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INTRODUCTION


IBSEN’S PLAYS:
THE SHOCK OF THE MODERN
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Each of the plays in this volume arrived onstage to loud cries of derision and bafflement. In some cases they were deemed downright dangerous, incurring the wrath of the censors and the morals police. In others, they were satirized into submission: one London response to the erotic violence of Hedda Gabler was a racy burlesque titled “Go A Hedda.” After watching The Master Builder, some reviewers decided, charitably enough, that Ibsen’s characters, and the author himself, must simply be insane. As one critic wrote, unconsciously echoing Hedda Gabler’s Judge Brack, there could be no other explanation, since “people simply don’t do such things.” At the same time, Ibsen won fervent admirers who were willing to risk their money, reputations, and professional lives to translate and produce his works. Some of these included writers who would themselves become famous, notorious, or both, including August Strindberg, Henry James, George Bernard Shaw, and James Joyce.

What was all the fuss about? How did this cantankerous man, writing in a language understood by a tiny minority of the world’s people, accused of madness, immorality, and worse, come to conquer the international theater?

When Ibsen began writing his realist tragedies, the theater world was almost wholly given over to lavish commercial entertainment. Spectacle and titillation were the rule of the day. Ibsen offered nothing to his audience in terms of sex and violence that they had not already seen magnified, dusted with sequins, and performed to a hit tune. What they had never seen was people dressed more or less like themselves, sitting in tastefully furnished drawing rooms more or less like their own, using everyday language filled with awkward silences, saying and doing the socially unthinkable, right there on the stage in front of them.

The effect was electrifying because, of course, people did do (or dream, or fantasize) “such things”; they simply never talked about them—at times not even to themselves. Ibsen proffered nothing less than the middle-class social unconscious, decades before Freud arrived to diagnose its dark workings. A Doll’s House presented audiences with the repression and power struggles inherent in a seemingly happy marriage and presented the idea that a woman might choose to leave her husband and children rather than destroy herself (still a radical idea for today’s Hollywood). In Hedda Gabler, audiences faced the deadly consequences of thwarted female power and intelligence. In The Wild Duck, they saw a child’s life sacrificed to selfish adult illusions. And in The Master Builder, they watched as bitter ambition and visionary dreams combined to destroy not one but several lives. It is no wonder that they struggled to assimilate Ibsen’s alien forms and ideas, and that the playwright developed a persistent reputation for grim truth telling.

But for Ibsen’s fans, his plays acted as a tonic shock, a jolt that freed them from the enervating oppression of Victorian hypocrisies. They welcomed the sophistication of his spare modern forms, and the new rough poetry of his characters’ speech. They saw not only the tragedy, but also the ironic comedy of his plays. They strove to emulate his courageous truth telling and to pass that truth on to others.

Today, Ibsen’s plays still have the power to shock. In spite of the huge changes wrought by feminism and other social movements, many of his themes are dismayingly relevant. But most of all, his characters remain modern, living beings—puzzling, exasperating, even repellent, but always fascinatingly human.

The Life and Work of Henrik Ibsen

Henrik Ibsen was born on March 20,1828, in Skien, Norway. His father was a charming but reckless merchant who mismanaged the family into bankruptcy by the time Ibsen was seven. After his father’s failure, Ibsen’s mother, a frail, loving woman, withdrew into a fantasy land peopled by her collection of dolls. Ibsen too grew up withdrawn, preferring books to other children. He would later draw on memories of his childhood, including the family attic where he hid away to read, to create The Wild Duck.

At sixteen, Ibsen left Skien to work as an apothecary’s apprentice in the seacoast town of Grimstad. While there, he had an affair with Else Sophie Birkedalen, a housemaid (also from a formerly middle-class background) ten years his senior. In 1846 she gave birth to their illegitimate son. Ibsen suffered great social humiliation from the episode and paid child support his entire life, even through his own frequent poverty.

In spite of these hardships, Ibsen found his vocation early. By 1851 he had completed his university work and written several pieces, including two verse plays. He was appointed resident playwright and stage manager at the Norwegian Theater in Bergen, where he learned the business of theater from the ground up for the next six years.

In 1857 Ibsen moved to Norway’s capital, Christiania (now Oslo), to become the artistic director of the Norwegian Theater. There he continued to write and produce his plays with increasing success. He also met and married Susannah Thoresen, his helpmeet, debate partner, and muse. Though Ibsen had a series of platonic affairs with young women as he grew older, Susannah remained his romantic and philosophical ideal. Remote, intelligent, queenly, and “pure,” Susannah was Ibsen’s “eagle,” other women merely twittering songbirds. Nevertheless, Susannah sacrificed all semblance of normal family and married life for Ibsen’s art and subsequent fame—even her intimate life and habits were displayed and distorted upon the stage.

Ibsen’s son Sigurd, his only child with Susannah, was born in 1859. In 1862 his play Love’s Comedy was published in a journal, causing the first of many Ibsen scandals. The Norwegian Theater refused to produce it. Shortly thereafter, the theater went bankrupt and was thrown into poverty. For the next two years Ibsen traveled Norway on a government grant to collect folktales.

In 1864, incensed by Norway’s refusal to assist Denmark in the Dano-Prussian War, Ibsen moved with his family to Rome, beginning his self-imposed twenty-seven-year exile. Two years later, ironically, he achieved widespread Scandinavian acclaim for his great verse drama Brand and was awarded a lifetime writing grant from the state. The following year he published the great Peer Gynt.

Over the next ten years, Ibsen’s work, friends, and ideas gradually shifted to encompass the perspectives that would enable the great twelve-play realist cycle from which this collection is drawn. Beginning with 1877’s The Pillars of Society, Ibsen produced a play nearly every other year, each another blow in his struggle to create dramas that would bring the intensities, hypocrisies, tragedies, and power struggles of middle-class life to the stage. The intense controversies that greeted so many of his works were matched by the fervent admiration of his many followers.

In 1891, homesick for the northern seascapes of his youth, Ibsen returned to Norway, where he was greeted as a national hero. (Susannah, who suffered greatly from rheumatism, remained, for the most part, in Italy.) There, following the strict timetable and habits that had long supported his tremendous productivity, Ibsen became a kind of tourist attraction, surrounded on all sides by camera-bearing admirers every time he took his daily walk.

In 1900, one year after the publication of When We Dead Awaken, Ibsen suffered the first of two debilitating strokes. Unable to write, he declined for the next six years, finally dying in 1906. Ibsen was an iconoclast to the last breath: his final words were “To the contrary.”

Historical and Literary Context of Ibsen’s Plays

Late Victorianism and the Rise of the Middle Class

Ibsen found his subject matter in the hidden lives of the rising middle class. The new technologies and urban growth brought on by the Industrial Revolution had resulted in a greatly expanded middle class by the late Victorian age. Previously, social trends had been dictated by the tastes of the nobility, who were, in turn, imitated by the masses. Now, the middle class began to set the pace. Even though it was Queen Victoria of England who gave her name and oppressive moral codes to the age, it was the newly expanded middle class that allowed these codes to flourish. The exaltation of what are still called “traditional family values,” including piety, purity, the strict enforcement of separate spheres of influence for men and women (home for women, business and politics for men), and a taboo on sex and the body supported the still fragile identities of the middle class. For underneath the elaborate repressive social manners of the late Victorians seethed a populace shocked and dazzled by the huge changes—in science, technology, religion, politics, and social mores—that had transformed their lives. Their anxieties ranged from doubts about the nature of man and the existence of God, to an obsession with purity and hygiene spurred by the huge growth of cities, fear of the urban poor, and, as the century drew to a close, concerns about the “New Woman” and her increasingly vocal demands for political, economic, and sexual freedom. Ibsen’s plays went straight to the heart of these anxieties and exposed the illusions and hypocrisies his audiences held so dear.

Late Victorian Entertainments, the Well-Made Play, and Norwegian Nationalism

With so much change afoot, it is unsurprising that the new middle class preferred its entertainments to be either moral or inconsequential. Didactic literature meant to train children and adults in the proper way to behave flourished, as did all manner of home entertainments that allowed the middle class to escape the bewildering world of their dirty, slum-ridden cities.

In the mid-Victorian age, the theater had fallen into disrepute and been replaced by that enchanting new literary genre, the novel. But by the late Victorian age, the respectable middle class had been wooed back to the theater by pleasant entertainments like Gilbert and Sullivan’s musicals, and the so-called well-made plays patterned after French playwright Eugène Scribe’s template. These fashionable, lavishly produced, technically adroit, but insubstantial comedies and melodramas were the Hollywood films of their day. They provided thrills, chills, spills, and happy endings (or a good moral cry). Though they often dabbled in immorality—adultery was a common subject—transgressors were always punished, villains and heroes were easily identified, and the more dangerous subjects were set safely in ancient history.

When Ibsen began to write his plays, governments or private interests oversaw most theaters and closely monitored their profits and morality. His rise to prominence required the bravery and hard work of investors, actors, and producers who were willing to open small private theaters to produce his daring work. But Ibsen got his first toehold in the theater world as a result of a small but growing movement in Norway that sought to replace the well-made plays imported from France, England, and Denmark with a truly Norwegian theater. The Norwegian Theater at Bergen, where Ibsen first worked as a playwright, had been founded by the eccentric musician and Norwegian nationalist Ole Bull, and Ibsen’s early verse dramas deliberately drew on the myths and folklore of his native land.

Realism and Ibsen’s Modern Legacy

Ibsen is largely regarded as the founder of social realism in drama. Many critics have pointed out that the dramatic crises of Ibsen’s plots owe something to the well-made plays his work rebuked, and that they also bear the marks of the folklore, mysticism, and myths that populate his early works. However, Ibsen’s close attention to the contemporary details of middle-class life, his complex characters, the spareness of his language (and, in production, his reliance on meaningful silences), and his scrutiny of the modern-day myths and hypocrisies that inform his characters’ lives all place him squarely in the camp of realism. Like the novelist Henry James, who was so influenced by Ibsen that he tried his hand (unsuccessfully) at drama, Ibsen attempted to present a contemporary reality heightened only to make its conflicts clearer. In his lifetime, Ibsen inspired many playwrights and novelists, including George Bernard Shaw, Oscar Wilde, James Joyce, and fellow Scandinavian August Strindberg. Contemporary drama as we know it is thoroughly indebted to Ibsen’s radical vision and renewal of the modern play.



CHRONOLOGY OF HENRIK IBSEN’S LIFE AND WORK
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1828: Born on March 20 in Skien, Norway.

1835: Family moves to smaller home due to father’s financial troubles and debt.

1843: Ibsen leaves home to work as an apothecary’s apprentice in Grimstad.

1846: Fathers illegitimate son with apothecary’s maid. He will pay child support his entire life.

1849: Writes first play, Catiline.

1851: Appointed resident playwright and stage manager at Norwegian Theater in Bergen where he will work in every aspect of theater for next six years.

1856: The Feast at Solhoug performed—Ibsen’s first commercial success.

1857: Ibsen appointed artistic director, Norwegian Theater in Christiania. Olaf Liljekrans performed.

1858: Marries Susannah Thoresen. The Vikings at Helgeland performed.

1859: Son Sigurd born. Poems “On the Heights” and “In the Picture Gallery” published.

1862: Publishes Loves Comedy. Ensuing scandal scares Norwegian Theater out of producing play. Norwegian Theater goes bankrupt and closes. Jobless and in debt, Ibsen obtains government grant to collect folktales.

1864: In January, The Pretenders performed at Christiania Theater—a success. In April, Ibsen moves to Rome and begins twenty-seven-year self-imposed exile from Norway.

1866: In March, Brand published to great Scandinavian acclaim. Awarded lifetime government grant to write.

1867: Peer Gynt published.

1868: Moves to Dresden, lives there through 1875.

1869: The League of Youth published. Befriends Danish critic Georg Brandes.

1871: Poems published.

1873: Emperor and Galilean published.

1877: The Pillars of Society published, the first of Ibsen’s twelve prose realist plays.

1879: A Doll’s House published. The ensuing scandal gradually spreads throughout Europe and America.

1881: Ghosts published, causing an even bigger scandal than A Doll’s House.

1882: An Enemy of the People published.

1884: The Wild Duck published.

1886: Rosmersholm published.

1888: The Lady from the Sea published.

1889: Hedda Gabler published.

1891: Ibsen returns to Norway and great acclaim.

1892: The Master Builder published.

1894: Little Eyolf published.

1896: John Gabriel Borkman published.

1898: Seventieth birthday celebrated with international good wishes.

1899: When We Dead Awaken published.

1900: Suffers a debilitating stroke.

1906: Ibsen dies May 23.



HISTORICAL CONTEXT OF IBSEN’S PLAYS
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1828: Russian author Leo Tolstoy born.

1831: German dramatist Johann Wolfgang von Goethe publishes Faust.

1837: Queen Victoria ascends the throne of England.

1848: Karl Marx and Friedrich Engels publish The Communist Manifesto. Sparked by events in France, a series of revolutions sweep through Europe.

1855: Norwegian telegraphic networks installed over the next fifteen years.

1857: Gustave Flaubert publishes Madame Bovary.

1859: Charles Darwin’s Origin of Species published. Its impact is felt over the next few decades. Eugène Scribe major propagator of the “well-made play,” dies.

1864: Dano-Prussian War. Tolstoy’s War and Peace published over next five years.

1865-90: Ten million immigrants arrive in the United States, primarily from Germany, Ireland, and Scandinavia.

1867: Marx publishes Das Kapital.

1869: John Stuart Mill publishes The Subjection of Women.

1870-71: Franco-Prussian War. Revolt and subjugation in Paris. Friedrich Nietzsche publishes The Birth of Tragedy. Second wave of Industrial Revolution begins.

1872-90: Danish critic Georg Brandes publishes Main Currents in Nineteenth-Century Literature.

1872-1905: Oskar II ascends throne of Swedish-Norwegian union.

1874: First Impressionist exhibit in Paris.

1879: Thomas Edison produces incandescent lightbulb.

1881: Henry James publishes Portrait of a Lady.

1882: James Joyce born. G. B. Shaw’s first play, Widowers Houses, published.

1883: Friedrich Nietzsche’s Thus Spake Zarathustra published.

1895: Oscar Wilder The Importance of Being Earnest produced. Oscar Wilde imprisoned for homosexuality.

1900: Sigmund Freud’s The Interpretation of Dreams published.



A DOLL’S HOUSE1
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CHARACTERS


[image: Images]

TORVALD HELMER

NORA, his wife

DR. RANK

MRS. LINDE

NILS KROGSTAD

HELMER’S three young children

ANNE, their nurse

A HOUSEMAID

A PORTER

The action takes place in HELMER’S house.



ACT ONE
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A room furnished comfortably and tastefully but not extravagantly. At the back a door to the right leads to the entrance hall; another to the left leads to HELMER’S study. Between the doors stands a piano. In the middle of the left-hand wall is a door and beyond a window. Near the window are a round table, armchairs and a small sofa. In the right-hand wall, at the farther end, another door; and on the same side, nearer the footlights, a stove, two easy chairs and a rocking chair; between the stove and the door a small table. Engravings on the walls; a cabinet with china and other small objects; a small bookcase with well-bound books. The floors are carpeted, and a fire burns in the stove. It is winter.

A bell rings in the hall; shortly afterward the door is heard to open. Enter NORA humming a tune and in high spirits. She is in outdoor dress and carries a number of parcels; these she lays on the table to the right. She leaves the outer door open after her, and through it is seen a PORTER who is carrying a Christmas tree and a basket, which he gives to the MAID who has opened the door.

NORA: Hide the Christmas tree carefully, Helen. Be sure the children do not see it till this evening, when it is dressed. (To the porter, taking out her purse.) How much?

PORTER: Sixpence.

NORA: There is a shilling. No, keep the change. (The PORTER thanks her and goes out. NORA shuts the door. She is laughing to herself as she takes off her hat and coat. She takes a packet of macaroons from her pocket and eats one or two, then goes cautiously to her husband’s door and listens.): Yes, he is in. (Still humming, she goes to the table on the right.)

HELMER (calls out from his room): Is that my little lark twittering out there?

NORA (busy opening some of the parcels): Yes, it is!

HELMER: Is it my little squirrel bustling about?

NORA: Yes!

HELMER: When did my squirrel come home?

NORA: Just now. (Puts the bag of macaroons into her pocket and wipes her mouth.) Come in here, Torvald, and see what I have bought.

HELMER: Don’t disturb me. (A little later he opens the door and looks into the room, pen in hand.) Bought, did you say? All these things? Has my little spendthrift been wasting money again?

NORA: Yes, but, Torvald, this year we really can let ourselves go a little. This is the first Christmas that we have not needed to economize.

HELMER: Still, you know, we can’t spend money recklessly.

NORA: Yes, Torvald, we may be a wee bit more reckless now, mayn’t we? Just a tiny wee bit! You are going to have a big salary and earn lots and lots of money.

HELMER: Yes, after the new year; but then it will be a whole quarter before the salary is due.

NORA: Pooh! We can borrow till then.

HELMER: Nora! (Goes up to her and takes her playfully by the ear.) The same little featherhead! Suppose, now, that I borrowed fifty pounds today and you spent it all in the Christmas week and then on New Year’s Eve a slate fell on my head and killed me and—

NORA (putting her hands over his mouth): Oh! don’t say such horrid things.

HELMER: Still, suppose that happened,—what then?

NORA: If that were to happen, I don’t suppose I should care whether I owed money or not.

HELMER: Yes, but what about the people who had lent it?

NORA: They? Who would bother about them? I should not know who they were.

HELMER: That is like a woman! But seriously, Nora, you know what I think about that. No debt, no borrowing. There can be no freedom or beauty about a home life that depends on borrowing and debt. We two have kept bravely on the straight road so far, and we will go on the same way for the short time longer that there need be any struggle.

NORA (moving toward the stove): As you please, Torvald.

HELMER (following her): Come, come, my little skylark must not droop her wings. What is this! is my little squirrel out of temper? (Taking out his purse.) Nora, what do you think I have got here?

NORA (turning round quickly): Money!

HELMER: There you are. (Gives her some money.) Do you think I don’t know what a lot is wanted for housekeeping at Christmas time?

NORA (counting): Ten shillings—a pound—two pounds! Thank you, thank you, Torvald; that will keep me going for a long time.

HELMER: Indeed it must.

NORA: Yes, yes, it will. But come here and let me show you what I have bought. And all so cheap! Look, here is a new suit for Ivar and a sword, and a horse and a trumpet for Bob, and a doll and dolly’s bedstead for Emmy—they are very plain, but anyway she will soon break them in pieces. And here are dress lengths and handkerchiefs for the maids; old Anne ought really to have something better.

HELMER: And what is in this parcel?

NORA (crying out): No, no! You mustn’t see that till this evening.

HELMER: Very well. But now tell me, you extravagant little person, what would you like for yourself?

NORA: For myself? Oh, I am sure I don’t want anything.

HELMER: Yes, but you must. Tell me something reasonable that you would particularly like to have.

NORA: No, I really can’t think of anything—unless, Torvald—

HELMER: Well?

NORA (playing with his coat buttons and without raising her eyes to his): If you really want to give me something, you might—you might—

HELMER: Well, out with it!

NORA (speaking quickly): You might give me money, Torvald. Only just as much as you can afford; and then one of these days I will buy something with it.

HELMER: But, Nora—

NORA: Oh, do! dear Torvald; please, please do! Then I will wrap it up in beautiful gilt paper and hang it on the Christmas tree. Wouldn’t that be fun?

HELMER: What are little people called that are always wasting money?

NORA: Spendthrifts—I know. Let us do as I suggest, Torvald, and then I shall have time to think what I am most in want of. That is a very sensible plan, isn’t it?

HELMER (smiling): Indeed it is—that is to say, if you were really to save out of the money I give you and then really buy something for yourself. But if you spend it all on the housekeeping and any number of unnecessary things, then I merely have to pay up again.

NORA: Oh, but, Torvald—

HELMER: You can’t deny it, my dear little Nora. (Puts his arm around her waist.) It’s a sweet little spendthrift, but she uses up a deal of money. One would hardly believe how expensive such little persons are!

NORA: It’s a shame to say that. I do really save all I can.

HELMER (laughing): That’s very true—all you can. But you can’t save anything!

NORA (smiling quietly and happily): You haven’t any idea how many expenses we skylarks and squirrels have, Torvald.

HELMER: You are an odd little soul. Very like your father. You always find some new way of wheedling money out of me, and as soon as you have got it it seems to melt in your hands. You never know where it has gone. Still, one must take you as you are. It is in the blood; for indeed it is true that you can inherit these things, Nora.

NORA: Ah, I wish I had inherited many of Papa’s qualities.

HELMER: And I would not wish you to be anything but just what you are, my sweet little skylark. But, do you know, it strikes me that you are looking rather—what shall I say—rather uneasy today.

NORA: Do I?

HELMER: You do, really. Look straight at me.

NORA (looks at him): Well?

HELMER (wagging his finger at her): Hasn’t Miss Sweet Tooth been breaking rules in town today?

NORA: No; what makes you think that?

HELMER: Hasn’t she paid a visit to the confectioner’s?

NORA: No, I assure you, Torvald—

HELMER: Not been nibbling sweets?

NORA: No, certainly not.

HELMER: Not even taken a bite at a macaroon or two?

NORA: No, Torvald, I assure you, really—

HELMER: There, there, of course I was only joking.

NORA (going to the table on the right): I should not think of going against your wishes.

HELMER: No, I am sure of that; besides, you gave me your word. (Going up to her.) Keep your little Christmas secrets to yourself, my darling. They will all be revealed tonight when the Christmas tree is lit, no doubt.

NORA: Did you remember to invite Dr. Rank?

HELMER: No. But there is no need; as a matter of course he will come to dinner with us. However, I will ask him when he comes in this morning. I have ordered some good wine. Nora, you can’t think how I am looking forward to this evening.

NORA: So am I! And how the children will enjoy themselves, Torvald!

HELMER: It is splendid to feel that one has a perfectly safe appointment and a big enough income. It’s delightful to think of, isn’t it?

NORA: It’s wonderful!

HELMER: Do you remember last Christmas? For a full three weeks before hand you shut yourself up every evening till long after midnight, making ornaments for the Christmas tree and all the other fine things that were to be a surprise to us. It was the dullest three weeks I ever spent!

NORA: I didn’t find it dull.

HELMER (smiling): But there was precious little result, Nora.

NORA: Oh, you shouldn’t tease me about that again. How could I help the cat’s going in and tearing everything to pieces?

HELMER: Of course you couldn’t, poor little girl. You had the best of intentions to please us all, and that’s the main thing. But it is a good thing that our hard times are over.

NORA: Yes, it is really wonderful.

HELMER: This time I needn’t sit here and be dull all alone and you needn’t ruin your dear eyes and your pretty little hands—

NORA (clapping her hands): No, Torvald, I needn’t any longer, need I! It’s wonderfully lovely to hear you say so! (Taking his arm.) Now I will tell you how I have been thinking we ought to arrange things, Torvald. As soon as Christmas is over— (A bell rings in the hall.) There’s the bell. (She tidies the room a little.) There’s someone at the door. What a nuisance!

HELMER: If it is a caller, remember I am not at home.

MAID (in the doorway): A lady to see you, ma’am—a stranger.

NORA: Ask her to come in.

MAID (to HELMER): The doctor came at the same time, sir.

HELMER: Did he go straight into my room?

MAID: Yes sir.

HELMER goes into his room. The MAID ushers in MRS. LINDE, who is in traveling dress, and shuts the door.

MRS. LINDE (in a dejected and timid voice): How do you do, Nora?

NORA (doubtfully): How do you do—

MRS. LINDE: You don’t recognize me, I suppose.

NORA: No, I don’t know—yes, to be sure, I seem to— (Suddenly.) Yes! Christine! Is it really you?

MRS. LINDE: Yes, it is I.

NORA: Christine! To think of my not recognizing you! And yet how could I? (In a gentle voice.) How you have altered, Christine!

MRS. LINDE: Yes, I have indeed. In nine, ten long years—

NORA: Is it so long since we met? I suppose it is. The last eight years have been a happy time for me, I can tell you. And so now you have come into the town and have taken this long journey in winter—that was plucky of you.

MRS. LINDE: I arrived by steamer2 this morning.

NORA: To have some fun at Christmas time, of course. How delightful! We will have such fun together! But take off your things. You are not cold, I hope. (Helps her.) Now we will sit down by the stove and be cozy. No, take this armchair; I will sit here in the rocking chair. (Takes her hands.) Now you look like your old self again; it was only the first moment— You are a little paler, Christine, and perhaps a little thinner.

MRS. LINDE: And much, much older, Nora.

NORA: Perhaps a little older; very, very little; certainly not much. (Stops suddenly and speaks seriously.) What a thoughtless creature I am, chattering away like this. My poor, dear Christine, do forgive me.

MRS. LINDE: What do you mean, Nora?

NORA (gently): Poor Christine, you are a widow.

MRS. LINDE: Yes; it is three years ago now.

NORA: Yes, I knew; I saw it in the papers. I assure you, Christine, I meant ever so often to write to you at the time, but I always put it off and something always prevented me.

MRS. LINDE: I quite understand, dear.

NORA: It was very bad of me, Christine. Poor thing, how you must have suffered. And he left you nothing?

MRS. LINDE: No.

NORA: And no children?

MRS. LINDE: No.

NORA: Nothing at all, then?

MRS. LINDE: Not even any sorrow or grief to live upon.

NORA (looking incredulously at her): But, Christine, is that possible?

MRS. LINDE (smiles sadly and strokes her hair): It sometimes happens, Nora.

NORA: So you are quite alone. How dreadfully sad that must be. I have three lovely children. You can’t see them just now, for they are out with their nurse. But now you must tell me all about it.

MRS. LINDE: No, no; I want to hear about you.

NORA: No, you must begin. I mustn’t be selfish today; today I must only think of your affairs. But there is one thing I must tell you. Do you know we have just had a great piece of good luck?

MRS. LINDE: No, what is it?

NORA: Just fancy, my husband has been made manager of the bank!

MRS. LINDE: Your husband? What good luck!

NORA: Yes, tremendous! A barristers profession is such an uncertain thing, especially if he won’t undertake unsavory cases; and naturally Torvald has never been willing to do that, and I quite agree with him. You may imagine how pleased we are! He is to take up his work in the bank at the new year, and then he will have a big salary and lots of commissions. For the future we can live quite differently—we can do just as we like. I feel so relieved and so happy, Christine! It will be splendid to have heaps of money and not need to have any anxiety, won’t it?

MRS. LINDE: Yes, anyhow I think it would be delightful to have what one needs.

NORA: No, not only what one needs but heaps and heaps of money.

MRS. LINDE (smiling): Nora, Nora, haven’t you learned sense yet? In our schooldays you were a great spendthrift.

NORA (laughing): Yes, that is what Torvald says now. (Wags her finger at her.) But “Nora, Nora” is not so silly as you think. We have not been in a position for me to waste money. We have both had to work.

MRS. LINDE: You too?

NORA: Yes; odds and ends, needlework, crochet work, embroidery and that kind of thing. (Dropping her voice.) And other things as well. You know Torvald left his office when we were married? There was no prospect of promotion there, and he had to try and earn more than before. But during the first year he overworked himself dreadfully. You see, he had to make money every way he could; and he worked early and late; but he couldn’t stand it and fell dreadfully ill, and the doctors said it was necessary for him to go south.

MRS. LINDE: You spent a whole year in Italy, didn’t you?

NORA: Yes. It was no easy matter to get away, I can tell you. It was just after Ivar was born, but naturally we had to go. It was a wonderfully beautiful journey, and it saved Torvald’s life. But it cost a tremendous lot of money, Christine.

MRS. LINDE: So I should think.

NORA: It cost about two hundred and fifty pounds. That’s a lot; isn’t it?

MRS. LINDE: Yes, and in emergencies like that it is lucky to have the money.

NORA: I ought to tell you that we had it from Papa.

MRS. LINDE: Oh, I see. It was just about that time that he died, wasn’t it?

NORA: Yes; and, just think of it, I couldn’t go and nurse him. I was expecting little Ivar’s birth every day and I had my poor sick Torvald to look after. My dear, kind father—I never saw him again, Christine. That was the saddest time I have known since our marriage.

MRS. LINDE: I know how fond you were of him. And then you went off to Italy?

NORA: Yes; you see, we had money then, and the doctors insisted on our going, so we started a month later.

MRS. LINDE: And your husband came back quite well?

NORA: As sound as a bell!

MRS. LINDE: But—the doctor?

NORA: What doctor?

MRS. LINDE: I thought your maid said the gentleman who arrived here just as I did was the doctor.

NORA: Yes, that was Dr. Rank, but he doesn’t come here professionally. He is our greatest friend and comes in at least once every day. No, Torvald has not had an hour’s illness since then, and our children are strong and healthy and so am I. (Jumps up and claps her hands.) Christine! Christine! It’s good to be alive and happy! But how horrid of me; I am talking of nothing but my own affairs. (Sits on a stool near her and rests her arms on her knees.) You mustn’t be angry with me. Tell me, is it really true that you did not love your husband? Why did you marry him?

MRS. LINDE: My mother was alive then and was bedridden and helpless, and I had to provide for my two younger brothers; so I did not think I was justified in refusing his offer.

NORA: No, perhaps you were quite right. He was rich at that time, then?

MRS. LINDE: I believe he was quite well off. But his business was a precarious one, and when he died it all went to pieces and there was nothing left.

NORA: And then?

MRS. LINDE: Well, I had to turn my hand to anything I could find—first a small shop, then a small school and so on. The last three years have seemed like one long working day, with no rest. Now it is at an end, Nora. My poor mother needs me no more, for she is gone; and the boys do not need me either; they have got situations and can shift for themselves.

NORA: What a relief you must feel it.

MRS. LINDE: No indeed; I only feel my life unspeakably empty. No one to live for anymore. (Gets up restlessly.) That was why I could not stand the life in my little backwater any longer. I hope it may be easier here to find something which will busy me and occupy my thoughts. If only I could have the good luck to get some regular work—office work of some kind—

NORA: But, Christine, that is so frightfully tiring, and you look tired out now. You had far better go away to some watering place.

MRS. LINDE (walking to the window): I have no father to give me money for a journey, Nora.

NORA (rising): Oh, don’t be angry with me.

MRS. LINDE (going up to her): It is you that must not be angry with me, dear. The worst of a position like mine is that it makes one so bitter. No one to work for and yet obliged to be always on the lookout for chances. One must live, and so one becomes selfish. When you told me of the happy turn your fortunes have taken—you will hardly believe it—I was delighted not so much on your account as on my own.

NORA: How do you mean? Oh, I understand. You mean that perhaps Torvald could get you something to do.

MRS. LINDE: Yes, that was what I was thinking of.

NORA: He must, Christine. Just leave it to me; I will broach the subject very cleverly—I will think of something that will please him very much. It will make me so happy to be of some use to you.

MRS. LINDE: How kind you are, Nora, to be so anxious to help me! It is doubly kind in you, for you know so little of the burdens and troubles of life.

NORA: I? I know so little of them?

MRS. LINDE (smiling): My dear! Small household cares and that sort of thing! You are a child, Nora.

NORA (tosses her head and crosses the stage): You ought not to be so superior.

MRS. LINDE: No?

NORA: You are just like the others. They all think that I am incapable of anything really serious—

MRS. LINDE: Come, come.

NORA: —that I have gone through nothing in this world of cares.

MRS. LINDE: But, my dear Nora, you have just told me all your troubles.

NORA: Pooh!—those were trifles. (Lowering her voice.) I have not told you the important thing.

MRS. LINDE: The important thing? What do you mean?

NORA: You look down upon me altogether, Christine—but you ought not to. You are proud, aren’t you, of having worked so hard and so long for your mother?

MRS. LINDE: Indeed, I don’t look down on anyone. But it is true that I am both proud and glad to think that I was privileged to make the end of my mother’s life almost free from care.

NORA: And you are proud to think of what you have done for your brothers.

MRS. LINDE: I think I have the right to be.

NORA: I think so too. But now listen to this; I too have something to be proud and glad of.

MRS. LINDE: I have no doubt you have. But what do you refer to?

NORA: Speak low. Suppose Torvald were to hear! He mustn’t on any account—no one in the world must know, Christine, except you.

MRS. LINDE: But what is it?

NORA: Come here. (Pulls her down on the sofa beside her.) Now I will show you that I too have something to be proud and glad of. It was I who saved Torvald’s life.

MRS. LINDE: “Saved”? How?

NORA: I told you about our trip to Italy. Torvald would never have recovered if he had not gone there.

MRS. LINDE: Yes, but your father gave you the necessary funds.

NORA (smiling): Yes, that is what Torvald and the others think, but—

MRS. LINDE: But—

NORA: Papa didn’t give us a shilling. It was I who procured the money.

MRS. LINDE: You? All that large sum?

NORA: Two hundred and fifty pounds. What do you think of that?

MRS. LINDE: But, Nora, how could you possibly do it? Did you win a prize in the lottery?

NORA (contemptuously): In the lottery? There would have been no credit in that.

MRS. LINDE: But where did you get it from, then?

NORA (humming and smiling with an air of mystery): Hm, hm! Aha!

MRS. LINDE: Because you couldn’t have borrowed it.

NORA: Couldn’t I? Why not?

MRS. LINDE: No, a wife cannot borrow without her husband’s consent.

NORA (tossing her head): Oh, if it is a wife who has any head for business—a wife who has the wit to be a little bit clever—

MRS. LINDE: I don’t understand it at all, Nora.

NORA: There is no need you should. I never said I had borrowed the money. I may have got it some other way. (Lies back on the sofa.) Perhaps I got it from some other admirers. When anyone is as attractive as I am—

MRS. LINDE: You are a mad creature.

NORA: Now you know you’re full of curiosity, Christine.

MRS. LINDE: Listen to me, Nora dear. Haven’t you been a little bit imprudent?

NORA (sits up straight): Is it imprudent to save your husband’s life?

MRS. LINDE: It seems to me imprudent, without his knowledge, to—

NORA: But it was absolutely necessary that he should not know! My goodness, can’t you understand that? It was necessary he should have no idea what a dangerous condition he was in. It was to me that the doctors came and said that his life was in danger and that the only thing to save him was to live in the south. Do you suppose I didn’t try, first of all, to get what I wanted as if it were for myself? I told him how much I should love to travel abroad like other young wives; I tried tears and entreaties with him; I told him that he ought to remember the condition I was in and that he ought to be kind and indulgent to me; I even hinted that he might raise a loan. That nearly made him angry, Christine. He said I was thoughtless and that it was his duty as my husband not to indulge me in my whims and caprices—as I believe he called them. Very well, I thought, you must be saved—and that was how I came to devise a way out of the difficulty.

MRS. LINDE: And did your husband never get to know from your father that the money had not come from him?

NORA: No, never. Papa died just at that time. I had meant to let him into the secret and beg him never to reveal it. But he was so ill then—alas, there never was any need to tell him.

MRS. LINDE: And since then have you never told your secret to your husband?

NORA: Good heavens, no! How could you think so? A man who has such strong opinions about these things! And besides, how painful and humiliating it would be for Torvald, with his manly independence, to know that he owed me anything! It would upset our mutual relations altogether; our beautiful happy home would no longer be what it is now.

MRS. LINDE: Do you mean never to tell him about it?

NORA (meditatively and with a half-smile): Yes—someday, perhaps, after many years, when I am no longer as nice looking as I am now. Don’t laugh at me! I mean, of course, when Torvald is no longer as devoted to me as he is now; when my dancing and dressing-up and reciting have palled on him; then it may be a good thing to have something in reserve— (Breaking off.) What nonsense! That time will never come. Now what do you think of my great secret, Christine? Do you still think I am of no use? I can tell you, too, that this affair has caused me a lot of worry. It has been by no means easy for me to meet my engagements punctually. I may tell you that there is something that is called, in business, quarterly interest and another thing called payment in installments, and it is always so dreadfully difficult to manage them. I have had to save a little here and there, where I could, you understand. I have not been able to put aside much from my housekeeping money, for Torvald must have a good table. I couldn’t let my children be shabbily dressed; I have felt obliged to use up all he gave me for them, the sweet little darlings!

MRS. LINDE: So it has all had to come out of your own necessaries of life, poor Nora?

NORA: Of course. Besides, I was the one responsible for it. Whenever Torvald has given me money for new dresses and such things I have never spent more than half of it; I have always bought the simplest and cheapest things. Thank heaven any clothes look well on me, and so Torvald has never noticed it. But it was often very hard on me, Christine—because it is delightful to be really well dressed, isn’t it?

MRS. LINDE: Quite so.

NORA: Well, then I have found other ways of earning money. Last winter I was lucky enough to get a lot of copying to do, so I locked myself up and sat writing every evening until quite late at night. Many a time I was desperately tired, but all the same it was a tremendous pleasure to sit there working and earning money. It was like being a man.

MRS. LINDE: How much have you been able to pay off in that way?

NORA: I can’t tell you exactly. You see, it is very difficult to keep an account of a business matter of that kind. I only know that I have paid every penny that I could scrape together. Many a time I was at my wits’ end. (Smiles.) Then I used to sit here and imagine that a rich old gentleman had fallen in love with me—

MRS. LINDE: What! Who was it?

NORA: Be quiet!—that he had died and that when his will was opened it contained, written in big letters, the instruction: “The lovely Mrs. Nora Helmer is to have all I possess paid over to her at once in cash.”

MRS. LINDE: But, my dear Nora—who could the man be?

NORA: Good gracious, can’t you understand? There was no old gentleman at all; it was only something that I used to sit here and imagine, when I couldn’t think of any way of procuring money. But it’s all the same now; the tiresome old person can stay where he is as far as I am concerned; I don’t care about him or his will either, for I am free from care now. (Jumps up.) My goodness, it’s delightful to think of, Christine! Free from care! To be able to be free from care, quite free from care; to be able to play and romp with the children; to be able to keep the house beautifully and have everything just as Torvald likes it! And, think of it, soon the spring will come and the big blue sky! Perhaps we shall be able to take a little trip—perhaps I shall see the sea again! Oh, it’s a wonderful thing to be alive and be happy. (A bell is heard in the hall.)

MRS. LINDE (rising): There is the bell; perhaps I had better go.

NORA: No, don’t go; no one will come in here; it is sure to be for Torvald.

SERVANT (at the hall door): Excuse me, ma’am—there is a gentleman to see the master, and as the doctor is with him—

NORA: Who is it?

KROGSTAD (at the door): It is I, Mrs. Helmer. (MRS. LINDE starts, trembles and turns to the window.)

NORA (takes a step toward him and speaks in a strained, low voice): You? What is it? What do you want to see my husband about?

KROGSTAD: Bank business—in a way. I have a small post in the bank, and I hear your husband is to be our chief now.

NORA: Then it is—

KROGSTAD: Nothing but dry business matters, Mrs. Helmer; absolutely nothing else.

NORA: Be so good as to go into the study then. (She bows indifferently to him and shuts the door into the hall, then comes back and makes up the fire in the stove.)

MRS. LINDE: Nora—who was that man?

NORA: A lawyer of the name of Krogstad.

MRS. LINDE: Then it really was he.

NORA: Do you know the man?

MRS. LINDE: I used to—many years ago. At one time he was a solicitor’s clerk in our town.

NORA: Yes, he was.

MRS. LINDE: He is greatly altered.

NORA: He made a very unhappy marriage.

MRS. LINDE: He is a widower now, isn’t he?

NORA: With several children. There now, it is burning up. (Shuts the door of the stove and moves the rocking chair aside.)

MRS. LINDE: They say he carries on various kinds of business.

NORA: Really! Perhaps he does; I don’t know anything about it. But don’t let us think of business; it is so tiresome.

DR. RANK (comes out of HELMER’S study. Before he shuts the door he calls to him): No, my dear fellow, I won’t disturb you; I would rather go in to your wife for a little while. (Shuts the door and sees MRS. LINDE.) I beg your pardon; I am afraid I am disturbing you too.

NORA: No, not at all. (Introducing him.) Dr. Rank, Mrs. Linde.

RANK: I have often heard Mrs. Linde’s name mentioned here. I think I passed you on the stairs when I arrived, Mrs. Linde?

MRS. LINDE: Yes, I go up very slowly; I can’t manage stairs well.

RANK: Ah! Some slight internal weakness?

MRS. LINDE: No, the fact is I have been overworking myself.

RANK: Nothing more than that? Then I suppose you have come to town to amuse yourself with our entertainments?

MRS. LINDE: I have come to look for work.

RANK: Is that a good cure for overwork?

MRS. LINDE: One must live, Dr. Rank.

RANK: Yes, the general opinion seems to be that it is necessary.

NORA: Look here, Dr. Rank—you know you want to live.

RANK: Certainly. However wretched I may feel, I want to prolong the agony as long as possible. All my patients are like that. And so are those who are morally diseased; one of them, and a bad case too, is at this very moment with Helmer—

MRS. LINDE (sadly): Ah!

NORA: Whom do you mean?

RANK: A lawyer of the name of Krogstad, a fellow you don’t know at all. He suffers from a diseased moral character, Mrs. Helmer, but even he began talking of its being highly important that he should live.

NORA: Did he? What did he want to speak to Torvald about?

RANK: I have no idea; I only heard that it was something about the bank.

NORA: I didn’t know this—what’s his name?—Krogstad had anything to do with the bank.

RANK: Yes, he has some sort of appointment there. (To MRS. LINDE.) I don’t know whether you find also in your part of the world that there are certain people who go zealously snuffing about to smell out moral corruption and, as soon as they have found some, put the person concerned into some lucrative position where they can keep their eye on him. Healthy natures are left out in the cold.

MRS. LINDE: Still I think the sick are those who most need taking care of.

RANK (shrugging his shoulders): Yes, there you are. That is the sentiment that is turning society into a sick house.

NORA, who has been absorbed in her thoughts, breaks out into smothered laughter and claps her hands.

RANK: Why do you laugh at that? Have you any notion what society really is?

NORA: What do I care about tiresome society? I am laughing at something quite different, something extremely amusing. Tell me, Dr. Rank, are all the people who are employed in the bank dependent on Torvald now?

RANK: Is that what you find so extremely amusing?

NORA (smiling and humming): That’s my affair! (Walking about the room.) It’s perfectly glorious to think that we have—that Torvald has so much power over so many people. (Takes the packet from her pocket.) Dr. Rank, what do you say to a macaroon?

RANK: What, macaroons? I thought they were forbidden here.

NORA: Yes, but these are some Christine gave me.

MRS. LINDE: What! I?

NORA: Oh well, don’t be alarmed! You couldn’t know that Torvald had forbidden them. I must tell you that he is afraid they will spoil my teeth. But, bah!—once in a way— That’s so, isn’t it, Dr. Rank? By your leave! (Puts a macaroon into his mouth.) You must have one too, Christine. And I shall have one, just a little one—or at most two. (Walking about.) I am tremendously happy. There is just one thing in the world now that I should dearly love to do.

RANK: Well, what is that?

NORA: It’s something I should dearly love to say if Torvald could hear me.

RANK: Well, why can’t you say it?

NORA: No, I daren’t; it’s so shocking.

MRS. LINDE: Shocking?

RANK: Well, I should not advise you to say it. Still, with us you might. What is it you would so much like to say if Torvald could hear you?

NORA: I should just love to say— Well, I’m damned!

RANK: Are you mad?

MRS. LINDE: Nora dear!

RANK: Say it, here he is!

NORA (hiding the packet): Hush! Hush! Hush!

HELMER comes out of his room with his coat over his arm and his hat in his hand.

NORA: Well, Torvald dear, have you got rid of him?

HELMER: Yes, he has just gone.

NORA: Let me introduce you—this is Christine, who has come to town.

HELMER: Christine? Excuse me, but I don’t know—

NORA: Mrs. Linde, dear; Christine Linde.

HELMER: Of course. A school friend of my wife’s, I presume?

MRS. LINDE: Yes, we have known each other since then.

NORA: And just think, she has taken a long journey in order to see you.

HELMER: What do you mean?

MRS. LINDE: No, really, I—

NORA: Christine is tremendously clever at bookkeeping, and she is frightfully anxious to work under some clever man, so as to perfect herself—

HELMER: Very sensible, Mrs. Linde.

NORA: And when she heard you had been appointed manager of the bank—the news was telegraphed, you know— she traveled here as quick as she could. Torvald, I am sure you will be able to do something for Christine, for my sake, won’t you?

HELMER: Well, it is not altogether impossible. I presume you are a widow, Mrs. Linde?

MRS. LINDE: Yes.

HELMER: And have had some experience of bookkeeping?

MRS. LINDE: Yes, a fair amount.

HELMER: Ah well, it’s very likely I may be able to find something for you.

NORA (clapping her hands): What did I tell you?

HELMER: You have just come at a fortunate moment, Mrs. Linde.

MRS. LINDE: How am I to thank you?

HELMER: There is no need. (Puts on his coat.) But today you must excuse me—

RANK: Wait a minute; I will come with you. (Brings his furcoat from the hall and warms it at the fire.)

NORA: Don’t be long away, Torvald dear.

HELMER: About an hour, not more.

NORA: Are you going too, Christine?

MRS. LINDE (putting on her cloak): Yes, I must go and look for a room.

HELMER: Oh well, then, we can walk down the street together.

NORA (helping her): What a pity it is we are so short of space here; I am afraid it is impossible for us—

MRS. LINDE: Please don’t think of it! Good-bye, Nora dear, and many thanks.

NORA: Good-bye for the present. Of course you will come back this evening. And you too, Dr. Rank. What do you say? If you are well enough? Oh, you must be! Wrap yourself up well. (They go to the door all talking together. Children’s voices are heard on the staircase.)

NORA: There they are. There they are! (She runs to open the door. The NURSE comes in with the children.) Come in! Come in! (Stoops and kisses them.) Oh, you sweet blessings! Look at them, Christine! Aren’t they darlings?

RANK: Don’t let us stand here in the draft.

HELMER: Come along, Mrs. Linde; the place will only be bearable for a mother now!

RANK, HELMER and MRS. LINDE go downstairs. The NURSE comes forward with the children; NORA shuts the hall door.

NORA: How fresh and well you look! Such red cheeks!—like apples and roses. (The children all talk at once while she speaks to them.) Have you had great fun? That’s splendid! What, you pulled both Emmy and Bob along on the sledge? Both at once? That was good. You are a clever boy, Ivar. Let me take her for a little, Anne. My sweet little baby doll! (Takes the baby from the NURSE and dances it up and down.) Yes, yes, Mother will dance with Bob too. What! Have you been snowballing? I wish I had been there too! No, no, I will take their things off, Anne; please let me do it, it is such fun. Go in now, you look half frozen. There is some hot coffee for you on the stove.

The NURSE goes into the room on the left, NORA takes off the children’s things and throws them about while they all talk to her at once.

NORA: Really! Did a big dog run after you? But it didn’t bite you? No, dogs don’t bite nice little dolly children. You mustn’t look at the parcels, Ivar. What are they? Ah, I daresay you would like to know. No, no—it’s something nasty! Come, let us have a game! What shall we play at? Hide and seek? Yes, we’ll play hide and seek. Bob shall hide first. Must I hide? Very well, I’ll hide first. (She and the children laugh and shout and romp in and out of the room; at last NORA hides under the table; the children rush in and look for her but do not see her; they hear her smothered laughter, run to the table, lift up the cloth and find her. Shouts of laughter. She crawls forward and pretends to frighten them. Fresh laughter. Meanwhile there has been a knock at the hall door but none of them has noticed it. The door is half opened and KROGSTAD appears. He waits a little; the game goes on.)

KROGSTAD: Excuse me, Mrs. Helmer.

NORA (with a stifled cry turns round and gets up onto her knees): Ah! What do you want?

KROGSTAD: Excuse me, the outer door was ajar; I suppose someone forgot to shut it.

NORA (rising): My husband is out, Mr. Krogstad.

KROGSTAD: I know that.

NORA: What do you want here then?

KROGSTAD: A word with you.

NORA: With me? (To the children, gently.) Go in to Nurse. What? No, the strange man won’t do Mother any harm. When he has gone we will have another game. (She takes the children into the room on the left and shuts the door after them.) You want to speak to me?

KROGSTAD: Yes, I do.

NORA: Today? It is not the first of the month yet.

KROGSTAD: No, it is Christmas Eve, and it will depend on yourself what sort of a Christmas you will spend.

NORA: What do you want? Today it is absolutely impossible for me—

KROGSTAD: We won’t talk about that till later on. This is something different. I presume you can give me a moment?

NORA: Yes—yes, I can—although—

KROGSTAD: Good. I was in Olsen’s Restaurant and saw your husband going down the street—

NORA: Yes?

KROGSTAD: With a lady.

NORA: What then?

KROGSTAD: May I make so bold as to ask if it was a Mrs. Linde?

NORA: It was.

KROGSTAD: Just arrived in town?

NORA: Yes, today.

KROGSTAD: She is a great friend of yours, isn’t she?

NORA: She is. But I don’t see—

KROGSTAD: I knew her too, once upon a time.

NORA: I am aware of that.

KROGSTAD: Are you? So you know all about it; I thought as much. Then I can ask you, without beating about the bush—is MRS. LINDE to have an appointment in the bank?

NORA: What right have you to question me, Mr. Krogstad? You, one of my husband’s subordinates! But since you ask, you shall know. Yes, Mrs. Linde is to have an appointment. And it was I who pleaded her cause, Mr. Krogstad, let me tell you that.

KROGSTAD: I was right in what I thought then.

NORA (walking up and down the stage): Sometimes one has a tiny little bit of influence, I should hope. Because one is a woman it does not necessarily follow that— When anyone is in a subordinate position, Mr. Krogstad, they should really be careful to avoid offending anyone who—who—

KROGSTAD: Who has influence?

NORA: Exactly.

KROGSTAD (changing his tone): Mrs. Helmer, you will be so good as to use your influence on my behalf.

NORA: What? What do you mean?

KROGSTAD: You will be so kind as to see that I am allowed to keep my subordinate position in the bank.

NORA: What do you mean by that? Who proposes to take your post away from you?

KROGSTAD: Oh, there is no necessity to keep up the pretense of ignorance. I can quite understand that your friend is not very anxious to expose herself to the chance of rubbing shoulders with me, and I quite understand, too, whom I have to thank for being turned off.

NORA: But I assure you—

KROGSTAD: Very likely; but, to come to the point, the time has come when I should advise you to use your influence to prevent that.

NORA: But, Mr. Krogstad, I have no influence.

KROGSTAD: Haven’t you? I thought you said yourself just now—

NORA: Naturally I did not mean you to put that construction on it. I! What should make you think I have any influence of that kind with my husband?

KROGSTAD: Oh, I have known your husband from our student days. I don’t suppose he is any more unassailable than other husbands.

NORA: If you speak slightingly of my husband, I shall turn you out of the house.

KROGSTAD: You are bold, Mrs. Helmer.

NORA: I am not afraid of you any longer. As soon as the New Year comes I shall in a very short time be free of the whole thing.

KROGSTAD (controlling himself): Listen to me, Mrs. Helmer. If necessary, I am prepared to fight for my small post in the bank as if I were fighting for my life.

NORA: So it seems.

KROGSTAD: It is not only for the sake of the money; indeed, that weighs least with me in the matter. There is another reason—well, I may as well tell you. My position is this. I daresay you know, like everybody else, that once, many years ago, I was guilty of an indiscretion.

NORA: I think I have heard something of the kind.

KROGSTAD: The matter never came into court, but every way seemed to be closed to me after that. So I took to the business that you know of. I had to do something; and, honestly, I don’t think I’ve been one of the worst. But now I must cut myself free from all that. My sons are growing up; for their sake I must try and win back as much respect as I can in the town. This post in the bank was like the first step up for me—and now your husband is going to kick me downstairs again into the mud.

NORA: But you must believe me, Mr. Krogstad; it is not in my power to help you at all.

KROGSTAD: Then it is because you haven’t the will, but I have means to compel you.

NORA: You don’t mean that you will tell my husband that I owe you money?

KROGSTAD: Hm! Suppose I were to tell him?

NORA: It would be perfectly infamous of you. (Sobbing.) To think of his learning my secret, which has been my joy and pride, in such an ugly, clumsy way—that he should learn it from you! And it would put me in a horribly disagreeable position.

KROGSTAD: Only disagreeable?

NORA (impetuously): Well, do it then!—and it will be the worse for you. My husband will see for himself what a blackguard you are, and you certainly won’t keep your post then.

KROGSTAD: I asked you if it was only a disagreeable scene at home that you were afraid of?

NORA: If my husband does get to know of it, of course he will at once pay you what is still owing, and we shall have nothing more to do with you.

KROGSTAD (coming a step nearer): Listen to me, Mrs. Helmer. Either you have a very bad memory or you know very little of business. I shall be obliged to remind you of a few details.

NORA: What do you mean?

KROGSTAD: When your husband was ill you came to me to borrow two hundred and fifty pounds.

NORA: I didn’t know anyone else to go to.

KROGSTAD: I promised to get you that amount—

NORA: Yes, and you did so.

KROGSTAD: I promised to get you that amount on certain conditions. Your mind was so taken up with your husband’s illness and you were so anxious to get the money for your journey that you seem to have paid no attention to the conditions of our bargain. Therefore it will not be amiss if I remind you of them. Now I promised to get the money on the security of a bond which I drew up.

NORA: Yes, and which I signed.

KROGSTAD: Good. But below your signature there were a few lines constituting your father a surety for the money; those lines your father should have signed.

NORA: Should? He did sign them.

KROGSTAD: I had left the date blank; that is to say your father should himself have inserted the date on which he signed the paper. Do you remember that?

NORA: Yes, I think I remember.

KROGSTAD: Then I gave you the bond to send by post to your father. Is that not so?

NORA: Yes.

KROGSTAD: And you naturally did so at once, because five or six days afterward you brought me the bond with your father’s signature. And then I gave you the money.

NORA: Well, haven’t I been paying it off regularly?

KROGSTAD: Fairly so, yes. But—to come back to the matter in hand—that must have been a very trying time for you, Mrs. Helmer?

NORA: It was, indeed.

KROGSTAD: Your father was very ill, wasn’t he?

NORA: He was very near his end.

KROGSTAD: And died soon afterward?

NORA: Yes.

KROGSTAD: Tell me, Mrs. Helmer, can you by any chance remember what day your father died?—on what day of the month, I mean.

NORA: Papa died on the twenty-ninth of September.

KROGSTAD: That is correct; I have ascertained it for myself. And, as that is so, there is a discrepancy (taking a paper from his pocket) which I cannot account for.

NORA: What discrepancy? I don’t know—

KROGSTAD: The discrepancy consists, Mrs. Helmer, in the fact that your father signed this bond three days after his death.

NORA: What do you mean? I don’t understand.

KROGSTAD: Your father died on the twenty-ninth of September. But look here; your father has dated his signature the second of October. It is a discrepancy, isn’t it? (NORA is silent.) Can you explain it to me? (NORA is still silent.) It is a remarkable thing, too, that the words “second of October,” as well as the year, are not written in your father’s handwriting but in one that I think I know. Well, of course it can be explained; your father may have forgotten to date his signature and someone else may have dated it haphazard before they knew of his death. There is no harm in that. It all depends on the signature of the name, and that is genuine, I suppose, Mrs. Helmer? It was your father himself who signed his name here?

NORA (after a short pause, throws her head up and looks defiantly at him): No, it was not. It was I that wrote Papa’s name.

KROGSTAD: Are you aware that is a dangerous confession?

NORA: In what way? You shall have your money soon.

KROGSTAD: Let me ask you a question: why did you not send the paper to your father?

NORA: It was impossible; Papa was so ill. If I had asked him for his signature, I should have had to tell him what the money was to be used for; and when he was so ill himself I couldn’t tell him that my husband’s life was in danger— it was impossible.

KROGSTAD: It would have been better for you if you had given up your trip abroad.

NORA: No, that was impossible. That trip was to save my husband’s life; I couldn’t give that up.

KROGSTAD: But did it never occur to you that you were committing a fraud on me?

NORA: I couldn’t take that into account; I didn’t trouble myself about you at all. I couldn’t bear you because you put so many heartless difficulties in my way although you knew what a dangerous condition my husband was in.

KROGSTAD: Mrs. Helmer, you evidently do not realize clearly what it is that you have been guilty of. But I can assure you that my one false step, which lost me all my reputation, was nothing more or nothing worse than what you have done.

NORA: You? Do you ask me to believe that you were brave enough to run a risk to save your wife’s life?

KROGSTAD: The law cares nothing about motives.

NORA: Then it must be a very foolish law.

KROGSTAD: Foolish or not, it is the law by which you will be judged if I produce this paper in court.

NORA: I don’t believe it. Is a daughter not to be allowed to spare her dying father anxiety and care? Is a wife not to be allowed to save her husband’s life? I don’t know much about law, but I am certain that there must be laws permitting such things as that. Have you no knowledge of such laws—you who are a lawyer? You must be a very poor lawyer, Mr. Krogstad.
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