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Introduction





For me, An Enemy of the People has always been an especially significant play, if only because, as far as I can recall, it was the first play I ever saw. It seems a slightly unlikely choice for an Egyptian school in the pre-Suez crisis fifties, and not necessarily calculated to stir the imagination of an eight-year-old already addicted to the Westerns, thrillers and CinemaScope epics of Hollywood; but it must have been a lively production in the Assembly Hall of the British Boys’ School in Alexandria. It survives in my memory over forty years later as a series of vivid snapshots, like the moment when, to my intense confusion and subsequent delight, a planted heckler rose from his seat beside me to harangue and shout down the dignified figure of Dr Stockmann, trying to make himself heard from the stage. Recently, in an autobiographical play called White Chameleon, I attributed to this experience the birth of my serious interest in theatre; no doubt something of an oversimplification, but, at the very least, it was the first of a long series of occasions when I have been inspired and sustained by the rigorous, uncomfortable, but profoundly humane genius of Ibsen.


Chronologically, An Enemy of the People falls between two other masterpieces I have been fortunate enough to translate: Ghosts (1881) and The Wild Duck (1884); but before developing this thought, I should perhaps define what I mean by ‘translate’, I do not speak Norwegian, but I am a trained linguist, accustomed to translating directly from French and German, which has enabled me to devise my own slightly eccentric method of tackling Ibsen. I work from the original text, with a Norwegian dictionary, supported by a literal translation prepared by a Norwegian speaker (in this case, Charlotte Barslund) and the original German translation, Ibsen spent a great deal of his time in Germany, where his plays were much performed, and kept a close eye on translations into the one foreign language he knew his way around (he had no English or French). The root similarities between German and Norwegian (Norwegian has been described as ‘German spoken underwater’) make German translations a useful bridge to the original text for the non-Norwegian speaker; and the benefits of working directly from the original text are considerable. Ibsen used particular words or turns of phrase like Wagnerian leitmotifs (an obvious example is the word ‘tøre’ [to dare], used even more extensively here than it was to be in Hedda Gabler [1890], indicating how centrally both plays deal with failures of courage); and only a scrutiny of Ibsen’s text can reveal how many speeches are interrupted or uncompleted, underlining his demand in a letter to the director of the Christiania Theatre for ‘the greatest possible naturalism’. ‘Above all,’ he continued, ‘truthfulness to nature – the illusion that everything is real and that one is sitting and watching something that is actually taking place in real life’; and it’s this concern for realism which gives the play a roughness and speed (it only took Ibsen a year to write instead of his habitual two) which contrasts with the classical formality of Ghosts and the more complex and poetic textures of The Wild Duck.


Ibsen had expected Ghosts, his medically inaccurate but psychologically precise play about hereditary syphilis, to provoke a strong reaction (‘Ghosts will probably cause alarm in some circles,’ he wrote to his publisher, Frederik Hegel); but the storm of outraged protest which burst over his head was entirely unexpected in its vindictive frenzy. An Enemy of the People certainly has its origins in the feelings of righteous indignation which arose in Ibsen when Ghosts was condemned not only in the conservative press (which was inevitable) but also, and even more furiously, in the liberal press. So Dr Stockmann’s contempt for the liberal majority was, for the moment, Ibsen’s; and the idea of Dr Stockmann as the beleaguered individual courageously confronting a selfish and corrupt society has persisted, no doubt abetted by Arthur Miller’s excellent adaptation of the play, which, pursuing its own agenda, portrayed Stockmann as a heroic bulwark against the as it were Macarthyite forces of mendacious self-interest.


This is to simplify Ibsen’s intent; because however sympathetic Ibsen feels towards Dr Stockmann’s cause, he is too subtle and profound a dramatist not to know that there are few figures more infuriating than the man who is always right. Stockmann’s sincerity, naivety and courage co-exist with an innocent vanity, an inability to compromise and an indifference to the havoc caused in the lives of his family and friends, as well as his own, by his dogged pursuit of principle. These latter elements, which round out the portrait of Dr Stockmann, were the very characteristics Ibsen was to pursue further in The Wild Duck, where the far less sympathetic, indeed dangerously self-righteous Gregers Werle descends on the Ekdal household, brandishing ‘the demands of idealism’, and succeeds in laying waste everything he claims to hold most dear.


It is this even-handedness and refusal to oversimplify that makes An Enemy of the People as powerfully relevant in our age of fin-de-siècle corruption, ecological vandalism and truculent refusal to accept inconvenient facts, as it was in pre-revolutionary Russia (where Dr Stockmann was one of Stanislavsky’s most popular roles) or, for that matter, post-colonial Egypt. ‘To write,’ Ibsen famously said, ‘is to sit in judgement on oneself’; a credo which lies at the root of his plays’ perennial vitality and will always set him apart from the liberal majority of writers who are content merely to sit in judgement on other people.
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Note on the Action





The action of the play takes place in a town on the southern coast of Norway.




 





The text printed here is as at the beginning of rehearsals and does not include any of the changes, cuts, improvements or disimprovements which may have been made during the course of production.
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An Enemy of the People
























Act One








It’s evening in the doctor’s living-room, which is modestly but neatly furnished and decorated. There are two doors stage right, the further of which leads out to the hall, while the nearer opens into the doctor’s study. Opposite the hall door is a door leading to the family’s other rooms. A tiled stove stands in the middle of the wall and further downstage is a sofa above which is a mirror and in front of which is an oval table with a tablecloth. On the table is a lighted lamp with a shade. Upstage, an open door leads into the dining-room, where the table is laid and the lamp is lit.


Billing sits at the dinner-table, with a napkin tucked under his chin. Mrs Stockmann stands by the table, handing him a dish with a large joint of roast beef. The other seats around the table are empty and the place settings are in disarray, as at the end of a meal.




Mrs Stockmann   Well, if you arrive an hour late, Mr Billing, you have to make do with cold.


Billing   (eating) Tastes delicious … absolutely first rate.


Mrs Stockmann   You know how fussy Stockmann is about having his meals on time …


Billing   I don’t mind a bit. That’s when it tastes best, if you ask me, when you can sit on your own and concentrate on what you’re eating.


Mrs Stockmann   Good, as long as it tastes all right … (She hears something in the hall.) That must be Hovstad.


Billing   Shouldn’t wonder.




Mayor Peter Stockmann enters in his overcoat and official cap, carrying his stick.





Mayor   A very good evening to you, Katrine.




Mrs Stockmann steps into the living-room.





Mrs Stockmann   Ah, it’s you, good evening. Kind of you to look in on us.


Mayor   I was just passing and … (He glances in the direction of the dining-room.) Oh, but I see you already have company.


Mrs Stockmann   (slightly embarrassed) No, not really; it’s just a casual visit. (hastily) Won’t you go in and have a little something?


Mayor   Me? No thank you very much. Good heavens, a cooked meal in the evening, not with my digestive system.


Mrs Stockmann   Go on, just this once …


Mayor   No, no, thanks all the same; I’ll stick to my tea and sandwiches. It’s healthier in the long run … not to mention cheaper.


Mrs Stockmann   (smiling) You mustn’t think Tomas and I are extravagant.


Mayor   Not you, Katrine; on the contrary. (He points at the doctor’s study.) He’s not in, by any chance?


Mrs Stockmann   No, he’s gone for a little after-dinner walk … with the boys.


Mayor   Do you think that’s good for him? (listening) There he is.


Mrs Stockmann   No, that’s not him.




There’s a knock at the door.








Come in!




Hovstad enters from the hall.





Oh, it’s you, Mr Hovstad …


Hovstad   Yes, I’m sorry; I was held up down at the printing-works. Mr Mayor, good evening.


Mayor   (greeting him a little stiffly) Mr Hovstad. I expect you’re here on business, are you?


Hovstad   Partly. There’s an article.


Mayor   I imagine. From what I hear, my brother’s a pretty prolific contributor to The People’s Messenger.


Hovstad   Yes, he’s not averse to writing for The Messenger when he feels that something needs saying.


Mrs Stockmann   (to Hovstad) Would you like some …? (She points in the direction of the dining-room.)


Mayor   Heavens, I certainly don’t blame him if he wants to write for the class where he’s most likely to find support. Besides which, Mr Hovstad, as far as your paper’s concerned, I personally have no axe to grind.


Hovstad   I should think not.


Mayor   All in all, ours is a wonderfully tolerant community … really public-spirited. And the reason for that is that we’re united by a great common cause … a cause which is of equal concern to every right-minded citizen …


Hovstad   The Baths, you mean.


Mayor   Exactly. Our great, new, magnificent Baths. You wait! Those Baths are going to be at the very centre of the life of this town, Mr Hovstad. No doubt about it.


Mrs Stockmann   That’s what Tomas says.


Mayor  Think of the extraordinary improvements there have been, just in these last couple of years! People have a bit of money now; there’s life and enterprise. Land and property values are going up every day.


Hovstad   And unemployment’s going down.


Mayor   That as well, yes. There’s been a very satisfying drop in the welfare payments our ratepayers have to meet, and things can only get better this year, provided we have a really good summer … a really big influx of visitors … we want those sick people pouring in, and the reputation of the Baths will be made.


Hovstad   And there’s every chance of that happening, I gather.


Mayor   It’s looking very promising. We’re getting enquiries about accommodation and so on every day.


Hovstad   Well, then, the doctor’s article couldn’t be more timely.


Mayor   What’s he written about this time?


Hovstad   This is something he wrote last winter; recommending the Baths, underlining all the positive health implications. But I didn’t run it at the time.


Mayor   You mean there was some sort of catch in it?


Hovstad   No, not at all; I just thought better to leave it till spring; now’s the time people are starting to think about their summer holidays …


Mayor   Quite right; absolutely right, Mr Hovstad.


Mrs Stockmann   Yes, if it’s anything to do with the Baths, Tomas is completely indefatigable.


Mayor   Well, after all, that’s his job.


Hovstad  And they’re his creation, aren’t they, he’s the only begetter.


Mayor   Is he? Is that right? Yes, it’s an opinion I’ve heard expressed from time to time. And yet I was under the impression I’d also played a modest part in this initiative.


Mrs Stockmann   Yes, that’s what Tomas always says.


Hovstad   Nobody would deny that, Mr Mayor. You got it all up and running and dealt with the practicalities; everybody knows that. I just meant the original idea was the doctor’s.


Mayor   Yes, ideas, my brother’s certainly had enough of them in his time … unfortunately. But when something actually needs to be done, a different sort of personality is called for, Mr Hovstad. And I did think, at least in this house …


Mrs Stockmann   But, Peter …


Hovstad   You can’t possibly think …


Mrs Stockmann   Go in and get yourself something to eat, Mr Hovstad; I’m sure my husband will be here soon.


Hovstad   Thank you; perhaps just a bite. (He goes into the dining-room.)


Mayor   (lowering his voice a little) It’s a funny thing about people from peasant families: tact is something they never manage to acquire.


Mrs Stockmann   It’s hardly worth worrying about. You and Tomas are brothers, surely you can share the credit?


Mayor   Yes, you’d have thought so; but not everyone’s prepared to share, by the look of it.


Mrs Stockmann   Nonsense! You and Tomas get on exceptionally well, (listening) I think that’s him now. (She goes over and opens the hall door.)


Dr Stockmann   (laughing and speaking in a loud voice off-stage) Look, I’ve brought you home another guest, Katrine, What fun, eh? Please, Captain Horster; hang your coat on the peg. Oh, you’re not wearing a coat, are you? Guess what, Katrine, I nabbed him in the street; had to twist his arm to make him come up.




Captain Horster enters and greets Mrs Stockmann.





(in the doorway) In you go, boys. Course, they’re starving again! Come along, Captain Horster; you’re going to taste a piece of beef that’ll …




He’s herding Horster into the dining-room. Ejlif and Morten follow him in.





Mrs Stockmann   But, Tomas, haven’t you noticed …?




Dr Stockmann turns in the doorway.





Dr Stockmann   Ah, Peter, it’s you! (He goes over to shake hands with him.) Well, this is fun.


Mayor   I’m afraid I’ve only got a minute …


Dr Stockmann   Never heard such nonsense; there’ll be hot toddy on the table soon. You haven’t forgotten the toddy, have you, Katrine?


Mrs Stockmann   Course not; the water’s just boiling. (She goes into the dining-room.)


Mayor   Hot toddy as well …!


Dr Stockmann   Yes, go on, sit down, let’s make ourselves comfortable.


Mayor   No thank you; I’m not much of a one for drinking parties.


Dr Stockmann  This isn’t what I call a party.


Mayor   Looks like one to me. (He takes a took at the dining-room.) Amazing the amount of food they manage to put away.


Dr Stockmann   (rubbing his hands) Yes, it’s wonderful watching young people eat, isn’t it? Perpetual appetite, mm? Just as it should be. They must have food! Energy! These are the people whose job it’ll be to ginger up the bubbling soup of the future, Peter.


Mayor   Dare I ask what sort of thing might need ‘gingering up’, as you put it?


Dr Stockmann   Oh, you’ll have to ask the youngsters about that … when the time comes. Naturally we wouldn’t understand. Obviously. Two old buffers like you and me …


Mayor   Steady on! That’s a very extreme expression …


Dr Stockmann   Now, you don’t have to take me so literally, Peter. I must tell you, I’m genuinely pleased and happy. I feel I’m so indescribably fortunate to be surrounded by all this burgeoning, exploding life. These are glorious times to be alive! It’s as if a whole new world was coming into existence.


Mayor   Do you really think so?


Dr Stockmann   Well, of course, you can’t see it as clearly as I can. You’ve lived here all your life; and that blunts your perceptions. But I spent all those many years stuck up north in that out-of-the-way hole, hardly ever setting eyes on an outsider, or anyone who might have had something stimulating to say … so the effect on me is as if I’d been dropped into the centre of some teeming metropolis …


Mayor   Metropolis, eh …?


Dr Stockmann  Yes, naturally I know this is small scale compared to lots of other towns. But there is life here … promise, a whole variety of things worth working for and fighting for; and that’s the main thing. (shouting) Katrine, has the postman been?


Mrs Stockmann   (from the dining-room) No, nobody’s been.


Dr Stockmann   And then there’s making a good living, Peter! That’s something you learn to appreciate when you’ve been teetering on the brink of starvation, the way we have …


Mayor   Good heavens …


Dr Stockmann   Oh, yes, things were pretty tight up there, often, as I’m sure you can imagine. And now we can live like princes! Today, for example, we had roast beef for lunch; and we had it for dinner as well. Wouldn’t you like to taste a bit? Or at least let me show it to you? Come …


Mayor   No, no, really …


Dr Stockmann   Oh, come on. Look, we’ve got a table cloth.


Mayor   Yes, so I noticed.


Dr Stockmann   And we have a lampshade as well. See? All out of Katrine’s savings. Makes the room so comfortable. Don’t you think? Stand over here … no, no, no, not there. Here; that’s right. You see; how it sort of directs the light downwards … I think it looks really elegant. Don’t you?


Mayor   Yes, if you can indulge yourself in such luxuries …


Dr Stockmann   Oh, yes, I think I can indulge myself now. Katrine tells me I’m earning nearly as much as we spend.


Mayor  Nearly as much, I see …!


Dr Stockmann   Well, a scientist ought to live in some sort of style. I’m sure an ordinary magistrate spends far more a year than I do.


Mayor   Well, so I should think! A magistrate, a senior public official …


Dr Stockmann   All right then, say, a simple wholesale dealer! Someone like that would spend three times as much as …


Mayor   That’s the way things are.


Dr Stockmann   Not that I waste anything on frivolities, Peter. But I just don’t think I can deny myself the pleasure of seeing people in my house. It’s something I need, you see. I’ve been out of touch for so long … it’s a vital necessity for me to spend time with young, outspoken, lively people, free-thinking people, doers … and that’s what they are, every one of them sitting enjoying their food in there, I wish you knew Hovstad a little better …


Mayor   Yes, Hovstad, that’s right, he was telling me he wants to publish another one of your articles.


Dr Stockmann   An article of mine?


Mayor   Yes, about the Baths. Some article you wrote last winter.


Dr Stockmann   Oh, that, yes! … No, I don’t want that published just now.


Mayor   You don’t? I would have thought that now would be precisely the right time.


Dr Stockmann   Yes, under normal circumstances you might be right …




He crosses the room. The mayor is watching him.





Mayor  Are the circumstances abnormal?


Dr Stockmann   (stopping) Well, Peter, I can’t really explain it to you at the moment; not tonight anyway. Maybe there are a good many abnormal circumstances; and maybe there aren’t. Maybe it’s all in my imagination.


Mayor   That sounds very mysterious, I must say. Is there something the matter? Something being kept from me? I would have thought as Chairman of the Board at the Baths, I’m …


Dr Stockmann   And I would have thought that I, as … well, don’t let’s go for each other’s jugular, Peter.


Mayor   Good Lord, I’m not in the habit of going for the jugular, as you put it. But I must absolutely insist that all decisions must be considered and implemented in a businesslike manner by the legally constituted authorities. I cannot permit anything crooked or underhand.


Dr Stockmann   Have you ever known me to be connected with anything crooked or underhand?


Mayor   There’s no doubt you have a deep-rooted tendency to go your own way. And in a well-ordered community, that’s almost as undesirable. The individual has to learn to submit to society, or, more accurately, to submit to the authorities whose job it is to decide what’s good for society.


Dr Stockmann   Quite possibly. But what the hell’s that got to do with me?


Mayor   My dear Tomas, that’s exactly what you never seem to be prepared to learn. You take my word for it: one of these days you’re going to have to pay for that … sooner or later. Now I’ve said it. Goodbye.


Dr Stockmann   Have you gone mad? You’re barking up completely the wrong tree …


Mayor   That’s not something I do. In any case I’m not going to put up with your … (turning to the dining-room) Goodbye, Katrine. Goodbye, gentlemen.




He exits. Mrs Stockmann steps into the living-room.





Mrs Stockmann   Has he gone?


Dr Stockmann   Yes, in a filthy temper.


Mrs Stockmann   Oh, Tomas, darling, what have you done to him this time?


Dr Stockmann   Nothing at all. He can’t demand I give him information before the time is right.


Mrs Stockmann   What information are you supposed to have given him?


Dr Stockmann   Well: leave that to me, Katrine … It’s strange, the postman hasn’t been.




Hovstad, Billing and Horster have got up from the table and come into the living-room. Ejlif and Morten follow a bit later. Billing stretches out his arms.





Billing   I’ll be damned if a meal like that doesn’t make you feel like a new man.


Hovstad   The mayor wasn’t very cheery this evening.


Dr Stockmann   It’s his stomach; he has trouble with his digestion.


Hovstad   He particularly has trouble digesting anyone who works for The People’s Messenger.


Mrs Stockmann   You seemed to be getting on all right.


Hovstad   Yes, a kind of armistice, nothing more.


Billing   That’s exactly right. The mot juste.


Dr Stockmann  We have to remember that Peter’s a lonely man, poor fellow. There’s nothing for him at home, nowhere he can unwind; everything’s just business and more business. And all that damned weak tea he keeps swilling. All right, boys, pull the chairs up to the table! Katrine, let’s have the hot toddy.




Mrs Stockmann sets off towards the dining-room.





Mrs Stockmann   It’s on its way.


Dr Stockmann   And you sit here on the sofa with me, Captain Horster. We hardly ever see you … Please sit down, my friends.




They sit down round the table. Mrs Stockmann brings a tray, with a kettle, glasses, decanters and so on.





Mrs Stockmann   Now: this is arrack and this one is rum; and here’s the brandy. Everyone help themselves.


Dr Stockmann   (taking a glass) We certainly shall. (as the toddy is being stirred) Fetch the cigars out, Ejlif, you know where they live. And you, Morten, you can bring me my pipe.




The boys go into the room, stage right.





I suspect Ejlif pinches a cigar every so often; but I turn a blind eye. (shouting) And my cap, Morten! Katrine, can you tell him where I left it? Oh, he’s found it!




The boys come back with what’s required.





Please, my friends. Personally, I stick to my pipe; this one’s been on a good many stormy passages with me up there in the north. (clinking his glass) Cheers! It’s so much better sitting down here safe and sound.


Mrs Stockmann   (sitting down, knitting) Are you sailing soon, Captain Horster?


Horster  I should be ready next week.


Mrs Stockmann   And will you be going to America?


Horster   That’s the idea.


Billing   You’re going to miss the next council election.


Horster   Is there going to be an election?


Billing   Didn’t you know?


Horster   No, I don’t get involved in that sort of thing.


Billing   Surely you take an interest in public issues.


Horster   No, I don’t really understand them.


Billing   All the same; you ought to vote.


Horster   Even if you don’t understand?


Billing   Understand? What are you talking about? Society is like a ship; you need all hands to the rudder.


Horster   Maybe on land; wouldn’t get you very far on board ship.


Hovstad   Strange how little most sailors care about what happens in their home country.


Billing   Quite extraordinary.


Dr Stockmann   Sailors are birds of passage; north or south, they feel at home. That’s why all the rest of us must be all the more active, Mr Hovstad. Anything to the point in The Messenger tomorrow?


Hovstad   Nothing about local politics. But the day after tomorrow, I was thinking of running your article …


Dr Stockmann   Oh, God, yes, my article! No, listen, you’ll have to delay that.


Hovstad   Really? We have plenty of space and I thought this was probably the most telling moment to …


Dr Stockmann   Yes, yes, you may be right; but you’ll have to wait, all the same. I’ll explain later …




Petra comes in from the hall in her hat and cloak, a number of exercise hooks under her arm.





Petra   Good evening.


Dr Stockmann   Is that you, Petra? Good evening.




General salutations. Petra puts her outdoor clothes and books on a chair by the door.





Petra   So here you all are lazing about, while I’ve been out slaving away.


Dr Stockmann   Well, come in and laze about with us.


Billing   May I mix you a little drink?




Petra comes over to the table.





Petra   No thanks, better if I do it myself; you always make it too strong. By the way, father, I have a letter for you. (She goes over to the chair, where her clothes are.)


Dr Stockmann   A letter? From whom?




Petra is searching in the pocket of her cloak.





Petra   The postman handed it to me just as I was on my way out …




Dr Stockmann gets up and goes over to her.





Dr Stockmann   And you wait till now to bring it to me!


Petra   I really didn’t have time to run back up. So, here it is.




Dr Stockmann grabs the letter.





Dr Stockmann   Let’s have a look; let’s have a look, dear.




(He checks the signature.) Yes, this is it …!





Mrs Stockmann   Is that what you’ve been waiting for, Tomas?


Dr Stockmann   Certainly is; I must go straight in and … Where do I find some light, Katrine? Don’t tell me there’s no lamp in my study again!


Mrs Stockmann   Yes, the lamp’s lit and sitting on your desk.


Dr Stockmann   Good, good. Excuse me a minute … (He goes into his study, stage right.)


Petra   What’s all this about, mother?


Mrs Stockmann   No idea; in the last couple of days he’s kept asking about the postman.


Billing   Probably some patient out in the country …


Petra   Poor father; before long he’s going to be overworked again. (She mixes herself a drink.) Ah, I’m looking forward to this.


Hovstad   Have you been teaching evening classes today as well?


Petra   (sipping her drink) Two hours.


Billing   And four hours this morning at the institute …


Petra   (sitting at the table) Five hours.


Mrs Stockmann   And I see you have books to mark this evening.


Petra   Yes, a huge pile.


Horster   You keep yourself busy, by the look of it.


Petra   Yes, but I like it. Means you get delightfully tired.


Billing  Is that good?


Petra   Yes, then you sleep like a log.


Morten   You must be a real sinner, Petra.


Petra   A sinner?


Morten   Yes, because you work so hard. Mr Rørlund says work’s a punishment for your sins.


Ejlif   (contemptuously) Huh, you must be stupid if that’s what you think.


Mrs Stockmann   Now, now, Ejlif.


Billing   (laughing) No, that’s very good.


Hovstad   Wouldn’t you like to work hard, Morten?


Morten   No, I would not.


Hovstad   Well, what do you want to do when you grow up?


Morten   I want to be a Viking.


Ejlif   But then you can’t be a Christian.


Morten   I don’t care.


Billing   I’m on your side, Morten! That’s exactly what I say.


Mrs Stockmann   (making signs at him) No, you don’t, Mr Billing, I’m sure you don’t.


Billing   I bloody well do …! I’m not a Christian and I’m proud of it. You wait, soon there won’t be any Christians.


Morten   And then can we do whatever we like?


Billing   Well, Morten, the thing is …


Mrs Stockmann   Off you go, boys; I’m sure you have some homework to do for tomorrow.


Ejlif   I can stay a bit longer, can’t I …?


Mrs Stockmann   No, you can’t; go on, both of you.




The boys say goodnight and go off through the door, stage left.





Hovstad   Do you really think this sort of talk can do the boys any harm?


Mrs Stockmann   Well, I don’t know; but I don’t like it.


Petra   I think you’re wrong, mother.


Mrs Stockmann   It’s possible; but I don’t like it; not here at home.


Petra   There are so many lies, at home and at school. At home you’re supposed to keep quiet, and at school you have to stand up in front of the children and tell lies.


Hovstad   You have to tell lies?


Petra   Well, you can imagine, we have to teach them a good many things we don’t believe ourselves.


Billing   Yes, I’m sure you do.


Petra   If I could afford it, I’d set up a school myself and run things quite differently.


Billing   Oh, afford it …


Horster   Well, if that’s what you want, Miss Stockmann, you’re welcome to have some rooms in my house. Since my father died, his enormous old house has been almost empty; there’s a very big dining-room downstairs …


Petra   (laughing) Yes, well, thank you; but it isn’t going to happen.


Hovstad   No, I think Miss Petra would rather take up journalism. Which reminds me, have you had time to take a look at that English story you promised to translate for us?


Petra   No, not yet; but you’ll get it in good time.




Dr Stockmann enters from his study, the opened letter in his hand.





Dr Stockmann   (flourishing the letter) Here’s some news that’ll raise a few questions in the town, you take my word for it!


Billing   News?


Mrs Stockmann   What sort of news?


Dr Stockmann   A major discovery, Katrine!


Hovstad   Really?


Mrs Stockmann   Made by you?


Dr Stockmann   Absolutely made by me. (pacing up and down) Now let them try their usual trick and claim it’s a brainstorm or some lunatic stunt. They’d better watch out this time! Ha ha, yes, they’d better watch out!


Petra   Are you going to tell us what it is, father?


Dr Stockmann   Oh, yes; just give me time, all will be revealed. If only Peter were here now! This just goes to show our human tendency to run around passing judgement when we’re as reliable as a lot of blind moles …


Hovstad   What do you mean, Doctor?


Dr Stockmann   (stopping by the table) Is it not the general opinion that our town is a healthy place?


Hovstad   Yes, everyone knows that.


Dr Stockmann   More than that, a quite exceptionally healthy place … a place which deserves to be very warmly recommended to everyone, sick or well …


Mrs Stockmann   Tomas, darling …


Dr Stockmann   And we have recommended it and praised it to the skies. I’ve written and written, pamphlets and articles in The Messenger.


Hovstad   Yes, well, so?


Dr Stockmann   These Baths, which have been called the town’s arteries and the town’s central nervous system and … and God knows what else …


Billing   ‘The town’s beating heart’ I once called them in an extravagant moment …


Dr Stockmann   Yes, quite. But do you know what they really are, our great, magnificent, acclaimed Baths, which cost such a fortune … do you know what they are?


Hovstad   No, what are they?


Mrs Stockmann   What are they?


Dr Stockmann   Those Baths are a sink of disease.


Petra   The Baths, father?


Mrs Stockmann   (simultaneously) Our Baths!


Hovstad   (likewise) But, Doctor …


Billing   Quite incredible!


Dr Stockmann   I’m telling you, those Baths are poisoned, they’re a whited sepulchre. They’re a tremendous health risk! All that muck up there in the valley where the mills are … all that stuff that smells so disgusting … it’s infecting the water in the feed-pipes to the pump room; and the same damned poisonous filth is also leaking out on to the beach …


Hovstad  You mean into the Sea Baths?


Dr Stockmann   Exactly.


Hovstad   How can you be so sure, Doctor?


Dr Stockmann   I’ve made the most conscientious investigation possible. Oh, I’ve had my suspicions for a long time. Last year there were a number of unusual illnesses among the visitors to the Baths … typhus, gastric conditions …


Mrs Stockmann   Yes, that’s right.


Dr Stockmann   At the time we thought the tourists had brought the infections with them; but later on … in the winter … I began to think differently; and then I started to analyse the water as best I could.


Mrs Stockmann   So that’s what you’ve been so busy doing!


Dr Stockmann   I’ve been busy, Katrine, you can say that again. But I didn’t have the scientific instruments I needed; so I sent specimens of both the drinking water and the sea water to the university laboratory to get a precise chemical analysis.


Hovstad   And that’s what you just received?


Dr Stockmann   (brandishing the letter) This is it! This proves that decomposing organic matter is present in the water … vast quantities of bacteria. It would have a disastrous effect on health, whether taken internally or externally.


Mrs Stockmann   What a blessing you discovered this in time.


Dr Stockmann   Absolutely.


Hovstad   And now what do you intend to do, Doctor?


Dr Stockmann  Put things right, of course.


Hovstad   Can that be done?


Dr Stockmann   It has to be done. Otherwise the Baths are completely unusable … finished. But there’s no danger of that. I’m quite clear about what measures need to be taken.


Mrs Stockmann   You’ve kept all this such a secret, Tomas dear.


Dr Stockmann   I suppose I should have run round town telling everyone, before I knew for certain? No, thanks; I’m not that stupid.


Petra   You could have told us …


Dr Stockmann   Not a living soul. But tomorrow you can run up and tell old Badger …


Mrs Stockmann   Tomas, really …!


Dr Stockmann   All right, you can tell your grandfather. That’ll give the old boy something to chew over; he thinks I’m soft in the head; and a good many people feel that way, as I’m very well aware. Well, this’ll show them, all those worthies … this’ll really show them …! (pacing up and down, rubbing his hands) There’s going to be such a hoo-ha in town, Katrine! You can’t imagine. The entire water supply is going to have to be relaid.


Hovstad   (getting up) The entire water supply …?


Dr Stockmann   Well, of course it is. The intake is too low down; it needs to be moved higher up the hill.


Petra   So you were right all along.


Dr Stockmann   Yes, you remember, Petra: I wrote and complained before they started building. But nobody took a blind bit of notice. Well, now I’m going to give them both barrels … that’s right; of course, I’ve written a report for the Board; I had it ready a week ago; I was just waiting for this. (flourishing the letter) I’m sending it off right away. (He goes into his study and returns with a sheaf of papers.) Look at this! Five whole pages, single-spaced! And a covering letter. Get me a newspaper, Katrine! Something to wrap it up in. Good; there we are; give it to … you know … (stamping his foot) What the hell’s her name? The maid, give it to her; tell her it’s to go straight to the mayor.




Mrs Stockmann takes the parcel and exits through the dining-room.





Petra   What do you think uncle Peter’s going to say, father?


Dr Stockmann   What can he say? All I do know is that he’ll certainly be pleased such a vital fact has come to light.


Hovstad   Might I be allowed to publish a short piece on your discovery in The Messenger?


Dr Stockmann   Yes, thank you, please do.


Hovstad   I think it’s advisable the public finds out about this sooner rather than later.


Dr Stockmann   No doubt about it.


Mrs Stockmann   (returning) She’s taken it.
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