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        Production notes
      

         

         Ghosts in this version was first performed at HOME, Manchester, on 18 November 2016. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:

         
             

         

         Pastor Manders   Jamie Ballard

         Helen Alving   Niamh Cusack

         Regine Engstrand   Norah Lopez Holden

         Osvald Alving   Ken Nwosu

         Jacob Engstrand   William Travis

         
             

         

         Designer   Johannes Schütz

         Lighting Designer   Franz David

         Sound Designer   Emma Laxton

         Composer/Arranger   Marc Tritschler

         Dramaturg   Petra Jane Tauscher

         Assistant Director   Samuel Ward 

      

   


   
      
         

            Characters

         

         
            Helen Alving

widow of Captain Alving

            Osvald Alving

her son, an artist

            Pastor Manders

            Jacob Engstrand

a carpenter

            Regine Engstrand

in Mrs Alving’s service

         

         Setting

         Mrs Alving’s estate, by a large fjord in the middle of the countryside
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               Act One

            

         

         A large garden room, in the middle of which is a circular table surrounded by chairs. On the table there are books, magazines and newspapers – it’s a mess.

         A sofa, and a work table. A television, which is switched on.

         Upstage, the room extends into a somewhat smaller conservatory, with glass walls and large windows. A gloomy fjord landscape beyond, and the sounds of a lonely port close by, as well as of heavy rainfall.

         Engstrand, a carpenter, is entering via the garden door. He limps a bit on his left leg.

         Regine, holding an empty flower spray, enters – she stops when she seems him.

         
            Regine   What do you want?!

            Engstrand   Oh – what a welcome, Regine, I’m underwhelmed.

            Regine   Don’t make yourself at home in here, Osvald – (Corrects herself.) Mr Alving’s asleep upstairs.

            Engstrand   You what?

            Regine   Shhh!

            Engstrand   It’s two in the afternoon!

            Regine   So?

            Engstrand   O-four-hundred I got in last night, or should I say this morning, caning it I was, and two hours later? Up with the sun, mate. Up to work. 

            Regine   Much as I’d like to parlay-vous –

            Engstrand   Oh, simmer yourself fucking down, I won’t stop long.

            Regine   I don’t want anyone seeing you here so please don’t.

            Engstrand   Orphanage is finished – Thank you, Carpenter Engstrand.

            Regine   Orphanage?

            Engstrand   Alright, children’s home. Now that means every Billy Big-Bollocks from here to town’ll be making his way out here tomorrow night for the what’s-it. Blessing.

            Regine   And?

            Engstrand   And, there will be on offer, a certain amount of what are known as cold beverages. Which means I am straight back into town tonight, no danger.

            Regine   You surprise me.

            Engstrand   Then let no one say that Jacob Engstrand’s not able to hold his own, in the face of temptation.

            Regine   Well, bon voyage.

            
               A short pause.

            

            Engstrand   Pastor Manders’ll be down.

            Regine   He’s down today, so what?

            Engstrand   Show meself up in front of him? No chance.

            Regine   Oh, so that’s what this is.

            Engstrand   Eh?

            Regine   What are you scheming him into this time? 

            Engstrand   ‘Scheming him i—’ Are you cracked? That man’s been good to me.

            Regine   D’accord.

            Engstrand   ‘Scheming him i—’

            Regine   Was there something you wanted to say?

            Engstrand   I’ve a mind to not say it now.

            Regine   See you then.

            Engstrand   Listen.

            I’m back into town tonight –

            Regine   The sooner the better.

            Engstrand   – and so are you.

            I want you home with me, Regine, time’s come.

            Regine   You what?

            Engstrand   Now …

            Regine   Not in a trillion years am I coming back into town with you.

            Engstrand   Listen –

            Regine   After all this time under the Alvings’ roof, and treated as one of their own?

            Engstrand   Oh yeah?

            Regine   What, throw all that away, should I, and back to the likes of you?

            Engstrand   Oh, setting up against your old man now is it?

            Regine   You said often enough I’m no problem of yours.

            Engstrand   That was the drink talking!

            Regine   Cold-hearted bitch, I think it said. 

            Engstrand   Oh … And your mother. Giving it the fucking violin routine. ‘Oh get away from me, Jacob, I served under Captain Alving three years!’ And didn’t we know it!

            Regine   Well a nice early grave you made for Mother anyhow, so never mind.

            Engstrand   Oh, pin that on me is it?

            Regine   And that leg.

            Engstrand   What did you say?

            Regine   Pied de mouton.

            Engstrand   ‘Pied de mouto—’ What’s that then, fucking … English?!

            Regine   Yeah.

            Engstrand   Well –

            Good. That is good, you’ve had some education here, and that’ll come in handy now –

            Regine   With you, in town? What d’you want me there for anyway?

            Engstrand   What kind of a father wouldn’t want his only child?!

            Regine   You tell me.

            Engstrand   I’m … lonely, and … a widower, is what I am –

            Regine   Amongst other things.

            Engstrand   The truth is –

            This job’s been a touch for me, I’m flush at the minute, and let’s face it, I mean there’s fuck-all a’ spend your money on out here – 

            Regine   Will you watch your mouth?

            Engstrand   Yes. Yep. Bad habits – knock ’em dead, I make you right there –

            Regine   So you’ve money.

            Engstrand   Which I have been putting aside, with an eye towards … a new venture. In town.

            Regine   A venture.

            Engstrand   Fair play, I know, I have … ventured, before. But this is watertight.

            Regine   Is it?

            Engstrand   Got me eye on a spot, down the port sort of thing, empty warehouse, you know, buy it up, convert it.

            Regine   Oh yeah?

            Engstrand   Into a sort of a …

            Well, a bar.

            With some … entertainment …

            Bit of a dance …

            Regine   Whereabouts?

            Engstrand   I told you, in town.

            Regine   Whereabouts in town?

            Engstrand   Just … round the fucking / port –

            Regine   Oh, round the fucking port is it?

            Engstrand   It’s Little Harbour Street.

            Regine   Oh, my God –

            Engstrand   Now you hear me out –

            Regine   I know what kind of bars there are in Little Harbour Street – 

            Engstrand   Yeah, well, you don’t know this one, right, I’m talking officer class –

            Regine   And how exactly do I fit into all this?

            Engstrand   Pretty well, mate, I should say, an easy life. These … sailors and … Honestly, they’re a bit a’ class, these, erm … seafaring types we’ll be mostly catering for, and … and they like a woman’s touch –

            Regine   I bet they do –

            Engstrand   Oh, look at yourself out here.

            So she’s taught you French and English, whoopy-do, but what now?

            That kiddies’ home. She’ll bung you in there with those pikey little … before you can say bon-fucking-jour.

            Regine   Maybe.

            Or maybe something else’ll occur.

            Engstrand   Oooh … ‘Something else’ll occur,’ she says –

            Regine   A lot of money you’ve saved is it?

            Engstrand   Eight hundred and fifty kronar.

            Regine   That’s not bad.

            Engstrand   A start, ’s what it is.

            Regine   And how much of it’s mine?

            Engstrand   ‘How much of it’s mine’? Jog on.

            Regine   You wouldn’t think of sending me some towards … a new top, or –

            Engstrand   You come with me to town you’ll have tops!

            Regine   Oh, I’ll buy me own.

            Engstrand   You wouldn’t be with me for long. 

            Regine   Wouldn’t I?

            Engstrand   You’re a good-looking girl these days, who’s to say a young officer, a captain, might come along … slip summat down your ring-finger –

            Regine   Marrying sailors now, it gets better and better, this.

            Engstrand   Well don’t marry ’em then!

            That Englishman.

            With the yacht.

            Six hundred kronar he paid, and she were no better looking than you –

            Regine   (advancing on him) Get out!

            Engstrand   Oh, raise your hand to me is it –

            Regine   Talk about Mother again I will raise my fucking hand. Now get out! Out!

            And don’t slam the door, Mr Alving / is asleep upstairs

            Engstrand   Is asleep, yes, you’re very concerned with the young Mr Alving, I’m half-inclined to think –

            Oh, shame. Is he the something else that might occur, is he?

            Regine   Get out of here!

            Engstrand   Oh, Regine.

            Regine   Not that way, Pastor Manders is coming!

            Engstrand   (on his way out) I’ll have him have words with you, the Pastor. About the duty a daughter owes her old man. And I am your old man all the same, Regine, you get yourself down the town hall, you can check!

            
               Pastor Manders enters.  

            

            Manders   Miss Engstrand.

            Regine   Oh, well look who’s here. Good morning, Pastor! Is the boat in already?

            Manders   It is. And it’s still raining.

            Regine   Keeps the farmers happy.

            Manders   (in agreement) The farmers.

            (Taking off his overcoat.) Townies like me, we never see beyond ourselves.

            Regine   Oh let me give you a hand. You’re soaked!

            
               A little self-consciously she helps him off with his jacket.

            

            I’ll hang it up in the hall and open out your brolly.

            Manders   All’s fine here?

            Regine   Yes, thank you.

            Manders   You must be busy, for tomorrow.

            Regine   Yes, there’s quite a lot still to do.

            Manders   And Mrs A is home, I hope?

            Regine   She is. She’s erm – ironing shirts, for the young master.

            Manders   The ‘word on the street’, is the young master arrived early.

            Regine   Yes. Yes, he came the day before yesterday. He surprised us.

            Manders   Is he well?

            Regine   Yes, he is, thank you. Though very tired, from the journey, he came straight through.

            I mean he came direct. 

            In actual fact I think he’s still asleep at the minute, so … we might be best to talk just a teensy bit more quietly.

            Manders   Oh, we’ll be very quiet.

            Regine   Are you comfy enough, Pastor?

            Manders   I am quite comfortable, Regine, thank you.

            You’ve changed since I saw you last, I think.

            Regine   Oh yes?

            Manders   You’ve grown.

            Regine   Mrs A says I’m looking well these days.

            Manders   I would say you’re looking very well.

            
               A pause.

            

            Regine   Perhaps I should tell Mrs Alving you’re here?

            Manders   No rush.

            How is your father, Regine?

            Regine   Thank you, Pastor, he’s well.

            Manders   He looked me up when he was last in town.

            Regine   Oh yes?

            Yes, he’s always very pleased, to have had a chat with you.

            Manders   You see him often?

            Regine   Erm. When I have the time, I …

            Manders   He’s no strong man, your father, Regine. He’s needed a, erm … a guiding hand, it seems to me, for quite some time.

            Regine   Yes. 

            Manders   He needs someone around him he can relax with, whose opinion he can trust. He said as much the last time we spoke.

            Regine   He mentioned that to me too, Pastor Manders.

            Though I doubt that Mrs Alving would be too keen on seeing the back of me, and … especially what with the children’s home, to think of, and … and I’d be loath to leave Mrs Alving myself, she’s always been very kind to me.

            Manders   Yes, that’s true.

            Yes, I understand the sentiment, but there is also a daughter’s duty, Regine.

            Regine   Yes.

            Manders   I’m sure Mrs Alving would understand that.

            
               A slight pause.

            

            Regine   I don’t know that it would be the right thing for a girl of my age to keep house for a single man.

            Manders   We’re talking about your father.

            Regine   Yes. Yes, I suppose we are.

            But if it were a nice house, do you know what I mean?

            For a real gentleman.

            Someone I could be devoted to and look up to, and … and almost take the place of a daughter for –

            Manders   (half laughs) Regine …

            Regine   Then I might feel more inclined, to go back into town.

            Manders   ‘Inclined’, she says. As if it’s a choice, to be made …

            Regine   It can be quite lonely out here.

            The Pastor must know how loneliness feels. 

            I think in that case I’d be more than eager …

            Perhaps the Pastor might know, of a situation –?

            Manders   I don’t know of a situation of that kind, Miss Engstrand, no.

            
               A slight pause.

            

            Regine   Or perhaps, if he could keep me in mind …

            Manders   Perhaps you could fetch Mrs Alving now.

            Regine   Yes.

            She’ll be here right away, Pastor.

            
               Regine exits. A short pause. Helen Alving enters, followed by Regine, who immediately re-exits back into the house.

            

            Helen   Here you are.

            Manders   Here I am. As promised.

            Helen   On absolute perfect time as always.

            Manders   Which was quite an achievement, believe you me, the amount of people and problems piling up on my plate these / days.

            Helen   Well, all the more nice of you to be punctual. We can get things over with before lunch.

            Manders   Yes.

            Helen   Where are your bags?

            Manders   At the grocer’s house, I’ll stay there tonight.

            Helen   And after all these years you still won’t share a roof with me.

            Manders   It’s convenient. To be down there with the boat close by. 

            Helen   Oh Pastor, not even for just one night? We’re oldies, the both of us now, we don’t need to worry about … convenience and dreary things like that.

            Manders   I can tell you’re in good spirits.

            Helen   Good spirits. That’s not the half of it.

            Manders   And why not? A travelling son’s come home. And tomorrow, a celebration.

            Helen   It’s been two years. And do you know, he’s promised to stay with me the whole winter.

            Manders   There you go. Take that, Berlin … Bangalore …

            Charms you may well have, but you are no match for a sacred filial bond.

            Helen   Well, I’m not sure what that means but I know he has his mother here.

            He’s come home to me.

            Manders   The … arty-farty world is not so strong as to blunt his natural inclinations.

            Helen   The arty-farty world is not so strong as … No, I suppose it’s not.

            He’ll be down soon, he’s only having a nap.

            Manders   Is now a good time to –?

            Helen   Yes. Let’s.

            Manders   Right then.

            
               He begins to assemble his papers.

            

            Helen   I wonder if you’ll recognise him, after all this time.

            Manders   (surveying the mess) I see you’ve finally got the place looking just how you like. 

            Helen   We’ve been busy.

            Manders   I know.

            Helen   Are those the documents?

            Manders   These are them. I had to push, believe you me, to have them ready in time, the amount of red tape there is for a thing like this –

            
               She is looking intently at the documents.

            

            But the, er. Yes. The registered deeds to Solvik Farm. Dormitories, classrooms, staff quarters and chapel. All listed. All approved.

            And the articles of appropriation here, look, for the – Captain Alving Home for Children.

            Helen   So this is it.

            Manders   It is. And here’s the savings book for the interest, it’s set aside to cover the running costs, of the home.

            Helen   Right. Can you hang on to all this, for now?

            Manders   I can.

            Er – suggestion – we keep the money in savings, for the minute.

            Interest rate’s not looking too clever, and … But we’ll keep an eye out. Then down the line we’ll get a mortgage together, a good one, you know.

            And we’ll take it from there.

            Helen   I’ll trust your opinion, Pastor.

            Manders   Thank you, Helen.

            Helen   Right.

            Manders   There is one more thing.

            Helen   What’s that? 

            Manders   I’ve been meaning to ask –

            Do you want to have the place insured?

            Helen   Well of course I do, it has to be.

            Manders   Well.

            Yes –

            Helen   Everything’s insured, the house, the … out-buildings –

            Manders   It’s –

            Helen   Everything on the estate.

            Manders   Exactly. On your estate. As is everything on my humble …

            But you could say that the children’s home is a part of a wider … context.

            Helen   I don’t follow.

            Manders   Helen – if it were down to me …

            I’d be quite happy, pragmatically, to … safeguard against all outcomes, but …

            An institution. Designed for the work of God.

            Now there are some who would look at that and think ‘In that case – is it not God’s protection alone … that should serve?’

            Helen   Yes, I see.

            Manders   And that is not my opinion, as I say, and it is not anyhow my decision to make, but there are those who would look upon a choice like that, and … it’s a tricky one, Helen.

            Because these people –

            Helen   Yes, I know the type.

            Manders   They wouldn’t be slow to voice any kind of objection, to you … I mean even to me! … 

            And to think, that they’d think, that we … I don’t know, that we hadn’t sufficient … faith, as it were, in a higher authority.

            Helen   But you and I both know …

            Manders   Oh, our conscience is … cleaner than the best of them!

            But can you imagine …

            I mean it’s not gone unnoticed, the home, by any means, the town is full of how it’ll ease the council’s burden in terms of … Because of course it’ll take in those from all over –

            Helen   Yes, perhaps we’d better leave it then.

            Manders   Is that what you want?

            Helen   Is it?

            
               A slight pause.

            

            Manders   If an accident were to happen. Could you cover it?

            Helen   No, I can tell you now that I couldn’t do that.

            Manders   You realise, Helen, the responsibility –

            Helen   But then what’s the alternative?

            Manders   Well this is it, I mean we’re damned, as it were, if we do, and …

            Faith, is what we need, in trusting the home to its rightful … overseer, and … and all the special protection the place, God willing … that such a place is granted.

            Helen   Right. God willing.

            Manders   Shall we leave it then?

            Helen   Let’s. 

            Manders   (nods) If that’s what you want. (Makes a note.) Good.

            Helen   Funny you should mention it today –

            Manders   It’s been playing on my mind.

            Helen   Because we almost had a fire there yesterday.

            Manders   You what?

            Helen   False alarm. Some wood shavings caught alight in the carpenter’s workshop.

            Manders   Engstrand?

            Helen   Engstrand. I’m told he’s often careless with his matches.

            Manders   He carries a fair few cares on his shoulders, I know –

            Helen   I’m sure.

            Manders   But tries to keep himself on the straight and narrow these days, thank God.

            Helen   Does he, who told you that?

            Manders   He told me himself.

            Helen   Oh.

            Manders   He’s a good worker.

            Helen   When he’s sober.

            Manders   Yes there is that. It’s his leg, he said to me, he said he drinks to take away the pain …

            If you’d seen him, Helen … Look at me, I’ve almost a tear in my eye when I think of him so … grateful, he was, coming back to see me. That I’d got him the job out here, and close to his daughter … 

            Helen   Well, he doesn’t see much of her.

            Manders   No he speaks to her most days, he said.

            Helen   Oh, right.

            Manders   She’s what he needs, you know. A hand of … restraint, and … and kindness.

            That’s the beauty of a man like Jacob Engstrand, to be so … open and vulnerable, and … and he blames himself, I know he does. He’s the first to admit the mistakes he’s made, and … But when he spoke to me in town, Helen, it led to me think, I think … if … for Regine, if it were at all possible –

            Helen   What about Regine?

            Manders   ‘What about Regine’? –

            Helen   Her place is here, and at the children’s home.

            Manders   He is her father, Helen.

            Helen   I know what kind of a father he’s been to her.

            No she won’t be going back to him, not if I can help it.

            Manders   Now – Okay.

            It’s a sadness, I have to say, to see the man misjudged –

            Helen   I’m sorry it makes you sad but that’s that.

            Regine was brought up here and this is where she will stay.

            Manders   You seem almost … frightened –

            Helen   (her face brightening) Listen.

            Osvald’s coming down, that’s enough of all that.

            
               Osvald enters. Stops when he sees them.

            

            Osvald   Ah! Morning all. Or is it afternoon?

            Helen   Come here, darling. 

            Osvald   Pastor Manders.

            Manders   My goodness.

            Osvald   Yes. Yep. The er … prodigal son. Just returned.

            Manders   And so he has.

            Helen   Ossie still remembers you weren’t too keen on him going into painting, Pastor.

            Manders   Well, I stand corrected.

            Welcome home, Osvald. You don’t mind if I call you Osvald?

            Osvald   What else would you want to call me?

            Manders   Yes. Yes.

            I’m not a complete … philistine by the way, I’m not a part of the … ‘anti-art’ brigade, who could be, I just think it’s important for a man to be an artist but to still … keep a hold of himself.

            As I’m sure many can.

            Osvald   We can only hope.

            Helen   Osvald’s kept a firm hold of himself, just look at him.

            Osvald   Alright, Mother.

            Manders   I’ve seen your name in print a good few times, I’ve seen bright things.

            Not so much lately, but still.

            Osvald   I haven’t been working much just lately.

            Helen   Even an artist needs some rest.

            Manders   Of course. To recuperate and prepare no doubt for some great …

            Painting. 

            Osvald   Mother, when’s lunch?

            Helen   In half an hour, darling. He still has an appetite, thank God.

            Manders   He likes a smoke, too. From a pipe, no less.

            Osvald   This belonged to my father, Pastor.

            Helen   Did it?

            Osvald   Found it upstairs.

            Manders   Yes. That’s it.

            Helen   That’s what?

            Manders   Osvald, in the doorway there with the pipe in his gob, I could have sworn he was his father, he’s the spit of him.

            Osvald   Oh yeah?

            Helen   No.

            Manders   There is something in the mouth, is it in the lips, I don’t know. Something he owes to the Captain, I’d say. When he’s smoking anyway.

            Helen   Rubbish. He has a lovely mouth.

            Manders   Well, as did the Captain. Some would say.

            Osvald   Would they?

            Helen   Put the pipe away, Ossie, please I don’t want smoke in here.

            Osvald   Not the first time I’ve had a go on this.

            Helen   I’m sure.

            Osvald   I was what – four? Five? Quick developer.

            Manders   Right. 

            Helen   What do you mean?

            Osvald   You don’t remember this?

            Helen   I’d like to think I’d remember a / thing –

            Osvald   I was mooching about upstairs one night, I dunno, I was waiting for dinner I guess, and who do I find, but Captain Daddy-o.

            Up in his room, getting his big old smoke on up there, now – I think it’s fair to say he’d probably had a few. And probably a few too many it’s fair to say, but …

            He puts me up on his knee, pipe in hand.

            He says, ‘There you go my son, you have a pipe on this pipe like a little big man.’

            
               Manders laughs, uncomfortably.

            

            Helen   And he gave you his pipe?

            Osvald   Now people might say – and they’d be right, probably, to say that five years old is an early start to a tobacco-smoking life, but –

            Helen   I think you’ve dreamt this up –

            Osvald   No.

            Father never bothered himself with … norms or … societal whatever-you-wanna-call-it, codes …

            He did what the moment told him to do and served society all the better for it, the Pastor knows what I’m talking about, I think.

            Manders   I, recall …

            Osvald   A natural warmth that … made anything natural.

            Helen   And what happened then?

            Osvald   When? 

            Helen   Well, with this pipe in your mouth, at four years old –

            Osvald   Oh then.

            Well, I took in one big gulp.

            And then I threw up on his shoes.

            Helen   Oh, Ossie.

            Osvald   And he laughed. I think I laughed.

            Helen   You can’t remember that far back anyhow.

            Osvald   You were crying, Mother, when you the saw the state of me.

            Manders   The Captain was always the joker.

            Osvald   The Captain. Eccentric, true, and God love him for it, he put his name to some good and useful things around this dark old place … and never lived to see the fruits.

            Manders   You’re in big shoes, Osvald.

            Osvald   (in agreement) You know?

            Manders   You should take it as inspiration now, to walk in them.

            Osvald   When the time comes.

            Manders   You’ll be pleased, any rate, to be here for him tomorrow.

            Osvald   I am.

            Helen   And then I get to keep him for so long and that’s the nicest thing of all.

            Manders   Up for the whole winter?

            Osvald   Maybe longer. It’s good to be home. 

            Helen   Isn’t it just?

            Manders   You went out early into the world.

            Osvald   Too early I think, sometimes.

            Helen   Oh, what are you talking about, it does a bright boy good. Especially an only child. Can’t be kept at home, and spoilt. By too much Mummy and Daddy.

            Manders   Well, I think there are those who would question that, Mrs Alving. What better place is there for a child than at home?

            Osvald   I’m with the Pastor there.

            Manders   Take your own boy here. Shall we talk about him to his face? I don’t think he’s shy.

            You sent him off, and what then? What have the consequences been for young Oswald, a man of twentyseven who’s never known a proper home.

            Osvald   Well – whoa – okay, that’s – Hmm.

            Manders   Well, I thought since you were young you’d moved mostly in artistic … circles.

            Osvald   ‘Artistic … circles’, er, yes, yes that’s true.

            Manders   And mostly with younger artists.

            Osvald   Sometimes.

            Manders   And most of these people – stop me if I’m wrong – I thought that most of these people … couldn’t afford to marry or … or have a home, or family.

            Osvald   That is true, of a lot of them, yes.
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