experienced and thoughtful men has
convinced me that in purely local mat-
ters a newspaper ought to proceed
with a certain caution,

Asu. I entirely agree with the
speaker.

Hov. And, in the matter before us,
it is now an undoubted fact that Dr.
Stockmann has public opinion against
him. Now, what is an editor's first
and most obvious duty, gentlemen? Is
it not to work in harmony with his
readers? Has he not received a sort
of tacit mandate to work persistently
and assiduously for the welfare of
those whose opinions he represents? Or
is it possitle I am mistaken in that?

Vorces FrOM THE CROWD. No, no!

143

You are quite right!

Hov. It has eost me a severe struggle
to break with a man in whose house
I have been lately a frequent guest—
& man who till to-day has been able to
pride himself on the undivided good-
will of his fellow-citizens—a man
whose only, or at all events whose es-
sential, failing is that he is swayed by
his heart rather than his head.

A FEW SCATTERED VOICES.
true! Bravo, Stockmann!

Hov. But my duty to the community
obliged me to break with him. And
there is another consideration that
impels me to oppose him, and, as far
as possible, to arrest him on the
perilous course he has adopted; that
is, consideration for his family—

Dr. S10. Please stick to the water-
supply and drainage!

Hov. —consideration, I repeat, for
his wife and his children for whom
he has made no provision.

Mor. Is that us, mother?

Mgs. Sto. Hush!

Ast, T will now put the Mayor's
proposition to the vote,

Dr. Sto. There is no necessity!
To-night I have no intention of deal-
ing with all that filth down at the
Baths. No; I have something quite
different to say to you.

Perer [aside]. What is coming now?

A DRUNKEN MaN [by the entramce
door]. I am a ratepayer! And there
fore I have a right to speak too! And
my entire—firm—ineonceivable opinion
i5— .

A NUMBER OF VOICES. Be quiet, af
the back there!

Others. He is drunk! Turn him
out! [They turn him out.]

Dr. Sm0. Am I allowed to speak?

That is
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Ast, [ringing his belll, Dr. Stock-
mann will address the meeting.

De. Sro. I should like to have seen
anyone, & few days ago, dare to at-
tempt to silence me as has been done
to-night! I would heve defended my
sacred rights as a man, like a lion!
But now it is all one to me; I have
something of even weightier import-
ance to say to you.

[The crowd presses mearer to him,
Mortey Kun  conspicuous among
them.]

Dr. 810. [comtinuingl. T have
thought and pondered a great deal,
these last few days—pondered over
such a variety of things that in the
end my head seemed too full to hold
them—

Perer [with o cough], Ahem!

Dr. Sto. —but I got them clear
in my mind at last, and then I saw the
whole situation lucidly. And that is
why I am standing here to-night. I
have a great revelation to make to
vou, my fellow-citizens! I will impart
to you a discovery of a far wider
scope than the trifling matter that
our water-supply is poisoned and our
medicinal Baths ave standing on pesti-
ferous soil.

A NUMBER OF VOICES [shouting].
Don't talk about the Baths! We won’t
hear you! None of that!

Dr. Sto. I have already told you
that what I want to speak about is the
great discovery I have made lately—
the discovery that all the sources of
our moral life are poisoned and that
the whole fabric of our civie com-
munity is founded on the pestiferous
soil of falsehood.

VoicEs OF DISCONORRTED CITIZENS.
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What is that he says?

Perer. Such an insinuation—!

Ast. [with his hand on his belll.
T call upon the speaker to moderate
his language,

Dr. Sto. I have always loved my
native town as a man only can love
the home of his youthful days. I
was not old when I went away from
here; and exile, longing and memories
cast as it were an additional halo
over both the town and its inhabitants,
[Some clapping and applause.] And
there I stayed, for many years, in a
horrible hole far away up north. When
I came into contact with some of the
people that lived scattered about
among the rocks, I often thought it
would of been more service to the poor
half-starved creatures if a veterinary
doctor had been sent up there, instead
of a man like me. [Murmurs among
the erowd.]

Bur. [laying down his pen]. T'm
damned if I have ever heard—!

Hov. Itis an insult to a respectable
population!

Dr. S10. Wait a bit! I do not think
anyone will charge me with having
forgotten my native town up there.
I was like one of the eider-ducks
brooding on its nest, and what I
hatehed was—the plans for these Baths.
[Applause and protests.] And then
when fate at last decreed for me the
great happiness of coming home again
—1I assure you, gentlemen, I thought
I had nothing more in the world to
wish for. Or rather, there was one
thing I wished for—eagerly, untir-
ingly, ardently—and that was to be
able to be of service to my native
town and the good of the community.
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Perez [looking at the ceiling]. You
chose & strange way of doing it—
ahem!

Dr. Sto. And so, with my eyes
blinded to the real faets, I revelled
in happiness. But yesterday morning
—no, to be precise, it was yesterday
afternoon—the eyes of my mind were
opened wide, and the first thing I
realised was the colossal stupidity of
the authorities—. [Uproar, shouts and
laughter. MgrS, STOCEMANN coughs
persistently.]

Perer. Mr. Chairman!

Ast. [ringing his bell]. By virtue
of my authority—!

Dr. Sto. It is a petty thing to
catch me up on a word, Mr. Aslasken.
‘What I mean is only that I got seent
of the unbelievable piggishness our
leading men had been responsible for
down at the Baths, I can't stand lead-
ing men at any price!—I have had
enough of such people in my time.
They are like billy-goats in a young
plantation; they do mischief every-
where. They stand in a free man’s
way, whichever way he turns, and what
1 should like best would be to see them
exterminated like any other vermin—.
[Oproar.]

Perer. Mr. Chairman, can we allow
such expressions to pass?

Asn. [with his hand on his bell.
Doctor—!

Dr. S10. I cannot understand how
it is that I have only now acquired
a clear conception of what these gen-
try are, when I had almost daily be-
fore my eyes in this town such an ex-
cellent specimen of them—my brother
Peter—slow-witted and hide-bound in
prejudi [Laughter, uproar and
hisses, MRS, STOCKMANN sits cough-

145

ing assiduously, ABLARSEN sings his
bell violently.]

Tre DRUNKEN Max [who has got in
again]. Is it me he is talking about?
My name’s Petersen, all right— but
devil take me if I—

Axcry Vorces. Turn out that drunk-
en man! Turn him out. [He is turned
out again.]

Perer. Who was that person?

1sr Crrize. I don’t know who he is,
Mr. Mayor.

2xp Crrizen. He doesnt belong
here.

3ep Crrizen. I expeet he is a navvy
from over at [the rest s inaudible].

Asy, He had obviously had too
much beer.— Proceed, Doctor, but
please strive to be moderate in your
language.

Dr. St0. Very well, gentlemen, I
will say no more about our leading
men. And if anyone imagines, from
what T have just said, that my object
is to attack these people this evening,
le is wrong—absolutely wide of the
mark. For I cherish the comforting
conviction that these parasites—all
these venerable relies of a dying school
of thought—are most admirably pav-
ing the way for their own extinetion;
they need no doctor’s help to hasten
their end. Nor is it folk of that kind
who eonstitute the most pressing dan-
ger to the community. It is not they
who &re most instrumental in poisoning
the sources of our moral life and di-
recting the ground on which we stand.
It is not they who are the most dan-
gerous enemies of truth and freedom
amongst us.

SHOUTS FROM ALL § DES. Who then?
Who is it? Name! Name!

Dr. Sto. You may depend upon it I
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shall name them! That is precisely the
great discovery I made yesterday.
[Raises his voice.] The most dangerous
enemy to truth and freedom amongst
us is the compact majority—yes, the
damned compact Liberal majority—
that is it! Now you know; [Tre-
mendous uproar. Most of the crowd
are shouting, stamping and hissing.
Some of the older men among them ex-
change stolen glances and seem to be
enjoying themselves. MRs, STOCK-
MANN gets up, looking anzious. Ejurp
and MoRTEN advance threateningly
upon some schoolboys who are playing
pranks, ASLAKSEN rings his bell and
begs for silence. Hovsrap and Biii-
ING both talk at once, but are inaud-
ible. At last quiet is restored.]

Asr. As chairman, I call upon the
speaker to withdraw the ill-considered
expressions he has just used,

Dr. S1o. Never, Mr. Aslaksen! It
is the majority in our community that
denies me my freedom and seeks to
prevent my speaking the truth,

Hov. The majority always has
right on its side.

Birn. And truth too, by God!

Dr, Sto. The majority never has
right on its side. Never, I say! That
is one of these social lies against which
an independent, intelligent man must
wage war. Who is it that constitute
the majority of the population in a
country? Is it the clever folk or the
stupid? I don’t imagine you will dis-
pute the fact that at present the stupid
people are in an absolutely overwhelm-
ing majority all the world over. But,
good Lord!—you can never pretend
that it is right that the stupid folk
should govern the clever ones! [Up-
roar and cries] Oh, yes—you ecan
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shout me down, I know! but you ean-
not answer me, The majority has
might on its side—unfortunately; but
right it has not. I am in the right—
I and a few other scattered individ-
uals. The minority is always in the
right. [Renewed uproar.]

Hov. Ahal—so Dr. Stockmann has
become an aristoerat since the day be-
fore yesterday!

Dr. Sro. I have already said that I
don’t intend to waste a word on the
puny, narrow-chested, short-winded
crew whom we are leaving astern.
Pulsating life no longer concerns it-
self with them, I am thinking of the
few, the scattered few amongst us,
who have absorbed new and vigorous
truths. Such men stand, as it were,
at the outposts, so far ahead that the
compact majority has not yet been
able to come up with them; and there
they are fighting for truths that are
too newly-born into the world of con-
seiousness to have any considerable
number of people on their side as yet.

Hov. So the Doctor is a revolution-
ary now!

Dr. S10. Good heavens—of course
I am, Mr. Hovstad! I propose to
raise a revolution against the lie that
the majority has the monopoly of the
truth. What sort of truths are they
that the majority usually supports?
They are truths that are of such ad-
vanced age that they are beginning to
break up. And if a truth is as old
as that, it is also in & fair way to be-
come a lie, gentlemen, [Laughter and
mocking cries.] Yes, believe me or not,
as you like; but truths are by no means
as long-lived as Methuselah—as some
folk imagine. A normally constituted
truth lives, let us say, as & rule seven-
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teen or eighteen, or at most twenty
years; seldom longer. But truths as
aged as that are always worn fright-
fully thin, and nevertheless it is only
then that the majority recognises them
and recommends them to the commu-
nity as wholesome moral nourishment.
There is no great nutritive value in
that sort of fare, I can assure you;
and, as a doctor, I ought to know.
These “majority truths” are like last
year's cured meat—like rancid, tainted
ham; and they are the origin of the
moral seurvy that is rampant in our
communities.

Asu. It appears to me that the
speaker is wandering a long way from
his subject.

Perer, I quite agree with the Chair-
wan.

Dz. Sto. Have you gone clean out
of your senses, Peter? I am sticking
as closely to my subject as I can; for
my subject is precisely this, that it is
the masses, the majority—this infernal
compact majority—that poisons the
sourees of our moral life and infects
the ground we stand on.

Hov. And all this because the great,
broad-minded majority of the people is
prudent enough to show deference only
to well-ascertained and well-approved
truths?

Dg. Sto. Ah, my good Mr. Hovstad,
don’t talk nonsense about well-aseer-
tained truths! The truths of which the
masses now approve are the very
truths that the fighters at the outposts
held to in the days of our grand-
fathers. We fighters at the outposts
nowadays no longer approve of them;
and I do not believe there is any other
well-ascertgined truth exeept this, that
no community can live a healthy life
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if it is nourished only on such old mar-
rowless truths,

Hov. But instead of standing there
using vague generalities, it would be
interesting if you would tell us what
these old marrowless truths are, that
we are nourished on.

[Applause from many quarters.]

Dr. Sro. Oh, I could give you a
whole string of such abominations; but
to begin with I will confine myself to
one well-approved truth, which at bot-
tom is a foul lie, but upon which
nevertheless Mr. Hovstad and the
“People’s Messenger” and all the “Mes-
senger’s” supporters are nourished,

Hov. And that is—1

Dr. Sro. That is, the doctrine you
have inherited from your forefathers
and proclaim thoughtlessly far and
wide—the doetrine that the publie, the
crowd, the masses, are the essential
part of the population—that they con-
stitute the People—that the common
folk, the ignorant and incomplete ele-
ment in the community, have the same
right to pronounce judgment and to
approve, to direct and to govern, as
the isolated, intellectually superior per-
sonalities in it.

B, Well, damn me if ever I—

Hov. [at the same time, shouting
out] Fellow-citizens, take good note
of that!

A NUMBER OF VOICES [angrily]. Oho!
—uwe are not the People! Only the su-
perior folk are to govern, are they!

A WorkMaN, Turn the fellow out,
for talking such rubbish!

Axorger. Out with him!

Avormer [calling out], Blow youz
horn, Evensen!

[A horn is blown loudly, amidst
hisses and an angry uproar.]
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De. 810. [when the noise has some-
what abated]. Be reasonable! Can't
you stand hearing the voice of truth
for once? I don't in the least expect
you to agree with me all at once; but
T must say I did expect Mr. Hovstad
to admit I was right, when he had re-
covered his composure & little, He
claims to be a freethinker—

Voices [in murmurs of astonish-
ment], Freethinker, did he say? Is
Hovstad a freethinker?

Hov. [shouting]. Prove it, Dr.
Stockmann! When have I said so in
print?

Dr. 80, [reflectingl. No, eonfound
it, you are right!—you have never had
the courage to. Well, I won’t put you
in a hole, Mr. Hovstad. Let us say it
is I that am the freethinker, then. I
am going to prove to you, seientifically,
that the “People’s Messenger” leads
you by the nose in a shameful manner
when it tells you that you—that the
common people, the crowd, the masses,
are the real essence of the People, That
is only a newspaper lie, I tell you!
The common people are nothing more
than the raw material of which a
People is made. [Groans, laughter and
uproar.] Well, isn’t that the case?
Isn't there an enormous difference be-
tween a well-bred and an ill-bred strain
of animals? Take, for instance, a com-
mon barn-door hen. What sort of eat-
ing do you get from a shrivelled up old
scrag of & fowl like that? Not much,
do you! And what sort of eggs does
it lay? A fairly good erow or a raven
can lay pretty nearly as good an egg.
But teke a well-bred Spanish or Japan-
ese hen, or a good pheasant or a turkey
—then you will see the difference. Or
take the case of dogs, with whom we
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humans are on such intimate terms.
Think first of an ordinary common cur
—1I mean one of the horrbile, coarse-
haired, low-bred curs that do nothing
but run about the streets and befoul
the walls of the houses, Compare one
of these eurs with a poodle whose sires
for many generations have been bred
in a gentleman’s house, where they
have had the best of food and had the
opportunity of hearing soft voices and
music. Do you not think that the
poodle’s brain is developed to quite a
different degree from that of the cur?
Of course it is, It is puppies of well-
bred poodles like that, that showmen
train to do ineredibly clever tricks—
things that & common cur could never
learn to do even if it stood on its head,
[Uproar and mocking cries.]

A Crrizex [ealls out]. Are you go-
ing to make out we are dogs, now?

Avormer CrrizeN, We are not ani-
mals, Doctor!

Dr. S10. Yes, but, bless my soul, we
are, my friend! It is true we are the
finest animals anyone could wish for;
but, even amongst us, exeeptionally
fine animals are rare. There is a tre-
mendous difference between poodle-men
and cur-men. And the amusing part
of it is, that Mr. Hovstad quite agrees
with me as long as it is a question of
four-footed animals—

Hov. Yes, it is true enongh as far
ag they are concerned.

Dr. Sto. Very well. But as soon
as I extend the principle and apply it
to two-legged ammals, Mr. Hovstad
stops short. He no longer dares to
think independently, or to pursue his
ideas to their logical conelusion; so he
turns the whole theory upside down
and proclaims in the “People’s Mes-
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senger” that it is the barn-door hens
and street curs that are the finest speci-
mens in the menagerie, But that is
always the way, as long as & man re-
tains the traces of common origin and
has not worked his way up to intel-
lectual distinetion,

Hov. I lay no claim to any sort of
distinetion. I am the son of humble
countryfolk, and I am proud that the
stock I come from is rooted deep
among the common people he insults,

Vorces, Bravo, Hovstad! Bravo!
Bravo!

Dr. Sto. The kind of common people
I mean are not only to be found low
down in the social scale; they erawl
and swarm all around us—even in the
highest social positions. You have only
to look at your own fine, distinguished
Mayor! My brother Peter is every bit
as plebeian as anyone that walks in
two shoes—[laughter and hisses].

Perer. 1 protest against personal
allusions of this kind.

Dr, Sto. [imperturbably]. —and
that, not because he is, like myself,
descended from some old rascal of a
pirate from Pomerania or thereabouts
—hecause that is who we are descended
from—

Perer, An absurd legend. I deny
it!

Dr. St0. —but because he thinks
what his superiors think and holds the
same opinions as they. People who
do that are, intellectually speaking,
common people; and that is why my
magnificent brother Peter is in reality
so very far from any distinetion—and
consequently also so far from being
liberal-minded.

Peree. M. Chairman—|

Hov. So It is only the distinguished
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men that ave liberal-minded in this
country? We are learning something
quite new! [Laughter.]

Dr. 810. Yes, that is part of my new
discovery too. And another part of it is
that broad-mindedness is almost pre-
cisely the same thing as morality. That
is why I maintain that it is absolutely
inexcuseble in the “People’s Messen-
ger” to proclaim, day in and day out,
the false doefrine that it is the masses,
the crowd, the compact majority, that
have the monopoly of broad-minded-
ness and morality—and that vies and
corruption and every kind of intel-
lectual depravity are the result of cul-
ture, just as the filth that is draining
into our Baths is the result of the tan-
neries up at Molledal! [Uproar and in~
terruptions. DR. STOCKMANN is undis-
turbed, and goes on, carried away oy
his ardour, with @ smile.] And yet this
same “People’s Messenger” can go on
preaching that the masses ought to be
elevated to higher conditions of life!
But, bless my soul, if the “Messen-
ger’s” teaching is to be depended upon,
this very raising up the masses would
mean nothing more or less than setting
them straightway upon the paths of
depravity! Happily the theory that
culture demoralises is only an old false-
hood that our forefathers believed in
and we have inherited. No, it is igno-
rance, poverty, ugly conditions of life,
that do the devil's work! In a house
which does not get aired and swept
every day—my wife Katherine main-
tains that the floor ought to be
scrubbed as well, but that is a debat-
able question—in such a house, let me
tell you, people will lose within two or
three years the power of thinking or
acting in a moral menner, Lack of
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oxygen weakens the conscience. And
there must be a plentiful lack of oxy-
gen in very many houses in this town,
I should think, judging from the fact
that the whole compact majority ecan
be unconscientious enough to wish to
build the town’s prosperity on a quag-
mire of falsehood and deceit.

Asr. We cannot allow such a grave
accusation to be flung at a citizen com-
munity.

A Crrizex. I move that the Chair-
man direct the speaker to sit down.

Voices [angrily]. Hear, hear! Quite
right! Make him sit down!

Dr. 810 [losing his self-controll.
Then I will go and shout the truth at
every street corner! I will write it in
other towns’ newspapers! The whole
country shall know what is going on
here.

Hov, It almost seems as if Dr.
Stockmann’s intentions were to ruin
the town.

Dg, S10. Yes, my native town is so
dear to me that I would rather ruin it
than see it flourishing upon a lie.

AsL, This is really serious. [Uproar
and cat-calls, MRS. STOCKMANN coughs,
but to mo purpose; her husband does
not listen to her any longer.]

Hov. [shouting above the din] A
man must be a public enemy to wish
to ruin a whole community!

Dr. 810, [with growing fervour].
What does the destruction of a commu-
nity matter, I tell you! All who live
by lies ought to be exterminated like
vermin! You will end by infeeting the
whole country; you will bring about
such & state of things that the whole
country will deserve to be ruined. And
if things come to that pass, I shall say
from the bottom of my heart: Let the
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whole country perish, let all these
people be exterminated!

Vorces FroM THE Crowp. That is
talking like an out-and-out enemy of
the people!

BrL. There sounded the voice of the
people, by all that’s holy!

TaE WHOLE CROWD [shouting]. Yes,
yes! He is an enemy of the people!
He hates his country! He hates his
own people!

Ast. Both as a citizen and as an in-
dividual, I am profoundly disturbed by
what we have had to listen to. Dr.
Stockmann has shown himself in a
light T should never have dreamed of.
I am unhappily obliged to subseribe to
the opinion which I have just heard
my estimable fellow-citizens utter; and
I propose that we should give expres-
sion to that opinion in a resolution. I
propose & resolution as follows: “This
meeting declares that it considers Dr.
Thomas Stockmann, Medical Officer of
the Baths, to be an ememy of the
people” [A storm of cheers and ap-
plause. A number of men surround
the Doctor and hiss him. Mgs, ST0CK-
MANN and PETRA have got up from
their seats, MORTEN and EJLiF are
fighting the other schoolboys for hiss-
ing; some of their elders separate
them.]

Dr. Sto. [to the men who are hissing
him]. Oh, you fools! I tell you that—

AsL. [ringing his belll. We cannot
hear you now, Doctor. A formal vote
is about to be taken; but, out of regard
for personal feelings, it shall be by
ballot and not verhal. Have you any
clean paper, Mr. Billing?

BrL Ihave both blue and white here.

Asv. [going to him], That will do
nicely; we shall get on more quickly
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that way. Cut it up into small strips
—yes, that's it [To the meeting.] Blue
means no; white means yes. I will
come round myself and collect votes.
[PETER STOCKMANN leaves the hall.
ASLARSEN and ome or two others go
around the room with the slips of pa-
per in their hats.]

1sr Crrizex [to Hovsranl. I say,
what has come to the Doctor? What
are we to think of it?

Hov. Oh, you know how head-
strong he is,

280 CrrizeN [to Bmuing]. Billing,
you go to their house—have you ever
noticed if the fellow drinks?

BL, Well I'm hanged if I know
what to say. There are always spirits
on the table when you go.

3rp Crrizew. I rather think he goes
quite off his head sometimes.

1sr Crrizen., I wonder if there is
any madness in his family?

Bir I shouldn’t wonder if there
were.

4ru Crrizen, No, it is nothing more
than sheer malice; he wants to get
even with somebody for something or
other.

BiiL, Well certainly he suggested a
rise in his salary on one occasion lately,
and did not get it.

TaE Crrizexs [together]. Ah!—then
it is easy to understand how it is!

T DruNkEN Max [who has got
amongst the audience again]. I want
a blue one, I do! And I want a white
one too!

Vorces. It's that drunken chap
again! Turn him out!

Morten Kun [going up to Dm.
StocrManw.] Well, Stockmann, do
you see what these monkey tricks of
yours lead to?
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De. Sr0. I have done my duty.

Morrey Kur. What was that you
said about the tanneries at Mélledalt

Dz. Sro. You heard well enongh, I
;lmtg. they were the source of all the

Morren Knw, My tannery too?

Dr. Sto. Unfortunately your tan-
nery is by far the worst,

Morren K. Are you going to put
that in the papers?

Dr. Sro. I shall conceal nothing.

Morren Kimw. ‘That may eost you
dear, Stockmann, [Goes out.]

A Srour Max [going up to Caprary
HorsTer, without taking any notice of
the ladies.] Well, Captain, so you lend
your house to enemies of the people?

Hors. I imagine I can do what I like
with my own possessions, Mr, Vik,

TeE Srour Man. Then you ean
have no objection to my doing the same
with mine,

Hors. What do you mean, sir?

Tue Stour Man. You shall hear
from me in the morning. [Turns his
back on him and moves off.]

Perra. Was that not your owner,
Captain Horster?

Hors. Yes, that was Mr. Vik the
ship-owner.

Asvu. [with the voting-papers in his
hands, gets up on to the platform and
rings his bell] Gentlemen, allow me
to announce the result. By the votes
of every one here except one person—

A Young Maw, That is the drunk
chap!

Asn. By the votes of every one here
except a tipsy man, this meeting of
citizens declares Dr. Thomas Stock-
mann to be an enemy of the people,
[Shouts and applause.] Three cheers
for our ancient and honourable citizen
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community]  [Remewed applause.]
Three cheers for our able and ener-
getic Mayor, who has so loyally sup-
pressed the promptings of family feel-
ing! [Cheers.] The meeting is dis-
solved. [Gets down.]

BriL Three cheers for the Chair-
men!

THE WHOLE CROWD, Three cheers for
Aslaksen! Hurrah!

Dr. Sto. My hat and coat, Petra!
Captain, have you room on your ship
for passengers to the New World?

Hors. For you and yours we will
make room, Doctor.

Dg. 810. [as PETRA helps him into
his coat]. Good. Come, Katherine!
Come, boys!

Mrs. Sto. [in an undertone.
Thomas, dear, let us go out by the
back way.

Dr. St0. No back ways for me,
Katherine. [Raising his voice.] You
will hear more of this enemy of the
people, before he shakes the dust off
his shoes upon you! I am not so for-
giving as a certain Person; I do not
say: “I forgive you, for ye know not
what ye do.”

AsL. [shouting]. That is a blasphe-
mous comparison, Dr. Stockmann!

Brn. It is, by God. It's dreadful
for an earnest man to listen to,

A Coagsk Voice. Threatens us now,
does he!

OrmEr Vorces [excitedly]. Let's go
and break his windows! Duck him in
the fjord!

Avormer Vorce. Blow your horn,
Evensen! Pip, pip!

[Horn-blowing, hisses, and wild cries.
Dr, BT0CRMANN goes out through the
hall with his famsly, HorsTER elbowing
& way for them.)
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Tue WHoLE CrowD [houwling after
as they go.] Enemy of the People!
Enemy of the People!

Brn [as he puts his papers to-
gether], Well, I'm damned if I go and
drink toddy with the Stockmanns to-
night!

[The crowd press towards the exit.
The uproar continues outside; shouts
of “Enemy of the People!” are heard
from without.]

ACTV

ScENE—Dr. STOCKMANN'S study.
Bookcases, and cabinets containing
specimens, line the walls, At the back
is a door leading to the hall; in the
foreground on the left, a door leading
to the sitting-room. In the right-hand
wall are two windows, of which all the
panes are broken, The DocTor’s desk,
littered with books and papers, stands
in the middle of the room, which is in
disorder, It is morning. DR. STOCK-
MANN in dressing-gown, slippers and a
smoking-cap, 1s bending down and rak-
ing with an umbrella under one of the
cabinets. After a little while he rakes
out a stone,

Dr. Sto. [calling through the open
sitting-room door.] Katherine, I have
found another one,

Mgs., St0. [from the sitting-room].
Oh, you will find & lot more yet, I ex-
pect.

Dr. Sro. [adding the stone to a heap
of others on the table]. I shall treas-
ure these stones as relics, Ejlif and
Morten shall look at them every day,
and when they are grown up they shall
inherit them as heirlooms. [Rakes
about under a bookcase] Hasn't—
what the deuce is her name?—the girl,
you know—hasn’t she been to fetch the
glazier yet?
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Mgs, 810, [coming in]. ¥es, but he
said he didn’t know if he would be able
to come to-day.

Dr. Sto. You will see he won't dare
to come.

Mes. Sto. Well, that is just what
Randine thought—that he didn’t dare
to, on account of the neighbours. [Calls
into the sitting-room.] What is it you
want, Randine? Give it to me. [Goes
i, and comes out again directly.] Here
is a letter for you, Thomas,

Dr, S70. Let me see it. [Opens and
reads it.] Ah!—of course.

Mes. Sto. Who is it from?

Dr. Sto. From the landlord. No-
tice to quit.

Mss. Sto. Is it possible? Such a
nice man—

Dr. Sro. [looking at the letter].
Doesn't like doing it, but dare not do
otherwise—on aoccunt of his fellow-
citizens—out of regard for public opin-
ion, Isin a dependent position—dare
not offend certain influential men—

Mrs. Sro. There, you see, Thomas!

Dr. Srmo. Yes, yes, I see well
enough; the whole lot of them in the
town are cowards; not a man among
them dares do anything for fear of the
others. [Throws the letter on to the
table.] But it doesn’t matter to wus,
Katherine. We are going to sail away
to the New World, and—

Mgs. S7o. But, Thomas, are you sure
we are well advised to take this step?

Dg. Sm0. Are you suggesting that I
should stay here, where they have pil-
loried me as an enemy of the people—
branded me—broken my windows!
And just look here, Katherine—they
have torn a great rent in my black
trousers too

Mes, Sto.' Ob, dear!—end they are
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the best pair you have got!

Dr. Sto. You should never wear
your best trousers when you go ont to
fight for freedom and truth. It is not
that I care so much about the trousers,
you know; you can always sew them
up again for me. But thet the com-
mon herd should dare to make this at-
tack on me, as if they were my equals
—that is what I cannot, for the life of
me, swallow!

Mrs, Sto. There is no doubt they
have behaved very ill to you, Thomas;
but is that sufficient reason for our
leaving our native country for good
and all?

Dr. Sto. If we went to another
town, do you suppose we should not
find the common people just as inso-
lent as they are here? Depend upon it,
there is not much to choose between
them, Oh, well, let the eurs snap—
that is not the worst part of it. The
worst is that, from one end of this
country to the other, every man is the
slave of his Party. Although, as far as
that goes, I daresay it is not much bet-
ter in the free West either; the com-
pact majority, and liberal public opin-
ion, and all that infernal old bag of
tricks are probably rampant there too.
But there things are done on a larger
scale, you see. They may kill you, but
they won’t put you to death by slow
torture. They don't squeeze a free
man’s soul in a vice, as*they do here,
And, if need be, one ean live in soli-
tude. [Walks up and down.] If only
I knew where there was a virgin forest
as a small South Sea island for sale,
cheap—

Mes. Sto. But think of the boys,
Themas,

Dr. 810, [standing still], What a
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strange woman you are, Katherinel
‘Would you prefer to have the boys
grow up in a society like this? You
saw for yourself last night that half
the population are out of their minds;
and if the other half have not lost their
senses, it is because they are mere
brutes, with no sense to lose.

Mgs, Sto. But, Thomas dear, the
imprudent things you said had some-
thing to do with it, you know.

Dg. S70. Well, isn’t what I said per-
fectly true? Don't they turn every
idea topsy-turvy? Don’t they make a
regular hotch-potch of right and
wrong? Don’t they say that the things
I know are true, are lies? The eraziest
part of it all is the fact of these “lib-
erals,” men of full age, going about in
crowds imagining that they are the
broadminded party! Did you ever
hear anything like it, Katherine!

Mgs. S10. Yes, yes, it's mad enough
of them, certainly; but—[PETRA comes
in from the sitting-room]. Back from
school already?

Perra. Yes. I have been given no-
tice of dismissal.

Dg. S10. You too?

PeTra. Mrs. Busk gave me my no-
tice; so I thought it was best to go at
once.

Dr. St0. You were perfectly right,
too!

Mzs, S1o, Who would have thought
Mrs, Busk was a woman like that!

Perra. Mrs. Busk isn't a bit like
that, mother; I saw quite plainly how
it hurt her to do it. But she didn’t
dare do otherwise, she said; and so I
got my notice,

Dr. Sto. [laughing and rubbing his
hands]. She didn’t dare do otherwise,
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cither! It's delicions!

Mes, 8ro. Well, after the dreadful
seenes last night—

Perea. It was not only that, Just
listen to this, father!

Dr. Smo, Well?

Perea, Mrs. Busk showed me no
less than three letters she received this
morning—

De. St0. Anonymous, I suppose?

Perra Yes,

Dr. S10. Yes, because they didn’t
dare fo risk signing their names,
Katherine!

Prrra. And two of them were to the
effect that a man, who has been our
guest here, was declaring last night at
the Club that my views on various sub-
jeets are extremely emancipated—

Dr. Sro. You did not deny that, I
hope?

Perra. No, you know I wouldn't.
Mrs, Busk’s own views are tolerably
emancipated, when we are alone to-
gether; but now that this report about
me is being spread, she dare not keep
me on any longer.

Mgs, S10. And some one who had
been a guest of ours! That shows yon
the return you get for your hospitality,
Thomas!

Dr. Sto. We won't live in such &
disgusting hole any longer. Pack up
as quickly as you can, Katherine; the
sooner we can get away, the hetter,

Mgs, Smo0. Be quiet—1I think I hear
some one in the hall. See who it is,
Petra. :

Prrra [opening the door]. Ob, it's
you, Captain Horster! Do come in.

Hogs. [coming in]. Good morning.
I thought I would just come in and see
how you were,

D, 810. [shaking his hand.] Thanks
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that is really kind of you,

Mes, 810, And thank you, too, for
helping us through the crowd, Captain
Horster.

Perza. How did you manage to get
home again?

Hors. Oh, somehow or other, Iam
fairly strong, and there is more sound
than fury about these folk.

Dr. Sto. Yes, isn't their swinish
cowardice astonishing? Look here, I
will show you something! There are
all the stones they have thrown through
my windows. Just look at them! T'm
hanged if there are more than two de-
cently large bits of hardstone in the
whole heap; the rest are nothing but
gravel—wretched little things. And
yet they stood out there bawling and
swearing that they would do me some
violence; but as for doing anything—
you don’t see much of that in this
town.

Hors. Just as well for you this
time, doctor!

Dr. Sto. True enough. But it makes
one angry all the same; because if
some day it should be a question of a
national fight in real earnest, you will
see that public opinion will be in fa-
vour of taking to one’s heels, and the
compact majority will turn tail like a
flock of sheep, Captain Horster. That
is what is so mournful to think of; it
gives me so much concern, that—., No,
devil take it, it is ridiculous to care
about it! They have called me an
enemy of the people, so an enemy of
the people let me be!

Mgs, Sto. You will never be that,
Thomas.

Dg. 810. Don't swear to that, Kath-
erine. T:&l: called an ugly name may
have the sdme effect as a pin-scratch in
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the lung. And that hateful name—I
can't get quit of it. It is sticking here
in the pit of my stomach, eating into
me like a corrosive acid. And no
magnesia will remove it

Perea, Bah!—you should only laugh
at them, father,

Hors, They will change their minds
some day, Doctor.

Mgs. Sro. Yes, Thomas, as sure as
you are standing here,

Dr. Sto0. Perhaps, when it is too
late. Mueh good may it do them!
They may wallow in their fllth then
and rue the day when they drove a pa-
triot into exile. When do you sail,
Captain Horster?

Hors, Hm!—that was just what I
had come to speak about—

Dr. Sto. Why, has anything gone
wrong with the ship?

Hors. No; but what has happened
is that I am not to sail in it.

Perra, Do you mean that you have
been dismissed from your command?

Honrs. [smiling]. Yes, that's just it,

Perra. You too.

Mgs. Sto, There, you see, Thomas!

Dr, Sto. And that for the truth’s
sake! Oh, if I had thought such a
thing possible—

Hors. You mustn’t take it to heart;
I shall be sure to find a job with some
ship-owner or other, elsewhere.

Dr. Sto. And that is this man Vik
—a wealthy man, independent of every
one and everything—! Shame on him!

Hors, He is quite an excellent fel-
low otherwise; he told me himself he
would willingly have kept me on, if
only he had dared—

Dr. Sro. But he didn't dare? No,
of course not.

Hors, It is not such an easy mat-
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Dr, 810, The worthy men spoke the
truth. A party is like a sausage ma-
chine; it mashes up all sorts of heads
together into the same mineemeat—fat-
heads and blockheads, all in one mash!

Mgrs. Sto. Come, come, Thomes,
dear!

Perra [to Horster]. If only you
hed not come home with us, things
might not have come to this pass.

Hors. I do not regret it.

Perea. [holding out her hand to
him]. Thank you for that!

Hogs. [to D, Srockmany], And so
what I came to say was that if you
are determined to go away, I have
thought of another plan—

Dgr. Sro. That’s splendid!—if only
we can get away at once.

Mgs, Sto. Hush!—wasn’t that some
one knocking?

Perra. That is unele, surely.

Dr. Sro. Aha! [Calls out.] Come
in!

Mgs. 810, Dear Thomas, promise
me definitely—

[PETER STOCKMANN comes in from
the hall.]

Perer, Ob, you are engaged. In
that case, I will—

De. Sm0. No, no, come in.

Perer. But I wanted to speak to
you alone,

Mzs. Sto. We will go into the sit-
ting-room in the meanwhile,

Hors, And I will look in again
later.
Dg. 810, No, go in there with them,
Captain Horster; I want to hear more
about—

Hors, Very well, I will wait, then.
[He follows Mes, STOCKMANN and
Pxrea into the sitting-room.]
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De. Sro. I daressy you find it
rather draughty here to-day. Put your
hat on.

Perer, Thank you, if I may. [Does
s0.] T think I eanght cold last night;
I stood and shivered—

De. S70. Really? I found it warm
enough.

Perer, I regret that it was not in
my power to prevent those evcesses
last night,

De. Sto. Have you anything par-
ticular to say to me besides that?

Perer [taking a big letter from his
pocket.] I have this document for you,
from the Baths Committee,

Dr, St0. My dismissal?

Perer. Yes, dating from to-day.
[Lays the letter on the table.] It gives
us pain to do it; but, to speak frankly,
we dared not do otherwise on account
of public opinion.

Dr. Sto. [smiling]. Dared not? I
seem to have heard that word before,
to-day.

Perer, I must beg you to under-
stand your position clearly. For the
future you must not count on any
practice whatever in the town.

De, Sto. Devil take the practicel
But why are you so sure of that?

Perer. The Householders’ Associa-
tion is circulating a list from house to
house. All right-minded ecitizens are
being called upon to give up employ-
ing you; and I ean assure you that not
a single head of a family will risk re-
fusing his signature, They simply dare
not.

Dr. Sto. No. no; I don’t doubt it.
But what then?

Perer. If I might advise you, it
would be best to leave the place for a
little while—
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Dg. S70. Yes, the propriety of leav-
ing the place has occurred to me,

Perer. Good. And then, when you
have had six months to think things
over, if, after mature consideration,
you ean persuade yourself to write &
tew words of regret, acknowledging
your error—

Dg. Sto. I might have my appoint-
ment restored to me, do you mean?

Prrer, Perhaps. It is not at all im-
possible.

Dr. 8to. But what abont public
opinion, then? Surely you would not
dare to do it on account of public
feeling,

Perer. Public opinion is an ex-
tremely mutable thing. And, to be
quite eandid with you, it is a matter
of great importance to us to have some
admission of that sort from you in
writing.

Dr. St0. Oh, that's what you are
after, is it! I will just trouble you to
remember what I said to you lately
about foxy tricks of that sort!

Perer. Your position was quite dif-
ferent then, At that time you had
reason to suppose you had the whole
town at your back—

Dr. S10. Yes, and now I feel I have
the whole town on my back—[flaring
up]. I would not do it if I had the
devil and his dam on my back—!
Never—never, I tell you!

PereR. A man with a family has no
right to behave as you do. You have
no right to do it, Thomas.

Dg. St0. I have no right! There is
only one single thing in the world a
free man has no right to do. Do youm
know what that is?

Perer. {o.

Dr. St0! Of course you don't, but I
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will tell you. A free man has no right
to soil himself with filth; he has mo
right to behave in » way that would
justify his spitting in his own face.

Perer, This sort of things sounds
extremely plausible, of course; and if
there were no other explanation for
your obstinacy—. But as it happens
that there is,

Dz, S10. What do you mean?

Perer.  You understand very well
what I mean. But, as your brother
and as a man of discretion, I advise
you not to build too much upon ex-
pectations and prospects that may so
very easily fail you.

Dr. Sto. What in the world is all
this about?

Perer. Do you really ask me to be-
lieve that you are ignorant of the terms
of Mr, Kiils will?

Dr. Sto. I know that the small
amount he possesses is to go to an in-
stitution for indigent old work-people,
How does that concern mef

Perer. In the first place, it is by
no means & small amount that is in
question. Mr, Kiil is a fairly wealthy
man,

Dr. Sto. I had no notion of that!

Perer, Hm!—hadn’t you really?
Then I suppose you had no notion,
either, that a considerable portion of
his wealth will come to your children,
you and your wife having a life-rent
of the capital. Has he never told you
so?

Dr. Smo. Never, on my honour!
Quite the reverse; he has consistently
done nothing but fume at being so
unconscionably heavily taxed. But are
you perfectly certain of this, Peter?

Perer. I have it from an absolutely
reliable course.
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Dr. 810, Then, thank God, Kath-
erine is provided for—and the child-
ren too! I must tell her this at once
~—[cails out] Katherine, Katherine!

Prrer  [restraining him). Hush,
don’t say & word yet!

Mgs. Sto. [opening the door.] What
is the matter?

Dg, St0. Oh, nothing, nothing; you
can go back. [She shuts the door. Dr.
STooRMANN walks up and down in his
excitement.] Provided for—Just think
of it, we are all provided for! And
for lifel What a blessed feeling it is
to know one is provided for!

Perer. Yes, but that is just exactly
what you are not. Mr. Kiil can alter
his will any day he likes.

Dg, S0, But he won't do that, my
dear Peter. The “Badger” is much too
delighted at my attack on you and
your wise friends.

Prrer [starts and looks intently at
him.] Ah, that throws a light on va-
rious things.

Dr. Sto. What things?

Perer. I see that the whole thing
was & combined mancuvre on your
part and his. These violent, reckless at-
tacks that you have made against the
leading men of the town, under the
pretence that it was in the name of
truth—

Dr. Sro. What about them?

Perer. I see that they were nothing
else than the stipulated price for that
vindictive old man’s will

Dr. 810, [almost speechless], Peter
—you are the most disgusting plebeian
I have ever met in all my life,

Perer. All is over between us. Your
dismissal is irrevocable—we have a
weapon against you now. [Goes out.)

Dr. Sto, For shame! For shame!
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[Calls out.] Katherine, you must have
the floor serubbed after him! Let—
what’s her name—devil take it, the girl
who has always got soot on her nose—

Mgs. Sro. [in the sitting-room],
Hush, Thomas, be quiet!

PetRA [coming to the door]. Father,
grandfather is here, asking if he may
speak to you alone,

Dr. Sto. Certainly he may. [Going
to the door.] Come in, Mr, Kiil. [Moa-
TEN KImL comes in. DR, STOCRMANN
shuts the door after him.] What can
I do for you? Won't you sit down?

Morren K, I won't sit. [Looks
around.] You look very comfortable
here to-day, Thomas.

Dr. 810. Yes, don't we!

Morrex Kimn, Very comfortable—
plenty of fresh air. I should think
you have got enough to-day of that
oxygen you were talking about yester-
day. Your conscience must be in splen-
did order to-day, I should think,

Dg. Sro. It is.

Morrexy Kmu. So I should think.
[Taps his chest.] Do you know what
I have got here?

Dr. S10. A good conscience, too, I
hope.

Mortexn Kiun, Bah!—No, it is
something better than that. [He takes
a thick pocket-book from his breasi-
pocket, opens i, and displays a packet
of papers.]

Dr. St0. [looking at him in aston-
ishment]. Shares in the Baths?

MorteN Kim, They were not dif-
ficult to get to-day.

Dr. Sro. And you have been buy-
ing—1

Morren Knn, As many as I could
pay for.

Dr, 8t0. But, my dear Mr, Kiil—
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consider the state of the Baths’ affairs!

Morren Kuw. If you behave like a
reasonable man, you ean soon set the
Baths on their feet again.

Dr. Sro. Well, you can see for your-
self that I have done all I can, but—.
They are all mad in this town!

Morrex Kiw, You said yesterday
that the worst of this pollution came
from my tannery. If that is true, then
my grandfather and my father before
me, and I myself, for many years past,
have been poisoning the town like
three destroying angels. Do you think
I am going to sit quiet under that re-
proach?

Dg. S10. Unfortunately I am afraid
you will have to.

Morten Kur, No, thank you. I
am jealous of my name and reputation.
They call me “the Badger,” I am told.
A badger is a kind of pig, I believe;
but I am not going to give them the
right to call me that. I mean to live
and die a clean man.

Dg. St0. And how are you going to
set about it?

MorreN K, You shall cleanse me,
Thomas.

Dr. Sro. I!

MorteN Knn. Do you know what
money I have bought these shares with?
No, of course you can’t know—but I
will tell you. It is the money that
Katherine and Petra and the boys will
have when I am gone. Because I
have been able to save a little bit after
all, you know.

Dr. Sto. [flaring up]. And you
have gone and taken Katherine's
money for this!

MorreN Kim, Yes, the whole of the
money is IInvested in the Baths now.
And now I just want to see whether
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you are quite stark, staring mad,
Thomes! If you still make out that
these animals and other nasty things
of that sort come from my tannery, it
will be exactly as if you were to flay
broad strips of skin from Katherine’s
body, and Petra’s, and the boy’s; and
no decent man would do that—unless
he were mad.

Dg. Sro. [walking up and down].
Yes, but I am mad; I am mad!

Morrey Kmw. You cannot be so
absurdly mad as all that, when it is
a question of your wife and children.

Dr. Sro. [standing still in front of
him.] Why couldn’t you consult me
about it, before you went and bought
all that trash?

Morren Kz, What is done eannot
be undone.

Dr. Sto. [walks about uneasily].
If only I were not so certain
about it—! But I am sbsolutely con-
vinced that I am right.

Morten K1t [weighing the pocket-
book in his hand]. If you stick fo
your mad idea, this won’t be worth
much, you know. [Puts the pocket-
book in his pocket.]

Dr. Sro. But, hang it alll it
might be possible for science to dis-
cover some prophylactic, I should think
—or some antidote of some kind—

MorteN Kin. To kill these animals,
do you mean?

Dr. Sto. Yes, or to- make them in-
nocous.

Morten Kmu Couldn’t you try
some rat’s-bane?

Dg. S70. Don't talk nonsense! They
all say it is only imagination, you
know. Well, let it go at that! Let
them have their own way about it!
Haven’t the ignorant, narrow-minded
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curs reviled me as an ememy of the
people?—and haven't they been ready
to tear the clothes off my back, too?

MorteN Kimw. And broken all your
windows to pieces!

Dg. S10. And then there is my duty
to my family. I must talk it over with
Katherine; she is great on those things.

Morrey Kir. That is right; be
guided by a reasonable woman’s ad-
vice.

De. 810. [advancing towards him].
To think you could do such a
preposterous thing! Risking Kather-
ine’s money in this way, and putting
me in such a horribly painful dilemma!
When I look at you, I think I see the
devil himself—,

Morren K, Then I had better go.
But I must have an answer from you
before two o’clock—yes or no, If it
i8 no, the shares go to a charity, and
that this very day.

Dgr. St0. And what does Katherine
get?

Morren Kiw, Not a halfpenny.
[The door leading to the hall opens,
and HovsTap and ASLAKSEN make
their appearance.] Look at those two!

Dr.  Smo. [staring at them).
What the devill—have you actually
the face to come into my house?

Hov, Certainly.

AsL. We have something to say to
you, you see.

Morren K [in o whisper]. Yes
or no—before two o'clock,

Ast. [glancing at Hovsran]. Aha)
[MorteN K1 goes out.]

De. 810. Well, what do you want
with me? Be brief.

Hov. I can quite understand that
you are annoyed with us for our atti-
tude at the meeting yesterday—
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Dr Sro. Attitude, do you eall it?
Yes, it was a charming attitude! I eall
it weak, womanish—damnably shame-
full

Hov. Call it what you like, we conld
not do otherwise.

Dr. 810. You dared not do other-
wise—isn’t that it?

Hov. Well, if you like to put it that
way.

As.. But why did you not let us
have word of it beforehand?—just »
hint to Mr. Hovstad or to me?

Dg. St0. A hint? Of what?

Asn, Of what was behind it all.

Dg. St0. I don't understand you in
the least.

Asv. [with a confidential nod.] Oh,
yes, you do, Dr. Stockmann.

Hov. It is no good making a mys-
tery of it any longer.

De. S10. [looking first at ome of
them and then at the other]. What the
devil do you both mean?

As. May I ask if your father-in-
law is not going round the town buy-
ing up all the shares in the Baths?

Dr. 810. Yes, he has been buying
Bath shares to-day; but—

Asv. It would have been more pru-
dent to get some one else to do it—
some one less nearly related to you.

Hov. And you should not have let
your name appesr in the affair. There
was no need for anyone to know that
the attack on the Baths came from you.
You ought to have consulted me, Dr.
Stockmann.

Dr. St0. [looks in front of him;
then a light seems to dawn on him and
he says in amazement]: Are such
things conceivable? Are such things
possible?

AsL. [with a smile]. Evidently they
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are. But it is better to use a Iiftle
finesse, you know.

Hov. And it is mueh better to have
several persons in a thing of that sort;
beeause the responsibility of each in-
dividual is lessened, when there are
others with him,

Dr. Sto. [composedly.] Come to
the point, gentlemen. What do you
want?

Ast. Perhaps Mr. Hovstad had
better—

Hov. No, you tell him, Aslaksen.

AsL. Well, the fact is that, now we
know the bearings of the whole affair,
we think we might venture to put the
“People’s Messenger” at your disposal.

Dr. Sto. Do you dare do that now?
‘What about public opinion? Are you
not afraid of a storm breaking upon
our heads?

Hov. We will try to weather it.

Asv. And you must be ready to go
off quickly on a new tack, Doctor. As
soon s your inveetive has done its
work—

Dr. Sto. Do you mean, as soon as
my father-in-law and I have got hold
of the shares at a low figure?

Hov. Your reasons for wishing to
get the control of the Baths are mamly
scientific, I take it.

Dr. Sto. Of course; it was for scien-
tific reasons that I persuaded the old
“Badger” to stand in with me in the
matter. So we will tinker at the con-
duit-pipes & little, and dig up a little
bit of the shore, and it shan't cost the
town a sixpence. That will be all right
—eh?

Hov. I think so—if you have the
“People’s Messenger” behind you.

AsL, ThfPressisapowerinafne
community, Doctor.

8

Dr Sr0. Quiteso. Andso is public
opinion. And you, Mr. Aslaksen—I
suppose you will be answerable far the
Householders’ Association?

Ast. Yes, and for the Temperance
Society. You may rely on that.

Dr. Sto. But, gentlemen—I really
am ashamed to ask the question—but,
what return do you—?

Hov. We should prefer to help you
without any return whatever, believe
me. But the “People’s Messenger” is
in rather a shaky condition; it doesn’t
go really well; and I should be very
unwilling to suspend the paper now,
when there is 5o much work to do here
in the political way.

Dr. S10. Quite so; that would be a
great trial to such & friend of the peo-
ple, as you are. [Flares up.] But 1
am an enemy of the people remember!
[Waiks about the room.] 'Where have
I put my stick? Where the devil is
my stick?

Hov. What's that.

Asn. Surely you never mean—?

Dr. Sro. [standing stili]. And sup-
pose I don’t give you a single penny
of all T get out of it? Money is not
very easy to get out of us rich folk,
please to remember!

Hov. And you please to remember
that this affair of the shares can be
represented in two ways!

Dr. 810. Yes, and you are just the
man to do it. If I don’t come to the
rescue of the “People’s Messenger,” you
will certainly take an evil view of the
affair; you will hunt me down, I can
well imagine—pursue me—try to throt-
tle me a8 a dog does a have.

Hov. It is a natural law; every
animal must fight for itw own lieli
hood.
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Ast, And get its food where it can,
you know.

Dr. 810. [walking about the room].
Then you go and look for yours in the
gutter; because I am going to show
you which is the strongest animal of
us three. [Finds an umbrella and
brandishes it above his head.] Ah,
now—!|

Hov. You are surely not going to
use violence!

Agt. Teke care what you are doing
with that umbrella.

De. Sto. Out of the window with
you, Mr. Hovstad!

Hov. [edging to the door]. Are you
quite mad!

Dg. 8t0. Out of the window, Mr.
Aslaksen! Jump, I tell you! You will
have to do it, sooner or later.

AsL. [running round the writing-
table]. Moderation, Doctor—I am a
delicate man—I can stand so little—
[calls out] help, help!

[Mes, SmockMANN, PeTRA and
HorsTER come in from the sitting-
room.]

Mgs, Sr0. Good gracious, Thomas!
‘What is happening?

Dg. 8to. [brandishing the umbrella].
Jump out, I tell you! Out into the
gutter!

Hov. An agsault on an unoffending
man| I call you to witness, Captain
Horster, [Hurries out through the
hall.)

AsL. [érresolutely]. If T only knew
the way about here—. [Steals out
through the sitting-room.]

Mgrs. Sro. [holding her husband
back]. Control yourself, Thomas!

Dr. Sro. [throwing down the um-
brella]. Upon my soul, they have es-
caped after all.
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Mgs. 810, What did they want you
to do?

Dr. Sro. I will tell you later on; I
have something else to think about now.,
[Goes to the table and writes something
on a calling-card.] Look there, Kath-
erine; what is written there?

Mgs. St0. Three big No's; what does
that mean?

Dr. Sro. I will tell you that too,
later on. [Holds out the card to Pr-
TRA.] There, Petra; tell sooty-face to
run over to the “Badger’s” with that,
as quickly as she can. Hurry up!
[PETRA takes the card and goes out to
the hall.]

Dr. Sto. Well, I think I have had
a visit from every one of the devil's
messengers to-day! But now I am go-
ing to sharpen my pen till they ean
feel its point; I shall dip it in venom
and gall; I shall hurl my ink-pot at
their heads!

Mgs. Sto. Yes, but we are going
away, you know, Thomas.

[PETRA comes back.]

Dg. St0. Well?

Petra. She has gone with it.

Dr. Sm0. Good.—Going away, did
you say? No, Il be hanged if we
are going away! We are going to
stay where we are, Katherine!

Perra. Stay here?

Mgs. St0. Here, in the town?

Dr. S10. Yes, here. This is the field
of battle—this is where the fight will
be. This is where I shall triumph! As
soon as I have had my trousers sewn
up I shall go out and look for another
house. We must have a roof over our
heads for the winter.

Hors. That you shall have in my
house.

Dr. Sr0. Can I?
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Hoes. Yes, quite well I have
plenty of room, and I am almost never
at home.

Mgs. Sto. How good of you, Cap-
tain Horster!

Perea, Thank you!

Dr. S10. [grasping his hand]. Thank
you, thank you! That is one trouble
over! Now I can set to work in earn-
est at once. There is an endless amount
of things to look through, here Kath-
erine! Luckily I shall have all my
time at my disposal; because I have
been dismissed from the Baths, you
know.

Mgs. Sto. [with & sigh]. Ob, yes, I
expected that.

De. Sto. And they want to take my
practice away from me too. Let them!
T have got the poor people to fall back
upon, anyway—those that don’t pay
anything; and, after all, they need me
most, too. But, by Jove, they will
have to listen to me; I shall preach to
them in season and out of season, as
it says somewhere,

Mgs. Sto. But, dear Thomas, I
should have thought events had showed
you what use it is to preach.

Dr. Sto. You are really ridieulous,
Katherine. Do you want me to let my-
self be beaten off the field by publie
opinion and the eompact majority and
all that devilry? No, thank you! And
what I want to do is so simple and
clear and straightforward. I only want
to drum into the heads of these curs
the fact that the liberals are the most
insidious enemies of freedom—that
party programmes strangle every
young and vigorous truth—that con-
siderations of expedieney turn mor-
ality autl justice upside down—and
that they will end by making life here
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unbearable. Don’t you think, Captain
Horster, that I ought tgmll)"e abfe to
make people understand that?

Hoss. Very likely; I don’t know
much about such things myself.,

Dr. Sro. Well, look here—I will ex-
plain! It is the party leaders that
must be exterminated. A party leader
is like & wolf, you see—like a voracious
wolf. He requires a certain number of
smaller vietims to prey upon every
year, if he is to live. Just look at
Hovstad and Aslaksen! How many
smaller vietims have they not put an
end to—or at any rate maimed and
mangled until they are fit for nothing
except to be householders or sub-
seribers to the “People’s Messenger”|
[Sits down on the edge of the table.]
Come here, Katherine—look how beau-
tifully the sun shines to-day! And this
lovely spring ir I am drinking in!

Mss. Sto. Yes, if only we could
live on sunshine and spring air,
Thomas.

Dr. Sto0. Oh, you will have to pinch
and save a bit—then we shall get along,
That gives me very little concern.
What is much worse is, that I know
of 1o one who is liberal-minded and
high-minded enough to venture to take
up my work after me.

Perra. Don’t think about that,
father; you have plenty of time before
you—Hulio, here are the boys al-
ready!

[Esuir and MORTEN come in from
the sitting-room.)

Mgs. Sto. Have you got a holiday?

Mor. No; but we were fighting with
the other boys between lessons—

Esu.  That isn't true; it was the
other boys were fighting with us.

Mor. Well, and then Mr. Rérlund
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said we had better siay at home for 2
day or two,

De. Bro. [snapping his fingers and
getting up from the table], I have it]
I bave it, by Jove! You shall never
set foot in the sehool again!

Tax Bozs. No more schooll

Mgs. S0, But, Thomes—

Dg. 8r0. Never, I say. I will edu-
cate you myself: that is to say, you
ghan’t learn a blessed thing—

Moz, Hooray!

Dz, 810. —but I will make liberal-
minded and high-minded men of yon,
You must help me with that, Petra.

Prrra. Yes, father, you may be sure
I will,

Dz, 870, And my school shall be in
4he room where they insulted me and
walled me an enemy of the people. But
we are too few as we are; I must have
&t least twelve boys to begin with,

. Mes, 870. You will eertainly never
get them in this town,

De. Br0. 'We shall. [To the boys.]
Dor’t you know any street urchins—
egular ragamuffing —

Mor. Yes, father, I know lots!

Dr. S0, That's capital! Bring me
some specimens of them, I am going
to experiment with curs, just for once;
there msy be some exceptional heads
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amongst them,

Mo, And what ave we going fo do,
when you have made liberal-minded
and high-minded men of us?

De. S0, Then you shall drive all
the wolves out of the country, my boys!

{Esu fooks rather doubiful about
it; MorTEN jumps about crying “Hur-
13h!"]

Mes. 810, Let us hope it won't be
the wolves that will drive you out of
the gountry, Thomas.

Dr. Sz0. Are you out of your mind,
Katherine? Drive me out! Now—
when I am the strongest man in the
town!

Mgs. Sto. The strongest—now?

Dr. Smo. Yes, and I will go so far
a8 1o say that now I am the strongest
man in the whole world,

Mo, T say!

Dz. S10. [lowering his voice]. Hush!
You mustn't say anything about it yet;
but I have made a great discovery.

Mes, §170. Another one?

Dr. S0, Yes. [Gathers them round
him, and says confidentially]: It is
this, let me tell you—that the strong-
est man in the world is he who stands
most alone.

Mzs. 810, [smiling and shaking her
head). Ob, Thomas, Thomas!

Prrea [encouragingly, as she grasps
her father's hands], Pafber!
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A Doll’s House

Tre Prason’s oF THE Prav.

TorvaLd HELMER.

Noka, his wife.

Docror RaNk.

Mgs. LiNDE.

Nius Krogsran.

Herwer's Taree Youne CHILDREN.

ANNE, their nurse.

A HouseMAD.

A PoRTER.

The action iakes place in Helmer's
house.
ACT I

ScENE—A room furnished comfort-
ably and tastefully but not extravagant-
ly. At the back, a door to the right
leads to the entramce-hall, another to
the left leads to Helmer's study. Be-
tween the doors stands a piano. In the
middle of the left-hand wall is a door,
and beyond & window. Near the win-
dow are a round table, armchairs and
a small sofa. In the right-hand wall,
at the farther end, another door; and
on the same side, nearer the footlights,
a stove, two easy chairs and a rocking-
chair; between the stove and the door,
a small table, Engravings on the walls;
a cabinet with china and other small
objects; a small book-case with well-
bound books. The floors are carpeted,
and a fire burns in the stove. It i3
winter,

A bell rings in the hall; shortly
afterwards the door is heard to open.
Enter Nora, humming a tune and in
high spirits. She is in out-door dress
and carries a number of parcels; these

she lays on the table to the right. She
leaves the outer door open after her,
and through i is seen a PORTER who
ig carrying o Christmas Tree and a
basket, which he gives to the Mam who
has opened the door.

Nora. Hide the Christmas Tree care-
fully, Helen. Be sure the children do
not see it till this evening, when it
is dressed. [To the PorTER, iaking
out her purse.] How much?

Por. Sixpence,

Nora, There is a shilling, No, keep
the change. [The PoRTER thanks her,
and goes out, Nora shuts the door.
She is laughing to herself, as she takes
of her hat and coat. She takes a
packet of macaroons from her pocket
and eats one or two; then goes cau-
twously to her husband’s door and
listens.] Yes, he is in. [Still humming,
she goes to the table on the right.]

HEL. [calls out from his room). Ia
that my little lark twittering out there?

Nora [busy opening some of the
parcels], Yes, it is!

Hev Is it my little squirrel bustl-
ing about?

Nora. Yes!

Her. When did my squirrel come
home?

Nora. Just now. [Puts the bag of
macaroons into her pocket and wipes
her mouth.] Come in here, Torvald,
and see what I have bought.

Hev. Don’t disturb me, [A little
later, he opens the door and looks
into the room, pen in hand.] Bought,
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did you say? All these things? Has
my little spendthrift been wasting
money again?

Nogrs. Yes, but, Torvald, this year
we really can let onrselves go a little.
This is the first Christmas that we have
not needed to econommise,

Hew. Still, you know, we can’t spend
money recklessly.

Nora Yes, Torvald, we may be &
wee bit more reckless now, mayn't we?
Just a tiny wee bit! You are going
to have a big salary and earn lots and
lots of money.

Her Yes, after the New Year; but
then it will be a whole quarter before
the selary is due.

Nora. Pooh! we can borrow till
then.

Her. Nora! [Goes up to her and
takes her playfully by the ear.] The
same little featherhead! Suppose, now,
that T borrowed fifty pounds to-day,
and you spent it all in the Christmas
‘week, and then on New Year’s Eve
8 slate fell on my head and killed me,
and—

! Nora [puiting her hands over his
mouth]. Oh! don't say such horrid
things,

Her. Still, suppose that happened,
~—what then?

Nora. If that were to happen, I
don’t suppose I should care whether I
owed money or not.

Her. Yes, but what about the people
who had lent it?

Nora, They? Who would bother
about them? I should not know who
they were.

Her, That is like a woman! But
seriously, Nora, you know what I think
about that. No debt, no borrowing.
There can be no freedom or beauty
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about a home life that depends on
borrowing and debt. We two have kept
bravely on the straight road so far,
and we will go on the same way for
the short time longer that there need
be any struggle.

Nora [moving towards the stove),
As you please, Torvald.

Hev, [following her]. Come, come,
my little skylark must not droop her
wings. What is this! Is my lttle
squirrel out of temper? [Taking out
his purse.] Nora, what do you think
1 have got here?

Noea [turming round quicklyl.
Money!

Her. There you are. [Gives her
some money.] Do you think I don’t
know what a lot is wanted for house-
keeping at Christmas-time?

Nora [counting], Ten shillings—a
pound—two pounds! Thank you, thank
you, Torvald; that will keep me going
for a long time,

Her Indeed it must,

Nora. Yes, yes, it will. But come
here and let me show you what I
have bought. And all so cheap! Look,
here is a new suit for Ivar, and a
sword; and a horse and a trumpet
for Bob; and a doll and dolly’s bed-
stead for Emmy, —they are very plain,
but anyways she will soon break them
in pieces. And here are dress-lengths
and handkerchiefs for the maids; old
Anne ought really to have something
better.

Her, And what is in this parcel?

Nora [crying out]. No, no! you
mustn’t see that till this evening,

Her Very well. But now tell me,
you extravagant little person, what
would you like for yourself?
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Nora, For myself? Oh, I am sure
I don’t want anything,

Hen Yes, but you must. Tell me
something reasonsble that you would
particularly like to have.

Nora, No, I really can't think of
anything—unless, Torvald—

Hew, Wellt

Nora [playing with his coat buttons,
and without raising her eyes to his].
If you really want to give me some-
thing, you might—you might—

Hen, Well, out with it!

Nora [speaking quickly]. You might
give me money, Torvald. Only just
as much as you can afford; and then
one of these days I will buy something
with it.

Her, But, Nora—

Nora. Oh, do! dear Torvald; please,
please do! Then I will wrap it up in
beautiful gilt paper and hang it on
the Christmas Tree. Wouldn't that be
fun?

Her, What are little people called
that are always wasting money?

Nora, Spendthrifts—I know. Let ug
do as you suggest, Torvald, and then
I shall have time to think what I
am most in want of. That is a very
sensible plan, isn't it?

Hew, [smiling]. Indeed it is—that is
to say, if you were really to save out
of the money I give you, and then
really buy something for yourself, But
if you spend it all on the housekeeping
and any number of unnecessary things,
then I merely have to pay up again,

Nora. Oh but, Torvald—

Her. You can’t deny it, my dear
little Nora. [Puts his arm around her
waist.] It" a sweet little spendthrift,
but she uses up a deal of money. One
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would hardly believe how expensive
such little persons are!

Noea, It’s a shame to say that. I
do really save all I can.

HzL [laughing]. That's very true,—
all you can. But you can’t save any-
thing!

Nora [smiling quietly and happilyl,
You haven't any idea how many ex-
penses we skylarks and squirrels have
Torvald.

Hen You are an odd liftle soul.
Very like your father. You always
find some new way of wheedling money
out of me, and, as soon as you have got
it, it seems to melt in your hands,
You never know where it has gone.
Still, one must take you as you are.
1t is in the blood; for indeed it is
true that you can inherit these things,
Nora.

Nora. Ah, T wish T had inherited
many of papa’s qualities,

Her. And I would not wish you to
be anything but just what you are,
my sweet little skylark. But, do you
know, it strikes me that you are look-
ing rather—what shall I say—rather
uneasy to-day?

Nora., Do I?

Hen You do, really. Look straight
at me.

Noza [looks at him]. Well?

Hew [wagging his finger at her],
Hasn’t Miss Sweet-Tooth been break-
ing rules in town to-day?

Nora. No; what makes you think
that?

Her. Hasn't she paid a visit to the
confectioner’s?

Nora. No, I assure you, Tervald—

Hen Not been nibbling sweets?

Nora, No, certainly not.
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Her. Not even taken a bite at a
macaroon or two?

Nora, No, Torveld, I assure you
really—

Her, There, there, of course I was
only joking.

Nora [going to the table om the
right). I should not think of going
against your wishes.

Her, No, I am sure of that; besides,
you gave me your word—[Going up to
her). Keep your little Christmas secrets
to yourself, my darling. They will all
be revealed to-night when the Christ-
mas Tree is lit, no doubt,

Nora. Did you remember to invite
Doctor Rank?

Her, No. But there is no need; as
a matter of course he will come to
dinner with us. However, I will ask
him when he comes in this morning.
I have ordered some good wine. Nora,
you can't think how I am looking
forward to this evening,

Nora, So am I! And how the
children will enjoy themselves, Tor-
vald!

Her, It is splendid to feel that one
has a perfectly safe appointment, and
a big enough income. It's delightful
to think of, isn't it?

Nora, It's wonderful!

Her, Do you remember last Christ-
mas? For a full three weeks before-
hand you shut yourself up every even-
ing till long after midnight, making
ornaments for the Christmas Tree and
all the other fine things that were to be
a surprise to us. It was the dullest
three weeks I ever spent!

Nora. I didn’t find it dull.

Her, [smiling.] But there was pre-
cious little result, Nora.

Noea, Oh, you shouldn’t tease me
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about that again. How could I help
the cat’s going in and tearing every-
thing to pieces?

Hen Of course you couldn’t, poor
little girl. You had the best of inten-
tions to please us all, and that's the
main thing. But it is a good thing
that our hard times are over.

Nora. Yes, it is really wonderful.

Her, This time I needn’t sit here
and be dull all alone, and you needn’t
ruin your dear eyes and your pretty
little hands—

Nora [clapping her handsl. No,
Torvald, I needn’t any longer, need I!
It’s wonderfully lovely to hear you say
50! [Taking his arm.] Now I will tell
you how I have been thinking we ought
to arrange things, Torvald. As soon
as Christmas is over— [4 bell rings in
the hall] There’s the bell. [She tidies
the room a little] There’s someone at
the door. What a nuisance!

Hew, If it is a caller, remember I
am not at home,

Mamw [in the doorway]. A lady to
see you, ma'am,—a stranger.

Nora, Ask her to come in,

Muam [to Hermar]. The doctor came
at the same time, sir.

Hev. Did he go straight into my
room?

Mam, Yes, sir.

[HEL. goes into his room. The MAD
ushers in Mrs, LINDE, who 1s in trav-
elling dress, and shuts the door.]

Mers. L. [in o dejected and timid
voice]. How do you do, Nora?

Nora [doubtfully]l. How do you
do—

Mgs. L. You don’t recognise me, I
suppose.

Nora, No, I don’t know—yes, to be
sure, I seem to— [Suddenly.] Yes!
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Christine! Is it really you?

Mgs. L. Yes, it is L

Nora, Christine! To think of my
not recognising you! And yet how
could I— [In a gentle voice] How
you have altered, Christine!

Mgs. L. Yes, I have indeed. In nine,
ten long years—

Nora, Is it so long since we met?
I suppose it is. The last eight years
have been a happy time for me, I can
tell you. And so now you have eome
into the town, and have taken this
long journey in winter—that was
plucky of you.

Mrs. L. I arrived by steamer this
morning.

Nora. To have some fun at Christ-
mas-time, of course. How delightful!
We will have such fun together! But
take off your things. You are not cold,
I hope. [Helps her.] Now we will sit
down by the stove, and be cosy. No,
take this arm-chair; I will sit here in
the rocking-chair. [Takes her hands).
Now you look like your old self again;
it was only the first moment— You are
a little paler, Christine, and perhaps
a little thinner.

Mrs. L. And much, mueh older,
Nora.

Nora. Perhaps a little older; very,
very little; certainly not much. [Stops
suddenly and speaks seriously.] What
a thoughtless creature I am, chattering
away like this. My poor, dear Chris-
tine, do forgive me.

Mgs. L. What do you mean, Nora?

Noza [gentlyl. Poor Christine, you
are a widow.

Mes. L. Yes; it is three years ago

now.
Nors. s, I knew; I saw it in the
papers, I assure you, Christine, I
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meant ever so often to write to you
at the time, but I always put it off
and something always prevented me.

Mgs. L. I quite understand, dear.

Nora. It was very bad of me,
Christine. Poor thing, how you must
have suffered. And he left you no-
thing.

Mss. L. No.

Nora, And no children?

Mes. L. No.

Nora. Nothing at all, then?

Mrs. L. Not even any sorrow or
grief to live upon.

Nora [looking ineredulously at her].
But, Christine, is that possible?

Mgs. L. [smiles sadly and strokes
her hair]. It sometimes happens, Nora.

Nora. So you are quite alone. How
dreadfully sad that must be. I have
three lovely children. You can’t see
them just now, for they are out with
their nurse. But now you must tell
me all about it.

Mgrs, L. No, no; I want to hear
about you.

Nora. No, you must begin. I mustn’
be selfish to-day; to-day I must only
think of your affairs. But there is
one thing I must tell you. Do you
know we have just had a great piece
of good luck?

Mgs. L. No, what is it?

Nora. Just fancy, my husband has
been made manager of the Bank!

Mgs, L. Your husband? What good
Iuck!

Nora. Yes, tremendous! A har-
rister’s profession is such an uncertain
thing, especially if he won’t undertake
unsavoury cases; and naturally Torvald
has never been willing to do that, and
I quite agree with him. You may im-
agine how pleased we are! He is to
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New Year, and then he will have a big
salary and lots of commissions. For
the future we can live quite differently
—we can do just as we like. I feel so
relieved and so happy, Christine! It
will be splendid to have heaps of
money and not need to have amy
anxiety, won’t it?

Mgrs. L. Yes, anyhow I think it
would be delightful to have what one
needs.

Nora, No, not only what one needs,
but heaps‘and heaps of money.

Mgs. L. [smiling]. Nora, Nora, have-
n't you learnt sense yet? In our sehool-
days you were a great spendthrift,

Nora [laughing]. Yes, that is what
Torvald says now. [Wags her finger
at her.] But “Nora, Nora” is not so
silly as you think, We have not been
in a position for me to waste money.
We have both had to work.

Mss. L. You too?

Nora, Yes; odds and ends, needle-
work, ecrochet-work, embroidery, and
that kind of thing, [Dropping her
voice.] And other things as well. You
know Torvald left his office when we
were married? There was no prospeet
of promotion there, and he had to try
and earn more than before. But during
the first year he overworked himself
dreadfully. You see, he had to make
money every way he could, and he
worked early and late; but he eouldn’t
stand it, and fell dreadfully ill, and the
doetors said it was necessary for him
to go south.

Mgs. L. You spent a whole year in
Italy, didn't you?

Nora, Yes. It was no easy matter
to get away, I can tell you. It was
just after Ivar was born; but natural-
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ly we had to go. It was a wonderfully
beautiful journey, and it saved Tor-
vald’s life. But it cost a tremendous
lot of money, Christine,

Mgs, L. So I should think,

Nora. It cost about two hundred
and fifty pounds. That’s a lot, isn’t
it?

Mrs. L. Yes, and in emergencies
like that it is lucky to have the money.

Nora. I ought to tell you that we
had it from papa,

Mes. L. Oh, I see. It was just about
that time that he died, wasn't it?

Nora. Yes; and, just think of it, I
couldn’t go and nurse him. I was
expeeting little Ivar's birth every day
and I had my poor sick Torvald to
look after. My dear, kind father—I
never saw him again, Christine, That
was the saddest time I have known
sinee our marriage.

Mgs. L. I know how fond you were
of him, And then you went off to
Italy?

Nora. Yes; you see we had money
then, and the doctors insisted on our
going, so we started a month later.

Mgrs, L. And your husbgnd came
back quite well?

Nora. As sound as a bell!

Mrs. L. But—the doctor?

Nora, What doctor?

Mgs. L. I thought your maid said
the gentleman who arrived here just
as I did, was the doctor?

Nor, Yes, that was Doctor Rank,
but he doesn’t come here professionally.
He is our greatest friend, and comes
in at least once every day. No, Torvald
has not had an hour’s illness since
then, and our children are strong and
healthy and so am L [Jumps up and
claps her hands,) Christine! Christine}
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it's good to be alive and happy!—But
how horrid of me; I am talking of
nothing but my own affairs. [Sits on a
stool near her, and rests her arms on
her knees,] You mustn’t be angry with
me. Tell me, is it really true that you
did not love your husband? Why did
you marry him?

Mrs. L. My mother was alive then,
and was bedridden and helpless, and
I had to provide for my two younger
brothers; so I did not think I was
justified in refusing his offer.

Nora. No, perhaps you were quite
right. He was rich at that time, then?

Mgs. L. T believe he was quite well
off. But his business was a precarious
one; and, when he died, it all went
to pieces and there was nothing left.

Nora, And thent—

Mrs. L. Well, I had to turn my
hand to anything I could find—first
a small shop, then a small school, and
50 on. The last three years have seemed
like one long working-day, with no
rest. Now it is at an end, Nora, My
poor mother needs me no more, for she
is gone; and the boys do not need
me either; they have got situations
and can shift for themselves,

Nora, What a relief you must feel
it—

Mgs. L. No, indeed; I only feel my
life unspeakably empty. No one to live
for any more. [Gets up restlessly.]
That was why T could not stand the
life in my little backwater any longer.
1 hope it may be easier here to find
something whieh will busy me and oc-
cupy my thoughts. If only I eould
have the good luck to get some regular
work—office work of some kind—

Noea Blt, Christine, that is so
frightfully tiring, and you look tired

m

out now. You had far better go away
to some watering-place,

Mes. L. [walking to the sindowl.
I have no father to give me money
for a journey, Nora.

Nora {risingl., Oh, don’t be angry
with me.

Mrs. L. [going up to her]. It i8
you that must not be angry with me,
dear. The worst of a position like
mine is that is makes one so bitter. No
one to work for, and yet obliged to be
always on the look-out for chances.
One must live, and so one becomes
selfish, When you told me of the happy
turn your fortunes have taken—you
will hardly believe it—I was delighted
not so much on your account as on my
own.

Nora. How do you mean{—Oh, I
understand. You mean that perhaps
Torvald eould get you something to do.

Mgs. L. Yes, that was what I was
thinking of.

Norsa. He muost, Christine, Just
leave it to me; I will broach the
subject very eleverly—I will think of
something that will please him very
much, It will make me so happy to
be of some use to you.

Mrs, L. How kind you are, Nora,
to be so anxious to help me! It is
doubly kind in you, for you know so
little of the burdens and troubles of
life.

Nora, I—? I know so little of
them?

Mgs, L. [smiling]. My dear! Small
household cares and that sort of thing!
~You are a child, Nora.

Nora [tosses her head and crosses
the stagel. You ought not to be so
superior,

Mzs, L. No?
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Noga, You are just like the others.
They all think that I am incapable
of anything really serious—

Mgs, L. Come, come—

Noea. —that I have gone through
nothing in this world of cares,

Mgs. L. But, my dear Nora, you
have just told me all your troubles,

Nora, Pooh!—those were trifles.
[Lowering her voice.] I have not told
you the important thing.

Mgs. L. The important thing ? What
do you mean?

Nora. You look down upon me al-
together, Christine—but you ought not
to. You are proud, aren’t you, of hav-
ing worked so hard and so long for
your mother?

Mgs. L. Indeed, I don’t look down
on any one. But it is true that I am
both proud and glad to think that I
was privileged to make the end of my
mother’s life almost free from care.

Nora. And you are proud to think
of what you have done for your
brothers,

Mes, L. I think I have the right
to be.

Nora, I think so, too. But now,
listen to this; I too have something
to be proud and glad of.

Mgs. L. I have no doubt you have,
But what do you refer to?

Nora, Speak low. Suppose Torvald
were to hear! He mustn’t on any ac-
count—no one in the world must know,
Christine, except you.

Mgs. L. But what is it?

Nora. Come here. [Pulls her down
on the sofa beside her] Now I will
show you that I too have something
to be proud and glad of. It was I
who saved Torvald’s life.

Mgs, L. “Saved”? How?

WORKS OF HENRIK IBSEN

Nora, I told you about our trip
to Italy. Torvald would never have re-
covered if he had not gone there—

Mgs, L. Yes, but your father gave
you the necessary funds.

Nora [smilingl. Yes, that is what
Torvald and the others think, but—

Mes, L. But—

Nors, Papa didn't give us a shill-
ing. It was I who procured the money.

Mss, L. You? All that large sum?

Nora, Two hundred and fifty
pounds. What do you think of that?

Mgs. L. But, Nora, how could you
possibly do it? Did you win a prize
in the Lottery?

Nora [contemptuously]. In the Lot-
tery? There would have been no credit
in that,

Mgs. L. But where did you get it
from, then?

Nora [humming and smiling with
an air of mystery]. Hm, hm! Ahal

Mgs. L. Because you ‘couldn’t have
borrowed it.

Nora, Couldn’t 1% Why not?

Mgs. L. No, a wife cannot borrow
without her husband’s consent.

Nora [tossing her head]. Oh, if it
is a wife who has any head for business
—a wife who has the wit to be a
little bit clever—

Mgs. L. I don't understand it at all,
Nora,

Nora. There is no need you should.
I never said I had borrowed the money.
I may have got it some other way.
[Lies back on the sofa] Perhaps I
got it from some other admirers. When
anyone is as attractive as I am—

Mgs, L. You are a mad creature.

Nora. Now, you know you're full
of curiosity, Christine,

Mes, L. Listen to me, Nora dear.
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Haven’t you been a little bit impru-
dent?

Nora [sits up straight]. Is it im-
prudent to save your husband’s life?

Mgs, L. It seems to me imprudent,
without his knowledge, to—

Nora. But it was absolutely neces-
sary that he should not know! My
goodness, can’t you understand that?
It was necessary he should have no
idea what a dangerous condition he
was in, It was to me that the doctors
came and said that his life was in dan-
ger, and that the only thing to save
him was to live in the south. Do you
suppose I didn’t try, first of all, to get
what I wanted as if it wera for my-
self? I told him how much I should
love to travel abroad like other young
wives; I tried tears and entreaties
with him; I told him that he ought to
remember the condition I was in, and
that he ought to be kind and indulgent
to me; I even hinted that he might
raise a loan. That nearly made him
angry, Christine. He said I was
thoughtless, and that it was his duty
as my husband not to indulge me in
my whims and eaprices—as I believe
he called them. Very well, I thought,
yon must be saved—and that was how
I came to devise a way out of the
difficulty—

Mgs. L. And did your husband never
get to know from your father that the
money had not come from him?

Nora. No, never. Papa died just
at that time, I had meant to let him
into the secret and beg him never to
reveal it. But he was so ill then—
alas, there never was any need to tell
him.

Mgs. I} And sinee then have you
never told your secret to your hus-

bit]

band?

Nora. Good Heavens, no! How
could you think so? A man who has
such strong opinions about these
things! And besides, how painful and
humiliating it would be for Torvald,
with his manly indepedence, to know
that he owed me anything! It would
upset our mutual reldtions altogether;
our beautiful happy home would no
longer be what it is now.

Mgs. L. Do you mean never to tell
him about it?

Nora [meditatively, and with o half
smile]. Yes—some day, perhaps, after
many years, when I am no longer as
nice-looking as I am now. Don’t laugh
at me! I mean, of course, when Tor-
vald is no longer as devoted to me
as he is now; when my dancing and
dressing-up and reciting have palled
on him; then it may be & good thing
to have something in reserve— [Break-
ing of.] What nonsense! That time
will never come. Now, what do you
think of my great secret, Christine?
Do you still think I am of no usef
I can tell you, too, that this affair has
caused me a lot of worry. It has been
by no means easy for me to meet my
engagements punctually, I may tell you
that there is something that is called
in business, quarterly interest, and an-
other thing called payment in instal-
ments, and it is always so dreadfully
difficult to manage them, I have had tp
save a little here and there, where I
could, you understand, I have not been
able to put aside much from my house-
keeping money, for Torvald must have
a good table. I couldn’t let my children
be shabbily dressed; I have felt obliged
to use up all he gave me for them,
the sweet little darlings!
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Mes, L. So it has all had to eome
out of your own necessaries of life,
poer Nora?

Nora. Of course. Besides, I was the
one responsible for it. Whenever Tor-
vald has given me money for new
dresses and such things, I have never
spent more than half of it; I have
always bought the simplest and cheap-
est things. Thank Heaven, any clothes
look well on me, and so Torvald has
never noticed it. But it was often very
hard on me, Christine—because it is
delightful to be really well dressed,
isn't it?

Mgs, L. Quite so.

Nora. Well, then I have found
other ways of earning money. Last
winter I was lucky enough to get a
lot of copying to do; so I locked my-
gelf up and sat writing every, evening
until quite late at night. Many a time
I was desperately tired; but all the
same it was a tremendous pleasure to
it there working and earning money.
It was like being a man.

Mgrs, L. How much have you been
able to pay off in that way?

Nora. I can’t tell you exactly. You
see, it is very difficult to keep an ac-
count of a business matter of that kind.
¥ only know that I have paid every
penny that I eould scrape together.
Many a time I was at my wits’ end.
[Smiles.] Then I used to sit here and
imagine that a rich old gentleman had
fallen in love with me—

Mzs. L. What! Who was it?

Nora. Be quiet!—that he had died;
and that when his will was opened
it contained, written in hig letters,
the imstruetion: “The lovely Mrs. Nora
Helmer is to have all I possess paid
over to her at onee in cash.”
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Mgs, L. But, my dear Nora—who
could the man be?

Nora, Good gracious, ean’t you
understand? There was no old gentle-
man at all; it was only something that
I used to sit here and imagine, when I
couldn’t think of any way of proeuring
money. But it's all the same now;
the tiresome old person can stay where
he is, as far as I am coneerned; I
don’t eare about him or his will either,
for I am free from care now. [Jumps
up.] My goodness, it’s delightful to
think of, Christine! Free from care!
To be able to be free from care, quite
free from care; to be able to play and
romp with the children; to be able to
keep the house beautifully and have
everything just as Torvald likes it!
And, think of it, soon the spring will
come and the big blue sky! Perhaps
we shall be able to take a Lttle trip—
perhaps I shall see the sea again! Oh,
it’s a wonderful thing to be alive and
be happy. [A bell is heard in the halll.

Mgs, L. [rising]. There is the bell;
perhaps I had better go.

Nora, No, don’t go; no ome will
come in here; it is sure to be for
Torvald.

ServaNT [at the hall door]. Excuse
me, ma’am—there is a gentleman to see
the master, and as the doctor is with
him—

Nora, Who is it?

Krog. [at the door]. It is I, Mrs.
Helmer, [Mrs. LiNDE starts, trembles,
and turns to the window.}

Nora [takes a step towards him, and
speaks in a strained, low voice], You?
‘What is it? What do yon want to see
my husband about?

Krog. Bank business—in a way. I
have a small post i the Bank, and I
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hear your husband is to be our chief
now.

Nora, Then it is—

Krog. Nothing but dry business
matters, Mrs. Helmer; absolutely no-
thing else.

Noea. Be so good as to go into the
study, then, [She bows indifferently
to him and shuts the door into the
hall; then comes back and makes up the
fire in the stove.]

Mes, L. Nora— who was that man?

Nora. A lawyer, of the name of
Krogstad, .

Mgs, L. Then it really was he.

Nora. Do you know the man?

Mgs. L. I used to—many years ago.
At one time he was a solicit