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Act One









A large garden room. Stage left, there is a door on the wall. Stage right, there are two doors on the wall. There is a circular table, surrounded by chairs, in the middle of the room. Books, magazines and newspapers lie on the table. There is a window downstage left. Next to it is a small sofa with a work table in front of it. Upstage the room stretches into an open, somewhat smaller conservatory with walls of glass and large windows. On the right-hand side of the conservatory a door leads down to the garden.


The landscape of a fjord, secretive, shrouded by rain that falls continuously, can be barely seen through the glass walls.


Engstrand, a carpenter, stands by the garden door. His left leg is a little bent. He has fitted a wooden block to the sole of his boot.


Holding an empty flower spray, Regine prevents him from coming any closer. She lowers her voice.





Regine What are you looking for? Stay put where you are. You’re soaking wet.


Engstrand Daughter, it’s the Lord above who sends this rain.


Regine No, the Devil does – that’s who sends it.


Engstrand Jesus, the things you come out with, Regine.


He limps a few steps into the living room.


All I’m here to say is –


Regine Make less noise with that hoof. The master is upstairs in his bed.


Engstrand Still snoozing? The morning’s come and gone.


Regine No concern of yours.


Engstrand I downed a few drinks last night.


Regine You don’t surprise me.


Engstrand Daughter, we’ll all human, we err –


Regine We do, yes.


Engstrand This world is full of temptations – you know yourself. Still, I was at my work by half past five this morning, as God is my witness.


Regine Yes, yes. Now get on your way. I can’t stand here and engage in rendezvous with you.


Engstrand What?


Regine I want nobody seeing you here. Go away.


He takes a few steps closer.


Engstrand No, by Christ, I’m not budging till you and me have had a word. I’ll finish my work down at the school this afternoon, then I’m back on the boat to the town tonight.


Regine mutters.


Regine May God go with you.


Engstrand Thank you, daughter. They’ll bless the opening of the orphanage tomorrow, and strong drink will be flowing. Let no man say Jacob Engstrand can’t control himself in the face of temptation.


Regine Yes.


Engstrand Yes, indeed, because all the swanks will show their faces tomorrow. They’re expecting Pastor Manders from the town.


Regine He’s coming here today.


Engstrand What did I tell you? I’m damned if I’m letting him mark me down, do you understand?


Regine So that’s what this is all in aid of.


Engstrand What?


She looks at him knowingly.


Regine What fast one are you going to pull on that man this time?


Engstrand Me try anything on Pastor Manders? Not at all. He’s been too kind to me to try any trick like that. No, I wanted to talk to you about why I am going back tonight.


Regine The sooner I see the back of you the better.


Engstrand Regine, I want to take you with me.


She answers with open mouth.


Regine You want to take me? – Have I heard right?


Engstrand You, Regine. Back with me. That’s what I’m saying.


Regine There’s more chance of the world ending than me setting foot on that boat with you.


Engstrand Is there? We’ll see about that.


Regine You can rest assured. I’ve grown used to gentry. Mrs Alving nearly treats me like one of the family. Why move bag and baggage in with you? In a house like that? Have sense.


Engstrand What in hell’s name is this? Are you squaring up against your father, girl?


She mutters without looking at him.


Regine You’ve often repeated I was nothing to you.


Engstrand Fool’s talk – don’t listen to that –


Regine Wasn’t it you who roared at me, calling me – Fi donc!


Engstrand I never used language like that – I swear –


Regine I know the kind of language you used.


Engstrand I was not well – my nerves. Regine, this world is full of temptations.


Regine snorts.


I did it when your mother was upsetting me. I had to find some way to annoy her back. She was always full of airs and graces.


He mimics.


‘Set me free, Engstrand. Let me go. I served the Chamberlain. I served Monsieur Alving. I served him for three years at Rosenvold.’ ‘Monsieur’, Jesus. Chamberlain.


He laughs.


He got his title when she was in service there and she never forgot it.


Regine Poor Mama – you soon drove her into an early grave.


He is uneasy.


Engstrand All my fault – is it? I see.


She turns away, barely audible.


Regine Dirty peg-leg.


Engstrand What did you say, daughter?


Regine Pied de mouton.


Engstrand Are you speaking in English?


Regine I am.


Engstrand Good, you’ve studied well out here. That will be useful now, Regine.


Silence.


Regine Why do you want me in the town?


Engstrand You’ve to ask why a father wants his only daughter? Am I not a lonely forsaken widower?


Regine Save me that sob story. Why do you want me in the town?


Engstrand All right, if you let me, I’ll tell you. I have a new trick up my sleeve.


Regine Same old sleeve, same old trick.


Engstrand All I wanted to report is that I’ve put aside a decent bit of money from my work at the new orphanage here.


Regine Have you? How delightful for you.


Engstrand What else is there to spend money on in this place?


Regine Nothing. So, carry on?


Engstrand Well, you know yourself, I had the idea of investing the money into something that would make more money back. Sailors – a sort of canteen for –


Regine Sailors –


Engstrand A respectable place, honest to God – nice – not some pigsty. Nothing like that. Captains, officers, the best of people, honest to God. It would cater –


Regine And I would cater for –


Engstrand You would muck in – you’d help – for the sake of appearance – you understand. You’d have a fine life, my girl, easy. You can do exactly as you please.


Regine Is that so?


Engstrand The place will need a woman’s touch. Definitely. Clear as daylight. In the evenings the lads will want singing, dancing, singing, dancing. You have to realise these boys have been wandering on the seven seas. You must appreciate that.


He moves closer.


Are you going to stand in your own way, Regine? Are you that stupid? What can you make of yourself out here? So Mrs Alving has spent money educating you – what good is that? From what I hear you are in charge of the youngsters at the new orphanage. Is that you? Will you work your fingers to the bone for those dirty bastards?


Regine That’s not what I wanted, no. Who can say? Anything can happen.


Engstrand What can happen?


Regine Never you mind. How much money have you saved?


Engstrand About seven – eight hundred kroner.


Regine Enough, not bad.


Engstrand Enough to give us a start, girl.


Regine Were you not thinking of handing me some of that money?


Engstrand No, I was not thinking of that. Damned if I was.


Regine A dress maybe – a little something to make a new dress.


Engstrand Come with me, daughter, and you’ll be drowning in all the dresses I’ll buy you.


Regine I can drown myself with what I buy on my own.


Engstrand You need a father’s touch, Regine, to guide you by the hand. Listen, I can afford a fine house in Little Harbour Street. It won’t empty the pocket. A home for those who wander on the sea. You understand.


Regine I don’t want to live with you. I want nothing to do with you. Get away from me.


Engstrand You won’t stay with me for long, girl. You’ll soon bid your fond farewells. But if you knew how to conduct yourself, you’d do well. These past few years, you’ve grown into a good-looking girl –


Regine Have I?


Engstrand Before long an officer – maybe even a captain –


Regine I wouldn’t marry a man like that. Sailors have no savoir vivre.


Engstrand No what?


Regine I know all about the wanderings on the sea. You don’t marry that class of people.


Engstrand Don’t marry them, then. But all the same, you could make it worth your while.


He speaks confidentially.


Himself and your mother – that Englishman – the one who’d got the yacht – six hundred kroner – that’s what he paid. And her – no better looking than you, she –


She turns towards him.


Regine Get out.


He retreats.


Engstrand You would never raise your fist against me – I know.


Regine Slander my mother and I will hit you. I said, get out.


She drives him towards the garden door.


Don’t slam the door. Young Mr Alving –


Engstrand Is enjoying his sleep, yes. You’re hot and bothered about young Mr Alving.


He speaks more quietly.


Tell me this. Would it be him –


Regine Get out now. Don’t go that way. Pastor Manders is coming. Get down the kitchen stairs.


He exits right.


Engstrand Talk this business over with him. He’s the man to tell you what’s due to a father from his child. Because you are my child – I am your father. I can prove that. The parish register.




He exits through the second door which Regine has opened and closed after him.


She looks hastily in the mirror, fans herself with a handkerchief and straightens her collar.


She then starts busying herself with flowers.


Wearing an overcoat, Pastor Manders enters, carrying an umbrella, with a small travel bag strapped over his shoulders, through the conservatory garden door.





Manders Miss Engstrand, good morning.


She turns around, looking delighted and surprised.


Regine Look who’s here! Pastor, good morning. Is the boat in already?


Manders Just arrived.


He enters the garden room.


Hasn’t the weather been dreadful, rain.


She follows him.


Regine The farmers are thanking God for this weather, Pastor.


Manders You’re right. I’m sure. When you live in the town, you rarely think about that.


He starts taking off his overcoat.


Regine May I help? There. Soaking wet. I’ll just hang it up in the hall. The umbrella. I’ll open it up to let it dry.




She exits with the things, second door to the right.


Pastor Manders leaves his travelling bag and hat on a chair.


Regine has returned.





Manders It’s good to be under a warm roof. How are things progressing here – well?


Regine Thank you – yes.


Manders Hectic – I imagine – because of tomorrow?


Regine Hectic – Still a lot to do.


Manders I hope Mrs Alving is at home?


Regine She is, yes. Upstairs. Preparing cocoa for the young master.


Manders Oswald. Yes. Oswald is supposed to have arrived, I heard tell at the harbour.


Regine The day before yesterday. We’d expected him today, but he arrived the day before yesterday.


Manders Healthy – I hope?


Regine Thank you, yes, he is. Exhausted by the journey. Paris, from Paris he came straight here, the whole journey on the one train. I believe he’s asleep just now, so we’d better talk a teensy bit quieter.


Manders Hush, hush – quiet as mice.


Regine adjusts an armchair by the table.


Regine Please sit down, Pastor. Make yourself at home.




He sits down.


She places a footstool under his feet.





There you be. Is that all right?


Manders Perfectly. Perfect. I am sitting splendidly.


He observes her.


Miss Engstrand, do you know what I’m going to tell you? I do think you’ve grown since I last set eyes on you.


Regine Do you think so, Pastor? Madame say I’ve filled out as well.


Manders Filled out? A little perhaps – fetching, becoming.


Silence.


Regine Should I perhaps tell Madame you’re here?


Manders No rush, thank you, good girl. No rush. My dear Regine, your father – tell me, how is he coping out here?


Regine Doing well, thank you, Pastor.


Manders He called in to see me when he was last in town.


Regine Did he? He’s always so pleased when he’s spoken to the Pastor.


Manders You see quite a lot of him these days?


Regine Do I? I suppose I do, when I have the time.


Manders Your father, Miss Engstrand, is not the strongest of men. He very much needs a firm hand to guide him.


Regine That may be so, yes.


Manders Someone he can be fond of, someone he can trust. When he last came to see me, he admitted that with all his heart.


Regine He let that slip to me as well. But would Mrs Alving want me to jump ship? – No, definitely not now, when we have the new orphanage to run. I would hate to desert Mrs Alving – she has always been so kind to me.


Manders There is a bond between father and daughter. It is called duty, my dear girl. Your mistress would have to give permission, naturally –


Regine Is it right for a girl my age to keep house for a single man?


Manders Miss Engstrand, we’re talking about your father –


Regine That may be. Still, a nice house, belonging to a real gentleman, if that were the case –


Manders My dear Regine –


Regine Someone I could – give my devotion – look up to him – take the place of a daughter almost –


Manders My child, my good dear –


Regine Then I’d like to live in the town. Quite lonely, out here. Alone in the world. You know – the Pastor knows what that means. I can dare say I am willing, and I am wanting. Would you know of any such place for me, Pastor?


Manders I know? I don’t. Isn’t it dreadful – I really don’t.


Regine Just in case – at least think of me, my dear Pastor.


He gets up.


Manders I will, yes, Miss Engstrand. Yes.


Regine Yes, because if I –


Manders Fetch Mrs Alving now, if you would perhaps be kind enough.


Regine She will be here straight away, Pastor.




Manders walks up and down the room a few times, stands upstage for a while with his hands folded behind his back and looks out into the garden.


He then moves near the table to pick up a book.


He looks at the title page, frowns and picks up a few more.





Manders I see.




Mrs Alving enters through the door stage left.


She is followed by Regine, who immediately exits through the rear door stage right.


Mrs Alving extends her hand.





Mrs Alving Welcome, Pastor Manders.


Manders I’m here as you made me promise. Good afternoon, Mrs Alving.


Mrs Alving On time as always.


Manders The trouble I had to escape. I sit on so many blessed committees and boards –


Mrs Alving You have been all the more kind to be so punctual. We can now dispense with business before lunch. Your luggage, where is it?


He answers quickly.


Manders My clothes – at the grocer’s house. I’ll stay there tonight.


She suppresses a smile.


Mrs Alving No persuading you to spend the night here with me this time either?


Manders No persuading. Many thanks, but no, all the same. I’ll perch where I usually perch. Handy for when I need to get back on the boat.


Mrs Alving Have your own way. I do think two old friends like ourselves –


Manders Have your little joke, God bless you. Look at you today – ecstatic, naturally. The big celebration tomorrow and now you have Oswald back home.


Mrs Alving Bliss – you can imagine. It’s over two years since he was last home. Now he’s promised to stay with me for the whole winter.


Manders He has really? A beautiful thing to do – the act of a good son. Living in Rome and Paris, I’d imagine that must be so much more attractive.


Mrs Alving Yes, but you see he has his mother here at home. My own, darling boy, he’s devoted to his mother – devoted.


Manders Well, it would be too sad if running away and dabbling in art – that sort of thing – were to corrupt him. Absence has made the heart fonder.


Mrs Alving That’s right, yes. There’s nothing amiss with him. No. It will really amuse me to see if you can still recognise him. He’ll come down shortly. Having a little sleep on the sofa. My dear Pastor, do sit down.


Manders Thank you. Is this a convenient time?


Mrs Alving Of course, yes.


Manders Good. Just let me show you –




He goes to the travel bag on the chair, takes a pile of papers from it, sits down at the opposite end of the table and looks for space to leave the documents.





Now, the first one is –


He interrupts himself.


Mrs Alving, why have you these books here? Tell me.


Mrs Alving Books? They’re the books I read.


Manders You read this kind of writing?


Mrs Alving I certainly do.


Manders This kind of writing – you feel – improves you? Makes you more happy?


Mrs Alving I feel more secure – more safe, yes.


Manders Beyond belief. Why?


Mrs Alving These books explain things to me. They confirm what I myself already think. That’s what’s beyond belief – there’s really nothing new in them. They say what most people already know. It’s just that some people don’t realise it, or don’t admit it.


Manders Dear God – you truly believe most people –


Mrs Alving Exactly, yes, I do.


Manders Not in this country, never. Not among our own kind –


Mrs Alving Absolutely, among our kind.


Manders I must say –


Mrs Alving What have you got against these books? Tell me.


Manders Against them? You can’t imagine I concern myself with these publications, reading –


Mrs Alving So you don’t know what it is you are condemning –


Manders I’ve read enough about these writings to condemn them.


Mrs Alving Tell me, in your opinion –


Manders My dear Madam, many things in life teach us to rely on others. That’s how the world works. And it’s just as well. If it didn’t, what would happen to society?


Mrs Alving No. No. You may be right there.


Manders I don’t deny these writings can have their attractions. I can’t condemn you because you wish to know what the world beyond these shores considers to be – what it values, intellectually – you’ve let your son stray there for so long. But –


Mrs Alving But –


He lowers his voice.


Manders But one keeps that kind of talk to oneself, Mrs Alving. It’s not done to tell outsiders what you read and think within the confines of your own four walls.


Mrs Alving Of course not, no – I think that as well.


Manders Think of your duty to this orphanage. You did decide to build it at a time when your opinions on spiritual matters were radically different to what they are now. Entirely different, yes?


Mrs Alving Entirely, yes. I admit that. But the orphanage –


Manders The orphanage – yes. That’s what we’re supposed to be discussing. So, be cautious, dear Madam. Now, let us go on with business –


He opens a folder and takes out several documents.


You see these?


Mrs Alving The documents?


Manders Every one. All completed. What a terror of a job to finish them in time. I’ve really had to push. The powers-that-be are terribly conscientious when it comes to making decisions. Still, here we are.


He leafs through the pile.


Registered deed – Solvik farm belonging to the Rosenvald estate – dormitories newly built – classrooms, staff quarters, chapel, listed. The appropriation of the legacy here, and the statutes of the foundations. Look at this –


He reads.


The Articles of Association for the orphanage to be called Captain Alving’s Memorial Hall.


Mrs Alving That is it. So.


Manders Captain – I chose that name – more fitting – to his status –


Mrs Alving Yes.


Manders Our kind –


Mrs Alving As you wish – yes, yes.


Manders This is the savings book for the capital that bears the interest, set aside to cover the running costs of the orphanage.


Mrs Alving Thank you. For convenience you hold on to it.


Manders As you please. Let the money stay in the savings bank just now. Not an attractive rate of interest. Four per cent with six months notice. Later we might find a good mortgage deal. A first mortgage, of course – of undisputed security – then we can probe further –


Mrs Alving Pastor Manders, you know best.


Manders I’ll keep an eye out. Now something I’ve wanted to ask many times –


Mrs Alving What?


Manders The orphanage – insured or not?


Mrs Alving It must be insured, of course.


Manders Stop there, Madam – look closer at this matter.


Mrs Alving I insure everything – property, livestock, crops.


Manders On your own estate, naturally. I do the same. This is different. This is an orphanage, dedicated to a higher purpose.


Mrs Alving Even so –


Manders I myself would not find it insulting to safeguard against all eventualities –


Mrs Alving I agree entirely.


Manders But the people out there – what’s their feeling? You know them better –


Mrs Alving Feeling?


Manders Are many people of the opinion – people who have a right to hold an opinion – might they take it as an insult?


Mrs Alving What precisely do you mean, entitled to hold an opinion?


Manders I’m thinking of men – independent, influential men – men whose opinions must be given weight.


Mrs Alving There are plenty who might regard it as an insult –


Manders I knew it. Plenty of that type in town. They might draw the conclusion that you and I are lacking in faith, faith in a higher power.


Mrs Alving Well, you know that at least as far as you’re concerned –


Manders I know, yes, I know. My conscience is clear, that’s true. But we’d not be able to put a stop to a wrong and unpleasant interpretation. That could harm – it could restrict the work of the orphanage.


Mrs Alving If that were the case, then –


Manders And I cannot ignore the awkward – indeed, the embarrassing – position I might be in. The orphanage is a leading topic of conversation among those who matter in the town. It will benefit in its way – the local council can spend less on the poor, it’s to be hoped. But for myself. I’ve been your adviser. I’ve managed the business side of this matter, they might fall on me, the zealots.


Mrs Alving You can’t expose yourself to that, you mustn’t –


Manders The attacks in certain papers against me – magazines –


Mrs Alving Pastor Manders, that settles it – enough.


Manders You don’t want it insured then?


Mrs Alving No, we’ll let it be.


He reclines in his chair.


Manders If an accident should happen – one never knows – would you be able to repair it?


Mrs Alving No. I certainly would not, I can tell you that now.


Manders Mrs Alving, do you realise the scale of responsibility we’re taking on?


Mrs Alving Do you think we can do anything else?


Manders No. Nothing else. We can’t leave ourselves open to the wrong interpretation, and we’ve no right to insult the parish.


Mrs Alving You can’t, you’re a clergyman.


Manders I believe we must have faith that an establish ment such as this has luck on its side – I really do. It is special, it is protected.


Mrs Alving We can hope so.


Manders Shall we leave it then, so?


Mrs Alving We shall, yes.


Manders Very well. As you desire.


He notes it down.


No insurance, so.


Mrs Alving Strange you mention this today of all days –


Manders I’ve often thought of asking you –


Mrs Alving Because yesterday we nearly had a fire there –


Manders What?


Mrs Alving False alarm. Some wood shavings, a blaze, in the carpenter’s workshop.


Manders Where Engstrand works?


Mrs Alving They say he’s careless with matches, yes. Often.


Manders That man, he has much on his mind. Surrounded by temptations. I hear he’s now leading a life without blame, thanks be to God.


Mrs Alving Really? Who says that?


Manders He does himself. And he is an excellent worker –


Mrs Alving As long as he’s sober –


Manders That sad failing. He says it’s all due to his bad leg. I was quite touched the last time he was in town. He came up to me and he thanked me with all his heart because I got him the job here. That way he could be with Regine.


Mrs Alving He doesn’t see much of her.





Manders He talks to her every day, he told me himself.


Mrs Alving That may be so, yes.


Manders He feels he needs a firm hand to restrain him when temptation stalks him. It’s what I love about Jacob Engstrand. He comes to you and he’s helpless, he admits his frailty. The last time he talked to me, when – Listen, Mrs Alving, if it were absolutely necessary for him to get Regine back again –


She gets up quickly.


Mrs Alving Regine?


Manders You must not prevent it.


Mrs Alving I will indeed prevent it. Anyway, Regine will have her place at the orphanage here.


Manders Take into consideration he is her father –


Mrs Alving I know exactly the kind of father he’s been to her. She’ll not go to him if I can help it.


He gets up.


Manders Madam, please, no offence intended. You misjudge that poor carpenter. It’s as if you are frightened.


She answers more quietly.


Mrs Alving Be that as it may. I’ve taken Regine in. She will stay here.


She listens.


Pastor Manders, no more talk of this.


Joy lights up her face.
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