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The drama 
Catiline, with which I entered upon my literary career,
was written during the winter of 1848–49, that is in my
twenty-first year.


I was at the time in Grimstad, under the necessity of earning
with my hands the wherewithal of life and the means for instruction
preparatory to my taking the entrance examinations to the
university. The age was one of great stress. The February
revolution, the uprisings in Hungary and elsewhere, the Slesvig war
— all this had a great effect upon and hastened my development,
however immature it may have remained for some time after. I wrote
ringing poems of encouragement to the Magyars, urging them for the
sake of liberty and humanity to hold out in the righteous struggle
against the “tyrants”; I wrote a long series of sonnets to King
Oscar, containing particularly, as far as I can remember, an appeal
to set aside all petty considerations and to march forthwith at the
head of his army to the aid of our brothers on the outermost
borders of Slesvig. Inasmuch as I now, in contrast to those times,
doubt that my winged appeals would in any material degree have
helped the cause of the Magyars or the Scandinavians, I consider it
fortunate that they remained within the more private sphere of the
manuscript. I could not, however, on more formal occasions keep
from expressing myself in the impassioned spirit of my poetic
effusions, which meanwhile brought me nothing — from friends or
non-friends — but a questionable reward; the former greeted me as
peculiarly fitted for the unintentionally droll, and the latter
thought it in the highest degree strange that a young person in my
subordinate position could undertake to inquire into affairs
concerning which not even they themselves dared to entertain an
opinion. I owe it to truth to add that my conduct at various times
did not justify any great hope that society might count on an
increase in me of civic virtue, inasmuch as I also, with epigrams
and caricatures, fell out with many who had deserved better of me
and whose friendship I in reality prized. Altogether — while a
great struggle raged on the outside, I found myself on a
war-footing with the little society where I lived cramped by
conditions and circumstances of life.


Such was the situation when amid the preparations for my
examinations I read through Sallust’s 
Catiline together with Cicero’s Catilinarian orations. I
swallowed these documents, and a few months later my drama was
complete. As will be seen from my book, I did not share at that
time the conception of the two ancient Roman writers respecting the
character and conduct of Catiline, and I am even now prone to
believe that there must after all have been something great and
consequential in a man whom Cicero, the assiduous counsel of the
majority, did not find it expedient to engage until affairs had
taken such a turn that there was no longer any danger involved in
the attack. It should also be remembered that there are few
individuals in history whose renown has been more completely in the
hands of enemies than that of Catiline.


My drama was written during the hours of the night. The leisure
hours for my study I practically had to steal from my employer, a
good and respectable man, occupied however heart and soul with his
business, and from those stolen study hours I again stole moments
for writing verse. There was consequently scarcely anything else to
resort to but the night. I believe this is the unconscious reason
that almost the entire action of the piece transpires at night.


Naturally a fact so incomprehensible to my associates as that I
busied myself with the writing of plays had to be kept secret; but
a twenty-year old poet can hardly continue thus without anybody
being privy to it, and I confided therefore to two friends of my
own age what I was secretly engaged upon.


The three of us pinned great expectations on 
Catiline when it had been completed. First and foremost it
was now to be copied in order to be submitted under an assumed name
to the theater in Christiania, and furthermore it was of course to
be published. One of my faithful and trusting friends undertook to
prepare a handsome and legible copy of my uncorrected draft, a task
which he performed with such a degree of conscientiousness that he
did not omit even a single one of the innumerable dashes which I in
the heat of composition had liberally interspersed throughout
wherever the exact phrase did not for the moment occur to me. The
second of my friends, whose name I here mention since he is no
longer among the living, Ole C. Schulerud, at that time a student,
later a lawyer, went to Christiania with the transcript. I still
remember one of his letters in which he informed me that 
Catiline had now been submitted to the theater; that it
would soon be given a performance — about that there could
naturally be no doubt inasmuch as the management consisted of very
discriminating men; and that there could be as little doubt that
the booksellers of the town would one and all gladly pay a round
fee for the first edition, the main point being, he thought, only
to discover the one who would make the highest bid.


After a long and tense period of waiting there began to appear
in the meantime a few difficulties. My friend had the piece
returned from the management with a particularly polite but equally
peremptory rejection. He now took the manuscript from bookseller to
bookseller; but all to a man expressed themselves to the same
effect as the theatrical management. The highest bidder demanded so
and so much to publish the piece without any fee.


All this, however, was far from lessening my friend’s belief in
victory. He wrote to the contrary that it was best even so; I
should come forward myself as the publisher of my drama; the
necessary funds he would advance me; the profits we should divide
in consideration of his undertaking the business end of the deal,
except the proof-reading, which he regarded as superfluous in view
of the handsome and legible manuscript the printers had to follow.
In a later letter he declared that, considering these promising
prospects for the future, he contemplated abandoning his studies in
order to consecrate himself completely to the publishing of my
works; two or three plays a year, he thought, I should with ease be
able to write, and according to a calculation of probabilities he
had made he had discovered that with our surplus we should at no
distant time be able to undertake the journey so often agreed upon
or discussed, through Europe and the Orient.


My journey was for the time being limited to Christiania. I
arrived there in the beginning of the spring of 1850 and just
previous to my arrival 
Catiline had appeared in the bookstalls. The drama created
a stir and awakened considerable interest among the students, but
the critics dwelt largely on the faulty verses and thought the book
in other respects immature. A more appreciative judgment was
uttered from but one single quarter, but this expression came from
a man whose appreciation has always been dear to me and weighty and
whom I herewith offer my renewed gratitude. Not very many copies of
the limited edition were sold; my friend had a good share of them
in his custody, and I remember that one evening when our domestic
arrangements heaped up for us insurmountable difficulties, this
pile of printed matter was fortunately disposed of as waste paper
to a huckster. During the days immediately following we lacked none
of the prime necessities of life.


During my sojourn at home last summer and particularly since my
return here there loomed up before me more clearly and more sharply
than ever before the kaleidoscopic scenes of my literary life.
Among other things I also brought out 
Catiline. The contents of the book as regards details I
had almost forgotten; but by reading it through anew I found that
it nevertheless contained a great deal which I could still
acknowledge, particularly if it be remembered that it is my first
undertaking. Much, around which my later writings center, the
contradiction between ability and desire, between will and
possibility, the intermingled tragedy and comedy in humanity and in
the individual — appeared already here in vague foreshadowings, and
I conceived therefore the plan of preparing a new edition, a kind
of jubilee-edition — a plan to which my publisher with his usual
readiness gave his approval.


But it was naturally not enough simply to reprint without
further ado the old original edition, for this is, as already
pointed out, nothing but a copy of my imperfect and uncorrected
concept or of the very first rough draft. In the rereading of it I
remembered clearly what I originally had had in mind, and I saw
moreover that the form practically nowhere gave a satisfactory
rendering of what I had wished.


I determined therefore to revise this drama of my youth in a way
in which I believe even at that time I should have been able to do
it had the time been at my disposal and the circumstances more
favorable for me. The ideas, the conceptions, and the development
of the whole, I have not on the other hand altered. The book has
remained the original; only now it appears in a complete form.


With this in mind I pray that my friends in Scandinavia and
elsewhere will receive it; I pray that they will receive it as a
greeting from me at the close of a period which to me has been full
of changes and rich in contradictions. Much of what I twenty-five
years ago dreamed has been realized, even though not in the manner
nor as soon as I then hoped. Yet I believe now that it was best for
me thus; I do not wish that any of that which lies between should
have been untried, and if I look back upon what I have lived
through I do so with thanks for everything and thanks to all.


HENRIK IBSEN.



Dresden, February, 1875.
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Lucius Catiline, a noble
Roman.


Aurelia, his wife.


Furia, a vestal.


Curius, a youth related to Catiline.


Manlius, an old warrior.


Lentulus, Gabinius, Statilius, Coeparius, Cethegus, young and
noble Romans.


Ambiorix, Ollovico, Ambassadors of the Allobroges.


An old man.


Priestesses and Servants in the Temple of Vesta.


Gladiators and Warriors.


Escort of the Allobroges.


Sulla’s Ghost.


Setting


The first and second acts are laid in and near Rome, the third
act in Etruria.






  





                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        First Act
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    













[
The Flaminian Way outside of Rome. Off the road
a wooded hillside. In the background loom the walls and the heights
of the city. It is evening.]


[
CATILINE stands on the hill among the bushes,
leaning against a tree.]



Catiline. I must! I must! A voice deep
in my soul


Urges me on — and I will heed its call.


Courage I have and strength for something better,


Something far nobler than this present life —


A series of unbridled dissipations —!


No, no; they do not satisfy the yearning soul.



Catiline. I rave and rave — long only
to forget.


’Tis past now — all is past! Life has no aim.



Catiline. [
After a pause.]


And what became of all my youthful dreams?


Like flitting summer clouds they disappeared,


Left naught behind but sorrow and remorse; —


Each daring hope in turn fate robbed me of.


[
He strikes his forehead.]



Catiline. Despise yourself! Catiline,
scorn yourself!


You feel exalted powers in your soul; —


And yet what is the goal of all your struggle?


The surfeiting of sensual desires.



Catiline. [
More calmly.]


But there are times, such as the present hour,


When secret longings kindle in my breast.


Ah, when I gaze on yonder city, Rome,


The proud, the rich — and when I see that ruin


And wretchedness to which it now is sunk


Loom up before me like the flaming sun —


Then loudly calls a voice within my soul:


Up, Catiline; — awake and be a man!



Catiline. [
Abruptly.] Ah, these are but delusions
of the night,


Mere dreaming phantoms born of solitude.


At the slightest sound from grim reality —


They flee into the silent depths within.


[
The ambassadors of the Allobroges, AMBIORIX and
OLLOVICO, with their Escort, come down the highway without noticing
CATILINE.]



Ambiorix. Behold our journey’s end!
The walls of Rome!


To heaven aspires the lofty Capitol.



Ollovico. So that is Rome? Italy’s
overlord,


Germany’s soon — and Gaul’s as well, perchance.



Ambiorix. Ah, yes, alas; — so it may
prove betimes;


The sovereign power of Rome is merciless;


It crushes all it conquers, down to earth.


Now shall we see what lot we may expect:


If here be help against the wrongs at home,


And peace and justice for our native land.



Ollovico. It will be granted us.



Ambiorix. So let us hope;


For we know nothing yet with certainty.



Ollovico. You fear somewhat, it
seems?



Ambiorix. And with good reason.


Jealous was ever Rome of her great power.


And bear in mind, this proud and haughty realm


Is not by chieftains ruled, as is our land.


At home the wise man or the warrior reigns —


The first in wisdom and in war the foremost;


Him choose we as the leader of our people,


As arbiter and ruler of our tribe.


But here —



Catiline. [
Calls down to them.]


— Here might and selfishness hold sway; —


Intrigue and craft are here the keys to power.



Ollovico. Woe to us, brethren, woe! He
spies upon us.



Ambiorix. [
To CATILINE.]


Is such the practice of the high-born Roman?


A woman’s trick we hold it in our nation.



Catiline. [
comes down on the road.]


Ah, have no fear; — spying is not my business;


By chance it was I heard your conversation. —


Come you from Allobrogia far away?


Justice you think to find in Rome? Ah, never!


Turn home again! Here tyranny holds sway,


And rank injustice lords it more than ever.


Republic to be sure it is in name;


And yet all men are slaves who cringe and cower,


Vassals involved in debt, who must acclaim


A venal senate — ruled by greed and power.


Gone is the social consciousness of old,


The magnanimity of former ages; —


Security and life are favors sold,


Which must be bargained for with hire and wages.


Not righteousness, but power here holds sway;


The noble man is lost among the gilded —



Ambiorix. But say — who then are you
to tear away


The pillars of the hope on which we builded?



Catiline. A man who burns in freedom’s
holy zeal;


An enemy of all unrighteous power;


Friend of the helpless trodden under heel —


Eager to hurl the mighty from their tower.



Ambiorix. The noble race of Rome —?
Ah, Roman, speak —


Since we are strangers here you would deceive us?


Is Rome no more the guardian of the weak,


The dread of tyrants — ready to relieve us?



Catiline. [
Points towards the city and speaks.]


Behold the mighty Capitol that towers


On yonder heights in haughty majesty.


See, in the glow of evening how it lowers,


Tinged with the last rays of the western sky. —


So too Rome’s evening glow is fast declining,


Her freedom now is thraldom, dark as night. —


Yet in her sky a sun will soon be shining,


Before which darkness quick will take its flight.


[
He goes.]
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