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A Note on the Translation







In respect of language, Ibsen stands at a unique disadvantage. Never before has a poet of worldwide fame appealed to his worldwide audience so exclusively in translations.


William Archer





Ibsen recognised that he wrote in a ‘small language’ (there were only about a million and a half Norwegian speakers) and that if his plays were to make any real impact, they would have to be translated. Indeed, they were published almost simultaneously in all the main European languages, and have been re-translated hundreds of times since.




 





Ibsen’s Norwegian (strictly speaking Dano-Norwegian) is remarkably spare and direct. Some early critics even dismissed his naturalistic plays as having little literary value. But that is to misunderstand Ibsen’s intentions, as he wrote in a letter of 1883:




In the last seven or eight years, I have hardly written a single line of verse; instead I have exclusively studied the incomparably more difficult art of writing in the straightforward honest language of reality.





Furthermore Ibsen specified that his plays should be translated into the everyday language of the audience to whom they are played, and I’ve tried to follow his demand. The aim throughout has been to give the actors space and not to load them down with too many words.






 





But Ibsen was a great poet and very particular in his intentions. I’ve resisted the temptation to use the huge vocabulary of English to soften the pattern of repeated words that creates the text’s allusive character, and I’ve tried to ensure that the more poetic phrases arise from the character’s responses to the situation and don’t feel imposed. I’ve avoided using English Victorianism (Ibsen is not dramatised Dickens) or additional explanatory phrases. I’ve also tried to retain a sense of nineteenth-century social mores and convey something of the play’s particular Scandinavian atmosphere.




 





Like many translators of Ibsen, I’m dependent on others. I used Eleanor Marx-Aveling’s 1890 version as my initial guide and Anna Ostergren, my Norwegian-speaking assistant director, checked my first draft against the original. And then, of course, there are the actors: in just a few short days of rehearsal they helped me improve it enormously. To all, our thanks.




 





Translation is always and inevitably a compromise, but I hope I’ve created something which the actors will enjoy playing and the audiences will want to engage with. Ibsen’s great play deserves no less.


Stephen Unwin

















 





The Lady from the Sea in this version was first performed at the Rose Theatre, Kingston upon Thames, on 23 February 2012. The cast was as follows:




 







Dr Wangel Malcolm Storry


Ellida Wangel Joely Richardson


Bolette Madeleine Worrall


Hilde Alexandra Moen


Arnholm Richard Dillane


Hans Lyngstrand Sam Crane


Ballested Robert Goodale


The Stranger Gudmundur Thorvaldsson





Young people of the town, tourists and visitors played by students of the MA course in Classical Theatre at Kingston University




 







Director Stephen Unwin


Set Designer Simon Higlett


Costume Designer Mark Bouman


Lighting Designer Malcolm Rippeth


Music Corin Buckeridge


Sound John Leonard
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THE LADY FROM THE SEA



















Act One





Dr Wangel’s house, with a large veranda. In front of the veranda, a flagpole. In the garden to the right, an arbour with a table and chairs.


At the back, a hedge, with a small gate. Beyond, a road by the fjord, with an avenue of trees. Between the trees the fjord, high mountains and peaks. A warm and brilliantly clear summer’s morning.


Ballested, middle-aged, wearing a tatty velvet jacket and a broad-brimmed artist’s hat, stands by the flagpole, disentangling ropes. The flag is on the ground. Nearby, an easel with a canvas. By the easel, a campstool, brushes, a palette and a box of paints.


Bolette Wangel appears on the veranda. She carries a large vase with flowers, which she puts on the table.




Bolette Well, Ballested, have you fixed it yet?


Ballested I have, Miss Bolette, it was easy. By the way, are you expecting visitors today?


Bolette Yes, Mr Arnholm, the headmaster, this morning. He arrived in town last night.


Ballested Arnholm? Hang on, wasn’t a Mr Arnholm your tutor here a few years ago?


Bolette That’s him.


Ballested And he’s back now, is he?


Bolette That’s why we want to raise the flag.


Ballested I see.


Bolette goes back indoors. A moment later, Lyngstrand appears in the road and stops, interested in the easel and paints. He’s a thin young man, poorly but carefully dressed, and looks delicate.


Lyngstrand (on the far side of the hedge) Good morning.


Ballested (turning round) Oh, morning. (Hoists up flag.) There we are. Up she goes. (Fastens the ropes, then busies himself about the easel.) I don’t think I’ve had the pleasure …


Lyngstrand You must be a painter, aren’t you?


Ballested I am. Anything wrong with that?


Lyngstrand I see. May I come in for a moment?


Ballested Do you want to have a look?


Lyngstrand Very much.


Ballested There’s not much to see. But, please, do come in.


Lyngstrand Thank you (Comes in through the garden gate.)


Ballested (of the painting) It’s the fjord out there beyond the islands.


Lyngstrand I see.


Ballested It needs a figure. But I can’t find a model round here.


Lyngstrand So you’re going to add a figure, are you?


Ballested Yes. I’m going to have a dying mermaid on the rocks in the foreground.


Lyngstrand Dying?


Ballested Yes. She’s been washed up by the sea, and can’t find her way back. So here she is, dying, in the rock pools.


Lyngstrand I see.


Ballested The lady of the house gave me the idea.


Lyngstrand What are you going to call it?


Ballested ‘The Death of the Mermaid’, I think.


Lyngstrand Good idea. It’s going to be very good.


Ballested (looking at him) Are you in the profession too?


Lyngstrand Do you mean, am I a painter?


Ballested Yes.


Lyngstrand No, I’m going to be a sculptor. My name’s Hans Lyngstrand.


Ballested A sculptor, eh? Sculpture’s a pretty good art form. I’ve seen you a couple of times in town, haven’t I? You been here long?


Lyngstrand Just a fortnight. But I want to stay till the end of summer, if I can.


Ballested For the sea air?


Lyngstrand Yes. I want to get stronger.


Ballested Are you ‘delicate’?


Lyngstrand Yes, I suppose I am. Nothing serious. Just a little tightness in the chest.


Ballested Oh, that’s nothing. But you should see a doctor, all the same.


Lyngstrand I’d like to see Dr Wangel one day, if I can.


Ballested You should. (Looks out to the left.) Oh look, here’s another steamer, packed with day-trippers. Amazing how much traffic there’s been here recently.


Lyngstrand Yes.


Ballested Lots of people staying for the summer too. I sometimes worry that our lovely little town will lose its character.


Lyngstrand Were you born here?


Ballested Not exactly, though I’ve accl— imatised myself. I feel tied to the place now.


Lyngstrand Have you lived here long?


Ballested Nearly eighteen years. I came with Skive’s touring players. But we went bankrupt, and the company split up.


Lyngstrand But you stayed?


Ballested Yes, I stayed … and I’ve done all right. I was a scene painter in those days, you see.


Bolette comes out with a rocking chair, which she places on the veranda.


Bolette Hilde, will you find that embroidered little foot stool for Father?


Lyngstrand (going to the veranda) Miss Wangel, good morning.


Bolette (by the balustrade) Oh, Mr Lyngstrand? Good morning. Excuse me a moment, I must just –


Goes indoors.


Ballested You know the family, then?


Lyngstrand Not really. I’ve met the young ladies a couple of times socially, and I chatted with Mrs Wangel the last time there was music up on the View. She said I could come and visit one day.


Ballested Yes, you should get to know them better.


Lyngstrand Yes, I’ve been meaning to pay a visit. A social call. If only I could find an excuse –


Ballested An excuse? What for? (Looking out to the left.) Oh damn. (Gathering up his things.) The steamer’s at the jetty already. I’d better get back to the hotel. Some of the new arrivals might want my services. I’m a hairdresser too, you see.


Lyngstrand You have many talents.


Ballested In a small town you have to do all sorts of things. Accl— acclimatise yourself. If you need anything for your hair – pomade, perhaps? – just ask for Ballested’s Dancing Academy.


Lyngstrand A dance teacher?


Ballested President of the Brass Band Society, if you please. We have a concert this evening up on the View. Goodbye. Goodbye.


He gathers his painting equipment and goes out through the garden gate. Hilde appears with the footstool and Bolette brings more flowers.


Lyngstrand raises his hat to Hilde from the garden.


Hilde (by the balustrade, not returning his greeting) Bolette said you came into the garden earlier.


Lyngstrand Yes, I took the liberty.


Hilde Did you go out for your walk this morning?


Lyngstrand Just a short one, I’m afraid.


Hilde Have you been swimming, then?


Lyngstrand A little bit. I saw your mother down there. Going into her bathing hut.


Hilde Who?


Lyngstrand Your mother.


Hilde Really?


She puts the stool in front of the rocking chair.


Bolette (interrupting) Did you see my father out on the fjord?


Lyngstrand Yes, I think so. I saw a boat sailing to the shore.


Bolette That would have been him. He’s been visiting patients on the islands. (She arranges things on the table.)


Lyngstrand (taking one step up the stairs on to the veranda) Gosh, look at all these flowers. Very pretty.


Bolette Yes, nice, aren’t they?


Lyngstrand Wonderful. It looks like a family celebration.


Hilde That’s what it is.


Lyngstrand I thought so. Your father’s birthday, perhaps?


Bolette (warningly to Hilde) Ahem.


Hilde (ignoring her) No, it’s Mother’s.


Lyngstrand Your mother’s?


Bolette (in low voice, angrily) Really, Hilde.


Hilde (the same) Stop it. (To Lyngstrand.) I suppose you’re off for lunch now?


Lyngstrand (going down steps) Yes, I’d better get something to eat.


Hilde It must be lovely staying up at the hotel.


Lyngstrand Not any more. It’s too expensive.


Hilde So where are you now, then?


Lyngstrand Ma Jensen’s.


Hilde Who?


Lyngstrand The midwife.


Hilde Please excuse me, Mr Lyngstrand, but I really must get on.


Lyngstrand Oh dear, I shouldn’t have said that.


Hilde Said what?


Lyngstrand What I said just now.


Hilde (looking contemptuously at him) I don’t know what you’re talking about.


Lyngstrand No, of course not. Well, goodbye, perhaps I’d better go.


Bolette (comes forward to the steps) Goodbye, Mr Lyngstrand. Please excuse us. But another day, if you have the time and would like to, do come and visit Father – and the rest of us.


Lyngstrand Oh, thank you. I’d be delighted.


He bows and leaves through the garden gate. As he walks along the road he raises his hat again in the direction of the veranda.


Hilde (in a low voice) Adieu, monsieur. Send my regards to Ma Jensen.


Bolette (in a low voice, shaking her arm) Oh Hilde, really. Are you mad? He might have heard you.


Hilde So what?


Bolette (looking out to the right) Here’s Father.


Wangel, wearing travelling clothes and carrying a small bag, comes in from the footpath.


Wangel Well, girls, home again. (He comes in through the garden gate.)


Bolette (going over to him at the bottom of the garden) I’m so pleased you’re back.


Hilde (also going up to him) Have you finished for the day?


Wangel No, I have to go over to the surgery for a moment. But tell me – has Arnholm arrived?


Bolette Yes, last night. We found out from the hotel.


Wangel But you’ve not seen him yet?


Bolette No, but I’m sure he’ll drop by this afternoon.


Wangel I’m sure he will.


Hilde (pulling him) Look, Father.


Wangel (looking towards the veranda) Oh yes, very festive.


Bolette Haven’t we done it nicely?


Wangel You have. Are we – alone?


Hilde Yes, she’s –


Bolette (interrupting quickly) Mother’s gone for a swim.


Wangel looks lovingly at Bolette, and pats her head. Then, hesitating:


Wangel Now look, girls. Are you going to keep this up all day? The flag too, I see.


Hilde Of course we are –


Wangel Yes, but … don’t you think –


Bolette (mischievously) But you must know that we’ve done it all in honour of Mr Arnholm. When an old friend visits for the first time –


Hilde (smiling, and shaking him) After all, he used to be Bolette’s tutor.


Wangel (with a wry smile) What minxes you are. I suppose it’s only natural to remember … she who’s no longer with us. Here, Hilde. (Gives her his bag.) Take this over to the surgery, would you? But no, girls, I really don’t like it – the way you do this, I mean. Every year – well, what can I say? I suppose there’s no other way.


Hilde, about to go out of the garden with the bag, stops short, turns and points.


Hilde Look, someone’s coming. That’s Arnholm, isn’t it?


Bolette (looks in that direction) Really? Him? (Laughs.) Is that Arnholm?


Wangel Wait a minute. Yes, it is.


Bolette (staring in quiet amazement) Good God, I think you’re right.


Arnholm, in elegant morning dress, with gold spectacles and a thin cane, comes along the road. He looks tired. He peers in at the garden, bows in a friendly fashion and enters by the garden gate.


Wangel (going to meet him) Welcome, my dear Arnholm. Wonderful to see you here again.


Arnholm Thank you, Dr Wangel. Very kind.


They shake hands and walk up the garden together.


And here are the girls. (Shakes their hands and looks at them.) I’d scarcely have recognised either of them.


Wangel I’m sure.


Arnholm Maybe Bolette – Yes, I think I’d have recognised her.


Wangel I doubt it. It’s almost nine years since you saw her last. A lot of other things have changed here too.


Arnholm (looking round) Not really. The trees have grown, and that arbour.


Wangel Oh, I don’t just mean outwardly.


Arnholm (smiling) And, of course, you have two grownup daughters about the house.


Wangel Well, only one of them’s that.


Hilde (aside) Father, really.


Wangel Now let’s go up on to the veranda. It’s cooler. After you.


Arnholm Thank you, dear doctor.


They go up. Wangel motions him to the rocking chair.


Wangel There. Make yourself comfortable. You look tired after your journey.


Arnholm Oh, it’s nothing. Now I’m here again, surrounded by …


Bolette (to Wangel) Why don’t we have a soda with syrup in the garden room? It’ll be too hot out here soon.


Wangel Good idea, soda with syrup – and what about a cognac?


Bolette Cognac?


Wangel Just a drop. If anyone wants some.


Bolette Of course.


Wangel Hilde, won’t you take my bag over to the surgery?


Bolette goes into the room, and closes the door after her. Hilde takes the bag, and goes through the garden to the back of the house.


Arnholm (who has been watching Bolette) What a lovely girl … What lovely girls they’ve grown into.


Wangel (sitting) Haven’t they?


Arnholm It’s amazing about Bolette – Hilde, too. But tell me about you, dear doctor. Are you planning to stay here?


Wangel It looks like it. I was born and bred here, as they say. And I lived here happily with my wife, before she was taken from us so young – Of course, Arnholm, you knew her when you were here.


Arnholm Yes.


Wangel And now I live here happily with she who has taken her place. Yes, fate’s been kind to me, for the most part.


Arnholm You have no children by your second marriage?


Wangel We had a boy, two … nearly three years ago. But not for long. He died when he was only a few months old.


Arnholm Isn’t your wife at home today?


Wangel I’m sure she’ll be back soon. She’s gone swimming. She swims every day this time of the year, whatever the weather.


Arnholm Is she ill?


Wangel Not ill exactly, although her nerves have been bad for the last few years, on and off. I don’t really know what’s wrong with her. But she loves swimming in the sea. It makes her feel alive.


Arnholm I remember.


Wangel (with an almost imperceptible smile) Of course, you knew Ellida when you were a tutor out there in Skjoldvik, didn’t you?


Arnholm I did. She used to visit the pastor sometimes. But I usually met her when I went to the lighthouse to see her father.


Wangel Then you know that her time there made a big impression on her. The people here in the town don’t understand her at all. They call her the ‘lady from the sea’.


Arnholm Really?


Wangel Yes. And that’s why … I want you to talk to her about the old days, Arnholm. It would do her so much good.


Arnholm (looks at him doubtfully) Do you think so?


Wangel I’m sure it would.


Ellida (her voice is heard outside the garden) Is that you, Wangel?


Wangel (rising) Yes, darling.


Ellida Wangel appears between the trees by the arbour, in a large, light wrap, her wet hair hanging loose over her shoulders. Arnholm rises.


(Smiling, and holding out his hands to her.) So here she is, our ‘lady from the sea’.


Ellida (goes quickly up on to the veranda, and seizes his hands) Thank God you’re back. When did you get home?


Wangel Just now. A few moments ago. (Pointing to Arnholm.) But aren’t you going to welcome an old friend?


Ellida (holding out her hand to Arnholm) So, you came, then? Forgive me for not being here …


Arnholm Oh, please don’t worry.


Wangel How was the water today? Nice and fresh?


Ellida It’s never fresh. It’s lifeless. Ugh, the water in these fjords is sick.


Arnholm Sick?


Ellida Yes, sick. And it makes people sick, too.


Wangel (smiling) You’re not giving our bathing resort a very good name.


Arnholm I think you have a special relationship with the sea, Mrs Wangel, and everything to do with it.


Ellida Maybe. I sometimes think so myself. But look how prettily the girls have done up the place in your honour.


Wangel (embarrassed) Erm. (Looks at his watch.) Well, it’s time I was off –


Arnholm Is all this really for me?


Ellida Of course. It’s not like this every day. Oh, it’s so hot in here. (Goes down into the garden.) Come down here. At least there’s some breeze. (Sits in the arbour.)


Arnholm (going there) I think the air’s really quite fresh.


Ellida Well, you’re used to the city. I gather it’s terrible down there in the summer.


Wangel (who has also gone into the garden) My dear, can I ask you to entertain our friend for a while?


Ellida Are you busy?


Wangel I have to go over to the surgery. And then I’ll change. But I won’t be long.


Arnholm (sitting down in the arbour) Take your time, dear doctor. Mrs Wangel and I will manage.


Wangel (nodding) I’m sure. Well, goodbye for now.


He goes out through the garden.


Ellida (after a short pause) It’s lovely sitting out here, isn’t it?


Arnholm It is now.


Ellida They call this my arbour. I planted it. Or rather Wangel did. For me.


Arnholm And you sit here often?


Ellida I spend most of my time here.


Arnholm With the girls?


Ellida No, the girls – they’re usually on the veranda.


Arnholm And Dr Wangel?


Ellida Oh, he goes between us – sometimes here with me, sometimes there with the girls.


Arnholm And is that the way you want it?


Ellida It suits us. We can still talk to each other – if we have anything to say.


Arnholm (after thinking a while) The last time we met – was out in Skjoldvik, I think. Hm, that’s a long time ago now.


Ellida Ten years, I think.


Arnholm Probably. But when I think of you in that lighthouse … The pastor called you ‘the heathen’, because your father named you after a ship instead of giving you a proper Christian name.


Ellida So?


Arnholm The last thing I’d have thought was that I’d see you here as Wangel’s wife.


Ellida In those days Wangel wasn’t – well, the girls’ mother was still alive. Their real mother, I mean …


Arnholm I know. But even if – he’d been available – I’d never have expected this.


Ellida Nor me. Not at all. Back then.


Arnholm Dr Wangel’s such a good man. A gentleman. So good and kind to everyone.


Ellida (warmly and sincerely) He certainly is.


Arnholm But he seems so different to you.


Ellida Yes, he is.


Arnholm So how did it happen? Tell me. How did it happen?


Ellida Oh, my dear Arnholm, please don’t ask. I can’t explain it, and even if I could, you wouldn’t understand.


Arnholm Hm. (Drops his voice.) Have you ever told him about me? I mean, my stupid proposal …


Ellida Not a word. Why would I? Not about that.


Arnholm I’m glad. I felt rather awkward that …


Ellida There’s no need. I just told him the truth – that I liked you very much, and that you were the truest and best friend I had out there.


Arnholm Thank you. But tell me this – why did you never write to me after I left?


Ellida I thought it might hurt to hear from someone who – couldn’t return your feelings. Like reopening a wound.


Arnholm Maybe you’re right.


Ellida But why didn’t you write?


Arnholm (looks at her and smiles, half reproachfully) Me? Make you think that I wanted to start all over again? After that rejection?


Ellida I see. And you’ve never thought of asking anyone else to marry you?


Arnholm No. I’ve been true to my memories.


Ellida (half jestingly) Oh, nonsense. Don’t cling to unhappy memories. I think you should get married.


Arnholm I’d better get a move on, Mrs Wangel. I’m already – I’m sorry to say – thirty-seven.


Ellida Well, all the more reason for not wasting time. (She is silent for a moment, and then says, earnestly.) Listen, my dear Arnholm, I’m going to tell you something now that I really couldn’t tell you then.


Arnholm What is it?


Ellida When you made that – ‘stupid proposal’, as you call it – I couldn’t give you any other answer.


Arnholm I know you had nothing but friendship to offer in return. I know that.


Ellida But what you don’t know is that I was involved with someone else.


Arnholm Even then?


Ellida Yes.


Arnholm But that’s impossible. You’ve got the years muddled. You didn’t even know Wangel then.


Ellida I’m not talking about Wangel.


Arnholm Not Wangel? But in those days, out there in Skjoldvik – there was no one else you could possibly have been involved with.


Ellida I know. It was complete madness – all of it.


Arnholm Tell me more.


Ellida Just that I was promised to someone else. So now you know.


Arnholm And if you hadn’t been?


Ellida What?


Arnholm Would your answer to my letter have been different?


Ellida How can I tell? When Wangel appeared, my answer was different.


Arnholm So why are you telling me that you weren’t free?


Ellida (getting up, agitated) Because I have to tell someone. No, please, don’t get up.


Arnholm So your husband knows nothing about this?


Ellida I admitted from the start that I’d once been involved with somebody else. He never asked for more, and we’ve not touched on it since. Anyway, it was madness. And then it was all over and done with – for the most part.


Arnholm (rising) For the most part?


Ellida Dear God, Arnholm, it’s not what you think. I don’t understand it myself. I don’t know how to explain it. You’d think I was ill, or mad.


Arnholm My dear Mrs Wangel, as your friend, you really must tell me everything.


Ellida I’ll try. But how someone as sensible as you could understand it – (Looks round, and breaks off.) Later. We’ve got a visitor.


Lyngstrand appears on the road and comes into the garden. He has a flower in his buttonhole, and carries a large bouquet of flowers wrapped in paper and silk ribbons. He stands hesitatingly by the veranda.


(From the arbour.) Have you come to see the girls, Mr Lyngstrand?


Lyngstrand (turning round) Oh, good morning, Mrs Wangel, there you are. (Bows, and comes nearer.) No, not the young ladies. I came to see you, Mrs Wangel. Remember, you said I could come and call on you …


Ellida I did. You’re always welcome.


Lyngstrand Thank you. And as it’s such a special day for the family –


Ellida Oh, so you knew, did you?


Lyngstrand Yes. And I’d like to take the liberty of presenting these to you, Mrs Wangel.


He bows formally, and offers her the bouquet.


Ellida (smiling) But, my dear Mr Lyngstrand, shouldn’t you give these beautiful flowers to Mr Arnholm? After all, it’s in his honour that …


Lyngstrand (looking uncertainly at both of them) But, excuse me, I don’t know this gentleman. I’ve come – well, because of the birthday celebrations, Mrs Wangel.


Ellida Birthday? You must have made a mistake, Mr Lyngstrand. There’s no birthday here today.


Lyngstrand (smiling knowingly) Oh, I know all about it. But I didn’t think it was such a secret.


Ellida What is it that you know all about?


Lyngstrand That it’s your … birthday, Mrs Wangel.


Ellida Mine?


Arnholm (looks questioningly at her) Today? Surely not?


Ellida (to Lyngstrand) Who gave you that idea?


Lyngstrand Miss Hilde. I dropped by earlier this morning, and asked the young ladies about the flowers and the flag and so on.


Ellida And?


Lyngstrand Well, Miss Hilde said, ‘It’s Mother’s birthday today.’


Ellida Oh, I see.


Arnholm Aha.


He and Ellida exchange understanding glances.


Well, Mrs Wangel, since the young gentleman knows all about it …


Ellida (to Lyngstrand) Yes, now that you know all about it …


Lyngstrand (offering her the bouquet again) May I wish you many happy returns, Mrs Wangel?


Ellida (taking the flowers) Thank you very much. Won’t you sit down?


Ellida, Arnholm, and Lyngstrand sit down in the arbour.


This – birthday thing – It was meant to be a secret, Mr Arnholm.


Arnholm I see. Not for strangers?


Ellida (putting down the bouquet) Exactly.


Lyngstrand I won’t tell a soul, I promise.


Ellida I didn’t mean it like that. But how are you? You’re looking better.


Lyngstrand I’m doing well. And next year, if I can go south …


Ellida Oh yes, Italy, the girls told me.


Lyngstrand Yes, I have a benefactor in Bergen. And he’s promised to help.


Ellida How did you find him?


Lyngstrand A stroke of luck. I went to sea in one of his ships.


Ellida Did you? So you like the sea?


Lyngstrand Not at all. But when my mother died, my father didn’t want me hanging around at home, so he packed me off to sea. But we were shipwrecked in the English Channel on our way home – luckily for me.


Arnholm What do you mean?


Lyngstrand Well, that’s how I got this little ‘weakness’ – in my chest. I was in freezing cold water for a long time before I was rescued and so, of course, I had to give up the sea. A stroke of luck, really.


Arnholm Do you think?


Lyngstrand Yes, because it isn’t dangerous, this weakness of mine. And now I can be a sculptor, which is what I’ve always wanted to be. Imagine all that lovely clay. So soft beneath your fingers.


Ellida And what are you going to sculpt? Mermaids? Vikings?


Lyngstrand Oh no. As soon as I can, I’m going to start work on something big – you know, a ‘group’.


Ellida Oh yes? What of?


Lyngstrand Something from my own experience.


Arnholm Always a good idea.


Ellida But what?


Lyngstrand Well, I thought I’d have a young woman, a sailor’s wife, asleep but restless. And dreaming. You can see that she’s dreaming.


Arnholm Anyone else?


Lyngstrand Yes, another figure – a shape, really. Her husband. And she’s been unfaithful to him while he was away. And now he’s been drowned at sea.


Arnholm You mean …?


Ellida Drowned?


Lyngstrand Yes, drowned on the voyage. But that’s the point – he’s come back all the same. At night. And he’s standing by the bed looking down at her. Soaking wet, like a drowned sailor who’s been hauled out of the sea.


Ellida (leaning back in her chair) What an extraordinary idea. (Shutting her eyes.) I can see it all, so clearly.
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