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Act One








Dr Stockmann’s living room. Evening. The décor is modest but neat. There are two doors on the right-hand wall, the furthest leading to the hall and the nearest to Stockmann’s study. On the left-hand wall is a far door that leads to the family’s other rooms. A tiled stove stands against this wall. There is a sofa, and next to it an oval table with a cloth on it and a lighted lamp with a shade. Above the sofa is a mirror. At the back of the room an open door leads to the dining room, where the table has been set. There is a lamp on the dinner table.


Billing sits at the table, a napkin tucked into his shirt. Mrs Stockmann stands beside him, holding a plate with a large joint of beef. There is nobody else at the table, but there are remnants of food and drink from those who have just eaten.




Billing   This is wonderful.


Mrs Stockmann   It can’t be, it’s cold.


Billing   No, it’s absolutely fantastic, Mrs Stockmann.


Mrs Stockmann   My husband. He’s very fixed about what time he eats.


Billing   I’m so sorry I was late. But really this suits me down to the ground, I promise you. It’s all the joy of eating and the added bliss of not having to talk to anyone.


Mrs Stockmann   As long as you’re happy.




A noise from the hall.





That must be Mr Hovstad.


Billing   (shouting through to the hall) You took your time, Hov!




Mayor Peter Stockmann enters, wearing an overcoat and his official hat. He carries a stick.





Mayor   Good evening, Catherine.




Mrs Stockmann enters the living room.





Mrs Stockmann   Oh. Peter. Good evening. We weren’t … this is a pleasant surprise.


Mayor   I was in the area. (He glances towards the dining room.) Ah. I see it’s not a good time.


Mrs Stockmann   (a touch embarrassed) Oh no no, not at all. Come. Sit down. Have you eaten?


Mayor   A cooked meal after six? No.


Mrs Stockmann   Just the once would do no harm, would it?


Mayor   I’ve had my tea and sandwich. Economy.


Mrs Stockmann   (smiling) Are you implying that Thomas and I are decadents?


Mayor   Not you. Never you. (He points towards the Doctor’s study.) Is he in?


Mrs Stockmann   No. He’s taken the boys for a walk.


Mayor   Is that advisable? So soon after eating?




A noise in the hall.





That’s them, is it?


Mrs Stockmann   I don’t think that can be them yet.




A knock on the door.





Come in.







Hovstad, the editor of the local newspaper, walks in from the hall.





Oh. Mr Hovstad?


Hovstad   Yes. I’m so sorry, I had to finish up at the press. Good evening, sir.


Mayor   Good evening. Business with my brother, is it?


Hovstad   Partly.


Mayor   He’s become the darling of The People’s Messenger, hasn’t he?


Hovstad   He writes when he feels something ought to be said.




Mrs Stockmann indicates the dining room.





Mrs Stockmann   Won’t you … Please?


Mayor   Yes. Well. He’s writing to the converted, isn’t he? I’m not saying that your newspaper is a bad one, Mr Hovstad –


Hovstad   No? Thank you.


Mayor   There’s a tolerance here, a community spirit that I applaud. Because we have a strong communal interest. A mutual concern.


Hovstad   The Baths?


Mayor   Exactly. You can quote me on this, sir. Those Baths will prove the very lifeblood of our community. We’ve had a boom here over the past two or three years. The quality of life. Property’s gone up, rents are higher.


Hovstad   More jobs.


Mayor   Yes. Absolutely. What we really need is proper invalids. They’d be a very good advertisement for the Baths.


Hovstad   They say it’s going to be a busy summer.


Mayor   Every day. There’s enquiries. About accommodation.


Hovstad   The Doctor’s article will be very timely, then.


Mayor   He’s written another one, has he?


Hovstad   He wrote it last winter. About the Baths. I kept it back, though.


Mayor   Something wrong with it?


Hovstad   No. I just thought the spring was better timing with people planning their holidays here.


Mayor   Well done, Mr Hovstad.


Mrs Stockmann   Thomas’s every thought lately is about the Baths.


Mayor   It’s his living.


Hovstad   It was his brainchild, wasn’t it?


Mayor   Was it? Was it really? I’ve heard that opinion bandied about. I must say I laboured under the illusion that my contribution was no small part of the Baths coming into being.


Mrs Stockmann   The Baths could never have happened without you. Thomas has always said that.


Hovstad   No one would question that, sir. The funding. The construction. I only meant that it was the Doctor’s idea. Originally.


Mayor   Thomas has always had ideas, he’s that way inclined. But when things have to be done, it requires a different sort of person, Mr Hovstad. And I would have thought that in this house especially it would be recognised that my contribution –


Mrs Stockmann   Peter –


Hovstad   I’m sorry, I didn’t mean –


Mrs Stockmann   Please, Mr Hovstad. Why don’t you go in and join Mr Billing? Please. My husband will be home any minute.


Hovstad   Thank you. I will.




Hovstad goes into the dining room.





Mayor   That’s the thing about folk without background. They never learn tact, do they?


Mrs Stockmann   He didn’t mean anything by it. You and Thomas are brothers, you must simply share the honours.


Mayor   Quite. Only it seems not everyone’s prepared to share.


Mrs Stockmann   That’s him, I think.




Mrs Stockmann crosses to the door to the hall and opens it. There are the sounds of small boys running up a couple of stairs and of a drum and trumpet being played badly by them. Stockmann is in the hall, laughing, boisterous.





Stockmann   (from the hall) Hello, Catherine. Look who I bumped into just down the street? Come in, come in, Captain Horster. Give me your coat. Oh, you haven’t got one. I practically had to kidnap him to get him back here into the warm.




Stockmann enters the room and shouts back to his sons.





Boys! Hands. Wash. Then in and eat. They’re ravenous again, permanently hungry.




Captain Horster enters and shakes hands with Mrs Stockmann.





Now. Captain Horster, you are going to sample the finest roast beef you’ve ever …




Stockmann starts to corral Captain Horster towards the food.





Mrs Stockmann   Thomas! Your brother …




Stockmann turns in the doorway.





Stockmann   Oh. Hello, Peter.




He goes to the Mayor and shakes his hand.





It’s good to see you.


Mayor   I’m afraid I can’t stay.


Stockmann   Why not? Have a hot toddy.


Mrs Stockmann   Yes do, the kettle’s just boiling.




A trumpet sounds from the dining room. Mrs Stockmann looks into the dining room.





Eilif! Put it down. Morten, take your elbows off the table.




Mrs Stockmann goes into the dining room.





Stockmann   Toddy?


Mayor   Whisky and lemon, is it?


Stockmann   Yes. Sit, and I’ll get you one.


Mayor   Thank you, no. I don’t partake in drinking parties.


Stockmann   It’s not exactly a party.


Mayor   Yes. Well, anyhow. (He looks towards the dining room.) Those boys. They’ll eat you out of house and home.


Stockmann   I hope they do. Young people should eat. They’re more like bears than bear cubs. Which is as it should be. If they don’t eat they don’t grow. And if they don’t grow, then there’s no one to look out for the world when we’ve gone, is there? And that would be just grizz.


Mayor   What do you mean by grizz?


Stockmann   No idea. You’ll have to ask Morten and Eilif. We can’t see what the world needs, they’ll see when the time comes. We’re middle-aged. Dinosaurs.


Mayor   Dinosaurs, is it?


Stockmann   Don’t look so serious, Pete. What? I just feel good – is that a crime? It’s a wonderful time to be alive, isn’t it? Everything feels like it’s just on the edge of a fantastic explosion. It’s all growing, blooming. It’s as if a whole new age were being birthed in front of our very eyes.


Mayor   Birthed?


Stockmann   It’s different for you. You’ve been here watching it all flower and evolve. You’ve witnessed the changes amassing. But I’ve been stuck. For years. In that stagnant backwater with the same old faces and their inane questions drilling a hole into my brain. I feel as though I’ve moved into an incredible metropolis.


Mayor   Metropolis?


Stockmann   People have a purpose here. There are things to really work and fight for. And that’s all that matters in the end. (Shouts.) Catherine! Was there any post?


Mrs Stockmann   (from the dining room) No.


Stockmann   And to be able to support my family. Finally. It’s fantastic. It was pretty grim, Peter. It’s … it’s very … good … here.


Mayor   Come on now.


Stockmann   Sorry, but it was – tough, bleak. Now we can live like kings. Do you like the tablecloth? I picked up that lamp too.


Mayor   Yes. I noticed that.


Stockmann   And the shade? It’s all from what Catherine has managed to save. It’s cosy, no? Come and stand here – no, not there. Here. Now look. You see how the light filters downwards at that angle? It’s quite beautiful, don’t you think?


Mayor   If you like that sort of thing.


Stockmann   I do. Catherine says I earn almost as much as I spend now.


Mayor   Almost?


Stockmann   A man of science needs a few aesthetic luxuries. I’m sure your average magistrate spends much more in a year than I do.


Mayor   They can afford to.


Stockmann   My only luxury is entertaining. I’ve always needed people around me, you know that. I’ve been in that godforsaken place for, Christ, for too long. I need to hear new ideas, opinions. Those men, and those boys in there, eating, laughing, they have lively wonderful minds. You should get to know Hovstad. He’s quite incredible.


Mayor   He said he’s printing another of your –


Stockmann   Articles. Is he?


Mayor   About the Baths. From last winter.


Stockmann   Oh that. No, I don’t want them to print that any more.


Mayor   Why not? It’d be good for trade.


Stockmann   Yes. Normally it would.




Stockmann walks across the room. The Mayor watches him.





Mayor   What do you mean? What is it?


Stockmann   I can’t say. Not yet. Not tonight, at any rate.


Everything may be extraordinary, Peter. Or everything may be ordinary. It might all be a trick of the light.


Mayor   Why are you being so mysterious? What can’t you tell me? I’m Chairman of the Baths Committee – if anyone ought to know what’s going on, it should be me.


Stockmann   The Chairman yes. Chair. Man. Whilst I was … No, let’s … forget it.




Pause.





Mayor   Anything pertaining to matters in the town should be dealt with through the correct channels. Nothing underhand.


Stockmann   When was I ever involved with something underhand?


Mayor   It’s just you’ve always done things … You were always different. You can’t stay like that if you want to be part of the community – there’s a system here. You’ve got to toe the line with the people. More specifically, with the authorities who are dealing with the public’s good.


Stockmann   The public’s good? And what the hell has that got to do with me?


Mayor   You see. You never change. Excuse me.




He bows towards the dining room.





Goodbye, Catherine. Good evening, gentlemen.




The Mayor leaves. Mrs Stockmann comes into the living room.





Mrs Stockmann   Has he gone?


Stockmann   Yes. God, he just can’t bear it.


Mrs Stockmann   Bear what? What did you say to him?


Stockmann   Nothing. What? Are you sure there was no post?




Hovstad, Billing and Horster come into the living room. Billing stretches his arms.





Billing   A meal like that makes one feel reborn!


Hovstad   The Mayor seemed a bit … grizz.


Stockmann   It’s his digestion. He suffers from acid.


Hovstad   I don’t expect we radicals go down too well in his digestive tract.


Mrs Stockmann   I thought you all got on.


Hovstad   It’s a temporary truce.


Billing   Exactly. An ephemeral armistice.


Stockmann   Peter’s … very much on his own. He has no one to go home to, just work. And tea. Gallons of tea. Come on, then, let’s relax. Is that toddy ready, Catherine?




Mrs Stockmann goes into the dining room.





Sit over here next to me, Horster. You never call. You should, you should. Sit, sit down.




The men sit at the table. Mrs Stockmann comes in with a tray on which is a kettle, decanters and glasses.





Mrs Stockmann   So … this is arrack, rum, brandy. Tuck in.




Stockmann takes a glass.





Stockmann   This is perfect. Where are the cigars?




Mrs Stockmann places them on the table.





I’ve a suspicion Eilif pinches a cigar once in a while, but I pretend not to notice. (Shouts.) Morten! Can you find me my smoking cap?







There follows a scuffle offstage with a few shouts while the others are talking.





Catherine, do you know where the tyke has left it? (Indicating the cigars.) Help yourselves, my friends. I’m a pipe man myself. This old pipe’s been a port in many a storm up north.




He raises his glass.





Skol!




They clink their glasses. Mrs Stockmann takes up her knitting.





That’s … This is really. Bliss.


Mrs Stockmann   Will you be sailing soon, Captain Horster?


Horster  We hope to set sail next week.


Mrs Stockmann   To America?


Horster  Yes. With God’s grace.


Billing   You won’t get to vote in this coming council election.


Horster  Is there one? I never vote.


Billing   Oh, but you should, it’s your right.


Horster  Even if you don’t understand what you’re voting for?


Hovstad   You sailors couldn’t care less about what goes on on dry land, could you?


Billing   It’s very odd.


Stockmann   Sailors are like migrating birds. Wherever they are, that’s their home. Which means the home birds have to be all the more vigilant. So, Mr Hovstad, any gossip from tomorrow’s Messenger?


Hovstad   Nothing local. Your article’s going in the day after tomorrow, though.


Stockmann   Actually, you’ll just have to sit on that one.


Hovstad   Now’s a good time for it.


Stockmann   Yes. But you’ll have to wait.




Petra enters from the hall. She wears a hat and cloak and carries a pile of exercise books.





Petra   Hello.


Stockmann   You’re back, Petra. Hello.




The men greet Petra and she them. She takes off her cloak and hat and puts them and her books on a chair by the door.





Petra   You’ve all been having a party while I’ve been out edifying the next generation.


Stockmann   Come and join the bacchanalian orgy then, Miss.


Mrs Stockmann   Thomas.


Billing   Drink?




Petra comes over to the table.





Petra   I’ll do it. You make it so strong. I’ve a letter for you, Father.




Petra crosses back to her cloak and books.





Stockmann   From the school? What have I done? Have I been naughty?




Petra looks in her pocket.





Petra   The postman gave it to me just as I was leaving this morning.







Stockmann gets up and goes over to her.





Stockmann   This morning? Why didn’t you say so? Why didn’t you tell me?


Petra   I just did. I’m sorry. I just … I didn’t have time to run back with it.




Petra produces the letter, Stockmann seizes it.





Stockmann   Give it to me. Let me see it.




He inspects the envelope.





Yes. This is it. Right.


Mrs Stockmann   Is it what you’ve been waiting for, Thomas?


Stockmann   Yes. Yes. I’ll just go … I need to … I’ll be in the study. Don’t let the boys run in.


Mrs Stockmann   I won’t.


Stockmann   Excuse me a moment.




He goes into his study.





Petra   What is it?


Mrs Stockmann   I don’t know. He’s been waiting for it in a fever for the past week.


Petra   He’s been working like a maniac this last few months.


Mrs Stockmann   Petra.


Petra   What? (She drinks.) Oh that’s good.


Hovstad   Were you at your evening classes tonight?


Petra   Yes.


Billing   And four hours teaching.







Petra sits at the table.





Petra   Five.


Mrs Stockmann   And you’ve brought all of those back with you?


Petra   They need marking.


Horster  It seems like your father’s not the only one who’s –


Hovstad   – working like a maniac.


Petra   I like it. I like the feeling of being so ecstatically tired you could drop.


Billing   Ecstatically?


Petra   Yes. You sleep very soundly after falling from such a high desk.


Billing   You must be very wicked.


Petra   Wicked?


Billing   My old teacher said work was a punishment for our sins.


Petra   Perhaps I am. My little brother Eilif is a heathen, you know.


Mrs Stockmann   Rubbish.


Petra   He told Morten he wanted to be a Viking and Morten said he’d have to be a heathen to become one, so now he’s resolved to give up religion.


Mrs Stockmann   Petra …


Billing   I’m with him there. Tell your little brother that’s just the way I feel.


Mrs Stockmann   You’re being ironic, Mr Billing.


Billing   I assure you I’m not. I’m a heathen. And proud. Before long we’ll all jump ship.


Petra   And lead a life of unmitigated pleasure?


Mrs Stockmann   Petra. Darling.


Petra   Mother. We’re just talking.


Mrs Stockmann   I don’t like that sort of talk. Not here. In the home.


Petra   Everyone’s terrified of the truth. I have to censor myself in my own home and I have to preach lies to the children at school.


Horster  You lie to them?


Petra   I’m paid to teach them things I don’t believe in myself.


Billing   Bureaucracy, you see.


Petra   If I had the money I’d start my own school. I’d do things very differently.


Billing   Money, yes. Ghastly money.


Horster  If you’re serious about it, Miss Stockmann, if it’s simply space you need, you’d be welcome at my late father’s house. There’s a huge dining room downstairs going to waste.




Petra laughs.





Petra   Thank you. But I don’t suppose I’ll really do it.


Hovstad   I think you should seriously consider journalism, Miss Petra. Have you read that novel you were going to translate for us?


Petra   I haven’t. But don’t worry. I’ll get your draft in on time.







Stockmann enters from his room with the letter open in his hand. He waves it.





Stockmann   News! Incredible news! It’s … it’s …


Billing   Where’s the fire?


Mrs Stockmann   What is it, Tom?


Stockmann   A great discovery has been made, Catherine.


Mrs Stockmann   About what? Who’s discovered what?


Stockmann   Now let them tell me I’m imagining things. Voices in my head? Yes? Really? They’ll have to be very careful now. (He laughs.) Yes. Very. Very. Careful.


Petra   What’s going on, Pa?


Stockmann   Give me a moment. One moment. God, I wish Peter was here. It just goes to show how blind people can be.


Hovstad   Who is blind, Doctor?


Stockmann   This town purports to be a place of infinite health, doesn’t it?


Hovstad   It’s a spa.


Stockmann   Exactly. Actively brilliant for those who are infirm or even for those who are not but seek the wonders of the waters, yes?


Mrs Stockmann   Yes. Thomas. Please.


Stockmann   And we ourselves have placed it on a pedestal, have we not? I’ve written eulogies, thousands of words of copy about its benefits, haven’t I?


Hovstad   Yes. Yes you have.


Stockmann   These Baths my friends, these Baths which have been coined the artery of the town, the central nervous system, the –


Billing   ‘The pulsating heart of our idyllic town’, I once called them, after one particularly boozy lunchtime.


Stockmann   Do you know what they really are, these beloved Baths of ours into which we’ve poured our blood and money? Do you know what they are?


Hovstad   What are they?


Stockmann   They’re nothing but a damned cesspit.


Petra   The Baths, Pa?


Mrs Stockmann   (simultaneously) Our Baths!


Hovstad   (simultaneously) But Doctor …


Billing   What do you mean?


Stockmann   These Baths are a contaminated death trap. They are a health hazard of the highest degree. All of that filth up at Moelledal – you know, all the stinking refuse and scum from the tanneries – it’s all filtered through to the water in the pump-room pipes. It’s contaminated them. And it’s infected the Seaweed Baths, too. The whole place is toxic.


Hovstad   Where has all this come from?


Stockmann   I’ve been studying it for a while now. I knew that something was wrong. Last year there was an abnormal number of typhoid cases amongst the visitors. And gastric troubles.


Mrs Stockmann   I remember.


Stockmann   We thought they’d simply brought their illnesses with them. But then I started seeing holes in that theory. I’ve been analysing the waters. As far as I’ve been able to.


Mrs Stockmann   That’s what you’ve been working on these past months.


Stockmann   Yes. But I’ve no real kit as such. So I sent specimens of the fresh and salt water to the University laboratories.


Hovstad   And they’ve come back to you about it?


Stockmann   It’s all here. It establishes conclusively that the water is riddled with toxins, millions of bacteria. It’s dangerous to wash in, let alone drink.


Mrs Stockmann   Thank God you found out.


Stockmann   Yes.


Hovstad   What can they do about it?


Stockmann   I think I know how we can put it right.


Mrs Stockmann   Why didn’t you say something? Why did you keep this whole thing to yourself?


Stockmann   Should I have taken Eilif’s trumpet around town and gathered people together to hear the local mad scientist before I had solid evidence? No.


Petra   But us, Pa, you might have told us.


Stockmann   Tomorrow. You can race along to the old Badger and …


Mrs Stockmann   Thomas.


Stockmann   Sorry. Your father. He thinks I’m mental, you know. Him and all the rest. It’s going to be chaos, Catherine. Carnage. Do you see what they’re going to have to do? They’re going to have to re-lay every single water pipe.


Hovstad   The whole system?


Stockmann   It has to be done. They started the intake too low down the hill. They’ve got to reroute the whole mess a few feet higher.


Petra   Which is what you said in the first place.


Stockmann   You remember? I did. I petitioned against the original plans. But they all refused to listen. I’ve written a full report for the Baths Committee. It’s been sat on my desk for a week now, just waiting for confirmation.




He goes into his study and returns with a sheaf of papers.





Here it is. Ten pages, single spacing. I’ll put the results in with it. Have we got a newspaper Catherine?




Mrs Stockmann hands him a newspaper. He wraps the letter and results in it.





Good. There. Now. Give it to … to … I can never remember her name? The maid. Tell her to take it to my brother’s. To leave whatever she’s doing. Yes?




Mrs Stockmann takes the parcel, and leaves through the dining room.





Petra   What do you think Uncle Peter will say, Pa?


Stockmann   What is there to say? He’ll be very glad that it’s come to light.


Hovstad   I could put a notice in the Messenger.


Stockmann   That would be useful. Very useful.


Hovstad   People should know about this as soon as possible.


Stockmann   Absolutely. Yes.




Mrs Stockmann enters.





Mrs Stockmann   I gave it to her. She’s gone.


Billing   You’ll be the man of the match, Doctor, a local hero.


Stockmann   I’m only doing my work. I dug for treasure. And I found it. Nothing more. Still … still …


Billing   Hovstad, we should have a torchlit procession in honour of the Doctor.


Hovstad   Absolutely. Do it.


Billing   I’ll get Aslaksen onto it.


Stockmann   No. Please. My friends. No fuss. Nothing like that. And if the Baths Committee offer me a raise, I’ll just say no. No. No.


Mrs Stockmann   You’re a good man, Thomas.


Petra   (raising her glass) Skol, Pa!


Hovstad/Billing/Horster  Skol!


Horster  (clinks with the Doctor) Here’s wishing you joy. Nothing but joy with your new discovery!


Stockmann   Thank you, my dear friends. Thank you. I’m deeply … To have the respect of one’s fellow men, it’s … Eh, Catherine? It’s beautiful, isn’t it? Isn’t it?




Stockmann puts his arms around her waist, then he picks her up. She screams and giggles. Laughter, applause, cheers for the Doctor. The boys play their trumpet and drum offstage.
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