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THE LADY FROM THE SEA



























Act One








Stage left, Doctor Wangel’s house, a large veranda with a roof.


Downstage, a garden surrounding the house.


A flagpole beneath the veranda.


An arbour, stage right of garden, with table and chairs.


Upstage, a hedge with a small gate.


A path along the shore, beneath the hedge.


Trees along the path.


In the distance through the trees the fjord, high mountain peaks and ranges can be seen.


A warm, brilliantly clear summer’s morning.


 


Ballested is middle-aged and wears an old velvet jacket.


His artist’s hat is wide brimmed.


He stands beneath the flagpole, busying himself with the line. The flag lies on the ground.


An easel with a canvas on it stands at a little distance from him. Brushes, a palette and a paint box lie on a nearby camping stool.


 


Bolette Wangel enters the veranda through the open door leading from the conservatory.


She carries a big vase of flowers and places it on the table.




Bolette   Ballested, tell me – how are you progressing?


Ballested   Grand indeed, thank you, Miss Wangel. Nothing to it really. Can I enquire if you’re expecting folk today?


Bolette   Yes, Mr Arnholm, this morning. He came to town last night.


Ballested   Arnholm? Arnholm, yes, that’s the man was a tutor here years back.


Bolette   The very man.


Ballested   So, the wanderer returns.


Bolette   That’s why we’re raising the flag.


Ballested   Very good, very shipshape.




Bolette exits to the conservatory.


Lyngstrand appears on the path stage right.


He stops, curious to see the paints and easel.







A thin young man of delicate appearance, he is shabbily but decently dressed.


He is outside by the hedge.





Lyngstrand   Good morning.


Ballested   What?




He turns around.





Good morning.




He hoists the flag.





Up she goes and there she blows.




He secures the line and busies himself with the easel.





How are you, sir? I’ve not had the pleasure –


Lyngstrand   I believe that you’re a painter.


Ballested   So you can see. Do you think I shouldn’t be?


Lyngstrand   No – no. May I come in, please, for a moment?


Ballested   Do you want to come in and sneak a peep?


Lyngstrand   Very much.


Ballested   Not much to see as yet, but come nearer, please. 


Lyngstrand   Thank you.




He enters through the gates.


Ballested paints.





Ballested   The fjord – that’s what I’m trying to … between those islands.


Lyngstrand   I see that.


Ballested   Nobody’s in it yet. In this town you can’t find a model for love nor money.


Lyngstrand   Somebody will be in the painting?


Ballested   Right there, on the rock, in the foreground there’ll be a mermaid, gasping for life.


Lyngstrand   Why gasping for life?


Ballested   She can’t get back to the sea again, she’s lost her way. That’s why she’s dying in the thin water, you see.


Lyngstrand   I see.


Ballested   The woman who lives in the house here, she put a painting like that in my head.


Lyngstrand   What will you call it, when the painting’s finished?


Ballested   ‘The Mermaid’s Dying Breath’, that’s what.


Lyngstrand   Perfect. Very successful, I think.




Ballested looks at him.





Ballested   Are you a man after my own heart?


Lyngstrand   You mean, a painter?


Ballested   I do.


Lyngstrand   I’m not. I do want to be a sculptor, though. My name is Hans Lyngstrand –


Ballested   – who wants to be a sculptor. A fine art, a beautiful art, sculpting, right enough. I’ve passed you a few times in the street. Have you been long with us?


Lyngstrand   A fortnight, that’s all. I want to see if I can stay the summer.


Ballested   And maybe enjoy the sea bathing?


Lyngstrand   I want to get my strength back.


Ballested   Not too fragile, are you?


Lyngstrand   Fragile – yes, I suppose. Nothing dangerous. My chest – shortage of air – once in a while.


Ballested   Nothing serious – nothing at all. All the same, see a good doctor.


Lyngstrand   Dr Wangel – I was going to ask him, if I got the chance.


Ballested   Do.




He looks stage left.





There’s another steamer. Packed with passengers. They’re coming here in their hordes the past few years.


Lyngstrand   I’ve noticed the amount of traffic.


Ballested   The place is black with people who stay for the whole summer. I worry our town will be lost to all these strangers.


Lyngstrand   Were you born in this town?


Ballested   No. But I’ve grown accala— acclimatised. I’m tied to the place, so long living here.


Lyngstrand   How long?


Ballested   Seventeen, eighteen years. I came with a theatre company. Skibe’s. We ran into difficulties – shortage of spondulas. Our revels had ended and so we dissolved into air, scattered to the four winds.


Lyngstrand   You stayed on?


Ballested   I stayed on. And I did rather nicely. Back then I could turn my hand to the decorating business, if you follow.




Bolette enters with a rocking chair and places it on the veranda.


She speaks to someone in the conservatory.





Bolette   That fancy footstool, the embroidered one, Hilde – see if you can find it for Father.


Lyngstrand   Miss Wangel, good morning.




Bolette by the railings.





Bolette   Oh you, Mr Lyngstrand, is it you? Good morning. I just have to – excuse me –




She goes inside.





Ballested   You know the family here?


Lyngstrand   Not exactly. I’ve met Miss Wangel outside of here a few times. The last time there was music playing at The View, I had a little conversation with Mrs Wangel. She said I was welcome to call.


Ballested   You should – they may be worth getting to know.


Lyngstrand   I want to pay a visit. Pay my respects, as they say. If I just could find some excuse –


Ballested   Excuse? What do you mean –?




He looks stage left.





Christ … Christ –




He gathers his things together.





The boat’s nearly at the quay. I’ve to get to the hotel. Some of the new arrivals might require me. I double as barber for the gents and hairdresser for the ladies.


Lyngstrand   You can turn your hand to a fair few trades.


Ballested   All down to knowing how to accala—acclimatise to several professions in these little towns. Should you ever run short of any hair products – a little pomade or what have you – ask for Ballested, the dancing master.


Lyngstrand   Dancing master –?


Ballested   Chairman of the Music Society, horn section. We give a concert tonight at The View. I exit, I exit.




He goes through the garden gate with his painting materials.


Hilde enters with the footstool.


Bolette brings more flowers.


Lyngstrand greets Hilde in the garden.


At the hedge Hilde ignores the greeting.





Hilde   Bolette said you risked stepping inside today.


Lyngstrand   I did take that liberty.


Hilde   Out for your morning constitutional?


Lyngstrand   Not a long walk today, no.


Hilde   A swim?


Lyngstrand   I was in the water for a little time. I saw your mother there. She went into her bathing hut.


Hilde   Who?


Lyngstrand   Your mother.


Hilde   My mother.




She puts the stool in front of the rocking chair.


Bolette speaks as if to interrupt.





Bolette   Did you see any sign of Father’s boat?


Lyngstrand   I glimpsed a sailboat going this way.


Bolette   Father, probably. Been visiting patients on the islands.




She busies herself with something at the table.


He takes one step up the stairs to the veranda.





Lyngstrand   All those flowers – it looks wonderful –


Bolette   It looks well, doesn’t it?


Lyngstrand   It looks perfect. This must be a special day in this house.


Hilde   It is – it is.


Lyngstrand   I should have guessed. Your father’s birthday, yes?




Bolette shoots a warning glance at Hilde.


She ignores her.





Hilde   Mother’s, my mother’s.


Lyngstrand   I see – your mother’s.




Bolette speaks crossly under her breath.





Bolette   Hilde –




Hilde does likewise.





Hilde   Bolette.




She turns to Lyngstrand.





Going home for lunch now, I suppose?




He steps down from the stairs.








Lyngstrand   I better have a bite of something.


Hilde   They feed you plenty up at the hotel?


Lyngstrand   I’m not staying there now. Too dear for me.


Hilde   Where are you now?


Lyngstrand   Mrs Jensen’s.


Hilde   Which Mrs Jensen?


Lyngstrand   The midwife.


Hilde   Mr Lyngstrand – I have other things to do – really – Excuse me –


Lyngstrand   I shouldn’t have said that.


Hilde   Said what?


Lyngstrand   What I said.




She eyes him and answers gracelessly.





Hilde   You leave me quite in the dark.


Lyngstrand   No, yes, I’ll say goodbye to you and goodbye to Miss Wangel for now.




Bolette goes to the steps.





Bolette   Goodbye, Mr Lyngstrand. Goodbye. Excuse me, please, today. Another day, when you have more time – do drop in and say hello to Father and – and – all of us.


Lyngstrand   I will, thank you, do that, so much, certainly.




He leaves through the garden gate.


As he goes down the path he waves yet again towards the veranda.


Hilde speaks half aloud.





Hilde   Adieu, monsieur. Give a French one from me to Maman Jensen.




Bolette shakes her arm and speaks quietly.





Bolette   Hilde, you brat. Have you lost your reason? He could easily have heard.


Hilde   And I am supposed to give a damn? Right.




Bolette looks stage right.





Bolette   Father’s here.




Dr Wangel, in travelling clothes, carrying a small bag, appears on the path stage right.





Wangel   Girls, I’m back.




He comes through the garden gate.


The girls go to meet him.





Bolette   You’re back – good.


Hilde   Have you taken the day off work, Father?


Wangel   I’ve to go to the surgery for a while. Has Arnholm arrived, do you know?


Bolette   I don’t. He’ll call this morning, I’m sure.


Wangel   Of course he will.




Hilde tugs at him.





Hilde   Father, look.




He looks towards the veranda.





Wangel   Well, darling, this looks very pretty.


Bolette   We’ve made it look lovely, haven’t we?


Wangel   You have, yes. Are we – are we alone in the house now?


Hilde   She’s gone to –




Bolette interrupts quickly.








Bolette   Mother’s gone for a swim.




He looks kindly at Bolette and taps her head.


He says a little hesitatingly:





Wangel   Do we need all of this out here for the whole day, darlings? The flag and everything?




Bolette blinks and nods to him.





Bolette   We did this for Mr Arnholm, you must know that. When such a good friend comes to see you –




Hilde smiles and shakes his arm.





Hilde   Imagine, Father, he used to tutor Bolette.




He answers with a half-smile.





Wangel   You two are vixens. Dear God – well, it’s only human we remember her, even if she’s no longer with us. All the same. Hilde –




He puts his bag down.





Take this to the surgery. Girls, I’m not keen on this. The way this happens every year. What can I say? There’s no other way, I suppose.




About to exit the garden, stage left, Hilde stops, turns and points.





Hilde   Look – that gentleman. I think it’s Mr Arnholm.


Bolette   That one?




She laughs.





That old man –? You are joking – Arnholm?


Wangel   Wait, darling, I think he is – he certainly is.




Bolette is quietly stunned.





Bolette   Dear God, I think he is – yes.




Arnholm enters through the path stage left.


He wears elegant morning clothes and gold-rimmed spectacles, and is carrying a slim case.


He appears to be a little out of breath.


He looks into the garden, greets everyone and enters through the garden gate.


Wangel goes to greet him.





Wangel   Arnholm, my dear fellow, welcome – warm welcome back to your old haunt.


Arnholm   Thank you, Dr Wangel, so very much, thank you.




They shake hands and walk together across the garden.





The children, they’re here!




He stretches out his hands and looks at them.





I barely recognise these two.


Wangel   I can believe that.


Arnholm   Bolette a little – Yes, I would have known Bolette.


Wangel   She’s changed, surely. It must be eight or nine years since you last set eyes on her. So many changes since then.




Arnholm looks around.





Arnholm   No, to be honest, I don’t think so. Apart from the trees. They’ve shot up. That arbour – you’ve built that there –


Wangel   That’s only on the outside –




Arnholm smiles.





Arnholm   Now of course you have two daughters ready to get married.


Wangel   Only one of them is ready for that.




Hilde speaks half aloud.





Hilde   Hark at Father.


Wangel   Please, let’s sit down on the veranda. It’s cooler than here.


Arnholm   Thank you, dear Doctor. Thank you.




They go to the veranda.


Dr Wangel gives Arnholm the rocking chair.





Wangel   Sit and rest yourself. You look worn out after your journey.


Arnholm   I’m fine, fine. When I’m in this place –




Bolette speaks to Wangel.





Bolette   Shall we fetch some soda water and juice out into the conservatory? It will soon be roasting out here.


Wangel   Do that, girls, please. Soda water, juice, and a little brandy maybe.


Bolette   Brandy as well?


Wangel   A little. Someone might feel like it.


Bolette   As you wish. Hilde, take Father’s bag into the surgery.




Bolette enters the conservatory and closes the door behind her.


Hilde takes the bag and goes through the garden behind the house stage left.


Arnholm has been following Bolette with his eyes.





Arnholm   It’s wonderful – they’ve grown into two marvellous girls.




Wangel sits down.





Wangel   Don’t you think so?


Arnholm   Bolette is a surprise. And Hilde as well. But Doctor, how are you? Are you intending to spend the rest of your life here?


Wangel   That’s right. Born and bred here, I was, as they say. I was so happy, living here with her. Happy beyond words. She left us so soon. You knew her, Arnholm, when you were here last.


Arnholm   I did – yes.


Wangel   And now I’m living here with my – my second wife. And I am happy. Fate’s smiled on me, I have to say, by and large.


Arnholm   Your second marriage – no children?


Wangel   A little boy. We had him two, two and a half years ago. We didn’t get long to keep him. He died when he was four … he was five months old.


Arnholm   Is your wife at home today?


Wangel   She’ll be home soon, yes. She’s gone down to swim. Every day she does that. No matter the weather.


Arnholm   Is there something wrong with her?


Wangel   Wrong? No, not wrong. She’s been nervous – strange – she’s been that these past few years. Now and then, sometimes. What’s actually wrong with her – that I can’t find out. She loves to swim in the sea – that’s her real joy.


Arnholm   I remember that.




Wangel gives an almost imperceptible smile.





Wangel   Yes. You knew Ellida when you taught out at Skjoldviken.


Arnholm   I did. She would often visit the parsonage. I met her quite often when I went to visit her father at the lighthouse.


Wangel   The time she spent there affected her deeply. That’s for sure. Nobody in this town can make head or tail of her. They call her the Lady from the Sea.


Arnholm   They do?


Wangel   Yes. That’s why … Remind her of the old days, talk about them, dear fellow. It will do her a lot of good.




Arnholm looks at him with doubt.





Arnholm   You think so?


Wangel   Yes.


Arnholm   And you have reasons –


Wangel   I have.




Ellida’s voice can be heard offstage right from the garden.





Ellida   Wangel, are you there?




He gets up.





Wangel   I am, dear.




Mrs Ellida Wangel, wrapped in a big shawl, her hair wet, tumbling loosely over her shoulders, appears in between the trees by the arbour.


Arnholm gets up.


Wangel smiles and stretches out his hands towards her.





The mermaid returns, look.




Ellida hurries to the veranda and clasps his hands.





Ellida   Thank God I set eyes on you again. When did you come home?


Wangel   Just now. A while ago.




He gestures towards Arnholm.





But won’t you greet an old friend?




She offers Arnholm her hand.





Ellida   There you are. Welcome. I’m sorry I was not here –


Arnholm   Don’t mention that, don’t trouble yourself –


Wangel   How was the water today? Powerful?


Ellida   Powerful? God knows, the water is never like that here. Neither warm nor cold and never moving. Christ – the water here in the fjords is diseased.


Arnholm   Diseased?


Ellida   Yes, it is diseased. And I think it infects the people as well.




Wangel smiles.





Wangel   You’re certainly praising our bathing amenities to the skies.


Arnholm   Mrs Wangel, I think it’s you who has a special contact with the sea and everything it touches.


Ellida   I nearly believe that myself, yes. That is possible. Have you seen how lovely the girls decorated this place? That’s all for you, all in your honour.




Wangel is embarrassed.





Wangel   Well –




He glances at this watch.





I really have to –


Arnholm   In my honour – really, is it?


Ellida   It must be, We don’t do the place up like this every day. God, the heat – the heat under this roof – cannot breathe –




She goes down into the garden.





Down here, come on – at least a bit of air here.




She sits down in the arbour.


Arnholm joins her.





Arnholm   Do you know, I think the air here is quite fresh.


Ellida   You live in the city, you breathe pure filth. The summers are disgusting there.




Wangel has also gone into the arbour.





Wangel   Ellida, excuse me, dear, but you’ll have to entertain our good friend on your own for a while.


Ellida   You’re going to work?


Wangel   The surgery, yes. Then I’ll have to change. I won’t be long –




Arnholm sits down in the arbour.





Arnholm   Don’t hurry, dear Doctor. We’ll know how to pass the time, your wife and myself.




Wangel nods.





Wangel   You do, I’m sure. I’ll see you very soon.




He exits through the garden, stage left.


There is a short silence.





Ellida   It’s soothing here, isn’t it?


Arnholm   Soothing – yes, I think so.


Ellida   They call this arbour my arbour. I had it built. No, Wangel – he had it built for me.


Arnholm   This is where you always sit?


Ellida   Most of the day, yes, this is where I sit.


Arnholm   With the girls, I presume?


Ellida   No, the girls – they remain on the veranda.


Arnholm   And Wangel himself?


Ellida   He comes and goes, does Wangel. I look and he’s with me, then he’s gone and with the children.


Arnholm   That is how you want it?


Ellida   I think that contents all the parties involved. We can call across to each other – that’s if we can think up something to say.




Arnholm speaks thoughtfully after a brief silence.





Arnholm   The last time I was in your old hunting ground, out at Skjoldviken – a long time ago –


Ellida   Ten years more or less since you set foot there.


Arnholm   About that. When I remember you out in that lighthouse … The Pagan – that’s what the old priest called you. Your father had you baptised with the name of a ship, not an honest Christian –


Ellida   Yes, what is your point?


Arnholm   I would never ever have imagined meeting you again here as Mrs Wangel.


Ellida   Wangel had not then been … The mother of his children was still alive. Their real mother –


Arnholm   Yes, of course. Yes, of course. But if that had not been the case – if he had been free even then – I would never have imagined that this would happen.


Ellida   Me neither. Never, ever, ever – back then.


Arnholm   Wangel is a good man. Very decent. Very, very good and kind to everyone –




She speaks with warm affection.





Ellida   He is that, for sure.


Arnholm   But I’d imagine he is different from you, absolutely different.


Ellida   He is. You’re right.


Arnholm   So what happened? How did it happen?


Ellida   Don’t ask me that, my dear Arnholm. I can’t explain these things to you. Even if I could, you – It would be beyond you – beyond what you can come near to understand – you would know nothing about it.


Arnholm   What …?




He grows more subdued.





Have you ever spoken to your husband about me? About that sad proposal I made?


Ellida   What are you thinking of? Not a word to him. I’ve not spoken about that subject.


Arnholm   I’m delighted. I felt ill just thinking about –


Ellida   You needn’t. I told him I was terribly fond of you – you were the best and most honest friend I had out there.


Arnholm   Thank you. Just tell me this. You never wrote after I left. Why?


Ellida   I thought it would pain you to hear from someone who couldn’t give you the answer you wanted. I would just be causing more embarrassment.


Arnholm   You may be right there.




He looks at her and smiles with a half-reproach.





Ellida   Why did you yourself never write?


Arnholm   Me? Start the whole scenario again? Have you suspect I might want to rekindle that old flame? After such a rejection that I was given?


Ellida   I understand that. No. Have you never thought of another –?


Arnholm   Never. I am married to my memories.




Ellida half jokes.





Ellida   Let them go – sad, old things. Try to be happy, get wed.


Arnholm   It will have to happen soon, Mrs Wangel. Remember I’m over thirty-seven, I’m ashamed to say.


Ellida   All the more reason to get a move on.




She is silent for a while and then, with a lowered voice, says earnestly:





I want to tell you something I could not have told you then, even if my whole life depended on it.


Arnholm   What?


Ellida   The proposal you made – I gave you the only answer I could.


Arnholm   I know. We could be good friends, no more. I know that.


Ellida   You didn’t know my head, my mind, brain were somewhere else at that time.


Arnholm   That time?


Ellida   Yes – yes.


Arnholm   Not possible. You’re wrong there. I believe you barely knew Wangel –


Ellida   I’m not talking about Wangel.


Arnholm   No? In Skjoldviken there was not a soul I recall – not one I can imagine you attached yourself to.


Ellida   I understand that. No. Mad, insane, the whole thing, totally.


Arnholm   More – let me hear more.


Ellida   Enough for you to know that I was tied then. Now you do.


Arnholm   If you hadn’t been tied?


Ellida   What then?


Arnholm   Would your answer have been different –?


Ellida   How can I know? Wangel asked, and the answer was different.


Arnholm   Then what’s the point of telling me you were tied?




She gets up as if scared and uneasy.





Ellida   Because I have to tell someone. Please, no, remain seated, sit.


Arnholm   Your husband knows nothing about this?


Ellida   At the beginning I confessed my mind had loved another. He didn’t ask to know more. We’ve never breathed a word about it since. Madness, that’s all, nothing else. And we soon went our separate ways. I say we did, but maybe … No, we did –


Arnholm   Not go separate ways? Not entirely?


Ellida   Yes. Sweet God, Arnholm, it’s not at all what you think. It is beyond – beyond – beyond – beyond. I can’t – don’t know how to tell you. You’d think I was not well. That I was not well at all, sick in the head.


Arnholm   Tell me the whole truth – you have to, Mrs Wangel. Please, my dear.


Ellida   All right. I’ll do my best. But you’re a solid man, how on earth can you understand that –?




She looks up and breaks off.





Wait. Visitors.




Lyngstrand enters on the path stage left and goes into the garden.


He has a flower in his buttonhole and carries a big, beautiful bouquet wrapped in paper and tied with silk ribbons.


He stops, hesitating, a little uncertain, by the veranda.


Ellida goes to the front of the arbour.





Looking for the girls, Mr Lyngstrand?




He turns around.





Lyngstrand   Mrs Wangel, is that you?




He greets her and steps closer.





I’m not. Not the young ladies. I’m looking for you, Mrs Wangel. You did say I could visit you –


Ellida   I did indeed. You are always welcome here.


Lyngstrand   Thank you. And I happened by chance to discover there’s a celebration here today –


Ellida   You know about that?


Lyngstrand   Yes. That’s why I take the liberty, Mrs Wangel –




He bows and presents her with the flowers.


She smiles.







Ellida   Mr Lyngstrand, wouldn’t it be better if you hand your beautiful flowers to Mr Arnholm himself? After all, he –


Lyngstrand   I’m sorry?




He looks at them both uncertainly.





I don’t know this gentleman. I’m just – I’m here in honour of your birthday, Mrs Wangel.


Ellida   Birthday? You’re mistaken, Mr Lyngstrand. No birthdays in this house today.




Lyngstrand smiles knowingly.





Lyngstrand   I see. I didn’t think it was a secret.


Ellida   You see what?


Lyngstrand   That it’s your birthday.


Ellida   Mine?




Arnholm looks at her curiously.





Arnholm   Surely not – today?


Ellida   Where did you get this idea?


Lyngstrand   Miss Hilde let it slip. I dropped in this morning. I asked the ladies why all the flowers and flags –


Ellida   And?


Lyngstrand   And Miss Hilde replied, ‘Today is Mother’s – birthday.’


Ellida   Mother’s. Yes.




Arnholm and Ellida look at each other, understanding.





Arnholm   Mrs Wangel, this young man knows about it –


Ellida   Yes, you do know about –




Lyngstrand presents the flowers again.





Lyngstrand   May I congratulate –


Ellida   Thank you, Mr Lyngstrand. Do sit down with us.




They sit in the arbour.





My birthday – all this was meant to be kept secret, Mr Arnholm.


Arnholm   Absolutely. Not for us who weren’t in the know.


Ellida   Not for those who weren’t in the know. Exactly.




She puts the bouquet on the table.





Lyngstrand   I won’t say a word to a living soul.


Ellida   I didn’t mean it like that. But how are you? You’re looking healthier than you did – I really think so.


Lyngstrand   Yes, I believe things are taking a turn for the better. Next year, I may be travelling south –


Ellida   The girls say you will be.


Lyngstrand   I’ve got a patron in Bergen, he takes care of me. He’s promised he’ll help me next year.


Ellida   How did you chance on him?


Lyngstrand   Pure luck. It so happened I worked on one of his ships.


Ellida   You did? So you were tied to the sea –


Lyngstrand   Not remotely. My mother died and my father wanted me out of the house. He made me go to sea. We got shipwrecked in the English Channel when we were coming home. And that was a bit of good fortune for me.


Arnholm   How?


Lyngstrand   I got ill because of that. The sickness in my chest. Before I was rescued, I was in the water for an age – it was pure ice. I had to abandon the sea. But as I said, good fortune.


Arnholm   You think that?


Lyngstrand   I do. My chest is not that bad – it’s not. Now I can become a sculptor. What I’ve always really wanted. Imagine feeling that fantastic clay, shaping it with your fingers, and it moulds, all fragile.


Ellida   Sculpt what? Men and women, carved by the sea? Old Vikings –


Lyngstrand   No – nothing at all like that. As soon as I get the chance, I’m going to create a really great … great work of art. Big. Very big. They call it a composition.


Ellida   I follow. Composition. It means –


Lyngstrand   Something I have felt myself.


Arnholm   Yes, stick to what you know.


Ellida   Which is?


Lyngstrand   A young sailor’s wife, lying there, I imagine her sleeping and it’s a strange sleep, it brings no rest. She’s dreaming. I can’t carve it so you can see she is dreaming.


Arnholm   You need something more, don’t you?


Lyngstrand   Yes, something – someone else. A ghost of some kind. Her husband, and she has not been faithful while he was away. He has drowned –


Arnholm   You’re saying –


Lyngstrand   In the sea.


Ellida   Drowned?


Lyngstrand   During a voyage, yes, he drowned. The mystery is that he’s come home all the same. He stands looking at her – the bed. Stands there, drenched, pouring water, like a man hauled out of the sea.




Ellida leans back in her chair.





Ellida   Perfectly – perfectly strange.




She closes her eyes.





I can see it – see it clearly.


Arnholm   For God’s sake, Mr – you said it had to be something you’ve known and felt.


Lyngstrand   But I have. In my own way.


Arnholm   Known a dead man live –


Lyngstrand   No – that’s not what I mean, I’m not speaking –




Ellida is alert and tense.





Ellida   Everything you know, the whole story, I must hear it, tell me.




Arnholm smiles.





Arnholm   This is your territory – something that concerns the sea.


Ellida   What happened, Mr Lyngstrand?


Lyngstrand   This. The brig was set to sail from a town called Halifax and we had to leave the boatswain behind in hospital. So we hired an American in his place. The new man –


Ellida   The American?


Lyngstrand   The same – he borrowed a pile of old newspapers from the Captain one day. He went through each one like a dog with a bone. Said he wanted to teach himself Norwegian.
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