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Hauntings: Author’s Note


Hedda Tesman is a modern adaptation of Henrik Ibsen’s Hedda Gabler, from a literal translation by Anne-Marie Stanton-Ife. The idea was to create a piece of new writing held within Ibsen’s original play. Careful attention was paid to his structure, story, form, tone and symbolism. As a way of addressing developments in socio-political conditions for women since 1891, the ages and relationships of some of the characters have been changed.


An adaptation is a haunted thing. Hedda Tesman is perhaps more haunted than some. I think this is why the house in the play became a haunted house, lived in by a haunted woman. The past always surfaces, like a ghost.


I am thankful to Holly Race Roughan, without whom Hedda Tesman would and could not have been written.


C.L.







Characters


HEDDA TESMAN, born Gabler, early sixties


GEORGE TESMAN, Hedda’s husband, a historian, early sixties


BERTHA, a cleaner, mid-thirties


JULIE TESMAN, George’s aunt, mid-eighties


THEA TESMAN, Hedda and George’s daughter, late twenties


BRACK, Hedda and George’s friend, mid-sixties


ELIJAH, former student of George’s, early thirties


Scene


An isolated house, outside a university town.


Today, now.


Notes


The House indicates The House making itself known.


A forward slash (/) indicates an external interruption.


A dash (–) indicates an internal interruption.


An ellipsis (…) indicates a tailing-off.


This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




ACT ONE


A house. Dark. Sense of morning.


Someone trying to get in.


Front door opens.


Thump.


BERTHA (off). Shit!


Beat.


(Soft, off.) Hello?


Beat.


Footsteps. Not carpet.


Lights on. Tungsten bulb. Gold and dim. Shadows.


Large kitchen. Old. Decaying. Ugly. A stove, wood burning. Incongruously, a piano. Large shuttered doors leading to a garden. The doors are open.


Further in the house, a sitting room. A mantelpiece. Above the mantelpiece a portrait of a general.


Everywhere boxes. A life to be unwrapped.


Dreadful wallpaper.


BERTHA in the kitchen doorway. Hand on light switch.


Beat.


BERTHA to the garden doors.


(Into the garden.) Hello-o?


Beat.


Exit BERTHA, hallway.


A light breeze.


Enter BERTHA with cleaning materials. Looks around the kitchen.


Sighs.


Opens a cardboard box and unpacks it. One by one unwraps things from packing paper, puts them on the table. Hums as she works.


A large rectangular case in bubble wrap. Removes the bubble wrap. Wipes down the case. Opens the case.


Stops humming.


Beat.


Looks around.


Carefully lifts a Second World War service revolver out of the case.


Stares at it.


Takes out another, its twin.


Stares at them.


Beat.


Aims the guns.


Bang ba-da bang bang!


Lowers the guns. Looks around. Sees The General through the doorway.


(American accent.) There ain’t enough space in this town for the two of us.


The General doesn’t respond.


Beat.


Draws the guns at The General.


Bang Bang!


Blows smoke from the barrels.


The House.


Puts the guns back in the case and closes it.


Unwraps a music box. Opens the lid.


‘Hush little baby’ plays.


Enter GEORGE, garden door.


GEORGE. Morning!


BERTHA. Oh!


Shuts the music box.


You scared me /


GEORGE. Sorry! You must be…


The cleaner.


BERTHA. Bertha.


GEORGE. Bertha, hello. George Tesman.


Beat.


Bertha. That’s a nice name.


BERTHA. No it’s not.


Beat.


I mean /


GEORGE. Well yes.


Beat.


Thanks for coming so early /


BERTHA. Well they said to. But I’ll come when you like, if you let me know. Or the agency. Let them know /


GEORGE. It’s just while we’re settling in, then the hours will be more reasonable.


BERTHA unpacking the box.


BERTHA. They said to do the unpacking, said you’d been away.


GEORGE. Just got back. Best keep it down actually, Hedda’s sleeping.


BERTHA. Hedda?


GEORGE. My wife.


BERTHA. Where were you?


GEORGE. Boston.


BERTHA. I’ve never been to Boston.


GEORGE. Neither had I until we moved there.


BERTHA. What were you doing?


GEORGE. I had a job for a few years, a fellowship.


BERTHA. Doing what?


GEORGE. I’m a historian.


Beat.


BERTHA. Cool.


GEORGE. I think it is –


Ah!


The music box.


I haven’t seen this for years…


Opens the lid.


‘Hush little baby’ plays.


It winds down.


Pause.


That belonged to my daughter.


BERTHA. She live here too?


GEORGE. No. No she –


Well I think she lives in London.


Beat.


I’d hoped these would have got lost in storage…


Touches the gun case.


BERTHA. Yeah. So


the guns /


GEORGE. You opened it?


Beat.


Best not. Hedda’s rather attached to them.


BERTHA. Your wife?


GEORGE. They were her father’s. He was in the army.


BERTHA. So was mine!


Beat.


I don’t have any guns though.


GEORGE. He was a general.


BERTHA. My dad wasn’t a general.


GEORGE. He was older, served in the Second World War.


BERTHA. Wow.


GEORGE. Yes, he inspired ‘wow’ in people…


BERTHA. Was he nice?


GEORGE. Nice? (Laughs.) Well… Hedda adored him but I didn’t really know him. Died shortly before we were married.


There.


The General.


General Gabler.


BERTHA. Watching over you.


GEORGE. I suppose he’s not going to leave us alone…


A key in the front-door lock.


They are very still.


Front door.


Shuffling in the hallway.


Stop.


JULIE (off). Suitcases.


GEORGE. Auntie Julie?


Exit GEORGE.


(Off.) Auntie Julie!


JULIE (off). Dearest boy! Welcome back!


GEORGE (off). Watch the bags…


GEORGE and JULIE in the kitchen. JULIE has flowers.


JULIE. Well this is very nice! Your new home!


GEORGE. Lovely flowers, there’ll be a vase somewhere…


JULIE. Oh hello dear…


BERTHA. Hi.


GEORGE. Bertha, my aunt, Julie /


JULIE. But everyone calls me Auntie Julie.


BERTHA. Hello


Auntie Julie.


JULIE. She got the keys then. I arranged it all with the agency but you never know.


GEORGE. Thanks so much for overseeing the move.


JULIE. You know I like to be helpful. Is everything as it should be?


GEORGE. Just the boxes to arrive from America now /


Snap.


BERTHA. Sorry.


BERTHA is folding the cardboard box.


I’ll leave you both to it and start on the hoovering /


JULIE. Don’t mind me dear /


BERTHA. It’s fine I’ll /


JULIE. You do whatever you think is best /


BERTHA. Right so /


JULIE. We should all be completely at home!


Beat.


BERTHA. So I’ll just go and do that.


GEORGE. Thanks Bertha.


Exit BERTHA with box and paper.


JULIE. What a nice girl. Auntie Rina and I have always preferred to do our own cleaning of course but I do understand that for Hedda…


GEORGE. How is Auntie Rina?


JULIE. As well as can be expected.


GEORGE. I’ll come round as soon as we’re settled.


JULIE. She’s so looking forward to seeing you. She missed you so much…


GEORGE. Let me take those… Nice hat! Is it new?


JULIE. Very new! I bought it specially.


GEORGE. Specially?


JULIE. Now that you’re back I thought Hedda might like to go on some little trips with me.


GEORGE. Little trips?


JULIE. To galleries and museums, National Trust houses…


GEORGE. I’m sure she’d love to.


JULIE. But you know Hedda, always so stylish. I wouldn’t want to look like an old frump next to her.


GEORGE. It’ll be nice for her, something to keep her occupied anyway.


JULIE. That’s what I thought… But I want to hear all about America. Was it productive?


GEORGE. Did you see the suitcases in the hall? The big one near the door?


JULIE. See it? I nearly fell over it!


GEORGE. Guess what it’s full of.


Beat.


JULIE. Clothes.


GEORGE. Notes! Hundreds of pages of notes. The archives out there, it’s amazing.


JULIE. And what’s your next masterpiece to be on?


GEORGE. I’m going for something a little more specialist this time.


JULIE. Yes?


GEORGE. Domestic Crafts in the Medieval Brabant.


Beat.


JULIE. You’re so clever! How do you even come across these things?


GEORGE. I suppose I find them interesting.


JULIE. And did Hedda have a nice time?


GEORGE. Oh yes. She organised lots of


things. You know, parties and things.


JULIE. She must be very disappointed to come back.


GEORGE. I don’t know… I don’t think so. It’s hard to tell with Hedda.


JULIE. It is hard to tell with Hedda.


They laugh. They have often laughed about Hedda, over the years.


And now! You’re going to be a professor!


GEORGE. It’s not official yet.


JULIE. They must have been keen not to let you get away from them back here.


GEORGE. You think so?


JULIE. After the success of your last book…


GEORGE. This is where my heart is. I’ve spent my life at this university.


JULIE. It’s your home.


GEORGE. And Hedda’s.


Beat.


JULIE. Where is she?


GEORGE. Sleeping.


JULIE. Sleeping!


GEORGE. We don’t all have your energy /


JULIE. Actually I’m glad she’s asleep. I wanted to talk to you alone.


GEORGE. Is everything alright?


JULIE. Thea’s back George.


Beat.


She came back yesterday.


GEORGE. Right.


Beat.


What do you mean?


JULIE. She says she needs to stay for a few days /


GEORGE. Is she in trouble?


JULIE. She’s fine, you mustn’t worry /


GEORGE. I am worrying.


JULIE. But you mustn’t, which is why I thought I’d let you know before she comes /


GEORGE. She’s coming here?


JULIE. She said she needed to speak to you.


GEORGE. But we haven’t seen her for, what? Five years? And now without any warning, without /


JULIE. You know I don’t like to interfere /


GEORGE. She expressly forbade any contact /


JULIE. But what if this were an opportunity to –


GEORGE (soft). Auntie Julie…


JULIE. Your daughter, George. Your and Hedda’s /


GEORGE. Best leave this to me, with Hedda I mean. She’s still a little


fragile.


It’s not that I don’t appreciate everything you’re doing and everything you did. For Thea.


JULIE. What else could I have done? She needed looking after and you’ve always worked so hard. And it’s not as though her mother /


GEORGE. Yes.


JULIE. It was hard on you.


GEORGE. I’m lucky to have Hedda.


Beat.


I still wake up in the morning sometimes and wonder what she’s doing there next to me.


And then. Thirty years…


JULIE. You love her so much.


GEORGE. And now I can finally give her the home she wanted. Ever since we were first married she wanted to live in this house.


HEDDA in the doorway, pyjamas and dressing gown. Watches them.


We’re going to retire here. We’ll plant fruit trees in the garden. Hedda can make jam.


I can’t think of anything nicer than home-made jam for breakfast /


HEDDA. George there’s a strange woman wandering around our house with a hoover.


GEORGE. You’re up!


JULIE. Welcome home Hedda!


Goes to her.


HEDDA flinches.


JULIE stops.


HEDDA. Hello Julia. Sorry, I’m a bit


tired.


JULIE. We didn’t disturb you did we?


HEDDA. No.


Yes. Well it wasn’t you. It’s the silence out here it’s


deafening.


GEORGE. But you always said you wanted somewhere quiet /


HEDDA. Did I?


GEORGE. And she slept like a log on the plane /


HEDDA. I have never in my life done anything like a log –


Oh why is it so bright in here!
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