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widow of Captain (and Chamberlain) Alving
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her son, a painter
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Engstrand


a carpenter


Regine Engstrand
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Act One








A large garden room. There is a door on the left-hand wall and two doors on the right-hand wall. There is a circular table with chairs around it in the middle of the room. On the table are books, magazines, newspapers. There is a window to the left. Next to it is a small sofa with a work table in front of it. The room extends back into an open, smaller conservatory with glass walls and large windows. A door on the right-hand side of this conservatory leads down to the garden. Beyond the glass walls a gloomy fjord landscape can only just be made out, veiled by steady rain. Engstrand, a carpenter, stands by the garden door. His left leg is crooked, and a built-up wooden sole is attached to his boot. Regine, holding an empty flower-spray pump, stands between him and his coming in.




Regine   (lowering her voice) What do you want? Don’t come in. You’re soaked.


Engstrand   Soaked, yes, by the Lord’s rain, my child.


Regine   It’s the devil’s rain is what it is.


Engstrand   Is it?




Engstrand limps a few steps into the living room.





I wanted to talk to you about something.


Regine   Don’t drag your foot around. The young master is asleep upstairs.


Engstrand   What’s he doing in bed? It’s the afternoon.


Regine   That’s none of your concern.





Engstrand   I got myself into a pretty … fragile state last night.


Regine   Doesn’t surprise me.


Engstrand   We are delicate creatures, my child, people, delicate …


Regine   Some of us are.


Engstrand   Temptation is manifold … but despite a profound hangover, as God is my witness, I turned up for work. Half past five this morning.


Regine   Good. I’m happy for you. You’d best be getting on. I can’t stand here tête-à-tête-ing with you.


Engstrand   What?


Regine   Go. Now.


Engstrand   (taking a few steps closer) The schoolhouse will be finished this afternoon. I’ll be getting the steamer back to town tonight.


Regine   (mutters) Well, bon voyage.


Engstrand   Thanks … There’s the opening of the orphanage tomorrow. The drink’ll be out. I’m not taking that risk. Proper society do. Pastor Manders’ll be there.


Regine   He’s calling here today.


Engstrand   I refuse to let myself down in front of him. Do you see?


Regine   Of course I see.


Engstrand   What?


Regine   (looking at him knowingly) Which scam are you trying to get him involved with this time?


Engstrand   Be quiet, you madwoman. Scam? Me? You think I’d try to involve the Pastor with anything untoward? After all he’s done for me? Look. I’m going back. To town. Tonight.


Regine   That’s grand.


Engstrand   I want you to come and live with me, Regine.


Regine   What did you just say?


Engstrand   Live with me.


Regine   What? God no.


Engstrand   And why not?


Regine   Mrs Alving has brought me up here as if I were family. You think I’d leave? And live in that hovel you call home? Hell no.


Engstrand   Is that any way to speak to your father?


Regine   You’re only my father when it suits you.


Engstrand   That was just the drink talking that time. It wasn’t real …


Regine   I don’t suppose the shouting was real either? Or your calling me a cold bitch?


Engstrand   I would never call you that.


Regine   Except that you did. I remember. You don’t. Why would you?


Engstrand   I am … weak … and I have been … cruel. Drink is a powerful force, you know.


Regine   Is it?


Engstrand   What with your mother … I drank to survive. She was so self-righteous. (Mimics.) ‘Take your hands off me, Engstrand! Don’t touch me! Didn’t I serve Chamberlain Alving at Rosenvold for three years, that is who you’re touching!’ Jesus Christ, she could never let it go, that the Captain had been made Chamberlain while she was here. 


Regine   You didn’t have to listen to her for long. Ma couldn’t wait to die, the way you treated her.


Engstrand   It was all my fault, was it?


Regine   (turns away, barely audible) Oh Christ, that leg …


Engstrand   What? What?


Regine   Pied de mouton.


Engstrand   Speak in English.


Regine   I was.


Engstrand   You’ve had a proper education here. And that will serve you well now.




A brief silence.





Regine   Why would you want me there with you, anyway?


Engstrand   How can you ask that? Why would a father want to live with his only child? Especially when that man has no one, nothing?


Regine   I want the truth. Why?


Engstrand   I just said why … although, actually … I have been thinking of a new … project, you could call it.


Regine   One of your projects? I knew it …


Engstrand   The others were not fail-safe. This one is perfect. Bloody genius.


Regine   Don’t swear!


Engstrand   You’re right as ever. Always right. I’ve saved a bit while I was working on this new orphanage.


Regine   That’s grand.


Engstrand   There’s not much to spend it on round here, is there?





Regine   And your point is …?


Engstrand   I’m going to invest it. Make a little profit. I’m thinking of opening up a tavern for sailors.


Regine   You’re not serious?


Engstrand   A nice one, mind. Not shabby. For captains, officers. Class.


Regine   And you want me as bait …


Engstrand   To help out. Exactly. Decoration, you might call it. You wouldn’t have to lift a finger. You could arrange yourself any way you like.


Regine   Could I?


Engstrand   There’s got to be a woman there. Evenings, for a singalong and a dance. These poor men, Regine, they’ll have travelled from all over the world. They’ll be tired. Don’t let an opportunity like this pass you by. So she bought you a fine education? You can’t put it to any use. Not here. You’ll just be wet nurse to a load of screaming orphans. Is that what you want? To go grey before you’re thirty? Rinsing out soiled nappies?


Regine   That’s not my plan, no. If you must know, I’m … waiting.


Engstrand   For what?


Regine   For nothing. How much money have you saved?


Engstrand   Seven … eight hundred kroner.


Regine   That’s quite a bit.


Engstrand   It’s enough.


Regine   Any of it coming my way?


Engstrand   No.





Regine   No. Not for a dress, even … or a –


Engstrand   Live with me and you’ll have as many dresses as you like.


Regine   Keep your money. I don’t need it.


Engstrand   A father is what you need. There’s a house for sale in Little Harbour Street. It’s a good price and the sailors would flock there.


Regine   I don’t want to live with you! I don’t want to be associated with you in any way. Now go!


Engstrand   I’m not talking about for ever here! Come on, girl. You’ve to play the right game. You’re all grown up now. You’re … attractive.


Regine   Am I?


Engstrand   An officer would snap you up in no time. Maybe even a captain.


Regine   I don’t want to marry a sailor. They have no savoir vivre.


Engstrand   No what?


Regine   I’ve no desire to be a matelot’s missus.


Engstrand   You wouldn’t have to marry him. He’d keep you is all. That Englishman. The one with the yacht. He paid six hundred kroner for her and she was no better looking than you are.


Regine   (going towards him) Get out!


Engstrand   You wouldn’t hit your own father, would you?


Regine   If you say one more word about my mother then yes, I will. Now get out! Out!




She drives him towards the garden door.





And don’t you dare slam the doors! Mr Alving …





Engstrand   I know, I know. He’s sleeping like a baby. You’re incredibly attentive to young Mr Alving … (Almost laughs to himself.) Oh I see … it’s him that you’ve set your –


Regine   Just go, would you? You’re vile! No, not that way. Pastor Manders is coming … Kitchen stairs, out.


Engstrand   I go … I’m going. Ask him, the Pastor. The debt that a child owes their father. It’s recorded, in the parish record! In ink!




He exits through the second door, which Regine has opened and which she closes after him. Regine checks herself in the mirror, fans herself with her handkerchief and adjusts her collar. Now she starts to arrange the flowers. Pastor Manders enters the conservatory through the garden door. He wears an overcoat, carries an umbrella, and has a small travelling bag strapped over his shoulder.





Pastor Manders   Good morning, Miss Engstrand.




Regine turns around, apparently surprised and delighted.





Regine   Pastor Manders! Good morning! Is the steamer in already?


Pastor   Manders It is.




He enters the garden room.





The rain is rather daunting, isn’t it?


Regine   Good for the earth, though. A blessing for the farmers.


Pastor Manders   True. Townspeople are thoughtless. We never see past our own needs.




He starts to take off his overcoat.








Regine   I’ll take that for you. It’s soaked through. And your umbrella. I’ll put them out to dry.




She exits with his things through the second door on the right. Pastor Manders lets go of his travelling bag and places it and his hat on a chair. Regine returns.





Pastor Manders   It’s good to be out of the rain. How’s everything here?


Regine   Good, thank you.


Pastor Manders   Busy, I expect. For tomorrow.


Regine   There’s a lot to do.


Pastor Manders   Mrs Alving, is she at home?


Regine   She’s upstairs making cocoa for the young master.


Pastor Manders   They said that Osvald was here.


Regine   He arrived two days early.


Pastor Manders   And he’s well, is he?


Regine   Yes, thank you, he is. Tired, though. From the journey. Paris to here. On the train. He’s probably sleeping now. We might want to be just a bit …


Pastor Manders   Absolutely, we’ll be … shh.




Regine adjusts an armchair by the table.





Regine   Make yourself at home, Pastor.




He sits down. Regine places a footstool under his feet.





There we are. Are you comfortable now?


Pastor Manders   Thank you, thank you. This is perfect.




He studies Regine.





You look different … older than the last time I saw you, Miss Engstrand. You’ve … grown.





Regine   Maybe … Madam says I’m getting curves in all the right places.


Pastor Manders   Oh. Well. Yes. Perhaps. Very … becoming.




Pause.





Regine   I’ll go upstairs. Tell her you’re here.


Pastor Manders   There’s no rush. Thank you. Tell me, Regine, how has your father found working here?


Regine   He’s liked it, thank you, Pastor.


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


Regine   Yes, he loves your little chats.


Pastor Manders   Do you see much of him?


Regine   Yes, when I have the time.


Pastor Manders   Your father is vulnerable, Miss Engstrand. He needs firm guidance. A strong hand.


Regine   I suppose he does.


Pastor Manders   He was saying how he wants to be with people he loves and trusts.


Regine   I know. But I don’t think Mrs Alving would let me go – not now, with the new orphanage. I could never let her down, she’s been so good to me.


Pastor Manders   A daughter’s duty, though. What if we cleared it with your mistress?


Regine   At my age, though, to keep house for a bachelor, it wouldn’t be right.


Pastor Manders   But he’s your father …


Regine   If it was a nice house and a real gentleman –





Pastor Manders   Regine …


Regine   – someone I could look up to and almost be a daughter to –


Pastor Manders   Dear child …


Regine   – then I’d happily move into town. It’s awful quiet out here. And you must know what it feels like to be alone in the world. I’d like to be in service for someone like that, Pastor, I really would. Can you think of anyone?


Pastor Manders   No. I’m afraid not.


Regine   Well … let me know. If you do. Dear Pastor.




Pastor Manders gets up.





Pastor Manders   Yes. I will, Miss Engstrand.


Regine   If I could find a situation like that …


Pastor Manders   Would you be so kind as to call Mrs Alving now?


Regine   I will, Pastor.




Regine exits through the left-hand door. Pastor Manders walks up and down the room a few times. He stands and stares into the garden with his hands folded behind his back. He moves to the table, picks up a book and looks at the title page. He frowns and picks up a few more.





Pastor Manders   Well …




Mrs Alving enters through the door on the left. She is followed by Regine, who immediately exits through the nearest door on the right. Mrs Alving extends her hand towards Pastor Manders.





Mrs Alving   Welcome, Pastor.


Pastor Manders   Good day, Mrs Alving.





Mrs Alving   You’re punctual as ever.


Pastor Manders   It was a … feat to get away. Various boards … committees …


Mrs Alving   And you’re still on time. Heroic. We’ll get business over before lunch. Where are your bags?


Pastor Manders   They’re at the grocer’s. I’m stopping there tonight.




Mrs Alving suppresses a smile.





Mrs Alving   You still refuse to sleep under the same roof as me?


Pastor Manders   It’s very convenient for the steamer. It’s practically on the doorstep.


Mrs Alving   Absolutely. But I do think two veterans like us, we should be able to …


Pastor Manders   I know, it’s very funny. You’re in a good mood? … Osvald’s back. And you’ve your party tomorrow.


Mrs Alving   It’s two years since his last visit. It’s heavenly, having him back. And he’s promised he’ll stay the whole winter.


Pastor Manders   That’s splendid … And just as it should be, a son ought to spend time with his mother. Even when places such as Rome or Paris vie for his attention.


Mrs Alving   They’re wonderful. Exotic. But he misses me.


Pastor Manders   They say the life of the bohemian can change a person irreconcilably.


Mrs Alving   He’s the same as he ever was. Physically he’s different. You’ll see. He’s just having a nap. Sit down, won’t you, Pastor?





Pastor Manders   Thank you. Is this a good time to talk about …?


Mrs Alving   Perfect.




She sits down at the table.





Pastor Manders   Good. Let me show you these.




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





This first one is … Mrs Alving, what are these books doing here?


Mrs Alving   I’m reading them.


Pastor Manders   You’re not?


Mrs Alving   I am.


Pastor Manders   Do you think the ideas they explore make you a better person? Happier?


Mrs Alving   I feel more … secure, after I’ve read them.


Pastor Manders   Secure?


Mrs Alving   They confirm so many of the things that I think about. There’s actually nothing new in them, they’re simply a statement of what most people think and believe in. But most people don’t realise it, or they’re in denial.


Pastor Manders   Do you truly believe that most people –?


Mrs Alving   Yes, I do.


Pastor Manders   But not here? In this country?


Mrs Alving   Here? Absolutely.


Pastor Manders   Really, this is …


Mrs Alving   What do you object to in them?





Pastor Manders   What? You don’t imagine that I’ve ever read anything like that, do you?


Mrs Alving   So you’re condemning them without knowing what they’re about?


Pastor Manders   I’ve read critiques of them.


Mrs Alving   But your information is still second-hand, no?


Pastor Manders   In many situations we … rely on others. That is how the world operates, and it works rather well. Where would society be without such a system?


Mrs Alving   Perhaps.


Pastor Manders   I’m not denying their allure. Naturally you wish to know about the ideas which are bandied about in the worlds that your son inhabits. Has inhabited, for a long while. But …


Mrs Alving   But?


Pastor Manders   One doesn’t need to demonstrate it, Mrs Alving.


Mrs Alving   No.


Pastor Manders   When you decided to build this orphanage. You felt differently about spiritual matters then.


Mrs Alving   I did. So … the orphanage.


Pastor Manders   Yes, quite … All I’m saying is, to take care. Now. Business …




He opens a folder and takes out several documents.





Mrs Alving   Are those the papers?





Pastor Manders   Every one of them is approved. I had to push for that. The authorities would take for ever if they had it their way.




He leafs through the pile.





The deeds to Solvik Farm, Rosenvold Estate. The new dormitories are listed, as are the classrooms, staff quarters and the chapel. These are the statutes for the foundation. (Reads.) ‘The Articles of Association for the Orphanage, Captain Alving’s Memorial Home.’




Mrs Alving looks at the document for a long time.





Mrs Alving   So this is it.


Pastor Manders   I thought Captain, not Chamberlain. Sounds more like a man of the people, no?


Mrs Alving   Yes. Yes.


Pastor Manders   This is the account book for the interest-bearing capital. It’s a separate fund to cover the running costs of the orphanage.


Mrs Alving   Thank you. Can you keep all of this together for me?


Pastor Manders   I’d leave the money in the savings bank for the time being. Until the interest rate is better. Right now it’s four per cent at six months’ notice. When it improves we’ll find a good first mortgage, one that’s secure. Then we can go from there.


Mrs Alving   Yes.


Pastor Manders   I’ll keep an eye on the market. There’s something else.


Mrs Alving   Yes?


Pastor Manders   Insurance.





Mrs Alving   I’m going to have all of it insured.


Pastor Manders   Can we just talk about that for a moment?


Mrs Alving   Everything’s covered here. Property, livestock, crops.


Pastor Manders   Absolutely. On your own estate. I’m the same. But this is different. How can I put it? The orphanage is dedicated to God’s work.


Mrs Alving   It is. But …


Pastor Manders   As I say, I wouldn’t personally see a safeguard as offensive.


Mrs Alving   It’s practical …


Pastor Manders   Yes, but the people? What would be the feeling of those who are resolute that God will take care of his children?


Mrs Alving   Surely they’d feel –


Pastor Manders   I’m wondering if there isn’t a contingent who would be offended? Those who are bound to hold an opinion about it?


Mrs Alving   Namely …?


Pastor Manders   Those who we can’t afford to ignore.


Mrs Alving   There’s always a handful of extremists. I suppose they might take offence.


Pastor Manders   They would. Both here and in town. They’ll say that we doubt in God’s care.


Mrs Alving   But you know that you don’t.


Pastor Manders   If we insure then it may have an adverse effect on our work here.





Mrs Alving   If that’s the case we should perhaps –


Pastor Manders   The orphanage aims to benefit the town as well as this district. The council are hoping that it will shift some of the financial burden from their shoulders. I’ve been your adviser throughout. My fear is that the more radical amongst them will attach blame to me if –


Mrs Alving   That mustn’t happen.


Pastor Manders   And then the newspapers will have their jab at me.


Mrs Alving   We won’t give them the opportunity.


Pastor Manders   So you don’t want it insured?


Mrs Alving   No. We’ll leave it.




Pastor Manders reclines in his chair.





Pastor Manders   And if there was an accident? Would you be able to cover the cost?


Mrs Alving   No. No, I wouldn’t.


Pastor Manders   We must have faith that such an undertaking has God on its side. His especial protection.


Mrs Alving   Let’s hope so.


Pastor Manders   There we are then.




He notes it down.





Mrs Alving   It’s strange that you should mention this today. There was a fire there yesterday.


Pastor Manders   What?


Mrs Alving   No damage. Some wood shavings in the carpenter’s workshop caught alight.


Pastor Manders   In Engstrand’s barn?





Mrs Alving   Yes. He’s often careless with matches, apparently.


Pastor Manders   He’s a very distracted man. Thank God he’s finally living a blameless life.


Mrs Alving   Who told you that?


Pastor Manders   He did. He works very hard.


Mrs Alving   When he’s sober.


Pastor Manders   He only drinks to numb the pain. In his leg. The last time I saw him in town I was very touched. He came up to me and thanked me so effusively. Almost crying. Telling me how grateful he was that I’d found him a job here. He can spend proper time with Regine now.


Mrs Alving   He doesn’t see much of her.


Pastor Manders   Most days, he said.


Mrs Alving   Oh. Well … perhaps he does.


Pastor Manders   He needs someone near him when temptation strikes. He’s very open about his weaknesses, his faults … What if it was vital for him to have Regine home again …?




Mrs Alving gets up quickly.





Mrs Alving   Regine?!


Pastor Manders   Would you object to it?


Mrs Alving   Of course I would! Regine will be employed here at the orphanage.


Pastor Manders   He is her father …


Mrs Alving   He’s hasn’t got a paternal bone in his body. I won’t let her live with him. Never.







Pastor Manders gets up.





Pastor Manders   Don’t get upset. Please, my dear Mrs Alving. It’s actually rather sad. You’re wrong about Engstrand. It’s almost as though you were frightened …


Mrs Alving   I’ve brought Regine up. This is practically her home. (She listens.) Shh, let’s forget about it. (Her face lights up.) Listen! He’s coming down. Osvald.




Osvald Alving enters through the door on the left, smoking a large meerschaum pipe. He wears a light overcoat and holds his hat in his hand. He stops in the doorway.





Osvald   Oh, I’m sorry. I thought you were in the office.




He comes closer to them.





Good morning, Pastor.




Pastor Manders stares at Osvald.





Pastor Manders   Ah. How … That’s … incredible.


Mrs Alving   What do you think, Pastor Manders?


Pastor Manders   I … I … Is it really you?


Osvald   It is. The prodigal son.


Pastor Manders   But my dear young friend –


Osvald   The son, anyway.


Mrs Alving   Osvald was reminding me how you opposed his becoming a painter.


Pastor Manders   Things which we question at the time often prove to be …




He shakes Osvald’s hand.





Welcome. Welcome home, Osvald. May I call you by your Christian name?





Osvald   Of course. What else would you call me?


Pastor Manders   Good, good. What I wanted to say, Osvald. You mustn’t think that I am against art per se. I’m certain there are those who can retain their moral self whilst being an artist.


Osvald   Let’s hope so.


Mrs Alving   You’ve come through the art world as pure as when you entered it. Just look at him, Manders.




Osvald wanders across the floor.





Osvald   Yes, all right, Mother.


Pastor Manders   You’re making quite a name for yourself. I’ve followed the reviews. Very favourable. The last showing was a while back?


Osvald   (by the flowers) It’s a while since I last painted.
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